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			Thank You Page

		
			 

		
			Thank You For Downloading My Book.  Please Be So Kind As to Review This Book On Amazon.  This Would Be Most Appreciated. 

	
		
			About the Author/Translator's Preface

		
			 

		
			André Gide is a very famous French author. He was the recipient of the Nobel Prize in Literature in 1947. The Pastoral Symphony (in French, La Symphonie Pastorale) was one of his more famous novels and was originally published in 1919. While translating this novel I thought it would make an excellent subject for a movie. I subsequently looked it up, and sure enough, a film was produced with the same name in France in 1946. This film won the top prize, Le Grand Prix (equivalent to the Palme d’Or) in that year at the Cannes Film Festival. I look forward to seeing it one day.

		
			 

		
			This is my fourth translation of a classic French novel. The first three I did were by François Mauriac, who was also the winner of the Nobel Prize in Literature. Both authors write in a formal French literary style, but Mauriac is more formal than Gide with almost every sentence written in the subjunctive. This style occurs with Gide as well, but to a lesser extent. That alone would make me prefer Gide over Mauriac, but I also prefer Gide’s characters and story line, at least in his books that I have read so far. Some of Mauriac’s main characters are somewhat dark, and through them he was able to stir the cultural pot in his day. Gide’s characters can also have serious flaws in their personalities and behavior, however. Gide was also known for challenging the cultural norms of the time (the two were contemporaries, but Gide was older than Mauriac).

		
			 

		
			It would be fun to see a modern film rendition of this story.

		
			 

		
			Walter Ballenberger

		
			07/14/2013

	
		
			About the Translator/Publisher

		
			 

		
			Walt Ballenberger originally grew up in Scottsdale, Arizona, but for the past 25 years he has resided in Colorado.

		
			 

		
			He graduated from West Point and is a Vietnam veteran.

		
			 

		
			He subsequently worked in engineering and in marketing for a leading semiconductor company. That company sent him and his family to live in Toulouse, France, for two years in the 1980s. During that time he learned to speak French fluently, building upon his high school French and Latin classes.

		
			 

		
			After taking early retirement, he founded Beaux Voyages, Inc. along with his son, and they spent the next 10 years leading bicycle tours all over France, including the Provence, Normandy, Loire, Dordogne, Burgundy, Alsace and Bordeaux regions. He still watches the French national news every day on the French language channel TV5.  Walt says that living in a foreign country was a life-altering experience for himself and his family.  He is fond of the Rudyard Kipling line: “And what should they know of England who only England know?”

		
			 

		
			This is the fourth classical French novel that Walt has translated into English and the first by André Gide. The first three were written by François Mauriac who was also a Nobel Prize winner in literature. Walt plans to translate other books by Gide in the near future.

	
		
			First Notebook

	
		
			10 February 189-

		
			 

		
			The snow, which has not stopped falling for three days, is blocking the roads. I was not able to travel to R… where twice each month for the past 15 years we have held a religious celebration. This morning only 30 of the faithful assembled in the chapel of La Brévine.

		
			 

		
			I will take advantage of the leisure provided by this forced confinement to step back and recount how it was that I came to take care of Gertrude.

		
			 

		
			I had planned to write here everything concerning the training and development of this pious soul whom I only led out of the darkness because of adoration and love. Blessed be God for having confided this task to me.

		
			 

		
			Two years and six months ago, as I was returning to La Chaux-de-Fonds, a young girl whom I did not know came looking for me in all haste to take me seven kilometers from there because a poor old woman was dying. The horse was not uncoupled. I put the child in the carriage after obtaining a lantern, because I thought that I would not be able to return before nightfall.

		
			 

		
			I thought I knew the area around the community rather well, but after passing the farm at la Saudraie, the child made me take a road that until then I had never adventured upon. Two kilometers from there, however, I noticed on the left a little mysterious lake where as a young man I had sometimes gone to ice skate. I had not seen it for 15 years because none of my pastoral duties had called me in this direction. I would no longer be able to say where it was, and I had at this point stopped thinking about it. Then it seemed to me, when I recognized it suddenly in the pink and gold enchantment of the evening, that I had only seen it previously in a dream.

		
			 

		
			The road followed the course of a stream, cutting through the extremity of the forest, and then ran alongside a peat bog. Certainly I had never been there before.

		
			 

		
			The sun was setting, and we were walking for a long time in the shadows. Finally my young guide pointed with her finger to a thatched cottage on the side of a hill that one would have thought to be uninhabited except for a thin line of smoke that was escaping from it which was blue in the shadows and then became blonde in the gold of the sky. I tied the horse to a nearby apple tree and then rejoined the child in the obscure room where the old woman had just died.

		
			 

		
			The silence and the solemnity of the countryside at that moment made me numb. A young woman was genuflecting next to the bed. The child, whom I had taken to be the grandchild of the dead woman but who was actually only her servant, lit a smoky candle and then stood motionless at the foot of the bed.

		
			 

		
			During the long ride I had tried to engage her in conversation, but she said almost nothing.

