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      Introduction

      
      The Scapegoat, Daphne du Maurier’s eleventh novel, first appeared in 1957. Almost twenty years earlier, Rebecca had rocketed to bestsellerdom and made the du Maurier name synonymous with romance. It is this expectation of intrigue and
         high passion which makes the later novel so startling. The Scapegoat is more Graham Greene than romance. It has a terse economy of style, great literary sophistication and an alienated post-war
         male conscience at its core. It also has gripping narrative pace. What is perhaps surprising is that all these are put at
         the service of a complex of themes already present in Rebecca. What is more surprising is that this fine book has so far failed to find the wide acclaim of its predecessor.
      

      
      If in one light Rebecca is the story of the second and nameless Mrs de Winter’s wistful longing to be like the dramatic and unforgettable wife she
         has never quite managed to replace – that Rebecca who left a mark on all who knew her – then The Scapegoat is the story of her male counterpart, John.
      

      
      Plain, English John, like the second Mrs de Winter is nameless, but in reverse: he has no family name, no patronymic, as the
         Russians would say, no identifying male line which is the sign of belonging as well as the sign of power. Diffident, family-less,
         orphaned John is a lacklustre historian of France. At the start of the book, he is on his way back to a London he would rather
         not reach and considers stopping off at a Trappist Monastery for succour. He is depressed, indeed suicidal. He doesn’t ‘know
         what to do with failure’ and wishes, like the second Mrs de Winter, he were other. To use E. M. Forster’s term, he wants to
         ‘connect’: somehow to form relations, perhaps to love, certainly to take part in that French life he can only observe from the outside and record.
      

      
      With the perversity and panache of an Edgar Allan Poe or a Dostoevsky, du Maurier quickly gives her hero what he wants. She
         gives him another life. She gives it to him through a double. To want otherness enough is somehow to become other. But as
         fairytales always knew and we post-Freudians iterate, the fulfilment of a deeply held wish may well be the most dangerous
         thing that can happen to you.
      

      
      John’s double arrives on the scene without magic Jekyll and Hyde potions or devilishly dreamy lightning and thunderclaps or
         even deep rumblings of Russian anguish. He simply materializes beside the hero at a crowded station buffet in Le Mans and
         makes him feel slightly ‘sick’ at the ‘looking at himself’. Du Maurier’s understated matter-of-factness, her edge of humour,
         is what gives the scene such force and plausibility, together with an undertow of threat. ‘You don’t happen to be the devil,
         by any chance?’ Jean de Gué asks John who answers, ‘I might ask you the same question.’
      

      
      The two men drink and dine together, stare and drink some more. What John learns is that his mirror image is both altogether
         familiar and profoundly unfamiliar. The Comte de Gué – and it is the one thing he reveals in response to John’s garrulous
         self-confession – suffers from what John desires: ‘too many possessions. Human ones.’ In the presence of this bold and domineering
         twin, burdened with relations, the hero feels insubstantial, like a shadow without a will. When this shadow wakes from drunken
         stupour, it is to find itself substantiated, made over, as the Comte de Gué.
      

      
      What du Maurier does brilliantly is to show us that identity (mistaken or not) is largely based on what others want and expect
         of us, what they project onto us. Hell may be other people, but so is life. It is no use John telling the chauffeur who has
         come to fetch him that he is not the Count: the man just respectfully asks if Monsieur would like to rest a little longer or have something brought from the pharmacie. Nor is there any point his protesting when he reaches the moated chateau which is the home of his double. Whatever conflicts
         he may experience inwardly, whatever his trepidation at each step of the unknown way, he behaves largely as the family demand
         of him and is accepted, even when he surprises, with equal measures of love and loathing.
      

      
      John’s journey as another into the depths of the extended family which is his new world is deeply disturbing in the echoes
         it sets up in us. Each step in his discovery of the familiar increases the threat that he will be uncovered as an impostor,
         neither husband nor father, son nor lover, nor indeed any of the other shifting, unstable and demanding parts in the great
         generational oedipal drama. John masquerading as Jean is du Maurier’s means of tapping the deep reservoirs of the uncanny
         which flow through the family: on occasion any of us may wake to find our nearest unknown, unfamiliar, frightening, wondering
         who they or we are.
      

      
      The domestic, as du Maurier knew too well from her own childhood and marriage, is haunted terrain whether it’s a two up, two
         down in Balham, Manderley or a French chateau with gothic turrets and paintings of bloodied martyrs, here described with a
         spareness usually applied to the first. Dark murderous secrets, shafts of prohibited desire, make their home in each, turning
         the safe into the hazardous with the merest flick of a table knife or bedroom light.
      

      
      John’s gradual discovery of who the main players are in the chateau and its accompanying glass works, not to mention the secrets
         which drive them, is a process punctuated by the dangers both of repulsion and attachment. Du Maurier draws her characters
         with the deft strokes of a master, showing them as at once monstrous and ordinary. Through them, she has John wake to feeling.
         Here is John meeting the ailing bulk of sagging and demanding flesh who is his mother:
      

      
      ‘Drawn to her like a magnet, I went instinctively to kneel beside her chair, and was at once caught and smothered, lost in the mountain of flesh and woollen wraps, feeling momentarily
         like a fly trapped in a great spider’s web, yet at the same time fascinated because of the likeness, another facet of the
         self, but elderly, female, and grotesque.’
      

      
      John is also this controlling, repellent woman who needs the love and power the Count won’t give her and displaces need into
         an addiction her newly awakening son may help to cure.
      

      
      The Scapegoat has a memorable cast of characters: the resentful younger brother, the sister whose religious ardours are a veil for rage
         and repressed desires, the frail, depressed, jealous wife trapped in the emotional maelstrom of her husband’s kin, two mistresses,
         one histrionic and demanding, one a still centre, not to mention a sweetly unflappable curé de campagne, workers and retainers.
         Amongst all these vivid creations, it is Monsieur le Comte’s daughter who leaps out at us with a mixture of poignant force
         and Puck-ish mischief. At the cusp of puberty, Marie-Noel is neither male nor female, but somehow both, undoubtedly her maker’s
         preferred state. She is caught between her aunt’s blandishments towards a saintly, self-flagellating life, for which she shows
         a marked talent, and her love for her all-too-worldly father whom she openly wants all for herself. Like a child, Marie-Noel
         speaks the household’s secret truths. Like the dawning woman she also is, she is poised to love and control or throw herself
         to her end. Like her creator, she knows the tugs of father-love almost too well, and can also ‘dream true’ – somehow make
         her father into a good man and her own. Marie-Noel is prescient and her wishes dream the future too acutely.
      

      
      If all this put blandly has the ring of melodrama or the novel of sensation, it is to du Maurier’s credit that she grounds
         the whole not only in a psychological realism, but in a knowledge of France which came to her with the ancestral line. The
         du Mauriers had once had a verrerie, a glass works, and indeed, it was while she was on a trip to France to find out more about her forebears, that the seeds
         of The Scapegoat were sewn. One of the secrets the novel probes has to do with sides taken during the occupation in the Second World War, of who collaborated
         and who resisted and whether absolute moral values can be read from those allegiances. In du Maurier’s world, good and evil
         are never quite that clearly demarcated. Seemingly good political acts can mask evil personal passions. Both percolate through
         the generations and distort lives.
      

      
      But what of the scapegoat, thrust from the fold in order to take on its sins? Du Maurier gives us at least two contenders
         for the role. At the end, English John is forced out of the field of his new connectedness, having left everyone in a far
         better state than he found them. Is he to be pitied as our scapegoat? Or does the role really belong, as so often in du Maurier’s
         work, to the pregnant, benighted wife who falls to her sacrificial death, leaving her husband the wherewithal to make his
         mother and daughter and the rest of the family far happier (which in the women’s case, also means busier) than such a calamity
         should allow?
      

