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      I naively believed that this novel could do without a preface. Being accustomed to speaking my mind aloud, to emphasizing even the smallest details of what I write, I hoped to be understood and judged without prior explanation. It seems I was mistaken.

      

      The critics greeted this book with a brutal and indignant outcry. Some virtuous people, in no less virtuous newspapers, grimaced in disgust, picking it up with tongs to throw it in the fire. Even the small literary publications, those little papers that publish the nightly gossip of boudoirs and private chambers, held their noses, speaking of filth and stench. I don't complain about this reception at all; on the contrary, I'm delighted to see that my colleagues have sensitive nerves.Young girl. It is quite clear that my work belongs to my judges, and that they may find it repugnant without my having the right to complain. What I complain about is that not one of the prudish journalists who blushed upon reading Thérèse Raquin seems to have understood this novel. If they had understood it, perhaps they would have blushed even more, but at least I would now have the quiet satisfaction of seeing them rightly disgusted. Nothing is more irritating than hearing honest writers cry out about depravity, when one is deeply convinced that they are crying out without knowing what they are crying out about.

      

      Therefore, I must present my work to my judges myself. I will do so in a few lines, solely to avoid any misunderstandings in the future.

      

      In Thérèse Raquin , I wanted to study temperaments, not characters. That is the essence of the entire book. I chose characters utterly dominated by their nerves and their blood, devoid of free will, driven in every act of their lives by the dictates of their flesh. Thérèse and Laurent are human brutes, nothing more. I sought to follow, step by step, in these brutes, the silent workings of passions, the urges of instinct, the mental breakdowns that follow a nervous breakdown. The love affair of my two protagonists is the satisfaction of a need; the murder they commit is a consequence of their adultery, a consequence they accept as wolves accept the slaughter of sheep; finally, whatI was forced to call their remorse, which consists of a simple organic disorder, and a rebellion of the nervous system stretched to the point of rupture. The soul is perfectly absent, I readily admit, since I willed it so.

      

      I hope people are beginning to understand that my aim was primarily scientific. When I created my two characters, Thérèse and Laurent, I enjoyed posing and resolving certain problems: for example, I attempted to explain the strange union that can occur between two different temperaments, and I showed the profound disturbances of a sanguine nature in contact with a nervous one. If you read the novel carefully, you will see that each chapter is the study of a curious case of physiology. In short, I had but one desire: given a powerful man and an insatiable woman, to seek out the beast within them, to see nothing but the beast, to throw them into a violent drama, and to meticulously record the sensations and actions of these beings. I simply performed on two living bodies the analytical work that surgeons perform on cadavers.

      

      Admit it, it's hard, when you emerge from such work, still wholly immersed in the profound joys of the search for truth, to hear people accuse you of having had the sole aim of painting obscene pictures. I found myself in the position of those painters who copy nudes without a single desire touching them, and who remain deeply surprised when aThe critic declared himself scandalized by the lifelike flesh in their work. While I was writing Thérèse Raquin , I forgot the world, I lost myself in the exact and meticulous copying of life, giving myself entirely to the analysis of the human mechanism, and I assure you that the cruel love of Thérèse and Laurent held nothing immoral for me, nothing that could incite base passions. The humanity of the models disappeared as it disappears in the eyes of the artist who has a naked woman sprawled before him, and who thinks only of putting that woman on his canvas in the truth of her form and color. So my surprise was great when I heard my work described as a pool of mud and blood, a sewer, filth, what have you? I know the critic's clever game, I've played it myself; but I confess that the whole attack disconcerted me somewhat. What! Not a single one of my colleagues came forward to explain my book, let alone defend it! Amidst the chorus of voices shouting, "The author of Thérèse Raquin is a miserable hysteric who enjoys displaying pornography," I waited in vain for a voice to reply, "No, this writer is simply an analyst who may have lost himself in human depravity, but lost himself there as a doctor loses himself in an amphitheater."

      

      Note that I am not seeking the press's sympathy for a work that, it says, offends its delicate sensibilities. I have no such ambition. II am only surprised that my colleagues have made me into a sort of literary sewer worker, they whose trained eyes should be able to recognize the intentions of a novelist in ten pages, and I am content to humbly beg them in the future to see me as I am and discuss me for what I am.