		
			 

		
			The kneeling woman stood up. She was not a relative, as I had first supposed, but simply a neighbor, a friend that the servant had asked to come when she saw that her mistress was weakening. This woman had offered to watch over the body. The old woman, she told me, had passed away without suffering. We discussed together what dispositions to take for the burial and funeral ceremony. As was often the case in this lost countryside, it was up to me to decide everything. I was a bit bothered, I confess, to leave this poor house, which had such a poor appearance, in the care of just this neighbor and this servant child. It did not appear probable that there was some sort of hidden treasure in some corner of this miserable place. But what was there for me to do? In any case I asked if the old woman had any heirs.

		
			 

		
			The neighbor then took the candle and led me towards a corner of the foyer, and there I could distinguish, crouched in front of the hearth, an uncertain being who appeared to be asleep. The thick mass of her hair almost completely hid her face.

		
			 

		
			This blind child, a niece, according to the servant, is what the family has been reduced to, it appeared. She would have to be placed in a hospice. Otherwise, I did not know what would become of her.

		
			 

		
			I did not want to say anything about this in front of her, worried about the chagrin these words might cause her.

		
			 

		
			“Do not wake her,” I said softly, implying that the neighbor should lower her voice.

		
			 

		
			“Oh! I do not think that she is sleeping. But she is an idiot, she does not talk and understands nothing of what people say. Since this morning when I came into this room, she has hardly budged. At first I thought that she was deaf. The servant says that she is not, but simply that the old woman, who was deaf herself, never said a word to her or to anyone else. For a long time she had only opened her mouth to eat and drink.”

		
			 

		
			“How old is she?”

		
			 

		
			“About 15 years old, I suppose. Beyond that I know nothing more than you.”

		
			 

		
			It did not immediately come to my mind to take care of this poor abandoned girl myself. But after I had prayed, or more exactly during the prayer that I did along with the neighbor and the young servant who were both kneeling at the bedside and where I was kneeling myself, it suddenly appeared to me that God had placed in my path a sort of obligation and that I could not avoid it without showing cowardice. When I stood back up my decision was made to take the child that same evening, even though I had not clearly asked myself what I was going to do with her subsequently, or to whom I would entrust her. I remained several moments longer to contemplate the sleeping face of the old woman, whose wrinkled and sunken mouth seemed to be pulled by cords, trying to make sure that I wasn’t forgetting anything. Then returning to the side of the blind girl, I told the neighbor of my intentions.

		
			 

		
			“It would be better if she is not here tomorrow when they come to take the body,” she said. And that was all.

		
			 

		
			Everything was very simple and without the fanciful objections that people sometimes are pleased to invent. Since childhood, how many times have we been prevented from doing this or that, simply because we heard repeated around us, “That should not be done.”

		
			 

		
			The blind girl allowed herself to be led like an involuntary mass. The features of her face were regular and attractive enough, but they were perfectly inexpressive. I had taken a blanket from the straw mattress on which she normally rested in a corner of the room underneath an interior staircase that led to the attic.

		
			 

		
			The neighbor was complacent and helped me to wrap her up carefully, because the clear night was cool. After having lit the lantern of the carriage, I left, carrying this package of flesh without a soul snuggled up against me and from which I only perceived life by the communication of a dark heat. All along the route I was thinking, “Is she sleeping? And what kind of dark sleep is it? And how does the sleep of the old woman differ from this? Hosted in this opaque body, an immured soul is without doubt waiting to finally touch some ray of your grace, Father! Would you permit my love, perhaps, to help her escape from this horrible night?”

		
			 

		
			I knew very well that I could expect an angry welcome upon my return home. My wife is a garden of virtue, and even in those difficult moments that we sometimes go through, I never doubted for an instant the quality of her heart. But her natural charity does not like being surprised. This is an orderly person who holds that one should neither go beyond one’s duties nor fall short of them. Her charity is regulated as if love was an exhaustible treasure. This is our only point of disagreement.

		
			 

		
			When she saw me that evening returning with the little girl, her first thoughts escaped in this cry, “What have you taken charge of this time?”

		
			 

		
			As with each time when an explanation was required between us, I asked the children who were there to leave the room. They were open mouthed, full of questions and of surprise. Ah! How this welcome was so far from what I would have wished for. Only my dear little Charlotte began to dance and clap her hands when she understood that something new, something living, was going to get out of the carriage. But the others, who were already styled after their mother, quickly became cold and walked away from her.

		
			 

		
			There was a moment of great confusion. And since my wife and the children did not yet know that the girl was blind, they could not understand the extreme attention that I was taking to guide her steps. I myself was all upset by the bizarre groans that the poor sick child began to make, so much so that my hand abandoned hers which I had been holding since she got out of the carriage. Her cries were not human. One could say they sounded like plaintive yaps from a little dog. Having been pulled out of the tight circle of customary sensations that formed her entire universe for the first time, her knees yielded underneath her. But when I brought a chair for her to sit on, she let herself collapse to the ground like someone who did not know how to sit. Then I led her into the house, and she calmed down a little bit when she could cuddle up near the fireplace in the same position she had taken in the home of the old woman. In the carriage she had already slipped to the bottom of the seat and had made the entire trip snuggled up against my feet. My wife made an instinctive movement to help me, which I appreciated, but it is true that her logic was always battling and often won out against her heart.

