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Do you know who she is and

what the story is about?
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vesr Fleanor,

I am sending you & cuser little story.
fou will know the people in it, even thouzh I've
rhenge’ the scene (rom the house on the Hudson
to » echnteru on the Loire. Ifts not u story 1
will =ver try to publish, but I had pleasure in
writing it.

1 woulé love tn see you some time. ¥ould
you ever hsave » moment wnen you come to New Iork?
I hnve never wanted to bother you, bacause 1
gnow what your busy life is, but I don't want
tn ¢o heek to France without seving you. iy life
is busy ton, it wcrriaE:;;var to have seen lrs
P=riesh n11 winter, but I've hud = bad w.nter

myealf.



FIRE JUSIC

I must have been about fourteszn., For the last two yecars
I had heen in love with sene, I had been in love with lonicue, I
had bheen in love with the encha ted cnateau on the hill over the
Loire.

Hene was twenty-two or twenty-three then, a man I thought,
prouc of him, brother of my convent friends Claire. lionicue was
the sister, half way between thems She was three or fou.ur years
older than Claire and 4, She was lovelier than any one else in
the world., dNot always beautiful, but with souetiiing a=bout her far
heyond beauty. You felt it dimly sad, that something, as if it
were A spell upon her. "Misa", who had brou:nt up all thrze of
them, said that onioue was "fay."

""nat happened to Monigue in the end was so tragic, that,

even todsy, prople edigariwy - cnber,

Hene nac charm too, grace, if one can use the word about
= hoy, # funny dis@ainful elegance in everytning he did, =n air
of xnowing, even then, that nobody was worth while, nor anything.
He had a2 wey of wrinkling his nose and serewing up his light blue
eyes eno laughing Jjust at himself. Claire was a pretty child,

with curls like sunny bubbles. 411 three of'tnem belonged to the

chateau of fantastlic momories, a king's pleasure and & favoriff's
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dlsgracea,

tnd + too mesced to bulonz there, froom the uiinute I soram=
bled domm froa the train at Onzain. It was always in tns autusn
and. almay= at early nidht Tall.

Jnee, L resenber, hene oet @e at the station and kissed
my hend srong the bags on the platform. I knew he #as teasing,
~ut [ fidntt wash my hand for & week,

it was not of RAene thouzh that I thou nt, driving home by
the woors rosd, Cleire and I were sure I was in love with him;
but 4 wanted to sit in Treont with Justinh, ths suachasn, who might
nernaps neve let me drive the roans,- Rene never drove if he: could
nelp it. It was of the smell of Toureine I was tninking eof, the
touct of Touraine on my forehead in the autumn dusk; nll that was
g0 ¢ part of =y happiness aboat leoninue.

“ary thinge were aore than liens, but Yonloue was nlways
averything. 211 see besutiful things were domiocoue, Tne slid new
woan in the twildght, ' was donioue, snd the glint of the river
uncer the long hridee. The Increasing hippine=zs of avery turn of
the rosd throuzh the woods was wonicue, and of the mouwent of cros-
sing the draw-hridege over the most. The fire light st teg was Me-
nicue 2nd the shine of the polisned floors, A1l delicate ligits
rere loninue and all susiec was Mondgue, specinlly the wusie of
autunn vinds wt the window of the room tnet Claire and I shered
in the children's wing.

Clrire snd I sfeyed Awrge slways 485 lon, of va could, talke
ing about =verything == knew. we talked a groat deal about love.
Claire wes engaged to most of her cousins,

“g wished Hene would ask me to marry him, and then we



rould be tosether always, all of us, and live in the chateau

for ever =nd ever. ‘e talked with deep interest of ay love for
Fene., sut we never talked of my love for sionloue, whieh was cuite
another  hing, a fairy tale thing.

Of course Claire krew, I hac a snapshot of .onicue in a
l-ather frame, wvery nizht I stooé it on a cliair by my bed., Clalre
thowrnt that was un-necessary, as . would be seeing ‘onicue in
the aorning, hut she wes wost sympathetie. She ratner looked up
to ne b=ecsuse I wrote poetry. The poetry was all w»ritten to ifo-
rinue., I showed it to Claire, but to donique, never,

I remember an odd thing about that poetry. ihere were al-
weys flawes in it, flames bafween «onicue and me so that 4 could
not set to her, flames beyond her tnat she'd have to pass through.
Cueer, bhecazuce the end of things, of so uany, such pitious tnings,

for lYonicue, was to be in flames.
%

One afternonn, she asked ue if L warted to cowe with her
for 2 drive. “he did not tell me where we were going, nor how she
had persuaded Justin to let her take the roans.

It wss almost sunset. We crossed the lawns and the beech
woods and turned away from the Loire throw i level fields.

somigue drove well, I don't know how, with such fragile
hands,

She did not talk to me,-sitting very straight beside her,-
but che sang to herself all the way. Her soft sweet voice was deep

and a little husky, as if some emotion blurred it with tears,



The sun was gone over the rim of the fields end night was
gathering. It was & road 1 did not kmow. I did not know the vil-
laze ahead of us, where lights were beingz 1lit, one by one, around
the souat dark seuare church tower. I did not ask any cuestions.