      

      It was easy, however, to understand Thérèse Raquin , to approach it from the perspective of observation and analysis, to show me my true faults, without resorting to picking up a handful of mud and throwing it in my face in the name of morality. This required a little intelligence and some overall understanding of true criticism. The accusation of immorality, in matters of science, proves absolutely nothing. I don't know if my novel is immoral; I confess that I have never worried about making it more or less chaste. What I do know is that I never for a moment considered putting in it the filth that moral people find there; that I wrote every scene, even the most feverish, with the sole curiosity of a scholar. I challenge my judges to find a truly licentious page in it, made for the readers of those little pink books, those boudoir and backstage indiscretions, which are printed in ten thousand copies and warmly recommended by newspapers to which the truths of Thérèse Raquin have made nauseous.

      

      A few insults, a lot of nonsense—that's all I've read about my work so far. I say this calmly, as I would to a friend whoI would be asked in private what I think of the critics' attitude toward me. A writer of great talent, to whom I complained about the lack of sympathy I receive, replied with these profound words: "You have a huge flaw that will close every door to you: you can't talk for two minutes with a fool without making him understand that he is a fool." It must be true; I feel the harm I do myself with the critics by accusing them of unintelligence, and yet I cannot help but express the disdain I feel for their narrow horizons and for the judgments they make blindly, without any methodical approach. I am speaking, of course, of the usual kind of criticism, the kind that judges with all the literary prejudices of fools, unable to adopt the broadly human perspective that a human work requires to be understood. I have never seen such clumsiness. The few blows that the petty critic aimed at me regarding Thérèse Raquin were, as always, lost in the void. She essentially strikes at the wrong angle, applauding the entrechats of a flour-dusted actress and then crying immorality over a physiological study, understanding nothing, wanting to understand nothing, and always lashing out at her if her panicked stupidity tells her to. It's exasperating to be attacked for a fault one isn't guilty of. At times, I regret not having written obscenities; it seems to me I would be happy to receive a well-deserved smack, in the middleof this hail of blows that fall stupidly on my head, like roof tiles, without me knowing why.

      

      In our time, there are scarcely more than two or three men who can read, understand, and judge a book. From them, I consent to receive lessons, convinced that they will not speak without having grasped my intentions and appreciated the results of my efforts. They would be careful not to utter grand words devoid of morality and literary modesty; they would recognize my right, in these times of artistic freedom, to choose my subjects wherever I see fit, asking only for conscientious works, knowing that only foolishness harms the dignity of literature. Certainly, the scientific analysis I attempted to apply in Thérèse Raquin would not surprise them; they would recognize in it the modern method, the tool of universal inquiry that the century uses with such fervor to discern the future. Whatever their conclusions might be, they would accept my starting point: the study of temperament and the profound modifications of the organism under the pressure of environment and circumstances. I would find myself before true judges, men seeking the truth in good faith, without childishness or false shame, believing they should not be disgusted by the sight of naked, living anatomical specimens. Sincere study purifies everything, like fire. Certainly, before the tribunal I like to imagine at this moment, my work would be quite humble; I would call upon it the full severity of criticism, I would want it to...It came out covered in scribbles. But at least I would have had the profound joy of being criticized for what I tried to do, and not for what I didn't do.

      

      It seems to me that I can already hear the pronouncement of the great critics, the methodical and naturalistic critics who have revitalized science, history, and literature: “  Thérèse Raquin is the study of a case that is far too exceptional; the drama of modern life is more fluid, less confined by horror and madness. Such cases are relegated to the background of a work. The desire to miss nothing of his observations has led the author to highlight every detail, which has given even more tension and harshness to the whole. Moreover, the style lacks the simplicity required by an analytical novel. In short, for the writer to produce a good novel today, he would need to view society more broadly, to depict it in its many and varied aspects, and above all, to employ a clear and natural language.”