		
			 

		
			“What do you intend to do with that?” she said after the young girl was in the house.

		
			 

		
			My soul shivered upon hearing those words employed in such a way, and I had difficulty controlling a movement of indignation. However, still imbibed in my long and peaceful meditation in the carriage, I restrained myself and turned towards all of those who had once again formed a circle, and with my hand posed on the forehead of the blind girl, I said with as much solemnity as I could,

		
			 

		
			“I am bringing back the lost sheep.”

		
			  

		
			Amélie would not admit that there could be anything unreasonable about the teachings of the gospel. But I saw that she was going to protest, and it was then that I made a sign to Jacques and to Sarah who, being accustomed to our small conjugal differences, and for the rest hardly curious of their nature (a bit too insufficiently in my opinion), led the two small children out of the room. Then, since I sensed that my wife seemed closed and exasperated in the presence of the intruder, I said,

		
			 

		
			“You can speak in front of her. The poor child understands nothing.”

		
			 

		
			Then Amélie started protesting that she certainly had nothing to say to me. This was the habitual prelude to the very longest of explications. She said that there was nothing for her to do but to submit to my impractical and nonsensical inventions as she always did. I have already written that I had hardly thought about what I intended to do with this child. I had only vaguely, if at all, considered the possibility of having her stay in our house, and I can almost say that it was Amélie who gave me the idea when she asked me if I didn’t think that “There were already enough people in the house.” Then she declared that I was always moving ahead without ever bothering to think of the consequences to the rest of the family, that in her opinion five children were enough, that since the birth of Claude (who precisely at that moment, having heard his name, began to scream in his crib) she has “Had enough” and was at the end of her rope.

		
			 

		
			From the first sentences she spoke, several words of Christ came from my heart to my lips, but I held them in, for it always appeared improper to me to hide my behavior behind the authority of the holy book. But when she began to speak about her fatigue, I remained sheepish because I recognized that more than once I had left my wife to bear the burden and the consequences of my thoughtless zeal. However, these recriminations had educated me about my duty. I therefore very softly begged Amélie to examine if she would not have acted the same way if she had been in my place, and if she thought it was proper to leave in distress a being who clearly had no one else to lean upon. I added that I had no illusions about the amount of new fatigue and worry that caring for this sick child would cause the household and that I regretted very much not being able to help her more often. Finally, I did my best to appease her, and I also begged her not to create resentment for the innocent child that she did not deserve. I then observed that Sarah has reached an age where she could help more, and that Jacques was able to take care of his own needs. In short, God had put into my mouth the words that were necessary to help her accept what I was sure she would have voluntarily accepted if the events had unraveled in such a way that there was enough time to think about them and if she had not been so surprised.

		
			 

		
			I had the feeling that I had changed her mind, and already my dear Amélie was approaching Gertrude with a kind look. But suddenly she was even more irritated than ever after having taken the lamp to look at the child and realizing the extent of her indescribable filth.

		
			 

		
			“But this is an infection,” she cried. “Brush yourself, brush yourself quickly. No, not here. Go outside and do it. Ah! My God! The children are going to be covered with it. There is nothing in the world that I fear as much as vermin.”

		
			 

		
			Undeniably the poor child was covered with it, and I could not avoid a feeling of disgust when thinking that she was pressed against me for such a long time in the carriage.

		
			 

		
			When I came back in two minutes later, after having cleaned myself up as best I could, I found my wife melted into a chair with her head in her hands, sobbing.

		
			 

		
			“I did not plan for you to endure such a test,” I said to her tenderly. “In any case the hour is getting late, and we cannot see sufficiently. I will sit up tonight and tend to the fire which the little girl will sleep next to. Tomorrow we will cut her hair and clean her up properly. You do not have to begin taking care of her until you can look at her without horror. And I beg you to please not speak about this to the children.”

		
			 

		
			It was time to eat. Our daughter Rosalie served us while giving a hostile look to my protégé, who greedily devoured the bowl of soup that I held for her. The meal was silent. I wanted to tell the story of my adventure, to speak to the children and move their emotions by making them understand and feel the force of the events that happened, to excite their pity and their sympathy for the girl that God had invited us to receive. But I was afraid of reviving the irritation of Amélie. It seemed as if the order had been given to move forward and to forget the events that had occurred, despite the fact that certainly none of us would be able to think about anything else.

		
			 

		
			I was extremely moved when, more than an hour after everyone went to bed, and Amélie had left me alone in the room, I saw my little Charlotte open the door and walk toward me with bare feet and wearing her nightshirt. She threw herself around my neck and restrained me savagely while murmuring,

		
			 

		
			“I did not say good night to you.”

		
			 

		
			Then, pointing her little index finger at the blind girl who was resting innocently and whom she was curious to see before going to sleep, said,

		
			 

		
			“Why did I not kiss her good night?”

