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Novel


Delly is the name of spouse feather of a brother and a sister,
Jeanne-Marie Littlejohn of La Rosiere, born in Avignon in 1875, and
Frédéric Petitjean of La Rosiere, born in Vannes in 1876, authors
of romance novels popular.



Delly's novels, no known current players and ignored by the
academic world, were extremely popular between 1910 and 1950, and
were among the most successful in the global publishing at the
time.



AT



Mr. Charles Foley









Friendly and grateful tribute.





I



The members of the Jockey Club came to celebrate tonight the recent
election to the Academy of the Marquess of Ghiliac, the famous
author of delicate historical studies and psychological novels
whose high literary value was not questionable. In one of the
luxurious salons, a group composed of the circle were more
aristocratic, surrounded the new immortal to take leave of him, as
the night advanced and only the hardcore gamers would still linger.



Of all the men who were there, none could boast of being equal
somewhat harmonious beauty and supreme elegance that was Elijah
Ghiliac. That face the proud and virile lines, the slightly dark
complexion, cutting and sarcastic mouth, the dark hair with large
natural curls, her eyes dark blue, whose beauty was as famous as
the works of M. Ghiliac and the tall slender, and all this set of
soft grace, courtesy haughty, patrician distinction made this man
thirty years a being of incomparable charm.



This seduction is visibly exercised over all those around at the
moment, exchanging with him handshakes, replying, some spiritual,
others flatly, her sparkling words, which were the French spirit
finest the most exquisite - a real treat! and the said once again
one of his parents, Count Essil, man of a certain age, spiritual
and fine mine in bending the ear of a young Russian, a close friend
of Mr. of Ghiliac.



The Sterkine prince nodded an enthusiastic gesture, directing her
blue eyes clear and frank, to the friend he admired blindly.



At that time, Mr. de Ghiliac, having satisfied his politeness
homework, advanced towards M. d'Essil:



- Do you have a car, cousin?



To all the gifts received from heaven, he still added a warm voice,
the inflections singularly charmers, and he knew how to play all
the notes with incomparable flexibility.



- Yes, my dear, a taxi waiting.



- Do you prefer me to put you in your passing?



- I accept with pleasure, especially as I appreciate your strong
car.



- Come in use tonight ... Tomorrow, Michael? I'll wait two hours.



- Heard. Good evening, Elias. My respects to Madame d'Essil, sir.



The young slave shook the hand of the count and M. Ghiliac, who
departed and left lounges.



Outside, an electric landaulet, marvel of understated luxury,
waiting for the Marquis de Ghiliac. There went up with his parents,
threw the footman the address of Mr. Essil, then sinking into the
soft cushions, whispered in a tone of ironic impatience



- What a stupid chore!



Mr. d'Essil tapped him on the shoulder.



- Bored on compliments, on the incense, the adoration! Ah! what a
man !



M. Ghiliac gave a short laugh.



- Bored on everything! But, if you would, talk about serious
things, my dear cousin. Since we're alone, I'll ask you any
information ... I do not know if I told you that I was thinking of
marrying again?



- No, but I learned indirectly that the Duchess of Versanges showed
very sorry, because you mercilessly évinciez its candidates chosen,
however, that among our aristocracy account better, in every
respect.



- Perfect! But I have my ideal, what you want!



Mr. d'Essil looked surprised at the beautiful face where dark eyes
sparkled from bewitching irony.



- You have a great, Elijah?



The Marquis gave a small laugh mocking.



- What your you say that! I seem to amaze you immensely and I
suspect that you believe me unable to keep my mind from skeptical
the small blue flame of any ideal. But the word is inappropriate in
the circumstances, I admit, because it is simply a marriage of
convenience.



- And you chose ...?



- No one yet, dear cousin. I have not found my ... how to say? ...
My dream? ... No, it's too ethereal yet ... My type? It is vulgar
... Well, what I seek.