      

      I wanted to respond in twenty lines to attacks irritating in their naive bad faith, and I realize I'm starting to talk to myself, as always happens when I keep a pen in my hand for too long. I stop, knowing that readers don't like that. If I had had the will and the leisure to write a manifesto, perhaps I would have tried to defend what a journalist, speaking of Thérèse Raquin , called "putrid literature." Besides, what would be the point? The group of naturalist writers to whichI have the honor of possessing enough courage and energy to produce powerful works, each carrying its own defense within it. It takes the willful bias of a certain type of critic to force a novelist to write a preface. Since, for the sake of clarity, I have made the mistake of writing one, I beg the pardon of intelligent people, who do not need a lantern lit for them in broad daylight to see clearly.

      

      Émile Zola .

      April 15, 1868.
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      At the end of Rue Guénégaud, coming from the quays, one finds the Passage du Pont-Neuf, a sort of narrow and dark corridor that runs from Rue Mazarine to Rue de Seine. This passage is thirty paces long and two at most; it is paved with yellowish, worn, loose flagstones, always oozing a pungent dampness; the glass that covers it, cut at right angles, is black with grime.

      

      On fine summer days, when a heavy sun scorches the streets, a whitish light falls from dirty windows and lingers miserably in the passageway. On nasty winter days, on foggy mornings,The windows cast only night onto the sticky paving stones, a soiled and ignoble night.

      

      To the left, dark, low, cramped shops are hollowed out, letting out cold, sepulchral breaths. There are booksellers, children's toy merchants, cardboard makers, whose dusty grey displays sleep vaguely in the shadows; the windows, made of small panes, strangely shimmer the merchandise with greenish reflections; beyond, behind the displays, the shops full of darkness are so many gloomy holes in which bizarre shapes stir.

      

      To the right, along the entire length of the passage, stretches a wall against which the shopkeepers opposite have placed narrow cabinets; nameless objects, merchandise forgotten there for twenty years, are displayed along thin planks painted a hideous brown. A seller of costume jewelry has set up shop in one of the cabinets; she sells fifteen-cent rings, delicately arranged on a bed of blue velvet, at the bottom of a mahogany box.

      

      Above the glass, the wall rises, black, crudely plastered, as if covered with leprosy and all stitched with scars.

      

      The Pont-Neuf crossing is not a place for strolling. People use it to avoid a detour, to save a few minutes. It is traversed by a crowd of busy people whose sole concern is to move quickly and straight ahead. One sees apprentices there in aprons.At work, women workers carry their pieces, men and women carry bundles under their arms; one can still see old people shuffling along in the dreary twilight that falls through the windows, and groups of small children who come here after school to make a racket, running and stamping their hooves on the flagstones. All day long, there is a dry, hurried sound of footsteps ringing on the stone with an irritating irregularity; no one speaks, no one lingers; everyone rushes about their business, head down, walking quickly, without giving the shops a single glance. The shopkeepers look anxiously at the passersby who, miraculously, stop in front of their stalls.

      

      In the evening, three gaslights, enclosed in heavy, square lanterns, illuminate the passageway. These gaslights, hanging from the glass panes onto which they cast patches of tawny light, let fall around them circles of pale glow that flicker and seem to vanish at times. The passageway takes on the sinister aspect of a veritable death trap; long shadows stretch across the flagstones, damp breezes drift in from the street; it looks like an underground gallery dimly lit by three funereal lamps. The merchants are content, for their only light, with the meager rays that the gaslights send to their shop windows; they only light a lamp with a shade inside their shop, which they place on the corner of their counter, and passersby can then make outWhat lies at the bottom of these holes where night dwells during the day. Along the dark line of shopfronts, the windows of a cardboard box blaze: two shale lamps pierce the shadows with two yellow flames. And, on the other side, a candle, planted in the middle of a glass oil lamp, casts stars of light into the box of costume jewelry. The shopkeeper dozes at the back of her wardrobe, her hands hidden beneath her shawl.

      

      A few years ago, opposite this shopkeeper's stall, stood a store whose bottle-green woodwork oozed dampness from every crack. The sign, made of a long, narrow plank, bore the word " Haberdashery" in black letters, and on one of the glass panes of the door was written a woman's name, Thérèse Raquin , in red letters. To the right and left, deep display windows, lined with blue paper, receded into the wall.