		
			 

		
			“You can kiss her tomorrow. For the present let us leave her. She is sleeping,” I said while walking her back to the door.

		
			 

		
			Then I sat down again and worked until the morning, reading and preparing my next sermon.

		
			 

		
			“Certainly,” I thought, “Charlotte was much more affectionate today than her older siblings. But has not each one of them changed since they were her age? Jacques has grown up and has become so distant and so reserved. One believes them to be tender, but they cajole, coax, and cuddle.

	
		
			27 February

		
			 

		
			The snow fell even more abundantly last night. The children are delighted because soon, they say, we will be forced to leave the house by the windows. In fact this morning the door was blocked, and we had to go out through the laundry. Yesterday I assured myself that the village had sufficient provisions because, without doubt, we are going to be isolated from the rest of humanity for some time. This is not the first winter that the snow has blocked us, but I do not remember ever seeing it so deep. I will take advantage of this and continue the story that I began yesterday.

		
			 

		
			I said that I did not think much about what place this handicapped girl would occupy in our house when I brought her here. I knew there was resistance from my wife, and I also knew that both the disposable space in it and our resources were very limited. I had acted, as I always do, not so much guided by principles but from a natural disposition without trying to calculate what expense that my impulse would place upon us (this always seemed to me to appear anti-evangelic). But relying on God is one thing while forcing obligations on others is another. It soon appeared to me that I had given Amélie a heavy task, so heavy that I was at first confused by it.

		
			 

		
			I did my best to help her with cutting the hair of the little girl which I saw that she had only done with disgust. But when it came to washing and cleaning her, I had to leave this task to my wife, and I understood that I would be avoiding the heaviest and most disagreeable kinds of care.

		
			 

		
			In fact, Amélie did not make the slightest protest. It seemed that she had reflected upon this during the night and had accepted her part in this new burden. She even seemed to take some pleasure in it, and I saw her smile after she had finished getting Gertrude ready. A white bonnet was covering the shaved head upon which I had applied some cream. Some of Sarah’s old clothes and some clean linen replaced the sordid rags that Amélie just threw into the fire. This name of Gertrude was chosen by Charlotte and accepted by all of us right away because we did not know the real name of this orphan or how to find out what it was. She seemed to be a little bit younger than Sarah because the clothes that Sarah had stopped wearing last year fit her reasonably well.

		
			 

		
			I must confess here the profound disappointment and sinking feeling I felt in those first days. Certainly I had conceived a complete novel about the education of Gertrude, but the reality of the situation forced me to cut back those aspirations. The indifferent and obtuse expression on her face, or rather her absolute blank looks, iced over my goodwill to the core. She stayed all day long next to the fire, on the defensive, and when she heard our voices, or above all when someone approached her, her features seemed to harden. They only ceased being inexpressive when she showed hostility, for if we made a small effort to attract her attention, she would start to groan and grumble like an animal. This sulking only stopped at the approach of mealtime. I served her myself, and she threw herself into what I offered her with a bestial greed that was difficult to watch. And just as love responds to love, I felt a feeling of aversion come over me in front of the obstinate refusals of this soul. Yes, really, I confess that those first 10 days dispirited me and even caused me to be disinterested in her to the point that I regretted my initial reactions and that I wished that I had never brought her here. And what stung the most was that Amélie acted a bit triumphant in front of these feelings that I could not hide from her, and she was more lavish with her care and was in better spirits, it seemed, since she felt that Gertrude had become a burden to me and that her presence among us was mortifying me.

		
			 

		
			I was in that state of mind when I was visited by my friend, Doctor Martins, of Val Travers, during the course of his rounds to visit sick patients. He was very interested in what I had to tell him about the condition of Gertrude, very much astonished at first that she remained in such a state of mental retardation since she was only blind. But I explained to him that her infirmity was magnified by the deafness of the old woman who up until then was the only person who had ever taken care of her, and who had never spoken to her, such that the poor child remained in a state of total abandonment. He told me that in such a case I was wrong to be dispirited, but I did not really agree with him.

		
			 

		
			“You want to lay the groundwork,” he told me, “before you can be assured of being on solid ground. Think that everything is chaos in this poor soul and that even the first outlines of it are not yet drawn out. To begin with, connect several touch and taste sensations together like a bundle and attach to them a sound and a word, almost like a label, that you will repeat to her again and again and then you will try to get her to repeat them herself.

		
			 

		
			“Above all, try not to go too fast. Work with her at regular hours and don’t work too long during each session.”

