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THE WHIT K HOU8K 

WASHINQTON 

~~oprll 12, 191.5 . 

Do you knOW who ah• 1a an:l 

what t he ator: 1• abou~! 

:.. R. 
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· '!HE SAVOY··l'LAZA· 

ltn .. AYI;M ifl •• ~ .0.1110 ..... ,lllU • 

...... fo.•• ,, 101. 

""0' r FlRr: no:r, 

I :,Q s:e:16i.n.., ./Oll a r uoe t llt.tle story. 

iou 1ill ~o~ the peoplP 1n it, qven tho~h I 1 ve 

ehtn~eA thA scene rroo the h~us~ on the ri~son 

to ~hrtef U on che Loire . It' ~ not etor y 1 

will .,ver t ry to puol1sh, hut 1 hr.d plflr.sure in 

.. ,r 1 tin• 1t . 

I ··:oulC lovP tl) see you ~ono timfl . s. oul " 

you ttvcr h J1 ve ,. mo:uent ... n~n you eorne to Nev1 lork? 

I h~ve neve r ~Pnted to bother you, hec~Uift I 

~no- wh~t your busy life is, but t con•t Wdnt 

to ro b•ck to Fr~nce without ••·i~ you. ~ lit~ 
~ 

1~ ~u~y too , it ~orr1es~osver to hRv~ seen Jrs 

m:r•olf . 



FIR"' :USIC 

I ::lUSt hi" V'3 heen ~bout fourt~-n . r'or t he l HSt t ·•o ytars 

I h"d been in love wi th n<?ne , I h~d been 1.n love "'i t il .onir ue , I 

hA.I.l been in lo•TI2 with t he encha t ed cnateau on t he r.i ll over the 

Loire . 

rlene \"a s t wen t y - t wo or twenty-thr ee t hen , :; r•on I t hout;l! t , 

or ouci of h i :n , brotner of my convent f riend s Clr.ire . . or; i r ..te , .... s 

the sister, ::,a1r ···:-.r hetv-een t t.en;.. :.he ·"as t :-.ree or f o . r ;~ars 

ol der then Cl~ ire aud J. . fhr; ·a!: lov~·lier tr:an any one o l se in 

the ··orlrl . "Ot ah1ay ~ beautiful, but ··; i t h so .. ,et.,Jing rbout ~~or f a r 

bo:1ond t-eauty . You f e lt H dirJly sad , that S"meth~r , :I !: if it 

u:or e ·"' spell upon her . "'.liss 11 
1 •·•ho had b l'OU'I" t U,J al l t.hr~e of 

them , said that .• :oniroue ···<> s "f~.y . " 

·rnSJ t happened t ..., cmi rue in th~ end w'\s so t rn:: ic, t nat , 

even tod~r , p•ople · r~ embFr . 

* 

Rene naC:. <'har!ll too, g r a ce , if one c~n u!'e the norrl ~> boo.~t 

·• hoy , r funny cil.sdla inful el eg nnr;e i n eve r·ytninir he <' icl , rn r ir 

of knowi ng , even t hen , t hat nobody ·•as worth ···11ile , nor anything . 

He h'ln 11 "lt:Y of r·rinklin • h i .!' nose and screwin~ up l.is light bl ue 

eyes r-nn l 'l tL"'hi nl! just. "t himself . Claire ";as a pretty c nilrl , 

~•it lot curls like sunny bubbles . ... 11 thre<? of t ne.!l bPlon,_-eCI to t he 

c ha tet~u of f anta!' tic momories , :t King 1 s pl ea sure J.r.c' e r· vorit{: s 



t1 1~J r6 re . 

t..ncl • too r~., .~t'\ tQ fo•1lon.~ th'"t e , fro.J t>.e •tinuto I ~era·~­

blr-ct c!I'J?m fr rJ .. l tho tt·Jkin o t Onz.ai n . It .~~as D.l\!(1/S ln l•1.,_ t'lool tw,n 

r. nr. n J. ... ni.'i At o:u·l." Hi ht fnll . 