      

      During the day, the eye could only distinguish the display, in a softened chiaroscuro.

      

      On one side, there was a bit of lingerie: tulle bonnets with piping, priced at two and three francs apiece, muslin sleeves and collars; then knitwear, stockings, socks, suspenders. Each item, yellowed and crumpled, hung miserably from a wire hook. The display case, from top to bottom, was thus filled with whitish rags that took on a lugubrious aspect in the transparent darkness. The new bonnets, a brighter white, made...Raw stains on the blue paper that covered the boards. And, hung along a rod, the colored socks added dark notes to the pale and vague fading of the muslin.

      

      On the other side, in a narrower display case, were stacked large balls of green wool, black buttons sewn onto white cards, boxes of every color and size, netting with steel beads spread out on bluish paper circles, bundles of knitting needles, tapestry patterns, spools of ribbon—a jumble of dull, faded objects that had probably been lying dormant there for five or six years. All the colors had turned a dirty gray in this cabinet, rotting away with dust and damp.

      

      Around midday in summer, when the sun scorched the squares and streets with tawny rays, one could make out, behind the bonnets in the other shop window, the pale, serious profile of a young woman. This profile emerged vaguely from the darkness that reigned in the shop. A long, narrow, tapered nose was attached to her low, dry forehead; her lips were two thin lines of pale pink, and her short, sinewy chin was joined to her neck by a supple, fleshy line. The body was not visible, lost in the shadows; only the profile appeared, a matte white, pierced by a wide-open black eye, and seemingly crushed beneath thick, dark hair. She would remain there for hours, motionless and peaceful.between two bonnets on which the damp rods had left strips of rust.

      

      In the evening, when the lamp was lit, the inside of the shop was visible. It was longer than it was deep; at one end was a small counter; at the other, a spiral staircase led to the rooms on the first floor. Against the walls were glass-fronted cabinets, cupboards, and rows of green cardboard boxes; four chairs and a table completed the furnishings. The room seemed bare and cold; the merchandise, packaged and crammed into corners, didn't hang about with its cheerful clatter of colors.

      

      Usually, there were two women sitting behind the counter: the young woman with the serious expression and an old lady who smiled as she dozed. The latter was about sixty years old; her plump, placid face paled in the lamplight. A large tabby cat, crouching on the corner of the counter, watched her sleep.

      

      Further down, seated on a chair, a man in his thirties was reading or talking in a low voice with the young woman. He was short, frail, and languid; with pale blond hair, a sparse beard, and a face covered in freckles, he resembled a sick and spoiled child.

      

      A little before ten o'clock, the old lady woke up. The shop was closed, and the whole family went upstairs to bed. The tabby cat followed its owners... purring, while rubbing its head against each bar of the railing.

      

      Upstairs, the apartment consisted of three rooms. The staircase led into a dining room that also served as a living room. To the left was a tiled stove in a niche; opposite stood a sideboard; then chairs lined the walls, and a round, open table occupied the center of the room. At the far end, behind a glass partition, was a dark kitchen. On either side of the dining room was a bedroom.

      

      The old woman, after kissing her son and daughter-in-law, retired to her room. The cat fell asleep on a kitchen chair. The couple went into their bedroom. This room had a second door leading to a staircase that opened into the passageway through a dark and narrow alley.

      

      The husband, still trembling with fever, went to bed; meanwhile, the young woman opened the window to close the shutters. She stood there for a few minutes, before the large, black, roughly plastered wall that rises and extends above the gallery. She cast a vague glance over this wall, and, silent, she went to bed in her turn, with disdainful indifference.
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      Madame Raquin was a former haberdasher from Vernon. For nearly twenty-five years, she had lived in a small shop in that town. A few years after her husband's death, overcome by weariness, she sold her business. Her savings, combined with the proceeds from the sale, gave her a capital of forty thousand francs, which she invested and which yielded her an annual income of two thousand francs. This sum was more than enough for her. She led a secluded life, untouched by the joys and poignant anxieties of this world; she had created for herself an existence of peace and quiet happiness.