      
      Conventional morality was never something du Maurier succumbed to. She was always a quintessential doubler, like some of the
         characters her beloved father played. In the shifting landscapes of life, good and bad, like wife and mistress, or male and
         female, can play out surprising metamorphoses. At the end of The Scapegoat, when John goes to see Béla the mistress who could be seen as the moral centre of the book – the independent and loving mistress
         who admits to having recognized him, and who has repaired the animal figurines, broken by Marie-Noel, which stand in for maternal
         love – it is clear that she doesn’t judge his double, the Count, as harshly as he does. Jean de Gué may callously think that
         all relations are in the last instance based on greed, but there is only a fine line between his cynicism and John’s newly
         acquired tenderness. It may be an important line and in John’s case, it is the line of self-recognition, but at any moment,
         it can slide into its opposite. After all, both John and Jean have contemplated murder.
      

      
      In a letter written the year of the publication of The Scapegoat, du Maurier notes of herself and her husband, ‘We are both doubles. So is everyone. Every one of us has his or her dark side.
         Which is to overcome the other?’
      

      
      In du Maurier’s case, there are not only dark doubles, but sexual doubles too, male vying with female in role and desire.
         She always talked of the ‘boy-in-the-box’ she contained inside herself, a boy who loved women, while she also loved men.
      

      
      But perhaps the idea of the double, which has so preoccupied artists, is the ultimate image for the writer herself. Du Maurier’s
         marriage was in difficulty at the time she wrote The Scapegoat, and it would hardly be surprising if she felt the always uneasy split between loving, engaged wife and coolly observant,
         disengaged writer as more than usually troubling.
      

      
      As Margaret Atwood has noted: ‘There has been a widespread suspicion among writers … that there are two of him sharing the
         same body, with a hard-to-predict and difficult-to-pinpoint moment during which one turns into the other. When writers have
         spoken consciously of their own double natures, they’re likely to say that one half does the living, the other half the writing,
         and … that each is parasitic upon the other…. The double may be shadowy, but it is also indispensable.’*

      
      For du Maurier, throughout her life, doubling was indispensable. The force of her understanding of what it meant is perhaps
         what gives The Scapegoat, a mature novel, its power.
      

      
      Neither part of me could put it down.

      
      Lisa Appignanesi, 2003
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      I left the car by the side of the cathedral, and then walked down the steps into the Place des Jacobins. It was still raining
         hard. It had not once let up since Tours, and all I had seen of the countryside I loved was the gleaming surface of the route nationale, rhythmically cut by the monotonous swing of the windscreen-wiper.
      

      
      Outside Le Mans, the depression that had grown upon me during the past twenty-four hours had intensified. It was inevitable,
         always, during the last days of holiday; but this time, more than ever before, I was aware of time having passed too swiftly,
         not because the days had been over full but because I had achieved nothing. The notes I had written for the lectures I was
         to give during the coming autumn were scholarly, precise, with dates and facts that I should afterwards dress up in language
         designed to strike a spark in the dull minds of inattentive students. But even if I held their flagging interest for a brief
         half hour, I should know, when I had finished, that nothing I had said to them was of any value, that I had only given them
         images of history brightly coloured – waxwork models, puppet figures strutting through a charade. The real meaning of history
         would have escaped me, because I had never been close enough to people.
      

      
      It was all too easy to lose oneself in a past half real, half imaginary, and so be blind to the present. In the cities that
         I knew best, Tours, Blois, Orléans, I lost myself in fantasy, seeing other walls, older streets, the crumbling corners of
         once glittering façades, and they were more live to me than any real structure before my eyes, for in their shadows lay security;
         but in the hard light of reality there was only doubt and apprehension.
      

      
      In Blois, in the château, feeling the smoke-blackened walls with my hands, a thousand people might ache and suffer a few hundred
         yards away but I saw none of them. For there beside me would be Henri III, perfumed and bejewelled, touching my shoulder with
         a velvet glove, a lapdog in the crook of his arm as though he nursed a child; and the false charm of his crafty feminine face
         was plainer to me than the mask of the gaping tourist at my side, fumbling for a sweet in a paper-bag, while I waited for
         a footstep, for a cry, and for the Duc de Guise to die. In Orléans I rode beside the Maid, or, like the Bastard, held her
         stirrup when she mounted, hearing as he did the clamour and the shouting and the deep peal of the bells. Or I might even kneel
         with her in prayer, awaiting the Voices that sometimes hovered within the fringe of my experience but never came. And I would
         stumble from the cathedral, watching my half-boy with her pure, fanatic’s eyes, close to her unseen world, and then be jolted
         out of time into the present, where she was nothing but a statue, and I an indifferent historian, and the France she had died
         to save a country filled with living men and women whom I had never even tried to understand.
      

      
      As I drove out of Tours, on the last morning, my dissatisfaction with the lectures I should give in London, and my realization
         that all I had ever done in life, not only in France but in England also, was to watch people, never to partake in their happiness
         or pain, brought such a sense of overwhelming depression, deepened by the rain stinging the windows of the car, that, when
         I came to Le Mans, although I had not intended to stop there and lunch, I changed my mind, hoping to change my mood.
      

      
      It was market day, and in the Place des Jacobins lorries and carts with green tarpaulins stood parked close to the steps below
         the cathedral, and the rows of stalls were crowded one beside another. It must have been one of the big market days, for the
         Place was full of country people, and there was an unmistakable smell in the air, half vegetable, half beast, that could come
         only from the soil, muddied, ruddy-brown and wet, and from the steaming pens where huddled cattle moved in uneasy comradeship.
         Three men were prodding a bullock towards the lorry beside me. The poor brute bellowed, turning his roped head from side to
         side, backing away from the lorry, which was already packed with his snorting, frightened fellows. I could see the red flecks
         in his bewildered eyes as one of the men pricked his flanks with a hay-fork.
      

      
      Two black-shawled women argued beside an open cart, one of them holding by the feet a squawking hen, whose fluttering, protesting
         wings brushed the wide wicker basket, heaped with apples, on which the woman leant; while towards them came a great hulking
         fellow in a nut-brown velvet coat, his face purple with good cheer from a near-by bistro, his eyes blurred, his walk unsteady.
         He grumbled to himself as he peered down at the coins in his open hand, fewer than he had expected, too few – he must somehow
         have miscalculated in that vanished hour of heat and sweat and tobacco, whence he now came to quarrel with his mother and
         his wife. I could picture the farmstead which was his home and had been his father’s before him, two kilometres from the road
         up a sand-track full of pot-holes, the low house a pale lemon wash, the roof tiled, the farm and outbuildings a smudge amidst
         the flat brown fields heaped now with line upon line of pumpkins, lime-green or salmon-pink, rounded and firm, left to dry
         before they were fed to the beasts for winter fodder or to the farm people themselves as soup.
      

      
      I walked past the lorry and across the Place to the brasserie at the corner; and suddenly the pale sun shone from the fitful
         sky, and the people thronging the Place, who had seemed black smudges in the rain, crow-like, bent, impersonal, became animated
         blobs of colour, smiling, gesticulating, strolling about their business with new leisure as the sky fell apart, turning the
         dull day to gold.
      

      
      The brasserie was crowded, the atmosphere thick with the good smell of food, soupy and pungent – of cheese upon sauce-tipped
         knives, spilt wine, the bitter dregs of coffee – and rank, too, with the wet cloth of coats heavily rained upon, now drying,
         the whole scene framed in a blue smoke-cloud of Gauloise cigarettes.
      