0ncts , l r•• tt;t.:.lbGr , HOne .~.et oii!:l a.t t.ho llt'ltion find Ki!S~ 

~· ·.rnA a "!ong the b'l~S on tne pl-..tfor u . 1 x.:.m1 r.~ JU tea:--in; , 

.. ut 1 l'id n •t . .., .. sn Q¥ hand !or c. ... e~JC. 

it "''::Is not or rl.-.r,., thou~h ti"..at 1 thou nt, ' rlvin;: ~?::;• .. by 

t n~~t " "'ofs r?a(1 . Cl£1r~ ant; I Pe1.•e sur~ ! ~vas in lf')V" '"~ith hin; 

'>ut .L ..,nntr:s<i to ~ it in front Yit h J us tin , t~: ,. ~~~'1 r , ··ho 11ight 

n'•ru"'P~ nt- V9 let ne dr ive t.he ro:.ans , - Reno nave1· tJrc,ve if he eoul~ 

r •1~ it . It "'"" of the ~MOll of ?our&in~ I •u t ink1ng of, ti'le 

touer, of Tour~ ine on ay for flhe.lld in the autu.: .. n u~k; ~ 11 t.t£t -.a. a 

,o r D(l rt ?f ~ ne.pp1h"'CS ""~o .... t "ni ,.ue . 

-a 'l t hin;;:: -f're l')r't ~l."'tn ... ~r_je , but t»,ir"·"" •f& """l,.uys 

•verJthine: . All Jilla. btr .. tif"'-1 thint:~ 1':~ s·t:J a..oci.rtv.e . '!~e ~1.~~. .. ne··· 

.o?n in t r.e t 1'fU1g ht , '.fftS !on1cue , and tno tlint of the riv!!r 

ur'H'~l the lon1: hrid~·J . "'re i nerf:f'5 in5 Ul ppin•·-~ Of "V&'I'Y tUr f'l. oC 

the r ?ntl tt,r o•.J.:rn the rol)(ls "'"s .. onic-ue , and or tt'.e r.1o ,t,nt o f cro~~t­

~1.'\lil' tt,co tifPW-~Ti~~A I)VIf}J• th~ l?at . ':bP. fifO l..1.j n.t r t t""~ ""{: ~ 4? ­

nirue rn~ L~e ~~int of th& polis~ed floors . "11 ~~l•eate lig. ts 

''1re ~onif"ue and all usic "'Ill 1on4.eua , SJ:ecioll.y the a..us ie of 

v uttl!.1n •ind!l ut the •1n~ow of thll3 roo:.1 t roft rlo.ir(J and I sht t-ed 

in the child r en ' t ••1nr . 

Cl ": i r e •~nt: 1 •t· , ·l . "rniJ ~lv•·.J~ • :- 1,11 'f ''fl could , t ,. l l(-

1f1i: 1\hout ,.·verythint; .. ,. kni'J"~ . ~ · ~ tt!Lvt-1 a .,. r a t dnul about love . 

r.lo ire w•s en;a;ed to ~ost of her cousins. 

J" -tsheC itene t.ould as ~t :t:~ to :rarry nia, tmd tnen ..... e 



c oulf. he to;; ethex· a lways, all of us, and live in t he chRtea u 

for ~ver· :;,w1 ever. 1ie talked with deep interest of J•Y love f or 

Rene . 3 ut .,,e never t a lkn<.l of my love for uloninue, ,.,hich l'las C'Uite 

a nother 1 h ing, a f airy tale thing . 

Of cou.rse Cla ire ,knew . I ha c a snRpshot of .'1.onioue i n a 

1->a t her frame . ~.very night I stood it on n c t·a ir by m;r bed . Cla ire 

thow,ht tha t was un-necessary , as l woulcl be seAing ·:oninue in 

t he .uorninrJ , but s h '? 1••c. s t!.OS t .!l .'f!llpa the tic. She r a tner looked up 

to ,ne bo;.ca use I wrote poetry . 'Ihe poetry was f'.ll xritten to :!o­

n ioue . I ~howeq it to Claire, but to ~onique, never. 

I r ellletaber an odd thing about that poetry . lhere were al­

weys f la.wes in it, flames between -onioue and Hie so t hat .1. could 

not t~ e t t o her , flames beyond her that she ' d have to puss through . 

c;ueer, becau~e the end of things , of so .. iany , s uch pitious things , 

for .\'.onic ue, v;as to be in flames . 