- Damn! you are hard, my dear! All women are at your feet and you
know in advance that the lucky girl will be the subject of fierce
jealousy.



- We will not have great reason to be jealous woman who would
become my wife replied quietly Elijah.



Mr. d'Essil gave him a slightly bewildered air.



- Why, my friend?



Elijah was again that chuckle mocking her usual.



- Hey! do not believe me Bluebeard intentions! ... Although it was
told quite pretty things in this kind about Fernande, he added,
with a slight shrug of his shoulders. I have been told, it was so
stupid. Now I guess we do not talk more ... Going back to the
future Marquise de Ghiliac Elijah, I wanted to simply issue the
idea that none of these women may not be very comfortable lead the
serious existence, removed, I intend my second wife.



The stunned mine of Mr. Essil would be fun to see because her
cousin could not help to laugh - a laugh very young, very frank,
without any mixture of irony this time, and he was strong rare with
him.



- You want to retire, Elijah?



- No, not me! I'm talking about my wife. Come on, I'll explain ...



He sank a little into the cushions, with a careless movement. Under
the soft glow of the small electric lamp veiled in pale yellow,
d'Essil saw her deep eyes sparkle, as the eyelashes veiled shade.



- ... I do not have to tell you that my first marriage was a
mistake. No two characters were not made for each other less than
Fernande and mine. We have suffered both ... and I promised never
again this kind of experience. I intend to remain free. Yet I wish
to remarry in order to have an heir to my name, because I am the
last of my race. This is the main question. Also, I would not mind
giving a mother the little Guillemette, including health, it seems,
leaves much to be desired, and whose teachers and governesses
provide so much trouble to my mother, because of their continued
change.



- So, Elijah?



- So, dear cousin, here: I want a serious young person, loving
children, hating the world, happy to live all year to Arnelles and
content to see me from time to time without the right to believe
never demand anything of me. I do not want frivolity, no
intellectual or artistic tastes too pronounced. I need a serious
woman of average intelligence, but common sense - not sentimental,
especially! Oh ! sentimental women, romantic, exalted! And crying,
nervous crises, the scenes of jealousy! these exasperating scenes
gratified me this poor Fernande whenever an idea came into his
head!



His voice took almost harsh tones, and a glimmer of irritation
appeared for a few seconds in his eyes.



- But, my dear friend, there is every chance that any woman, so
serious it may be, will be smitten - and deeply in love - a husband
like you, smiling objected to Mr. Essil . It's inevitable, you see.



- I hope, if as I hope, make him understand the futility and danger
of feeling this way, turning to me who will forever be unable to
share it, replied M. Ghiliac . A reasonable woman and nonfiction
grasp immediately what I expect from it, and may even find some
satisfaction in a relationship like this. Now, let the information
that I wanted to ask you: do you not see, from your kindred and
your numerous province of knowledge, someone answering my wishes?



- Hum! with such conditions, it will be terribly difficult! Do you
know, my dear, it would take a woman of almost superhuman reason to
accept living on the margins of mundane existence of her husband of
being relegated to Arnelles all year, so it could be one of the
most desirable women on earth, and enjoy all the pleasures of a
fortune like yours?



- I agree, and basically I almost despair of discovering.



However, a chance! ... A very pious young girl, perhaps?



- A pious young woman hesitate to marry an indifferent like you,
Elijah.



- It's possible. However, I forgot to tell you that I basically
want to that point. A strong piety, a woman, is the best backups,
and the first guarantee for her husband.



- But you do not admit that it can require reciprocity ... said the
count with a slight wry smile. However, it usually happens that a
young person very Christian like to find the same feelings to her
husband. It will be again one more difficulty.



- Ah! you discourage me! said Ghiliac of a mid-jokingly,
half-seriously, grabbing his fingers rare flower, detached from his
buttonhole, had slipped into his lap. Now, looking good in your
memories. My cousin and you there, in Franche-Comté, Brittany, to
the four corners of France, many young parents, young friends ...