		
			 

		
			“You should realize that there is nothing magic about this method,” he added, after having described it to me in great detail. “I did not invent it, and others have applied it already. Don’t you remember when we were together studying philosophy in school that our professors taught us about Condillac and his statue where he employed similar tactics? Or perhaps I read about it and another case in some psychological journal. That doesn’t matter. In any case I was struck by a story, and I even remember the name of this poor child who was even worse off than Gertrude, for she was blind and a deaf-mute. A doctor in some county in England took her in towards the middle of the last century. Her name was Laura Bridgeman. This doctor kept a journal, as you should do, recording the progress of the child, or at the least the techniques he used to instruct her at the very beginning of the process. For days and weeks he persisted in having her touch and feel alternatively two small objects, a pin and then a pen, and then he had her touch a paper which had these two English words, pin and pen, printed in Braille. For some weeks he got no result. Her body seemed uninhabited. But he never lost confidence. He said that he felt like someone who was bent over the edge of a deep, black pit, moving a rope around haphazardly in the hope that someone at the bottom would grab the end of it. He never doubted for an instant that someone was there at the bottom of the chasm, and that sooner or later it would be seize. And then one day, finally, he saw the impassable face of Laura light up with a smile. I think that at that time tears of recognition and love poured from his eyes, and he fell to his knees to thank God. Laura suddenly understood what the doctor wanted from her. She was saved! From that day on she paid attention, and her progress was rapid. Soon she could even instruct herself, and eventually she became the director of an institute for blind people. Or maybe that was someone else, because other cases have been presented recently, and they have been discussed at length in magazines and newspapers with each one wondering more than the other, a bit foolishly in my opinion, if such creatures could be happy. For it is a fact. Each one of these walled up people were happy, and as soon as they could begin to express themselves, they spoke about their happiness. Naturally the journalists were ecstatic, and they took from this a lesson for those who were “enjoying” all of their five senses and who nonetheless had the nerve to complain.”

		
			 

		
			This was followed by a discussion between Martins and me, because I rebelled a bit about what I perceived to be pessimism on his part. I could not agree that the senses, as he seemed to imply, only served to cause sadness.

		
			 

		
			“That is not what I meant,” he protested. “I simply mean that the soul of man more easily and readily recognizes beauty, ease, and harmony than disorder and sin, which everywhere tarnishes, degrades, and stains this world, and that the five senses help us recognize this fact. How happy men would be if they did not know evil!”

		
			 

		
			Then he spoke to me about a tale of Dickens that he believed had been directly inspired by the example of Laura Bridgeman and which he promised to send me a copy of right away. And four days later I received The Cricket of the Foyer which I read with intense pleasure. It is a story, a bit long and a bit pathetic in some parts, of a young blind person whose father, just a poor toymaker, maintained for him the allusion that they lived in comfort, wealth, and happiness. This was a lie that the art of Dickens strives to pass off as pious, but which, thank God! I will not have to use with Gertrude.

		
			 

		
			On the day after Martins came to see me, I began to put his method to use and did my best to apply it. I regret right now that I did not take notes, as he advised me to do, of the first steps of Gertrude on this uncertain road where I was guiding her at first only gropingly. In those first weeks it took more patience than one would have believed, not only because of the time this initial education demanded, but also of the reproaches that it caused me to encounter. It is painful to me to have to say that these reproaches came from Amélie. If I speak about it here it is not that I hold any animosity or bitterness. I solemnly attest to it for the case where she might read these pages some day. (Did Christ not teach us about giving pardon for offenses immediately after the parable of the lost sheep?) I will say more. At the same time that I was suffering the most from these reproaches, I could not blame her for disapproving of the large amount of time that I consecrated to Gertrude. What I reproached her for, rather, was that she had no confidence that my efforts would result in some kind of success. Yes it was the lack of faith that pained me, but that did not discourage me from continuing. How often did I hear her repeat,

		
			 

		
			“If you could just get some kind of result.”

		
			 

		
			And she remained convinced that my effort was in vain, such that it naturally appeared to her improper that I consecrate so much time to this effort that she felt could be employed differently. And each time that I worked with Gertrude, she would let me know that I do not know who or what needed my attention, and that I was spending time with Gertrude that I should have used to help others. Finally, I believe that a sort of maternal jealousy motivated her, for I heard her say more than once,

		
			 

		
			“You have never done this much for any of your own children.”

		
			 

		
			And this was true, for if I love my children a great deal, I never believed that I needed to spend a lot of time with them.

		
			 

		
			I often felt that the parable of the lost sheep was one of the most difficult to understand for certain people who consider themselves to be profoundly Christian. That each sheep in the herd, taken apart, could be more precious in the eyes of the shepherd than all the rest of the herd taken together, this is what they cannot bring themselves to understand. And these words,

		
			 

		
			“If a man has 100 sheep and if one of them is lost, will he not leave the 99 others alone in the mountains to go in search for the one that is lost?” These words are full of charity, but the people who do not understand them would, if they were to speak frankly, claim that they evoked the most revolting injustice.

		
			 

		
			The first smiles of Gertrude consoled me completely and repaid me 100 times for my care. For, “This sheep, if the shepherd finds it, I say to you truly, will bring more joy than the other 99 who were never lost.” Yes, I admit honestly, that no smile from any one of my children had ever filled my heart with such seraphic joy than the one I saw break out on the face of this statue one morning, when she suddenly seemed to begin to understand and become interested in what I had tried so hard to teach her for so many days.