      
      I found a seat in the far corner near the service door, and as I ate my omelette, the herb juice splaying the plate, satisfying,
         warm, the swing door kept bursting backwards, forwards, pushed impatiently by waiters heavily laden with trays piled high
         with food. At first the sight was an apéritif to my own hunger, but later, when my meal was over, it became somehow a deterrent to digestion – too many fried potatoes,
         too many pork chops. The woman who ate beside me was still forking beans into her mouth as I called for coffee, and she expostulated
         to her sister upon the cost of living, ignoring the pallid little girl who sat on the husband’s knee and demanded to be taken
         to the toilettes. The conversation never ceased, and as I listened – for this sort of thing was my one relaxation when preoccupation with
         history left me free – my former depression returned to nag beneath the surface of enjoyment. I was an alien, I was not one
         of them. Years of study, years of training, the fluency with which I spoke their language, taught their history, described
         their culture, had never brought me closer to the people themselves. I was too diffident, too conscious of my own reserve.
         My knowledge was library knowledge, and my day-by-day experience no deeper than a tourist’s gleanings. The urge to know was
         with me, and the ache. The smell of the soil, the gleam of the wet roads, the faded paint of shutters masking windows through
         which I should never look, the grey faces of houses whose doors I should never enter, were to me an everlasting reproach,
         a reminder of distance, of nationality. Others could force an entrance and break the barrier down: not I. I should never be
         a Frenchman, never be one of them.
      

      
      The family sitting beside me got up and left, the clatter ceased, the smoke thinned, and the patron and his wife sat down to eat behind the counter. I paid, and went out, and walked aimlessly along the streets, my lack of
         purpose, my shifting gaze, my very clothes – grey flannel bags, tweed jacket too well worn over a span of years – betraying
         me as an Englishman in this jostling crowd of provincials on market day, who sought bargains among the nailed boots hanging
         upon strings, the aprons spotted black and white, the plaited slippers, the saucepans and umbrellas. Young girls laughing
         with linked arms, their hair newly frizzed from the coiffeur; old women pausing, reckoning, shaking their heads at the price
         of checked tablecloths, moving on, not buying; youths with blue-grey chins and purple suits, eyeing the girls, nudging one
         another, the inevitable cigarette dangling from their lips: all of them, when the day was done, would return to some familiar
         plot they knew as home. The silent fields were theirs, and the lowing of cattle, the mist rising from the sodden ground, a
         fly-blown kitchen, a cat lapping milk beside a cradle, while the scolding voice of the old grandmother went on and on and
         her son clumped out into the muddy yard swinging a pail.
      

      
      Meanwhile I, time no object, would check in at yet another strange hotel, and be accepted as one of them until I produced
         my British passport; then the bow, the smile, the genuine show of politeness, and the little shrug of regret. ‘We have very
         few people at the moment. The season is over. Monsieur has the place to himself,’ the implication being that surely I must
         want to plunge into a bunch of hearty compatriots, carrying Kodaks, exchanging snapshots, lending Penguins, borrowing each
         other’s Daily Mail. Nor would they ever know, these people of the hotel where I passed a night, any more than those whom I now jostled in the
         street, that I wanted neither my compatriots nor my own company, but instead the happiness, which could never be mine, of
         feeling myself one of them, bred and schooled amongst them, bound by some tie of family and blood that they would recognize
         and understand; so that, living with them, I might share their laughter, fathom their sorrow, eat their bread, no longer stranger’s bread but mine and theirs.
      

      
      I went on walking and the rain came spattering down again, sending the crowd to huddle in the shops, or to seek the shelter
         of cars and lorries. For no one promenades in the rain unless he is on business bent, like the serious men in broad-brimmed
         trilby hats who hurried into the Préfecture with brief-cases under their arms, while I stood uncertainly on the corner of
         the Place Aristide Briand. I went into Notre-Dame-de-la-Couture beside the Préfecture. It was empty, save for an old woman
         praying, tears like pearls in each corner of her wide staring eyes, and later a girl with high pattering heels came briskly
         up the hollow aisle to burn a candle before a blue-washed statue. Then, like a gulf of darkness swamping reason, I knew that
         later on I must get drunk, or die. How much did failure matter? Not, perhaps, to my small outside world, not to the few friends
         who thought they knew me well, not to the persons who employed me nor the students who listened to my lectures, not to the
         officials at the British Museum, who, benign and courteous, gave me good morning or good afternoon, not to the smooth, dull,
         kindly London shadows amongst whom I lived and breathed and had my being as a law-abiding, quiet, donnish individual of thirty-eight.
         But to the self who clamoured for release, the man within? How did my poor record seem to him?
      

      
      Who he was and whence he sprang, what urges and what longings he might possess, I could not tell. I was so used to denying
         him expression that his ways were unknown to me; but he might have had a mocking laugh, a casual heart, a swift-roused temper,
         and a ribald tongue. He did not inhabit a solitary book-lined apartment; he did not wake every morning to the certain knowledge
         of no family, no ties, no entanglements, no friends or interests infinitely precious to him, nothing to serve as goal and
         anchor save a preoccupation with French history and the French language which somehow, by good fortune, enabled him to earn
         his daily bread.
      

      
      Perhaps, if I had not kept him locked within me, he might have laughed, roistered, fought and lied. Perhaps he suffered, perhaps he hated, perhaps he lived by cruelty alone. He might
         have murdered, stolen – or spent himself in lost causes, loved humanity, embraced a faith that believed in the divinity of
         both God and Man. Whatever his nature, he always hovered beneath the insignificant facade of that pale self who now sat in
         the church of Notre-Dame-de-la-Couture waiting for the rain to cease, for the day to fold, for the holiday to come to its
         appointed end, for autumn to set in, for the day-by-day routine of his normal, uneventful London life to close upon him for
         another year, another span of time. The question was, how to unlock the door? What lever would set the other free? There was
         no answer – except, of course, the blurred and temporary ease which a bottle of wine at a café might bring me before I climbed
         into the car again and drove north. Here, in the empty church, prayer was the alternative; but prayer for what? To complete
         the half-formed decision in my mind to go to the Abbaye and hope to discover there what to do with failure? I watched the
         old woman gather herself together and depart, thrusting her rosary into her skirts. Her tears had gone, but whether from consolation
         or because they had dried upon her cheek I could not tell. I thought of my carte Michelin back in the car, and the blue circle with which I had marked the Abbaye de la Grande-Trappe. Why had I done so? What did
         I expect to gain from going there? Should I have the courage to ring the bell of the building where they lodged their guests?
         They might have my answer, and the answer to the man within …
      

      
      I followed the old woman out of church. I had a sudden desire to ask her if she was ill, or lately widowed, or had a dying
         son, and whether she had new hope since she had prayed; but when I passed through the door and came upon her, still muttering,
         outside, she mistook my anxious glance for tourist charity, and with a sidelong glance held out her hand for alms. I gave
         her two hundred francs, despising my own mean spirit, and fled from her, disenchanted.
      

      
      It was no longer raining. Red ribbons spanned the sky and the wet streets glistened. People were going home from work on bicycles.
         The dark smoke from the factory chimneys of the industrial quarter looked black and sullen against the new-washed sky.
      

      
      I lost any sense of direction, walking away from the shops and boulevards along streets that seemed to lead nowhere, converging
         upon themselves, frowned upon by factory walls and tall grey buildings, and I knew that what I was doing was without reason:
         I should either go and fetch the car and book a room for the night in one of the hotels in the centre of the town, or leave
         Le Mans altogether and drive through Mortagne to la Grande-Trappe. I was surprised to see the station ahead of me, and I remembered
         that the car and the cathedral were at the other end of the town. The obvious thing to do was to take a taxi back, but first
         of all I would have a drink at the station buffet, and come to some decision about la Grande-Trappe. I crossed the road, and
         a car swerved to avoid me and then stopped. The driver leant out of the window and shouted in French, ‘Hullo, Jean, when did
         you return?’
      