- Yes, but none seems able to realize your wishes. A man like you
can not want a small goose as Henriette Erqui ...



- No, no goose, my cousin ...



- Odette Kérigny is ugly ...



- This is not my business.



- Stand at a beauty?



- But I do not want it, on the contrary! A pretty woman is almost
necessarily coquette, she would become mundane ... No, no, not
that! A young person who is not afraid to do, especially
distinguished, - Makeover basically - well educated and
good-tempered, docile ...



- My dear friend, you are a requirement ... Let's see ... ...!



Mr. d'Essil rested his forehead on his hand, as if trying to make
out an idea, a memory. Elijah, in his ungloved hands, crumpling the
sulfur-colored flower. An exquisite warmth reigned in this padded
interior, which smelled a strange odor, subtle and intoxicating,
that permeated all the items for the personal use of Mr. Ghiliac.



Mr. d'Essil straightened suddenly head.



- Wait ... maybe ... Would it be indifferent to marry a poor girl,
but what is called completely poor, to the point that you would
have in your care his family - father, mother, and six younger
brothers and sisters?



- The issue of money does not exist for me. But this whole family
would be cumbersome.



- Not too much, probably because of Ms. Noclare, always sick, never
leaves the Jura, where they all live in their castle of Hauts-firs,
mid-mountain over there, near Pontarlier. Valderez, the eldest
daughter, is the goddaughter of my wife ...



- Valderez ... It's Madame d'Essil who gave him that name?



- Yes, this is one of first names Gilberte, a Grandfather Clock, as
you know. He does not like it?



- But if. Continue, please.



- This child was forced, very young, to replace his ailing mother,
the nurse, to care for her siblings, driving home with resources
that were becoming increasingly minimal, as the father, an empty
brain, lost his fortune, pretty nice at the time of his marriage in
the game and pleasures. Now he leads the Hauts-firs a needy
existence, without power to seek a position that could stop its
race to squalor. It is bitter, sour, and I suspect the poor
Valderez to be nothing less than happy at home, it always muttering
between father and this mother weakened body and will, with great
attention the next day and the thousand care household that falls
on it. I guess, my dear, that you consider there as a savior.



- How is this girl?



- For three years we have seen. It was at that time a big girl of
fifteen, neither good nor bad, untrained features, a little awkward
and made yet, but very distinguished, however. beautiful hair,
delicious little teeth and extremely beautiful eyes. With this,
very serious, devoted an admirable manner all his own, very pious,
very shy, unaware of the world, but intelligent and educated
enough.



- Hey! but that's my business! I like intuition that I would find
something at home. The family is of good nobility?



- Old Grandfather nobility, pure mesalliances.



M. Ghiliac remained silent for a moment, pensive eyes, kneading her
fingers unrecognizable flower.



- From what you say, it would have only eighteen, he continued.
It's a little young.



- It would be more malleable.



- It is true. And if it is serious, after all! ... Able to live in
the country, in near poverty, it will seem a Arnelles Eden.



- Obviously. And I do not appear to me at all romantic. It is true
that with the girls, you never know ... My dear Elias, can I ask
you to have regard to one of my little weaknesses ceasing to kill
this poor flower?



- Excuse me, my cousin, I forgot ...



Lowering the window, he threw out the crushed petals. Then he
turned to Mr. d'Essil.



- That's called love flowers! As for me, the greenhouse, these
complicated creations leave me unmoved. After some time my
delighted eyes of their beauty, I destroy them without mercy. The
real flower, for me, that I never touched that to admire the
harmonious simplicity is the humble flower fields and woods.



Mr. Essil of widened eyes in amazement, which had the effect of
exciting again slightly mocking gaiety of M. Ghiliac.



- Good heaven ! My poor cousin, I think I reveal tonight
unsuspected horizons! Elijah Ghiliac become lyrical and
sentimental! You do not come back ... and I do not either, however.
Come, let's be serious. We were talking, not a flower, but Miss
Noclare - which is a maybe?