		
			 

		
			The 5th of March. I noted this date like that of a birthday. It was less of a smile than a transfiguration. All of a sudden her features were animated. It was like a subtle light, similar to the crimson glow in the high Alps which, before the dawn, makes the snowy summit that it is outlining and pulling from the night, vibrate. One could say that it was a mystical coloration, and I thought about the pool of Bethesda at the moment when the angel descended and woke up the sleeping waters. I felt a sort of ravishing delight from the angelic expression that Gertrude suddenly took, for it appeared that what she expressed at that instant was not so much intelligence but love. This show of gratitude lifted me up such that it seemed that I was offering to God the kiss I placed on this beautiful forehead.

		
			 

		
			As much as these first results were difficult to obtain, her subsequent progress was equally rapid. I am trying to remember today the paths that we proceeded upon. It sometimes seemed to me that Gertrude advanced by such leaps and bounds that her progress was mocking my methods. I remember that at first we concentrated upon the qualities of objects rather than the variety of them: the heat, the cold, the warmth, the soft, the bitter, the rough, the supple, the light… Then we concentrated upon movements: to go away, to come back, to lift, to cross, to lie down, to tie, to disperse, to put back together, etc. And then soon we abandoned all methods. I began to speak with her without worrying much about whether her mind always followed me. But slowly, I invited her and provoked her to question me at her leisure. Certainly her mind was working during the time that I left her alone, because each time that I saw her again, there were new surprises, and I felt that her understanding was increasing even in the short period of one night. I thought that it was just like what happens when the warmth of the air and the insistence of springtime triumphs little by little over winter. How many times had I admired the way in which the snow melts. One could say that the blanket wears itself out from underneath, and that its appearance on the top remains the same. Each winter Amélie notices this and tells me that the snow has not changed. One would think it is still thick, when all of a sudden here and there, from place to place, the earth starts to appear and life begins again.

		
			 

		
			Fearing that Gertrude would wither away like an old woman if she remained next to the fire all the time, I began to take her outside for walks. She would only agree to this if she could hold my arm. When she first left the house, she was surprised and afraid, and this made me understand, even before she could speak to me about it, that she had never before hazarded out of doors. In the thatched hut where I found her, no one took care of her other than giving her something to eat and helping her to avoid dying, for I don’t dare say living. Her obscure universe was bordered by the walls of this unique room that she never left. On summer days she had barely dared to go near the entryway, when the door remained opened on the great light universe. Later on she told me that when hearing the songs of birds, she imagined them to be a pure effect of the light and the warmth that she felt caressing her cheeks and hands. Without having thought about it precisely, it appeared to her completely natural that hot air would begin to sing like water does when it boils next to the fire. The truth is that she was never bothered by anything, that she paid attention to nothing and lived in a state of profound numbness up until the day that I started taking care of her. I remember her inexhaustible delight when I taught her that these small voices were emanated by living creatures whose only function was to feel and express the sparse joy of nature. (This is the day when she began the habit of saying, “I am as happy as a bird.”) However, the idea that these songs were telling the splendor of a spectacle that she could not contemplate had begun to make her melancholy.

		
			 

		
			“Is it really true,” she said, “that the earth is as beautiful as the birds say it is? Why don’t we talk about it more? Why don’t you tell me more about it? Is it for fear of hurting me because I cannot see it? You would be wrong. I hear the birds very well. I believe that I understand everything they are saying.”

		
			 

		
			“Those who can see do not hear them as well as you, my Gertrude,” I said to her while trying to console her.

		
			 

		
			“Why don’t other animals sing?” she asked again. Sometimes her questions surprised me and I remained perplexed for a minute, because she forced me to think about things that until then I accepted without question. It was thus that I considered, for the first time, that the more an animal is attached to the earth and the more weight it has, the more it is sad. This is what I tried to make her understand, and I told her of the squirrel and of its games.

		
			 

		
			She asked me then if the birds were the only animals that flew.

		
			 

		
			“There are also the butterflies,” I said to her.

		
			 

		
			“And do they sing?”

		
			 

		
			“They have another means of expressing their joy,” I said. “They have colors inscribed on their wings,” and I described the streaks of colors of the butterflies to her.

	
		
			28 February

		
			 

		
			I will take a step back because yesterday I let myself wander.

		
			 

		
			In order to teach Gertrude I had to learn the alphabet of blind people for myself. But soon she became much more capable than me to read this writing that I had difficulty recognizing, and on top of that, I followed it more readily with my eyes than with my hands. In addition, I was not the only one to instruct her. And at first I was happy to have this help because I had much to do in the community where the houses are dispersed in such a way that my visits to the poor and sick obliged me to make journeys that were sometimes far away. Jacques had managed to break his arm while ice-skating during the Christmas vacation that he spent with us, for in the meantime he had returned to Lausanne where he had already begun his first studies, having entered into the Faculty of Theology. The fracture did not present any difficulties, and Martins, whom I had called right away, treated it easily without the need for a surgeon. But the precautions that he required Jacques to take meant he had to stay at the house for some time. He suddenly became quite interested in Gertrude who up until then he had barely even thought about, and he took up helping me teach her how to read. His collaboration only lasted for the time of his convalescence, about three weeks, but during that time Gertrude made exceptional progress. An extraordinary zeal stimulated her at present. It seemed that this intelligence, which yesterday was still numb, manifests itself brilliantly today. It was as if she started to run almost before she started walking. I admired with what little difficulty she could formulate her thoughts and how promptly she managed to express them in a proper manner, helping herself create an image of the idea or the object that we wanted to teach her. Sometimes we would discuss with her and describe for her something that we could not directly put in her hands. We would try to refer to things she did know in those cases until she got the idea, proceeding almost in the manner of a rangefinder.