      
      The fact that my own name was John confused me. I thought for a moment that he must be someone I had met somewhere, whom I
         ought to recognize, and I called back, also in French, ‘I’m only passing through – I go back tonight,’ wondering who the devil
         he was.
      

      
      ‘A wasted visit, I suppose,’ he said, ‘but you’ll bluff them all at home it’s been a success.’

      
      The remark was offensive. What made him think my holiday had been wasted? And how on earth could he know about my own deep
         personal sense of failure?
      

      
      Then I realized he was a stranger. I had never seen him before. I bowed politely, excusing myself. ‘I beg your pardon,’ I
         said, ‘I’m afraid we have both made a mistake.’
      

      
      To my astonishment he laughed, winked broadly, and said, ‘All right, pretend I haven’t seen you. But why do here in Le Mans what could be better done in Paris? I’ll ask you when we meet again next Sunday.’ He let in the clutch and, laughing,
         drove away.
      

      
      I watched his car disappear, and turned into the station buffet. If he was drunk, and in a mellow mood, I saw his point. I
         might follow his example. The buffet was full. People were either boarding trains or leaving them. Chattering travellers elbowed
         me from the counter. Luggage barked my shins. Whistles blew, the deafening screech of an approaching express merged into the
         choking gasp of a local train, dogs on leashes yapped, a child wailed. I thought longingly of my car parked beside the cathedral,
         and how I would sit there in peace, and open my Michelin map, and smoke a cigarette.
      

      
      Someone jolted my elbow as I drank and said, ‘Je vous demande pardon,’ and as I moved to give him space he turned and stared at me and I at him, and I realized, with a strange sense of shock
         and fear and nausea all combined, that his face and voice were known to me too well.
      

      
      I was looking at myself.
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      We did not speak: we went on staring at one another. I had heard of these things happening, of people who meet casually and
         turn out to be long-lost cousins, or twins parted at birth; and the idea is amusing, or perhaps fraught with tragedy, like
         the Man in the Iron Mask.
      

      
      This was not funny: nor was it tragic. The resemblance made me slightly sick, reminding me of moments when, passing a shop
         window, I had suddenly seen my own reflection, and the man in the mirror had been a grotesque caricature of what, conceitedly,
         I had believed myself to be. Such incidents left me chastened, sore, with ego deflated, but they never gave me a chill down
         the spine, as this encounter did, nor the desire to turn and run.
      

      
      He was the first to break the silence. ‘You don’t happen to be the devil, by any chance?’

      
      ‘I might ask you the same question,’ I replied.

      
      ‘Here a moment …’

      
      He took me by the arm and pulled me closer to the counter, and although the mirror behind the bar was steamy, and partly hidden
         by glasses and bottles, and confusing because of the many reflections of the other heads, it showed us plainly enough to be
         standing together, straining, anxious, searching the mirrored surface as though our lives depended upon what it had to tell.
         And the answer was no chance resemblance, no superficial likeness to be confounded by the different colour of hair or eyes,
         by the dissimilarity of feature, expression, height, or breadth of shoulder: it was as though one man stood there.
      

      
      He said – and even the intonation sounded, in my ears, like my own – ‘I make it a rule never to be surprised by anything in life; there is no reason to make an exception now. What will
         you drink?’
      

      
      I was too shaken to care. He asked for two fines, and we moved with one accord to the further end of the counter, where the mirror was less steamy and the pushing crowd less
         dense.
      

      
      We might have been two actors studying our make-up as we glanced from the looking-glass back to one another. He smiled and
         I smiled too; and then he frowned and I copied him, or rather copied myself; and he arranged his tie and I arranged mine;
         and we both drank our brandy at one gulp to see what we looked like drinking.
      

      
      ‘Are you a man of fortune?’ he asked.

      
      ‘No,’ I said. ‘Why?’

      
      ‘We might do an act at a circus, or make a million in a cabaret. If you haven’t got to take a train immediately, I suggest
         we go on drinking.’ He ordered two more fines. Nobody seemed surprised at the resemblance. ‘They think you’re my twin brother here at the station to meet me,’ he said.
         ‘Perhaps you are. Where are you from?’
      

      
      ‘London,’ I told him.

      
      ‘Are you in business there?’

      
      ‘No, I live there. And I work there too.’

      
      ‘What I mean is, where is your home, what part of France do you come from?’

      
      I realized then that he had taken me for a Frenchman like himself. ‘I’m English,’ I said. ‘I happen to have made a study of
         your language.’
      

      
      He raised his eyebrows. ‘My compliments,’ he said. ‘I wouldn’t have known you for a foreigner. What are you doing in Le Mans?’

      
      I explained that I was in the last few days of holiday, and gave him a brief account of my tour. I told him I was a historian
         and gave lectures in England about his country and its past.
      

      
      He looked amused. ‘Is that how you earn a living?’

      
      ‘Yes.’
      

      
      ‘Incredible,’ he said, and offered me a cigarette.

      
      ‘You have historians over here doing the same thing,’ I argued. ‘In fact, your country takes learning much more seriously
         than mine. There are thousands of professors giving lectures on history all over France.’
      

      
      ‘Naturally,’ he said, ‘but they are all Frenchmen talking about France. They are not Frenchmen who cross the Channel to spend
         their holidays, and then return here to talk about England. I don’t understand why you should be so interested in my country.
         Are you well paid?’
      

      
      ‘Not particularly.’

      
      ‘Married?’

      
      ‘No. I have no family at all. I live alone.’

      
      ‘You’re lucky.’ He spoke with emphasis, and raised his glass. ‘To your most fortunate freedom,’ he said. ‘Long may it last.’

      
      ‘What about you?’ I asked.

      
      ‘Me?’ he said. ‘Oh, I can call myself a family man. Very much so, in fact. I was caught long ago. I might even say I have
         never escaped. Except during the war.’
      

      
      ‘Are you a man of business too?’

      
      ‘I own some property. I live about thirty kilometres from here. Do you know Sarthe?’

      
      ‘I know the country better south of the Loire. I should like to explore Sarthe too, but I’m on my way north. I’ll have to
         leave it for another time.’
      

      
      ‘A pity. It might have been amusing …’ He did not finish his sentence, but stared at his glass. ‘You have a car?’

      
      ‘Yes, I left it at the cathedral. I lost my bearings, walking, that’s why I’m here at the station.’

      
      ‘Are you stopping in Le Mans overnight?’

      
      ‘I don’t know. I haven’t planned. As a matter of fact …’ I paused. The brandy had given me a comfortable glow inside, and
         I had the impression that it would not matter what I said to this man; it would be like talking to myself. ‘As a matter of
         fact, I was thinking of spending a few days in la Grande-Trappe.’
      

      
      ‘La Grande-Trappe?’ he said. ‘Do you mean the Cistercian monastery near Mortagne?’

      
      ‘Yes,’ I said. ‘It can’t be much more than eighty kilometres from here.’

      
      ‘For the love of God, why do you want to go there?’

      
      His phrase was apt. The reason why men went to la Grande-Trappe was to find the love of God. Or so I supposed.

      
      ‘I thought if I went,’ I said, ‘and stayed there before returning to England, I might find the courage to go on living.’

      
      He looked at me thoughtfully as he drank his fine.
      