* 

One a fternoon, she asked :ue if .1. ·sar:tec;l t o come with her 

for a d rive. She did not tell rne t•fhere we vrere g oing , nor hol'l sile 

h«cl persuaden Justin to let her take the roans . 

It was a l most sunset . We crossed the lafms and the beech 

c!oods a nd turned e way from the Loire throu...,h level fie leis. 

iiomique d rove well, I don't know how , wi t h such frae ile 

hands . 

She d id not talk to JDe, - sitting very straight br:>side her,­

but she sang to h~rself all the way • .!fer soft sweet voice IVaS lteep 

and a 11 t tle husky' as if some emotion blurred it wi'th tears. 
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The sun was gone over the rim of the fie l ds and n i ght was 

P, a t he:ring . It was a road 1 did not know . I d i d no t kno·.~ t he vil­

la~ e ahead of us , 't!here lights v:ere being lit, one by one, a round 

the souat dark souare church tower . I d i d not ask P.ny ~uest ions . 

The cl irt road changE:d to cobbles . The village wa s just one 

s t r eet a long t he road , low roofs and little lighted windows • 

.deside the church there 11as an open door under r• lant e rn 

and a sign : "Bureau de Poste . " 

.1onioue pulled up the r oans .at the door . "l think t i.ey will 

s t and , " sh e s Ri d , &nd gave me the r eins . 

I hoped a .dog woul d spring ou t from 
a-~ 

somewhere a-lP t he 
I 

roans 

~Hl the; v;ould plung e and rear 1 so t hat I could be heroic 1JJaster -

ing them. • L _ _ 
~,........ cc- ··· ,..cu--

TAer& w· _e 11: l&At! Otll aves:· t he post of f ice • .._.., In the 
-t;;,lc .. G-.-' ~· -

l i ght of ~ I St-lW .uenll!ae • s r~ ce. ~ e l! l iC c& ne out>. 
4 

.-nat M.p:;>ened to ..ionioue? It was a white ghost that came 

out the post officE: door , H..~ lit:i: e .. .J ...... -... __ .... 

She climbed up beside me and sai d , "Can you drive home?" 

I could do anything , because J. knew she v:as crying and 

c ouldn 1 t see and counted on ;uy f aithfulness . 

I had troubl e to hold the roans . They were going home, they 

tried to break into a ~anter, a &allup, a run . 

'l'he side l amps lit up t he road , the moss banks, t he tree 

stems)showed buckwheat stubbl e , potato roots , s tacked rye, half 

under mist . 

I was d r iving with all IDY soul . My child soul r ose in 

streng th to not let me be afraid of the r oans , t .o make we handle ~ 
wel l and keep t h em to the road and l eave r.lonique alone with l.e r 



,. 
:.> -

des pera te young s orrow • 

. ')ornething terrible had ha ppened to u.oniaue. The.t I d id not 

know Vli!a t it was d i d not matter. It mus t ha ve been a l etter. A 

l e tter froa1 some one who could kill her • ..~onique ' s f .:ce unnel' t he 

l arno a t t he post office door had been the f a ce of a g irl t hat s otrie-

one heo kill ed . 

It was ;~y first knowledge of h el pless ness. However t~uch you 

l ove, y ou can't h€lp. ThP.re is only to keep s till, t o not e ven 

touch t he hem of t he ga r ment . There is on ly to ~ake things go on, 

::: 11 t he t hi ngs , y ou don ' t know why. 

For me, t h ere was just t o get ·t he roans home . I drP.ad ed t he 

da rkness of t he woods . I drea ded t h e difficult t urn in at the ga te 

of the cha t eau pa rk. Horse s a l ways shied at t he white posts . 

1'here l'Iould be t he dr awbridge , the court l':ith thP. old well 

a nd t he a rca des, t he d oor tha t let y ou in t o t he hall full of 

hunting t hi ng s and tenni~ things a nd to the salle rles ga r des ana 

people at tea. I knew ltionique wat1ted t : •" little t urret door ;vhere 
~ 

t h er e was onl y Annette , the lingere, :with the pekenese . 

i~onioue got d o?lll, stU!Dbling e litt~, and I ·d rove on a round 

t o t he stables 

That night 1 people came t >:l d inner, ne i ghbors f roru r ith in 

c riving di s tance . 

i'!onioue was beautiful and a s quick and a s l i gh t as if tears 

hc.d no weight . We watch ed her dance, Claire a nd I , through t he 

·vindows under the a rcades . 