- a flower of the field, Elijah.



The mocking mouth was a half-smile.



- In this case, be assured, we will process it as such. But to me
it would be possible to see his photograph?



- My wife has one, unfortunately three years old. I'll send you
tomorrow.



- With the exact address, please. From the moment I decided to
remarry, I want to finish as soon as possible with this trouble. So
if the aspect pleases me so, from the photograph I leave for the
Jura to see this young person. But I would need a pretext to
introduce me to M. Noclare your part.



- I will give you a word for it by giving as the reason for your
trip desire to see old chronicles his possession, which I have
spoken.



- In view of a forthcoming book. That's it. I hope it will at least
show me the idea of ​​his daughter?



- For safety, my wife will give you a commission, any small object,
you'll be responsible for submitting to Miss Noclare.



M. Ghiliac had an approving gesture.



- Okay ... This girl has a good health?



- Excellent. There are no hereditary disease in the family, I
assure you.



- This is a point that I could not pass. Definitely, I will find
perhaps my business.



Silence fell again between them. M. Ghiliac carelessly playing with
his glove. From the corner of his eye, his parents looked at him,
looked puzzled and curious.



- So, no ideal, Elijah? suddenly said to Mr. Essil leaning toward
him.



The eyelids lowered Elijah stood a little rose, dark eyes sparkled,
and Mr. Essil of amazement once again, saw pass a flame that
appeared suddenly enlighten all the beautiful face became very
serious.



- I have at least one: the homeland! said of Ghiliac calmly and
vibrant.



Really poor Mr. Essil of astonishment fell in amazement today. It
was the custom remains the elusive enigma that was Elijah Ghiliac
of people aback by the strange swings - real or apparent - of his
ideas.



- Ah! Very well ! Very well ! said the count, trying to regain his
senses. This is a very noble ideal, this, one of the noblest ...
and you may have others?



- Perhaps ! Who knows ! Everything happens!



Suddenly the skeptical reappeared, the look again became ironic and
impenetrable.



The car stopped at the moment before the remains of Mr. Essil. This
one took leave of his young relative, and an alert yet, reached the
third floor, where her apartment was.



On entering, he saw through an open door, passing a ray of light.
He stepped forward and entered the room of his wife. Ms. Essil to
lay and read. At the entrance of her husband, she turned her face
cold and distinguished, with a smile came soften the expression.



- You do not sleep again, Gilberte? said of Essil approaching.



- Unable to sleep, my friend. You've had a good evening ?



- Excellent. Elijah was particularly in the mood tonight, you can
imagine what was his conversation. What an extraordinary! Just now,
in coming so far - because it brought me very kindly in his car -
he completely stunned.



- Tell me this, if you are not too eager to win your bed



- But not at all ! assured Mr. Essil of settling in a comfortable
chair at the footboard Ah! you would never guess what I just teach
you! Perhaps your goddaughter, Valderez of Noclare, she is about to
make an incredible wedding, wonderful!



Ms. Essil of looked at with an air profoundly astonished.



- Why do you speak so bluntly, of Valderez when it comes to Elijah
Ghiliac?



Count rubbed his hands, laughing mischievously.



- You do not understand ? It's simple, yet! Elias is looking for a
second wife, and I told him Valderez.



Ms. Essil to let out a gesture of amazement.



- You are mad, Jacques! What is this joke?



- A joke ? Not at all! As proof that I send her mission tomorrow
photograph of your goddaughter.



M. d'Essil, it, told his wife his conversation with Elijah.



When he finished, she shook her head.



- It would, indeed, a beautiful fate for this child ... But would
she be happy in a relationship like that? Elijah is a strange kind,
so worrying!



- No serious criticism has never been done on his private life,
admittedly, Gilberte.



- It is undeniable, and we must say quickly to his credit. But his
first marriage has nevertheless been very unhappy.