      
      ‘What’s the trouble?’ he asked. ‘A woman?’

      
      ‘No,’ I said.

      
      ‘Money?’

      
      ‘No.’

      
      ‘You are in some sort of scrape?’

      
      ‘No.’

      
      ‘You have cancer?’

      
      ‘No.’

      
      He shrugged his shoulders. ‘Perhaps you’re a drunkard,’ he said, ‘or a homosexual. Or enjoy discomfort for its own sake. There
         must be something seriously wrong if you want to go to la Grande-Trappe.’
      

      
      I glanced beyond him to the mirror once again. And now, for the first time, I could see the difference between us. It was
         not the clothes, his dark travelling suit and my tweed jacket, which distinguished us; it was his ease of manner that made
         a contrast to my sober mood. He looked, and spoke, and smiled as I had never done.
      

      
      ‘There’s nothing wrong,’ I said. ‘It’s just that, as an individual, I’ve failed in life.’

      
      ‘So have we all,’ he said, ‘you, I, all the people here in the station buffet. We are every one of us failures. The secret
         of life is to recognize the fact early on, and become reconciled. Then it no longer matters.’
      

      
      ‘It does matter,’ I said, ‘and I am not reconciled.’
      

      
      He finished his drink and glanced at the clock on the wall.

      
      ‘There is no need,’ he observed, ‘to go to la Grande-Trappe immediately. The good monks are waiting upon eternity, they can
         wait a few more hours for you. Let us go where we can drink in greater comfort, and perhaps dine, because, being a family
         man, I am in no great hurry to go home.’
      

      
      It was then that I remembered the man in the car who had spoken to me outside. ‘Are you called Jean?’ I asked.

      
      ‘Yes,’ he said, ‘Jean de Gué. Why?’

      
      ‘Someone mistook me for you, then, outside the station. Some fellow in a car shouted, “Hullo, Jean,” and when I told him he
         was mistaken he seemed amused, and obviously thought I, or rather you, didn’t want to be recognized.’
      

      
      ‘That wouldn’t surprise me. What did you do?’

      
      ‘I did nothing. He drove off laughing, calling out something about seeing me on Sunday.’

      
      ‘Oh yes. La chasse …’
      

      
      My words must have started a new train of thought, for his expression changed, and I wished I could have read his mind. The
         blue eyes clouded, and I wondered if I looked as he did when a problem, not easy to solve, thrust its way to the surface of
         my mind.
      

      
      He beckoned to a porter who was waiting patiently with a couple of valises outside the swing-door of the buffet.

      
      ‘Did you say you left your car by the cathedral?’ he asked.

      
      ‘Yes,’ I answered.

      
      ‘Then if you don’t mind giving room to my valises, we might fetch it and drive somewhere for dinner?’

      
      ‘Certainly. Anywhere you say.’

      
      He tipped the porter, summoned a taxi and we drove away. It was odd, and like a dream. So often, dreaming, I was the shadow,
         watching myself take part in the action of the dream. Now it was happening, and I had the same lack of substance, the same
         lack of will.
      

      
      ‘So he was quite deceived, then?’
      

      
      ‘Who?’

      
      His voice, almost like the voice of conscience, startled me, for we had not spoken since getting into the taxi.

      
      ‘The man who hailed you outside the station,’ he said.

      
      ‘Oh yes, completely. He will probably accuse you when you meet. I remember now – he knew you had been away, because he suggested
         your trip had been unsuccessful. Does that convey anything?’
      

      
      ‘Only too well.’

      
      I did not pursue the subject. It was none of my business. After a moment I glanced at him, half furtively, and saw that he
         was looking as furtively at me. Our eyes met, and instead of smiling instinctively, because of the bond of likeness, the sensation
         was unpleasant, like contact with danger. I turned away from him to gaze out of the window, and, as the taxi swerved and pulled
         up by the cathedral, the deep, solemn bells sounded for the Angelus. It was a moment that never failed to move me. The summons
         was always unexpected, and in a strange way touched a nerve. Tonight the bells rang like a challenge, loud and compelling,
         as we climbed from the taxi. Then the clanging softened to a murmur, and the murmur to a sigh, and the sigh to a reproach.
         Two or three people passed through the doors into the cathedral. I went and unlocked the car. My companion waited, looking
         at the car with interest.
      

      
      ‘A Ford Consul,’ he said. ‘What year is it?’

      
      ‘I’ve had it two years. Done about fifteen thousand.’

      
      ‘You are satisfied with it?’

      
      ‘Very. I don’t get much use out of it except at week-ends.’

      
      As I stowed away his two valises in the boot he asked me all sorts of questions about the car with the interest of a schoolboy
         trying out a new machine. He fingered the switches, felt the seats to test the springs, fiddled with the gears and the indicators,
         and finally asked, with a burst of enthusiasm, whether he might drive her.
      

      
      ‘Certainly,’ I said. ‘You know this town better than I do. Go ahead.’
      

      
      He settled himself with assurance behind the wheel and I climbed in beside him. As he turned the car away from the cathedral,
         and so out to the rue Voltaire, he continued to enthuse in schoolboy fashion, murmuring, ‘Magnificent, excellent!’ under his
         breath, obviously enjoying every moment of what soon turned out to be, from my own rather cautious standard, a hair-raising
         ride. When we had jumped one set of lights, and sent an old man leaping for his life, and forced a large Buick driven by an
         infuriated American into the side of the street, he proceeded to circle the town in order, so he explained, to try the car’s
         pace. ‘You know,’ he said, ‘it amuses me enormously to use other people’s possessions. It is one of life’s greatest pleasures.’
         I closed my eyes as we took a corner like a bob-sleigh.
      

      
      ‘Meanwhile,’ he said, ‘you are probably dying of hunger?’

      
      ‘Not at all,’ I murmured. ‘I’m at your disposal.’ It struck me, as I spoke, that the French language was too fine, too polite.

      
      ‘I was thinking of taking you to the only restaurant where it is possible to eat superbly,’ he said, ‘but I have changed my
         mind. I am known there, and somehow I feel that tonight I want to be without identity. It isn’t every day that one comes face
         to face with oneself.’
      

      
      His words gave me the same sense of discomfort that I had experienced in the taxi. The likeness between us was not something
         that either of us wanted to show off in public. I realized suddenly that I did not wish to be seen with him. I did not want
         waiters to look at us. I felt in some way furtive and ashamed. The sensation was peculiar. He began to slow down as we approached
         the centre of the town.
      

      
      ‘Possibly,’ he said, ‘I won’t go home tonight after all, but take a room at a hotel.’ He seemed to be thinking aloud. I don’t
         believe he expected a reply. ‘After all,’ he went on, ‘by the time we have dined, it would be rather late to telephone for
         Gaston to bring in the car. And anyway, they are not expecting me.’
      

      
      I have made the same sort of excuses myself to put off facing something unpleasant. I wondered why he was not anxious to return.
      

      
      ‘And you,’ he said, turning to me as we waited for the lights to change, ‘after all, you may decide you do not want to go
         to la Grande-Trappe. You, too, could stay in a hotel.’
      

      
      His voice was odd. It was as though he was feeling his way towards some sort of agreement between us, some sort of solution
         to a problem that neither of us fully understood, and as he looked at me the expression in his eye was probing and at the
         same time evasive, masked.
      

      
      ‘Perhaps,’ I said. ‘I don’t know.’

      
      He drove through the centre of the town, an enthusiast no longer but preoccupied, and he did not draw up before either of
         the main hotels that I had noticed earlier in the day, but came to a quarter where the buildings appeared greyer, drabber,
         closer to the factories and warehouses. In the meaner streets were cheap pensions, dingy lodging-houses, and places for a
         night or an hour where passports were not demanded and questions never asked.
      