The dirt road changed to cobbles, The village wss Just one
street aloni thne road, low roofs and little lighted windows.

Seside the churech there was an open door under a lantarn
and & sign: "Bureau de Poste."

dioninue pulled up the roans at the door. "I think tiey will
stand," she said, and zave me the redins.

gt

I hoped a.dog would spring out from somewhere}a-t the roans
Aty would plunge and rear, so that 1 could be heroic uaster-
ine tnem;my;h R

HeEe—wne—a—tantermover the post office éeese, In the

. 9% A Aoar—
light of &4y I saw uﬂﬂﬂsﬂm farne, sa—ae TN
net napoened to sionigue? It was a white ghost that came
out the post office door, Muela a5 lawio

the climbed up heside we and said, "Can you drive home?"

I could do anythning, because 4+ knew she was crying and
eouldn't see and counted on ay faithfulness,

I had trouble to hold the roans. They were going home, they
tried to break into a canter, a gallup, 2 run.

The side lamps 1lit up the road, the moss banks, the tree
qtemsjshowed buckwneat stubble, potato roots, stacked rye, half
under mist,

I wmas driving with all my soul. iy child soul rose in
strength to not let me be afraid of the roans, to make me handle ﬁ-

well and keep them to the road and leave lionigue alone with ter



desperate young Sorrow.

Something terrible had happened to wonicue. That I did not
xnow wnet it wee did not matter. It must have becn a letter. A
letter frox some one who eould kill her. wonique's face under the
laup a2t the post office door had been the face of & girl that sowe-
nne hed killed,

It was my first knowledge of helplessness. However iuch you
love, you can't help, There is only to keep still, to not even
touech the hem of the garment. There is only to cake things go on,
z11 the things, you don't know why.

For me, there was Jjust to get the roans home. I dreaded the
darkness of the woods. I dreaded the difficult turn in 2t the gate
of the chatesu park. Horses always shied at the white posts,

There would be the drawbridge, the court with the old well
sné the arcades, the door that let you in to the hall full of
hunting things and tennis things 2nd to the salle des gardes and
neople at tea. I knew ¥onique wanted tie little turret door where
there was only Annette, the lingé}a,:with the pekenese.

Monioue zot down, stumbling =2 1itt§, and I drove on around
to the stables

That nicht, people camne to dinner, neighbors from within
édriving distance.

foninue was beautiful and as cuick and as light as if tears
had no weight. We watched her dance, Claire and I, through the

windows under the arcades.

The next morning, Claire and + weant to persusde "iliss"
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to let us go up and rumazge in the atrics because it was raining.
doninue came to breakfast with us and drank some coffee
ané sald she'd play for me in the musiec roonm.

“he sat at the piano against tine rainy window:s ané played
an eerie little music that wust have been sace up just for ue,
with the rain falling. Then suddenly, she was playing the fire
ausie from the Valkyrie. I neve:r hac neard her ﬁlaY it before.
Tne fire music was around wxoniocue, sweepinz her up into something

very zreat of tragedy.

Foon atter, I went back to liv: in Auerica.

I had a few letters from ..onicue. 1 used to sleepy with
thea under my pillow, And then she dld not write any more.

Claire wrote to me about --onigué's marriage., She said it
was very oueer. lobody wanted her to userry him, but she couldn't
be stopped. It wag as if she were a huntod creature, that ran
for refuze into z trap. It all happened =0 cuickly, Claire said,

that there was no time to realize it. IZvery body cried except

Soninoue.

Nor the sea hetween, nor the years nakxe we forget the drive
throuzsh the soft still autuun darkness of louraine,
In the back of iy heart, there has always remained ny fairy-

tale love,
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People told me of ionioue that sne had two little dsughters
and th+t she vas not happy. Feople said many things about her and
blmmﬁ?ﬁher for usany things. They did not know she hacd been killed,
thet night in the wvillage post office.

fou can't understand why you don't know it, across time
ana space, wnen death comes to people you love. Lou ought to Know,
the stranze thing is that you don't.

Of course I heard about the Bazar de la Cnarité'fire in
the rue Jean Goujon; in New “ork everyone taliked about it. ?ut
soiwehow I neve: thouzht of Luniqﬁe's teing there.

1 was at the <etropolitan. it was the Velkyrie. Scueone
came into the box and told me. idow could I not have known? The
little zirls hed heen with her. They were found, the three together,

Bevea nbeat”
Aedib#Iw vzrt from the strugele.

S0 ends the story of Monique.

Rene's story is ended too. He liveé alone in the chatesuy
over tne Loire. “e would see no one, he who had been soucht by
everyone. I know he lived with dreass he eould not tell, and with
some bitter disillusion,

Claire *rote to me of Lonicue that she Lad been very tired
of living.

fhe must have been terribly tired, turning around and
around in the trap.

She had adored the little girls, @laire said,-and they



rere Zone wlith her.

Thppagh tne years, it has coms to seom to me aluost right

tazt the music of fire should have been about then.
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