- Fernande was such a poor head, a vain and frivolous doll! His
exaltation sentimental, his jealousy, his claim to interfere in the
work of her husband were bound to exasperate a man like him, who is
the independence and - it must be admitted - the personified
selfishness.



- Selfishness, yes, you are right. And his conduct towards his
daughter, he does not care and he barely knows? And his skepticism,
his ultra-worldly habits, self-indulgence? And above all, what we
do not know him, he hides behind the magical charm of his eyes, his
smile, his voice? ... Then tell me, Jacques, do you think that it
is nice for a woman to see her husband object continual adulation
of an enthusiastic female court? ... Especially when she herself
would close to it as unobtrusive role for Elijah to his second
wife?



- Of course ... of course. I'm not saying that everything would be
perfect in this marriage; but do you think, Gilberte, that this
poor girl to be happy with it, especially with the constant concern
of poverty? His union with Elijah would bring ease among his own.
And she would live alone in this wonderful castle Arnelles, with
affection and charity work near a motherless child; she would wear
one of the finest names in France, would enjoy the refined luxury
that knows so well surrounded Elijah ...



Ms. d'Essil interrupted a nod.



- If it has remained as formerly, it is not likely to find a
compensation in the benefits of this kind. The prospect of serving
as mother Guillemette would probably be tempting for her motherly
and so devoted to his brothers and sisters.



- Finally, what do you think, Gilberte ...?



The Countess thought for a moment, running her long thin fingers on
her forehead.



- It's too embarrassing! I confess, my friend, Elijah seems a
little scary as husband.



Mr. d'Essil laughed.



- Go and tell that to his countless admirers! Ah! obviously it will
always be the master, because it means to be obeyed! But it is very
gentleman, and I am convinced that a serious and good woman will
never have to suffer from his character, very proud, very
authoritarian, but loyal and generous.



- And whimsical and unknown ... basically, admit it, Jacques. If I
had a daughter, I give him in marriage? It would, in any case, much
trembling.



- Hum! me too ! Yet I have the intuition that in his moral value is
much greater than do believe appearances. You doubt yourself, for
example, he was an ardent patriot?



- No, I thought so lukewarm in this respect.



- Well ! he just as well be me just now. It is therefore possible
that recelât other pleasant surprises. But, what do you decide to
Valderez?



- We have absolutely no good reason not to lend their hands to this
project, Jacques. There are a lot of cons, it is true, but for many
too. This child will not be able to marry in his plight fortune.
Then, one day or another, they will perhaps even more bread. In
such cases, sacrifices are needed before so unexpected that the
solution would be a marriage of the Marquis of Ghiliac. If Valderez
is romantic, if it did even just a few of the usual dreams to young
girls, it is feared that she suffers almost Elijah; but it is quite
possible that she never took the time to dream, poor little thing!
and that many simply accept this marriage of convenience, the
sacrificed life and courtly indifference of her husband.



- He has always revealed in his writings and in his words, very
respectful of the beliefs of others, and it is certain that his
wife will remain free to practice his religion as he sees fit.



- Yes, but a pious young girl like Valderez wishes naturally
better. Finally, if Elijah decides what side the Noclare certainly
ask us information about it, and we will tell all, the pros and
cons. To them to decide.



- Yes, this is the only possible solution. I imagine, for example,
that the stepmother will not this time jealous of the young
Marquise then, as it was Fernande, which was quite nice, so
worldly, and dressed beautifully - all defects unforgivable in the
eyes of the beautiful and ever young dowager.



- It will have little reason to be, because if Elijah persists in
the course of action that you revealed. From the moment her
daughter will not risk the eclipse so little and will not be loved
by the son she idolized, it does not bring him umbrage.



- Then, we will send the photograph tomorrow? And now, good night,
my friend. It's awfully late. Try to sleep at last.



He kissed the very high forehead where some wrinkles intertwined
and took two steps toward the door. Then turning suddenly:



- Never mind, Gilberte, I think Elijah maintains utopian thinking
to persuade his wife to have a moderate attachment to him.