		
			 

		
			But I don’t believe it is useful to note here all of the first echelons of this instruction which, without doubt, are used to teach all blind people. And I think that, for each one of those blind persons, the question of colors has plunged every teacher into the same kind of embarrassment. (And on this subject I am called to remark that nowhere in the gospel is the subject of colors discussed.) I do not know how the others proceeded, but I began by naming for her the colors of the prism in the order that the rainbow presents them to us. But soon she became confused about the difference between color and clarity, and I realized that her imagination did not allow her to make any distinction between the quality of the nuance and what painters call, I believe, “value.” She had the greatest difficulty to understand that each color could be more or less dark, and that they can be infinitely mixed. Nothing intrigued her more, and she returned to the subject often.

		
			 

		
			However, it was given to me to take her to Neuchâtel where we listened to a concert. The role of each instrument in the symphony permitted me to come back to this question of colors. I remarked to Gertrude about the different sounds of the brass, the stringed instruments, and the woodwinds, and that each one of them was able to offer in its own manner, and with more or less intensity, the entire scale of sounds from the lowest to the highest. I invited her to represent nature in the same way, the colors of red and orange analogous to the different sounds of horns and trombones, the yellows and the greens to those of violins, cellos, and basses, and the violets and blues recalling the differences between flutes, clarinets, and oboes. A sort of interior delight then came to replace her doubts.

		
			 

		
			“Oh how that must be beautiful!” She said.

		
			 

		
			Then, all of a sudden,

		
			 

		
			“But what about white? I do not understand what white would resemble.”

		
			 

		
			It then suddenly appeared to me how precarious my comparison was.

		
			 

		
			“White,” I tried to tell her in any case, “is the high limit where all the tones mixed together, like black is the low limit.”

		
			 

		
			But this did not satisfy me any more than it did her, since she quickly remarked that the woodwinds, the brass, and the violins kept distinct sounds from each other in the lowest as well as the highest notes. As it happened in the past, I remained silent at first, perplexed, looking for some other comparison that I could appeal to.

		
			 

		
			“Oh good!” I finally said to her, “Represent white as something that is completely pure, something that has no color but only light. Think about black, to the contrary, as being loaded with color until all of it has become obscured.”

		
			 

		
			I only recall this dialogue to point out an example of the difficulties that I bumped up against too often. Gertrude had some things that she never seemed to understand like people often do who fill their minds with imprecise or false facts and because of which any subsequent reasoning becomes flawed. Until an idea was clear in her mind, each notion remained a cause of worry and bother for her.

		
			 

		
			With regard to what I said above, the difficulty was increased by the fact that in her mind the notion of light and heat were at first tightly linked, such that I had great difficulty to dissociate them later.

		
			 

		
			And thusly I continued to try and deal with how the visual world and the world of sounds differed from each other and at what point all comparisons between the two for her become lame.

	
		
			29 February

		
			 

		
			Having been completely wrapped up with my comparisons, I did not yet point out the immense pleasure that Gertrude took from this concert at Neuchâtel. It was precisely The Pastoral Symphony that was played there. I say, “precisely” because there was not, one can easily understand, another work that I would have more preferred for her to hear. For a long time after we left the concert hall, Gertrude remained silent as if drowning in ecstasy.

		
			 

		
			“Is what you see really as beautiful as that?” she finally said.

		
			 

		
			“As beautiful as what, my dear?”

		
			 

		
			“As this ‘Scene on the Bank of the River.’”

		
			 

		
			I did not respond to her immediately, for I was thinking that these indescribable harmonies painted not the world such that it is but what it could be if it were without evil and without sin. Never before had I dared to speak to Gertrude of evil, sin, or of death.

		
			 

		
			“Those who have eyes,” I finally said, “are not aware of their happiness.”

		
			 

		
			“But I who do not have them,” she said suddenly, “I know the happiness of hearing.”

		
			 

		
			She held herself close to me while we walked, and she weighed on my arm like little children do.

		
			 

		
			“Pastor, can you feel how happy I am? No, no, I do not say that just to make you feel good. Look at me. When someone says something that is not true, is it not possible to see that in the face? I can recognize it so well in the voice. Do you remember the day when you told me that you were not crying after my aunt (that is how she refers to my wife) reproached you for not doing anything for her? I wanted to cry out, ‘Pastor, you are lying!’ Oh! I sensed it right away in your voice that you were not telling me the truth. I did not need to touch your cheeks to know that you were crying.” And she repeated in a high voice, “No, I did not need to touch your cheeks.” This made me blush because we were still in the town and the passersby were turning around.