      
      ‘It is quieter here,’ he said, and I still could not tell whether he spoke to me or uttered his thoughts aloud. But I did
         not think much of his choice as he stopped the car in front of a shabby house sandwiched between others equally drab, above
         whose half-open door the word ‘Hotel’, in dim blue electric light, gave warning of its nature.
      

      
      ‘Sometimes,’ he said, ‘these places can be useful. One does not always want to run up against one’s friends.’

      
      I said nothing. He switched off the engine and opened the door.

      
      ‘Are you coming?’ he said.

      
      I had no desire to penetrate the mysteries of the Tout Confort that I saw advertised, in small letters, beneath the blue light, but I climbed out of the car and heaved his two valises
         from the boot.
      

      
      ‘I don’t think so,’ I said. ‘You go inside and book your room if you want to. I’d rather dine first and then decide what to
         do.’
      

      
      I was more inclined to my northern route – the drive to Mortagne, and then the side-road to the Abbaye de la Grande-Trappe.

      
      ‘As you like,’ he said, shrugging, and I lit a cigarette and watched him push through the door into the hotel. The drinks
         I had swallowed at the station buffet were beginning to take effect. Nothing that was happening had reality, and in a state
         of blurred confusion I asked myself what I was doing here in an unattractive side-street in Le Mans, waiting for a companion
         who less than an hour ago had been quite unknown to me, who was still a stranger, but who, because of chance resemblance,
         had taken charge of my evening, directing its course for good or ill. I wondered whether I should slide into the car and drive
         away, and so be quit of the whole encounter, which, fascinating at first, now seemed menacing, even evil. I was reaching for
         the switch when he returned.
      

      
      ‘That’s fixed,’ he said. ‘Come and eat. No need to take the car. I know of a place just round the corner.’

      
      I couldn’t summon an excuse to be quit of him, and, despising my own weakness, I followed him along the street like a shadow.

      
      He led me to a place half restaurant, half bistro, in the next street. The entrance was stacked with bicycles – it must have
         been the headquarters of a cycling club – and the inside crowded with youths in coloured jerseys, singing and shouting, while
         a knot of older men, workmen, played some dice game at a table. He pushed his way with assurance through the turmoil, and
         we sat down at a table behind a battered screen, the strident voices of the youths half-drowned by a crackling radio.
      

      
      The patron, waiter and bar-tender in one, thrust an indecipherable menu into my hands, and a glass of wine was before me and a plate
         of soup that I hadn’t ordered; for the ceiling was now merging with the floor and time losing significance, and my companion was leaning across the table, his glass raised, saying, ‘To your sojourn at la Grande-Trappe.’ Sometimes
         a fourth drink can have the temporary effect of clearing the confusion caused by the previous three, and as I ate and drank
         the face in front of me swung back into focus, no longer uncanny or a threat, but benign and familiar as my own in the mirror,
         smiling when I smiled, frowning when I frowned; and his voice, which seemed to be an echo of my own, urged me into conversation,
         prodded me into confession, so that I found myself talking about loneliness, death, the empty shell of my personal world,
         the uncertainty of feeling, the absence of all emotion.
      

      
      ‘And so,’ I heard my voice saying, ‘surely at la Grande-Trappe, where men live by silence, they must have an answer to this,
         they must know how to fill the vacuum, for they have deliberately gone into darkness to find light … whereas I …’ I paused,
         trying to clarify my meaning, because what I was trying to tell him was vital to our two selves. ‘In other words,’ I continued,
         ‘at la Grande-Trappe they might not give the answer, but they could tell me where to look for it; for although we must each
         have an individual answer to our individual problems, just as every lock has its own key, yet might not their answer be universal,
         just as a master-key opens every lock?’
      

      
      His blue eyes, flippant and amused, were not the reflection of my drunken mood but the doubt that follows after it, the mockery
         on waking.
      

      
      ‘No, my friend,’ he said. ‘If you knew as much about religion as I do you would run from it like the plague. I have a sister
         who thinks of nothing else. I have learnt one thing in life, which is that the only motive force in human nature is greed.
         Insects, animals, men, women, children, we live by greed alone. It is not very pretty, but what of it? The thing to do is
         to minister to the greed, and to give people what they want. The trouble is, they are never satisfied.’ He sighed, and poured
         himself another glass of wine. ‘You complain that your life is empty,’ he said. ‘To me it sounds like paradise. An apartment to yourself, no family ties, no business worries, the whole
         of London a playground, if you wish – though personally I did not find London gay when I was in exile there for a time in
         the war, but at any rate the city is vast and free. It does not hang about your neck like a rope.’
      

      
      His voice changed, becoming hard, and there was resentment in his eyes, and exasperation – it was the first sign he had given
         that he too had his personal problem which he did not wish to face – and he leant forward across the table and said, ‘You
         have all the luck in the world, and you are not content. Your parents died many years ago, you told me, and you have no one
         to make any claim upon you. You are a free man, to wake and eat and work and sleep alone. Count your blessings, and forget
         this nonsense of la Grande-Trappe.’
      

      
      Like all solitary people I had become glib of tongue and indiscreet too soon, warming to sympathy. He knew all the little
         dullnesses of my life, and I knew nothing of his.
      

      
      ‘Very well, then,’ I said, ‘now it’s your turn for the confessional. What’s your trouble?’

      
      I thought for a moment that he might be going to tell me. Something wavered in his eyes, a flicker of uncertainty, then it
         was gone again and in its stead the tolerant smile, the lazy shrug.
      

      
      ‘Oh, me!’ he said. ‘My one trouble is that I have too many possessions. Human ones.’ And his gesture of dismissal as he lit
         a cigarette was a warning not to question further. I could be introspective if I liked, exploring my own black moods; but
         I must not probe his. We had finished eating, but we went on sitting there, smoking and drinking, and the chatter of the laughing
         boys with the bicycles came in great gusts above the tortured singing from the radio, with the scraping of chairs and the
         arguments of the workmen at their game of dice.
      

      
      I fell silent, having suddenly no more to say, and I was aware of his eyes upon me all the time, bringing a strange discomfort.
         When he said he must telephone home, and got up and left the table, I was relieved, as if his absence made it easier to breathe. When he returned I said, ‘Well?’ more as a comment
         than a question, and he answered briefly, ‘I told them to send the car in to fetch me tomorrow.’ Calling the patron, he paid the bill, brushing my feeble attempts aside, and then seized my arm and pushed me through the singing youths into
         the street.
      

      
      It was dark, and raining once again. The street was empty. There is nothing gloomier than the fringe of a provincial town
         on a wet evening, and I murmured something about finding the car and going on my way and what an experience it had been to
         fall in with him, but he went on holding my arm and said, ‘I can’t let you go like this. It’s too unusual, too bizarre.’ We
         came once more to the entrance of his shabby, dim hotel, and I looked through the still open door and saw there was no one
         behind the desk. He noticed it too, and looked over his shoulder and said quickly, ‘Come upstairs. Let’s have one more drink
         before you go.’ His voice was urgent, insistent, as though we had little time to lose. I protested, but he half led me up
         the stairs and across a passage. He took a key out of his pocket, and opened the door, and switched on the light of the small
         drab single room. ‘Here,’ he said, ‘sit down, make yourself at home,’ and I sat on the bed because his open valise was on
         the chair. He had thrown out his pyjamas and hair-brushes and a pair of slippers, and now he brought out his flask and was
         pouring cognac into a tooth-glass. Once again the ceiling hit the floor as it had done in the bistro, and it seemed to me
         that what was happening was fated, inevitable, that I should never be rid of him or he of me: he would follow me downstairs
         and come with me in the car, and I should never shake him off. He was my shadow or I was his, and we were bound to each other
         through eternity.
      