- I fear it. And that's what scares me Valderez. Moreover, this
marriage would be for them such an incredible opportunity,
incredible! ... Ah! I do not know, here, Jacques! Your special
cousin put me upside down and I am sure not to close my eyes for a
moment. Send the photograph ... and I do not know what I want: it
pleases him or displease him.




II



M. Ghiliac, a gesture which was nothing rushed, took on a domestic
plate showed him the envelope on which he had a glance, recognized
the handwriting of Count of Essil, and opened it carelessly.



He was in his study, great room, where everything was the purest
style of Louis XV, which also spoke of the tastes of refined
luxury, master of the delicate elegance of these places. No stays
in Paris could not compete in this respect with the hotel of
Ghiliac, ancient and opulent home of the ancestors of Elijah that
he had managed to transform according to modern requirements
without detracting him of his noble character. A relative of his
father, the great Austrian nobleman, had left him once his fortune,
that is to say, a few million in revenue, so Elijah, already very
rich before, could achieve its more expensive whims - what it does
not deprive.



Nature and infinitely strange disconcerting than this, and the
declared so by Mr. Essil and his wife! His best friends, that
subdued seduction of his person and the superiority of his
intelligence, his sisters, his mother herself, which he showed a
kind and cold respectfully considered him an indecipherable enigma.
One home was the most surprising contrasts. Thus, for example, that
the man set the tone for menswear and see every detail of her
outfit eagerly copied by the elegant youth, this sybarite who
surrounded himself unheard refinements, had made two years ago a
perilous journey through an almost unknown part of China, and all
his companions, however, men experienced in this kind of
expeditions had shown the most energetic, the most catchy, most
tireless amid dangers and privations of all kinds. Thus even the
skeptical yesterday had left worldly glimpse, to the astonished
eyes of Mr. Essil, a staunch patriot.



The women around him of passionate admiration, which, so far, he
remained unmoved. He let himself love with ironic indifference by
only fun sometimes to excite, by passing attention, these female
jealousy. From time to time, he undertook a flirt, which never
lasted more than a season. His friends knew then that the novelist
had discovered a curious kind to study and they find themselves,
dissected with incomparable mastery in his next novel. Ironist very
fine and biting, he unveiled a word, in his words or in his
writings, all the weaknesses, all the ridiculous, and its sharp
taunts, which were wrapped in exquisite forms when they targeted
women were feared by all, because they désemparaient the safest
people themselves.



Such was the singular personality of Mrs. Essil was right to find
very disturbing.



Currently, Mr. carefully considered Ghiliac of photography he had
drawn from the envelope. As was said of Essil she was a girl of
about fifteen years too thin, undecided features, the superb and
serious eyes. A thick hair crowned the young front where the
concern seemed to have already put his mark.



- A photograph means nothing, especially so bad that one, whispered
to Mr. Ghiliac. Thereupon, the face does not displease me. The eyes
are beautiful, and in a face is the main. I will go one day there,
and we'll see.



He gave a careless caress Odin, his great fawn greyhound, who
approached and timidly put his long snout in her lap. The black boy
crouched at his feet, threw the dog a jealous look. Benaki had been
brought back from Africa by M. Ghiliac, who had bought a slave
market, and share Odin's favor imperious and capricious master,
however good, but did not seem to consider the child otherwise than
as a small kind and funny animal, he deigned to have fun sometimes,
and that put an original note in the opulent decor of his office.



A servant appeared, announcing:



- Ms. Baroness Brayles asks if Marquis wants to receive well.



- Show him! said briefly of Mr. Ghiliac.



He put the photograph on his desk and stood up, pushing the Benaki
foot, as he had done Odin. The little boy took refuge in a corner
of the room, while his master strolled, advanced towards the
visitor.



She was a blonde, small and thin, extremely and very Parisian
elegance. Her eyes to the changing hue, blue or green, no one knew,
suddenly flashed by binding to M. Ghiliac while she held her hand
with an eagerness that did not seem to be home.