      

      For four hundred francs, she rented a small house whose garden sloped down to the banks of the Seine. It was a secluded and discreet dwelling with faint cloister-like scents; a narrow path led to this retreat situated amidst wide meadows; the windows of the house overlooked the river and thedeserted hillsides on the other side of the river. The good lady, who was over fifty, shut herself away in the depths of this solitude, and there she enjoyed serene joys, between her son Camille and her niece Thérèse.

      

      Camille was twenty years old at the time. His mother still spoiled him like a little boy. She adored him for having snatched him from the jaws of death during a long and suffering youth. The child suffered one fever and one illness after another, every imaginable disease. Madame Raquin waged a fifteen-year battle against these terrible afflictions that came one after another to snatch her son from her. She conquered them all through her patience, her care, and her adoration.

      

      Camille, grown and saved from death, remained shuddering from the repeated convulsions that had aching his flesh. His growth arrested, he remained small and frail. His thin limbs moved slowly and wearily. His mother loved him all the more for this weakness that bent him. She gazed at his poor, pale little face with triumphant tenderness, and reflected that she had given him life more than ten times.

      

      During the rare moments of respite his suffering allowed, the child attended classes at a business school in Vernon. There he learned spelling and arithmetic. His knowledge was limited to the four basic rules and a very superficial understanding of grammar. Later, he took lessons in writing and accounting. Madame Raquin would tremble when she was advisedShe refused to send her son to college; she knew he would die far from her, she said books would kill him. Camille remained ignorant, and his ignorance seemed to add another weakness to him.

      

      At eighteen, idle and bored to death by the pampering his mother showered upon him, he took a job as a clerk at a linen merchant's. He earned sixty francs a month. He had a restless spirit that made idleness unbearable. He felt calmer, healthier, in this backbreaking labor, this clerk's work that bent him all day over invoices, over enormous sums, patiently spelling out each digit. In the evening, exhausted, his mind blank, he experienced infinite pleasures in the depths of the stupor that overcame him. He had to quarrel with his mother to get the job at the linen merchant's; she wanted to keep him always close to her, between the covers, far from the vicissitudes of life. The young man spoke like a master; he demanded work as other children demand toys, not out of a sense of duty, but out of instinct, out of a natural need. His mother's tenderness and devotion had instilled in him a fierce selfishness; he believed he loved those who pitied and caressed him, but in reality, he lived apart, deep within himself, loving only his own comfort, seeking by every possible means to increase his pleasures. When Madame Raquin's tender affection sickened him, he threw himself with delight into a silly occupation that saved him from herbal teas and potions. Then, in the evening,On his way home from the office, he would run along the banks of the Seine with his cousin Thérèse.

      

      Thérèse was about to turn eighteen. One day, sixteen years earlier, when Madame Raquin was still a haberdasher, her brother, Captain Degans, brought her a little girl in his arms. He had just arrived from Algeria.

      

      "Here's a child you're the aunt of," he said with a smile. "Her mother is dead... I don't know what to do with her. I'm giving her to you."

      

      The shopkeeper took the child, smiled at her, and kissed her rosy cheeks. Degans stayed in Vernon for eight days. His sister barely questioned him about the girl he was giving her. She knew vaguely that the dear little girl had been born in Oran and that her mother was a very beautiful native woman. An hour before his departure, the captain gave him a birth certificate in which Thérèse, whom he had recognized, bore his name. He left, and was never seen again; a few years later, he was killed in Africa.

      

      Thérèse grew up sleeping in the same bed as Camille, under the warm affection of her aunt. She was remarkably healthy, yet she was cared for like a frail child, sharing the medicine her cousin took, kept in the warm air of the room occupied by the sick boy. For hours, she would crouch before the fire, lost in thought, gazing directly at the flames without closing her eyes. This enforced convalescent life made her withdrawn; she developed the habit of speaking in hushed tones and walking.Without making a sound, remaining silent and motionless in a chair, her eyes open and vacant. And when she raised an arm, when she moved a foot, one sensed in her feline grace, short and powerful muscles, a whole energy, a whole passion that lay dormant in her slumbering flesh. One day, her cousin had fallen, overcome by weakness; she had lifted him and carried him with a sudden movement, and this display of strength had brought large, burning patches to her face. The cloistered life she led, the debilitating regimen to which she was subjected, could not weaken her thin and robust body; her face merely took on pale, slightly yellowish hues, and she became almost ugly in the shade. Sometimes, she would go to the window, contemplating the houses opposite, upon which the sun cast golden sheets.