      
      ‘What’s the matter? Are you ill?’ he said, and his eyes were peering into mine.

      
      I stood up, torn between two desires – one to open the door and get away downstairs, and the other to stand beside him once again as we had done at the station buffet, and look into the mirror. I knew that the first was wisdom and the other
         somehow evil, and yet it had to be done, it had to be experienced once again. He must have guessed my intent, for we turned
         with one accord and stared, and here, in the small quiet room, the likeness was more uncanny and more horrible than it had
         been in the crowded buffet, with all the noise and smoke and sound of people, or in the bistro, where I had not thought about
         it. This wretched room with the patterned wallpaper and the creaking floor was like a tomb shutting out the world: we were
         here together and there was no escape. He thrust the tooth-glass of cognac into my trembling hand and himself drank from the
         flask, and then he said, his voice unsteady as my own – or was it I who spoke and he who listened? – ‘Shall I put on your
         clothes and you wear mine?’
      

      
      I remember that one of us laughed as I hit the floor.
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      Someone was knocking on the door. The sound went on and on, breaking through a dream to consciousness, until finally I roused
         myself from heaven knows what depths of darkness and shouted ‘Entrez!’, staring about me at the unfamiliar room, which gradually became known to me, and real. A man came in, wearing a faded, old-fashioned
         chauffeur’s uniform, with buttoned coat, breeches and leggings, and holding his cap in his hands. His build was short and
         square, his eyes deep brown, and he looked at me from the doorway with compassion.
      

      
      ‘Monsieur le Comte is awake at last?’ he said.

      
      I considered him a moment, frowning, and then I glanced once more about the room and saw one valise open on the chair, another
         on the floor, and the clothes of my late companion thrown over the end of the bed on which I lay. I was wearing a striped
         pyjama coat I did not recognize. On the washstand were the tooth-glass and the flask of cognac. There was no sign of my own
         clothes, and I could not remember taking them off or putting them away. All I remembered was standing in front of the mirror
         with my companion by my side.
      

      
      ‘Who are you?’ I said to the chauffeur. ‘What do you want?’

      
      He sighed, flashed a sympathetic eye at the disorder of the room, and said, ‘Monsieur le Comte would like to sleep a little
         longer?’
      

      
      ‘Monsieur le Comte isn’t here,’ I said. ‘He must have gone out. What’s the time?’

      
      The events of the night before became clearer in my mind and I remembered how my companion had gone to the telephone, while
         we sat in the bistro, and had given orders for a car to come and fetch him the next day. This must be the chauffeur who had now arrived, and mistook me for his master. The
         man looked at his watch and told me it was five o’clock.
      

      
      ‘What do you mean – five o’clock?’ I said. I glanced at the window. It was broad daylight, and I could hear the sound of traffic
         outside.
      

      
      ‘It is five o’clock in the evening,’ said the chauffeur. ‘Monsieur le Comte has slept very soundly all the day. I have been
         waiting here since eleven o’clock this morning.’
      

      
      His words held no reproach: they were merely a statement of fact. I put my hand to my head, which ached abominably. I could
         feel a swelling on the side of it which was agony to touch, but my head was not aching for this reason only. I thought of
         the drinks of the night before, and that last tooth-glass of cognac. Perhaps it was not the last? I did not remember.
      

      
      ‘I fell,’ I told the chauffeur, ‘and I think I must have been drugged as well.’

      
      ‘Very possibly,’ he said. ‘These things will happen.’

      
      His voice had the soothing quality of an old nurse speaking to a child. I swung my legs out of bed and gazed down at the unfamiliar
         pyjama trousers. They fitted, yet they were not mine, and I had no recollection of putting them on. I put out my hand and
         touched the vest and pants at the end of the bed, a different type and texture from my own, and I recognized the dark travelling
         suit of my companion.
      

      
      ‘What happened to my clothes?’ I asked.

      
      The chauffeur came forward, and, taking the suit, hung the coat on the back of the chair and smoothed the trousers.

      
      ‘Monsieur le Comte was no doubt thinking of other things when he undressed,’ he observed, and he glanced across at me and
         smiled.
      

      
      ‘No,’ I said, ‘those things aren’t mine. They belong to your master. Mine are probably in the wardrobe there.’

      
      He raised his eyebrows and pursed his lips, making the little grimace of someone who humours a child, and crossing to the
         wardrobe flung it open. There was nothing hanging there. ‘Open the drawers,’ I said. He did so, and they were empty. I got
         out of bed and rummaged in the two valises, the one on the chair and the other on the floor. They were filled with the possessions
         of my late companion. I realized then that we must have exchanged clothes in a fit of drunken folly, and somehow the thought
         of it was distasteful, beastly, and I brushed it aside because I did not want to remember anything else that might have happened.
      

      
      I went to the window and looked down into the street. There was a Renault drawn up in front of the hotel, and my car had gone.

      
      ‘Did you see my car when you arrived?’ I asked the chauffeur.

      
      The man looked puzzled. ‘Monsieur le Comte has bought a new car?’ he asked. ‘There was no other car when I came this morning.’

      
      His continued self-deception irritated me. ‘No,’ I said impatiently, ‘my car, my Ford. I am not Monsieur le Comte. Monsieur
         le Comte has gone out wearing my clothes. See if he left a message with anyone below. He must have taken my car too. It’s
         a joke on his part, but I am not particularly amused.’
      

      
      A new expression came into the chauffeur’s eyes. He looked worried, upset. ‘There is no hurry,’ he said, ‘if Monsieur le Comte
         wishes to rest a little longer.’ He came to me, and very gently put out his hand and felt my head. ‘Would you like me to fetch
         something from the pharmacie?’ he asked. ‘Does it hurt you when I touch it, like this?’
      

      
      I knew I must be patient. ‘Would you ask whoever is at the reception desk to come upstairs?’ I said.

      
      He left me and went down the stairs, and when he had gone I looked about the bedroom once again, but nowhere, neither in the
         wardrobe, nor in the drawers of the dressing-table, nor on the table, was there anything of mine by which I could prove my
         identity. My clothes had vanished, and with them my wallet, passport, money, notebook, key-ring, pen, every personal thing I was in the habit of carrying. There was not a stud or a cufflink
         here that was mine: everything was his. There lay his brushes on the top of the open valise, with the initials J. de G.; there
         was another suit of clothes; there were shoes, shaving-tackle, soap, a sponge, and on the dressing-table a wallet with money,
         cards with ‘Comte de Gué’ printed upon them and ‘St Gilles, Sarthe’ in the bottom left-hand corner. I tumbled out the things
         in the other valise in the vain hope of finding something that belonged to me, but there was nothing – only his clothes, a
         travelling clock, a small writing-folder, a cheque-book, various packages wrapped in paper that seemed to be presents.
      

      
      I went and sat down again on the bed, my head in my hands. There was nothing I could do but wait. Presently he would come
         back. He must come back. He had taken my car, and I had only to go to the police, tell them the number, explain the loss of
         my wallet with money, travellers’ cheques and passport, and they would find him. Meanwhile … meanwhile, what?
      

      
      The chauffeur came back into the room, and with him a greasy, furtive-looking man whom I took to be the reception-clerk or
         even the patron. He had a slip of paper in his hand which he handed to me, and I saw it was the bill – the price of the single room for a
         night and a day.
      

      
      ‘You have some complaint, Monsieur?’ he asked.

      
      ‘Where is the gentleman I was with last night?’ I asked. ‘Did anybody see him go out this morning?’