* 

The next morning, Clair e and .. meant to persuade "lliss" 
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to let us g o up and rUillill<Jg e i n the atrics because it '-''as r ;;> ining . 

iloni oue cnme to breakfast wi th us a nd cir ank so;ne coflfee 

and sai d s r.e rcJ pl c..y for me in th~ .nusic room. 

She s n t a t the piano aga inst the r a iny •dnci ow~ and !)layed 

an eer i e little mus i c t hat u1us t h&.ve been •. ac e up just f or ~.e , 

1·:ith the rain falling . Then suddenly 1 she was pl ayi ng the fire 

.11us ic from the Va lKyr ie . I neve-.. har" hear d her pl ay it before . 

The fir e music wa s around ... onia ue , sweeping he r up i n t o so.oe t bing 

very gr ea t of t r agedy . 

* 

f oon ilf ter, I ~,ent back to liv i n A uerica . 

l haci a f ew letters fr •' lll ... onioue. I used t o sl~;~ep l'lith 

t h elll under my pill ow . i nd t hen she ~id not .:.·1ri t e any Jlor e . 

Claire :-;rote to me about -onioue ' s marriag e . She said it 

was very a ue e r . r:obody •;anted her t o .~;; rry h i m, but she couldn't 

be s topp'>d . I t ·."as as if zhe ·t:ere a h unt ed c r eature, thP. t. ran 

for r efus e into a t r a p . It a l l happene~ oo c uickly , Claire s a id, 

that t nere :•1a s no t i me to r ealiz e it. }.very bod y cried except 

c~onique . 

~BIIV" .. Inti.· "'IJfh!~~~~~~ u?f'j d~ s~ MM!~ 

* 

Nor the s e a between, nor the years nake 1ue f or get the d rive 

through the soft still autu~n darkness of ~ouraine . 

In t h e hack of n.y heart , t here has always r e!llained my fairy­

ta l e l ove . 
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People told me of J\onioue that she had two little dsughters 

a nd t tl• t s he "as not happy • .t'eople said tuany t hings about her and 

bla:nPjY"hel· f or ~ny things . They did not kno:·; she hac' been killed , 

th~t night in t he villag e post office . 

* 

You c>'m ' t uncierst11nd why you d on ' t kno7 it , across time 

a na s p~<ce , wnen death comes to people you love . :t.ou ought t ,• imo·.•11 
the s trange thing is tha t fOU don • t . 

' Of c ours e I hear d about the Baz a r de l a r :.arite f i re in 

t he r ue .Jea n Gouj on ; i n New -'ork everyone t a l"a-d a bout it . But 

s o;oe how I neve . ti;ow;;n t of o..onio.ue ' s oe ing t her o • 

.... ·, as at t he .:::etropolitan . J.t wa s tr.e 'va lkyrie . So- eone 

cn:ae i ntn t he box a nd told me . uo1•r could I not loave known? The 

lit t l e .: i :ls hN' been with her . They \'/ere found, t he three tos ether , .,_.~ 
a l 'it l' l • =-• r t fro a: t he s truge le . 

* 

So end s t he stor y of Monique. 

Rene 1 s s t or y is end t el too. He lived alone i n t r•c (' l'.a t .-au 

over t ne Loire. '•e woulri see no one, he !vho had been soUS(ht by 

everyone . I know he lived ~ith drea~s he c ould not tell , and with 

some bitter d i s illusion . 

Clll ire "•rote to JDe of Moni0Ue that she !,ocJ been very tired 

of living . 

fhe must have been terribly t ired , turn1ng a round and 

a r ound in t he trap . 

She ha d ad ored the little girls , Cla ire said ,-and they 



-..·e-r e e; ont -J t::. ;:c r • 

...-h.oou:cn t.ne tears , i t hAs COI.tt9 t o !""03 to c• al.: ott r t•t.t 

t."l.C::~ d:~ :..usie or rirc a:.o<~ld !l .. v. t't;.e:n abuwt t r.• .... 

• 
• • 
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