      

      When Madame Raquin sold her business and retired to the little house by the water, Thérèse felt secret thrills of joy. Her aunt had so often told her, "Don't make a sound, stay quiet," that she carefully kept hidden deep inside all the fiery passions of her nature. She possessed supreme composure, an apparent tranquility that concealed terrible outbursts. She always imagined herself in her cousin's room, beside a dying child; her movements were softened, her silences and placid, her words stammered like those of an old woman. When she saw the garden, the white river, the vast green hills thatAs the sky rose on the horizon, she felt a wild urge to run and scream; she felt her heart pounding in her chest; but not a muscle in her face moved, she simply smiled when her aunt asked her if she liked this new home.

      

      Then life became better for her. She retained her supple gait, her calm and indifferent countenance; she remained the child raised in a sick man's bed. But inwardly, she lived a burning and impetuous existence. When she was alone in the grass by the water's edge, she would lie flat on her stomach like an animal, her eyes wide and dark, her body twisted, ready to spring. And she would stay there for hours, thinking of nothing, basking in the sun, happy to dig her fingers into the earth. She had wild dreams; she would defiantly gaze at the roaring river, imagining the water would rush over her and attack her; then she would stiffen, preparing to defend herself, angrily wondering how she could overcome the current.

      

      In the evening, Thérèse, calm and silent, sewed beside her aunt; her face seemed to slumber in the soft glow filtering from the lampshade. Camille, slumped in an armchair, pondered his calculations. Only a whispered word occasionally disturbed the peace of this slumbering room.

      

      Madame Raquin looked at her children with serene kindness. She had resolved to marry them off together. SheShe always treated her son as if he were dying; she trembled at the thought that she would one day die and leave him alone and suffering. So she relied on Thérèse, telling herself that the young woman would be a vigilant guardian for Camille. Her niece, with her quiet demeanor and silent devotion, inspired in her boundless confidence. She had seen her in action and wanted to give her to her son like a guardian angel. This marriage was a predetermined, agreed-upon outcome.

      

      The children had long known that they were destined to marry one day. They had grown up with this thought, which had become so familiar and natural to them. In the family, this union was spoken of as something necessary, inevitable. Madame Raquin had said, "We will wait until Thérèse is twenty-one." And they waited patiently, without fever, without blushing.

      

      Camille, whose blood had been weakened by illness, was unfamiliar with the intense desires of adolescence. He remained a little boy in his cousin's presence, kissing her as he kissed his mother, out of habit, without losing any of his selfish tranquility. He saw her as a compliant companion who kept him from becoming too bored, and who, on occasion, made him herbal tea. When he played with her, when he held her in his arms, he thought he was holding a boy; his flesh didn't even flutter. And it never occurred to him, even in those moments, to kiss the warm lips of Thérèse, who struggled and laughed nervously.

      

      The young girl, too, seemed to remain cold and indifferent. She would sometimes fix her large eyes on Camille and gaze at him for several minutes with a sovereign calmness. Only her lips would then make small, imperceptible movements. Nothing could be read on that closed face, which an implacable will kept ever gentle and attentive. When her marriage was mentioned, Thérèse became serious, simply nodding her head in agreement with everything Madame Raquin said. Camille would fall asleep.

      

      In the summer evenings, the two young people would escape to the water's edge. Camille grew irritated by his mother's constant attentions; he rebelled, wanting to run, to make himself ill, to escape the caresses that made him nauseous. So he would drag Thérèse along, provoking her to wrestle, to sprawl on the grass. One day, he pushed his cousin and made her fall; the young girl sprang to her feet with the ferocity of an animal, and, her face burning, her eyes red, she rushed at him, both arms raised. Camille slid to the ground. He was afraid.

      

      Months and years passed. The day set for the wedding arrived. Madame Raquin took Thérèse aside, spoke to her about her father and mother, and told her the story of her birth. The young girl listened to her aunt, then kissed her without a word.