      
      ‘You were alone when you took the room yesterday evening, Monsieur,’ replied the man. ‘Whether you were alone when you returned
         later in the evening I couldn’t say. We are discreet here, we never question our clientele.’
      

      
      Beneath the obsequious tone I caught the note of familiarity, of contempt. The chauffeur was staring at the floor. I saw the
         hotel clerk or patron glance at my tumbled bed, and from the bed to the brandy-flask on the washstand.
      

      
      ‘I must get on to the police,’ I said.
      

      
      The man looked startled. ‘You have been robbed, Monsieur?’ he asked.

      
      The chauffeur raised his eyes from the floor, and, still clutching his cap in his hand, came and stood beside me, as though
         to protect me.
      

      
      ‘It would be better not to have any trouble, Monsieur le Comte,’ he said in a low voice. ‘These things are not very pleasant.
         In an hour or two you will be feeling more like yourself. Let me help you to dress, and then we will drive home as quickly
         as possible. Any argument in a place like this might be awkward, you know that very well.’
      

      
      Suddenly I became angry. I thought what a fool I must look, sitting on the bed in that sordid little room, wearing a pair
         of pyjamas that was not my own, my identity mistaken as if it were a music-hall farce, the victim of a practical joke that
         was no doubt funny to my late companion but was certainly not to me. All right. If he wished to make an idiot of me, I would
         do the same to him. I would put on his clothes, and drive his car to hell – as he was no doubt driving mine – and have myself
         arrested, and then wait for him to turn up and explain his senseless action as best he could.
      

      
      ‘Very well. Clear out and leave me,’ I said to the chauffeur. He went, and the hotel-keeper with him, and with a strange distaste
         and fury mingled I reached for the vest and pants and began to dress.
      

      
      When I was ready, and had shaved with his tackle and brushed my hair with his brushes, my reflection stared back at me from
         the mirror with a strange indefinable difference. My own self had become submerged. It was the man who called himself Jean de Gué who stood there now, just as I had seen him last night for the first time when he
         brushed against my shoulder in the station buffet. The change of clothes had brought a change of personality: my shoulders
         looked broader, I seemed to hold my head higher, even the expression in my eyes resembled his. I forced a smile, and the reflection in the mirror smiled back at me, a casual half-laugh that somehow went with the square
         padded shoulders of the coat and the bow tie so unlike any tie I had ever worn. Slowly I took his wallet and counted the notes.
         He had about twenty thousand francs, and some loose change that had been lying on the dressing-table. I searched the wallet
         carefully in case he had left a word of explanation, some scrawl admitting the joke that he had played upon me. There was
         nothing, no word, no clue to prove that he had ever been in the room, ever come to the hotel.
      

      
      My anger grew. I foresaw the string of explanations that was going to be forced upon me – the rambling, disjointed story to
         the police, their bored reluctance to come with me to the station buffet and the bistro where we had dined the night before,
         and to hear confirmation of my evidence that two of us, identical in appearance, had been together there. How he must be laughing
         at me now, Jean de Gué, with nearly a whole day gone, at the wheel of my car, driving north, east, south, or west, anywhere
         he pleased, with twenty-five pounds of travellers’ cheques still uncashed and what other money I had, wearing my clothes,
         perhaps even sitting at some café reading my lecture notes, that look of lazy amusement on his face. He was free to enjoy
         his joke, to go where he pleased and return when the joke palled; while I sat in a police station or a consulate, trying to
         make the officials grasp my story, and very likely not even being believed.
      

      
      I put the washing and shaving kit and pyjamas back into the valise, and then went downstairs and asked the furtive-looking
         fellow at the desk to fetch the things from the room. He still wore an expression half-familiar, half-amused, as though we
         shared some smutty understanding, and I wondered if this place was a haunt of Jean de Gué’s, if he had been in the habit of
         coming here, in secret, to heaven only knew what rendezvous. And when I had paid the bill, and he had followed me out with
         the luggage to the ancient Renault and the waiting chauffeur, I realized that I had taken the first step in duplicity: by not protesting, by not at once demanding the police,
         by wearing the wrong clothes and passing myself off as Jean de Gué even for half an hour, I had put myself in the wrong. I
         was now the accomplice of the man who had driven away, and no longer his accuser.
      

      
      The chauffeur had put the luggage in the car and now stood by the door, holding it open. ‘Monsieur le Comte is himself again?’
         he asked anxiously.
      

      
      I could have answered, ‘I am not Monsieur le Comte. Drive me to the police station at once,’ but I did not. I took my second
         decisive step, and got into the driving seat of the Renault, which happened to be a make of car that I knew well; for in other
         years, if I had not brought my own car, I would generally hire one and drive to places of interest near the town or village
         where I was staying. The chauffeur sat in the passenger seat beside me. I started the car, filled with an intense desire to
         get away from that dingy, shabby hotel and never set eyes on it again, and, as my anger rose and self-disgust took possession
         of me, I followed the first road I saw that led out of Le Mans, away from the city and what had happened there the night before,
         and on to the route nationale to open country. Last evening he had let my poor Ford rip, indifferent to the consequences because it was not his; now I
         could return his carelessness with interest. I stepped on the accelerator, and the old car leapt in response. Whatever damage
         I do to her, I thought, it does not matter – she isn’t mine. I am without responsibility, and the accident would be Jean de
         Gué’s. If I turn the car deliberately into the side of the road it will be his action, not mine.
      

      
      Suddenly I laughed, and the chauffeur beside me said, ‘That’s better. Before we left Le Mans I was afraid that Monsieur le
         Comte was going to be ill, and it would never have done to be found there, in that hotel. I was upset last night when you
         told me to fetch you there. It was a good thing Monsieur Paul did not come instead of me, but luckily he had too much to do.’
      

      
      I let my third chance pass. I could have stopped the car and said to him, ‘This has gone far enough. Take me back to Le Mans.
         I have never heard of Monsieur Paul, and I will prove it to you and to the police.’ But instead I drove faster still, overtaking
         the cars ahead of me, possessed by a reckless feeling I had never known before, the sensation that I myself did not matter
         any more. I was wearing another man’s clothes, driving another man’s car, and no one could call me to account for any action.
         For the first time I was free.
      

      
      I must have driven about twenty-five kilometres along the route nationale when an approaching village forced me to slow down. I saw the name of the village, but took no notice of it, and we were
         through and out again the other side before the chauffeur said, ‘You have missed the turning, Monsieur le Comte.’
      

      
      I knew then that I was committed. It was too late to retract. Some freak of fortune had brought me, at this day and hour and
         minute, to this place on the road, this spot on the map, to the heart of this unknown countryside, in a land to which I did
         not belong and which I had for years told myself I wanted to understand. For the first time I saw the point of the joke, the
         irony of the situation as it must have struck Jean de Gué when he left me sleeping in the hotel in Le Mans.
      

      
      ‘The only motive force in human nature is greed,’ he had said to me. ‘The thing to do is to minister to the greed, and to
         give people what they want.’ He had given me what I asked, the chance to be accepted. He had lent me his name, his possessions,
         his identity. I had told him my own life was empty: he had given me his. I had complained of failure: he had lifted the burden
         of failure when he took my clothes and my car and drove away as myself. Whatever I had to carry now, in his stead, could not
         matter to me because it was no longer mine. Just as an actor paints old lines upon a young face, or hides behind the part
         he must create, so the old anxious self that I knew too well could be submerged and forgotten, and the new self would be someone without a care, without responsibility,
         calling himself Jean de Gué; for whatever this false Jean de Gué did, whatever folly he committed, it could not hurt me, the
         living John.
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