- I was so scared that you are already out! And I was so keen
however to see you today! I have a big, big favor to ask you,
Elijah.



Roberta Grandis was the childhood friend of Mr Ghiliac's older
sister and his first wife. There was even a remote relationship
between his mother's family and Ghiliac. Only two years old Elijah
least she had as a child played very often with him. Teenagers,
they rode horses together, practicing any sport which was amateur
M. Ghiliac. It was in the Roberta admirer most fervent; he knew the
passion, he was already the object. But he never seemed to notice.
When, at twenty-two, he married the eldest daughter of the Duke of
Mothécourt, Roberta thought to die of despair. She gave shortly
after the bodies of his parents in accepting the request of Baron
Brayles, she never sought to love and who left a widow and almost
ruined three years later.



The following year, Elijah lost his wife. The hope, again, was
allowed. The passion had only grow in the soul of Roberta. She
sought every opportunity to meet Mr. Ghiliac of it multiplied by
him discreet flattery, the charming and humble mines at the time
she thought would appeal to a masculine pride of this caliber.
Wasted effort ! Elijah remained inaccessible, he never departed
from this courtesy is a bit sarcastic, a little disdainful - a
little sassy, ​​claimed most likely - he generally showed to all
women, attaching only, for her, a shade of familiarity that
authorized their childhood friendship.



- A favor ? And where, I pray you? he said while pointing to a
chair at the young woman in front of him.



She sat with a silky rustle in throwing back her fur stole. Then
his admirer looked around the beautiful room, well known for it
though; and turned back over to Mr. Ghiliac who had to take place
on his chair.



- It's something I want both! You will not refuse me, Elijah?



She bent a little and his eyes were praying.



M. Ghiliac laughed.



- It is further necessary to know ... Roberta?



- That's what it is: Mme Cabrols provides next month a charity
event. There is a literary party. So I conceived the bold project
to come and ask you a little note - just one little act, Elijah!
Our party had an incredible success for that reason alone.



- Sorry, but it's impossible.



- Oh ! Why ?



The eyebrows of the Marquis approached lightly. M. Ghiliac did not
like being questioned about the reason of his refusal, on which he
used to never come back - and this, perhaps, because it was too
often under the influence of some whim suddenly through his mind.



- It's impossible, I repeat! he said coldly. You will find well
elsewhere, and your party will do no less great success.



- No, it will not be the same! We would be crushed if we could put
your name on our program! This little act you've made for your
party last summer was so delicious!



- Well ! I authorize you to do this play again.



- But I wanted the unique ... something you would have done
specially, only for ... us!



M. Ghiliac's lips parted in a smile of irony.



- Ah! something done only for "you"? he said, pressing the pronoun,
while his quizzical look was a bit down shifty eyes begging. That
would have flattered your vanity, is not it, Roberta? You could say
to one and all: "It's my decision to Mr. Ghiliac to write this. "



She looked up and said in a low voice, which passed the fiery
tones:



- Yes, I would like you to do a little for me, Elijah!



For a few seconds, the dark blue eyes, bewitching and domineering,
stood fixed on it. This man, who was certainly all aware of his
power, seemed to revel in the suppliant adoration of the woman who
was sinking and begging with him what he had always refused.



Then an ironic disdain ply lifted his lip, while retorted coldly



- You are too demanding, Roberta. I repeat, I am unable to access
your desire. Talk to Maillis, or Corlier; they will do it very
well.



A slight spasm had passed on the face end of Madame de Brayles.



She sighed and murmured:



- He'll have! But I had hoped for a bit ... Well, forgive me,
Elijah, for coming to disturb you.



She rose, adjusting his stole. His gaze fell to the moment in the
photograph on the desk. A sudden anxiety spent there, that probably
noticed M. Ghiliac because some fun appeared on his face.



- I am rather glad to have had the pleasure of your visit, he said
courteously. Shall I see you tonight at the British Embassy?
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