      

      That evening, Thérèse, instead of going into her own room, which was to the left of the stairs, went into her cousin's room, which was to the right. That was the whole story. The change that took place in his life that day. And, the next day, when the young couple came down, Camille still had his sickly languor, his holy tranquility of selfishness, Thérèse still kept her gentle indifference, her restrained face, frighteningly calm.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 3

          

        

      

    

    
      Eight days after his wedding, Camille bluntly told his mother that he intended to leave Vernon and go live in Paris. Madame Raquin protested vehemently: she had arranged his life perfectly and didn't want to change a single thing. Her son flew into a rage and threatened to become ill if she didn't give in to his whim.

      

      “I never thwarted your plans,” he told her; “I married my cousin, I took all the drugs you gave me. It’s the least I can do now that I have a will of my own, and that you agree with me… We’ll leave at the end of the month.”

      

      Madame Raquin didn't sleep a wink that night. Camille's decision had turned her life upside down, and she was desperately trying to rebuild it. Little by little, calm returned to her. She reflected that the young couple could have children and that her small fortune would no longer be enough. She needed to earn more money.to get back into business, to find a lucrative occupation for Thérèse. The next day, she had gotten used to the idea of ​​leaving, she had built the plan for a new life.

      

      At lunch, she was very cheerful.

      

      “Here’s what we’re going to do,” she told her children. “I’ll go to Paris tomorrow; I’ll look for a small haberdashery, and Thérèse and I will go back to selling thread and needles. That will keep us busy. You, Camille, you can do whatever you like; you can go for a walk in the sun or find a job.”

      

      "I will find a job," replied the young man.

      

      The truth was that a foolish ambition alone had driven Camille to leave. He wanted to be employed in a large administration; he blushed with pleasure when he saw himself in a dream in the middle of a vast office, with lustrine sleeves, his pen behind his ear.

      

      Thérèse was not consulted; she had always shown such passive obedience that her aunt and husband no longer bothered to ask her opinion. She went where they went, she did what they did, without a complaint, without a reproach, without even seeming to know that she was changing places.

      

      Madame Raquin came to Paris and went straight to the Pont-Neuf. An elderly lady from Vernon had sent her to a relative who ran a haberdashery shop in that passage, which she wished to sell. The former haberdasher found the shop a littleSmall, a little dark-skinned; but, while crossing Paris, she had been frightened by the clamor of the streets, by the luxury of the shop windows, and this narrow arcade, these modest display windows, reminded her of her old shop, so peaceful. She could still imagine herself in the provinces, she breathed a sigh of relief, she thought that her dear children would be happy in this secluded corner. The modest price of the business convinced her; it was being sold to her for two thousand francs. The rent for the shop and the first floor was only twelve hundred francs. Madame Raquin, who had nearly four thousand francs in savings, calculated that she could pay for the business and the first year's rent without touching her fortune. Camille's salary and the profits from the haberdashery business would suffice, she thought, for daily expenses; so that she would no longer draw on her annuities and would let the capital grow to provide for her grandchildren.

      

      She returned radiant to Vernon, saying she had found a pearl, a delightful little hideaway, right in the heart of Paris. Little by little, over a few days, in her evening conversations, the damp and dark shop in the passage became a palace; she saw it again, deep in her memories, comfortable, spacious, peaceful, endowed with a thousand invaluable advantages.

      

      — Ah! my good Thérèse, she said, you will see how happy we will be in that corner! There are three beautiful rooms upstairs… The passage is full of people… We will make charming displays… Go, we will not be bored.

      

      And she never stopped talking. All her instincts as a former merchant were awakened; she gave Thérèse advice in advance on selling, on buying, on the tricks of small business. Finally, the family left the house on the banks of the Seine; that same evening, they moved to the Pont-Neuf passage.

      

      When Thérèse entered the shop where she would now live, it felt as if she were descending into the greasy earth of a pit. A kind of nausea rose in her throat, and she shuddered with fear. She looked at the dirty, damp gallery, explored the shop, went up to the first floor, and walked around each room; these bare, unfurnished rooms were frightening in their solitude and decay. The young woman couldn't find a way to move, couldn't utter a word. She was as if frozen. When her aunt and husband had gone downstairs, she sat down on a trunk, her hands stiff, her throat tight with sobs, unable to cry.

      

      Faced with reality, Madame Raquin remained embarrassed, ashamed of her dreams. She tried to defend her purchase. She found a remedy for every new problem that arose, explaining the darkness by saying that the weather was overcast, and concluding by asserting that a sweep of the broom would suffice.

      

      "Well!" replied Camille, "that's all very suitable... Besides, we won't be coming up here until the evening. I won't be back before five or six o'clock..."The two of you will be together, you won't get bored.

      

      The young man would never have agreed to live in such a hovel if he hadn't counted on the warm comforts of his office. He told himself he would be warm all day at his desk, and that in the evening he would go to bed early.

      

      For a full week, the shop and the apartment remained in disarray. From the very first day, Thérèse had sat down behind the counter and never moved from that spot. Madame Raquin was astonished by this listless attitude; she had thought the young woman would try to beautify her home, put flowers in the windows, ask for new wallpaper, curtains, and rugs. When she suggested any repair or improvement:

      

      "What's the point?" replied her niece calmly. "We're perfectly fine, we don't need luxury."

      

      It was Madame Raquin who had to tidy the rooms and bring some order to the shop. Thérèse finally grew impatient seeing her constantly milling about; she hired a cleaning lady and forced her aunt to come and sit beside her.

      

      Camille went a month without being able to find a job. He spent as little time as possible in the shop, loitering all day. Boredom gripped him to such an extent that he talked about returning to Vernon. Finally, he joined the administration of the Orléans railway. He He earned one hundred francs a month. His dream had come true.

      

      In the morning, he would leave at eight o'clock. He would walk down Rue Guénégaud and find himself on the quays. Then, with small steps and his hands in his pockets, he would follow the Seine from the Institut to the Jardin des Plantes. This long walk, which he made twice a day, never bored him. He watched the water flow by, he would stop to watch the timber rafts go by as they floated down the river. He thought of nothing. Often he would stand in front of Notre-Dame and contemplate the scaffolding that surrounded the church, which was then under repair; these large pieces of timber amused him, without him knowing why. Then, as he passed by, he would glance into the Port aux Vins, counting the horse-drawn carriages that came from the station. In the evening, dazed, his head full of some silly story told at his desk, he would cross the Jardin des Plantes and go see the bears, if he wasn't in too much of a hurry. He would remain there for half an hour, leaning over the pit, watching the bears waddle heavily; he was pleased by the gait of these large beasts; he would examine them, lips parted, eyes wide, taking a foolish delight in seeing them move. He would finally decide to go home, dragging his feet, ignoring passersby, cars, and shops.

      

      Upon arrival, he would eat, then begin to read. He had bought Buffon's works, and every evening he would set himself a task of twenty or thirty pages, despite the boredom such reading caused him. He readAgain, in ten-centime installments, he received Thiers's * History of the Consulate and the Empire *, Lamartine's * History of the Girondins *, or popular science books. He believed he was contributing to her education. Sometimes, he forced his wife to listen to him read certain passages, certain anecdotes. He was often astonished that Thérèse could remain pensive and silent for an entire evening without being tempted to pick up a book. Deep down, he admitted to himself that his wife was of limited intelligence.

      

      Thérèse impatiently rejected books. She preferred to remain idle, her eyes fixed, her thoughts floating and lost. Moreover, she maintained an even and easy temperament; her entire will was directed towards making her being a passive instrument of supreme complaisance and self-denial.

      

      Business was slow. Profits were consistently the same each month. The clientele consisted of the working women from the neighborhood. Every five minutes, a young girl would come in and buy a few pennies' worth of merchandise. Thérèse served the customers with the same repetitive words, a smile that mechanically crept onto her lips. Madame Raquin was more flexible, more talkative, and, in truth, it was she who attracted and retained the customers.

      

      For three years, the days passed, each one like the last. Camille never left his office; his mother and wife barely ventured out ofthe shop. Thérèse, living in a damp shadow, in a dull and crushing silence, saw life stretching out before her, completely naked, bringing each evening the same cold bed and each morning the same empty day.
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