		
			 

		
			However, she continued. “There is no sense in trying to delude me, you see. First of all, because it would be very cowardly to try and fool a blind person. And then because you could not get away with it,” she added while laughing. “Tell me, Pastor, you are not unhappy, are you?”

		
			 

		
			I held her hand to my lips, as if to make her feel without confessing it to her that part of my happiness came from her. Then I responded, “No, Gertrude, no, I am not unhappy. Why would I be unhappy?”

		
			 

		
			“Do you cry sometimes, however?”

		
			 

		
			“I have cried sometimes.”

		
			 

		
			“Not since the time that I spoke of?”

		
			 

		
			“No, I have not cried again since then.”

		
			 

		
			“And you don’t feel like crying anymore?”

		
			 

		
			“No, Gertrude.”

		
			 

		
			“And tell me, since then, have you ever wanted to lie?”

		
			 

		
			“No, dear child.”

		
			 

		
			“Will you promise me to never try to fool me?”

		
			 

		
			“I promise.”

		
			 

		
			“Good! Then tell me right away, am I pretty?”

		
			 

		
			I was taken aback by this brusque question even more because up until this day, I did not want to pay attention to the undeniable beauty of Gertrude, and on top of that, I felt that it was perfectly useless to tell her about it.

		
			 

		
			“Why is that important for you to know?” I said to her right away.

		
			 

		
			“That is my worry,” she said. “I would like to know if I am not… how would you say it?… a sour note in the symphony. Who else could I ask about this, Pastor?”

		
			 

		
			“A pastor does not need to bother about the beauty of faces,” I said, trying to defend myself as best I could.

		
			 

		
			“Why?”

		
			 

		
			“Because it is the beauty of souls that is important.”

		
			 

		
			“So you prefer to let me believe that I am ugly,” she said with a charming pout, which made me cry out,

		
			 

		
			“Gertrude, you know very well that you are pretty.”

		
			 

		
			She then became silent and her face took on a serious expression that she held until we reached home.

		
			 

		
			Shortly after we returned, Amélie found the means to make me feel that she disapproved of how I spent the day. She could have told me this earlier, but as was her habit, she let us leave together, Gertrude and I, without saying a word. She then reserved for herself the right to criticize after the fact. She did not reproach me specifically, but her silence was like an accusation. Would it not have been natural for her to ask what we had listened to, since she knew that I was taking Gertrude to a concert? Would the joy of this child not have been increased by the slightest interest in knowing what caused her such pleasure? Amélie did not remain silent after that, but she seemed to assume an attitude where she only spoke about the most inconsequential things. And it was not until later that evening, after the children had gone to bed, that I took her aside and asked her severely,

		
			 

		
			“Are you angry that I took Gertrude to a concert?”

		
			 

		
			She gave me this response, “You do things for her that you would have never done for any of your own children.”

		
			 

		
			So it was always the same grief and the same refusal to understand that one celebrates the child who comes back but not those who remain, as the parable shows. It also pained me to see that she took no notice of the infirmity of Gertrude, who could hope for no other celebration than this one. Since I was fortunate to have some free time today, although I am normally very busy, the reproach of Amélie was even more unjust because she knew very well that each of the children had work to do or were occupied by other things, and that Amélie herself had no taste for music. In fact, she would never choose to go to a concert even if it was being played at our front door.

		
			 

		
			What gave me even more chagrin was that Amelie dared to say all this in front of Gertrude, for even though I had taken my wife aside, she raised her voice enough for Gertrude to hear her. I felt more indignation than sadness, and several instants after Amélie had left us, I went up to Gertrude and held her frail hand to my face.

		
			 

		
			“You see! This time I am not crying.”

		
			 

		
			“No, this time it is my turn,” she said while forcing herself to smile at me. And suddenly I could see that the beautiful face she lifted towards me was inundated with tears.

	
		
			8 March

		
			 

		
			The only pleasure that I can give to Amélie is to abstain from doing things that displease her. These negative testimonies of love are all that she will permit me. She cannot understand to what point she has already narrowed my life. Ah! God only grant that she would ask me to complete some difficult task! With what joy would I accomplish the reckless, the perilous, for her! But one could say that she is repugnant to all that is not customary, in such a way that for her, progress in life only consists of adding together similar days from the past. She does not desire and she will not even accept from me any kind of new virtues or even any increment of old virtues. She looks at any effort of the soul that wants to see in Christianity anything other than a domestication of instincts either with concern or outright reprobation.

		
			 

		
			I must confess that I had completely forgotten, once we got to Neuchâtel, to pay our account with the tailor and bring him a box of thread as Amélie had asked me to do. I was angrier with myself than she could have been with me, even more so because I promised myself not to forget to do this knowing also that “He who is faithful with little things will also be so with important things.” And I also feared what conclusions she might draw from my omission. I would have even liked for her to give me some kind of reproach, for I certainly deserved it. But, as it usually happens, imaginary grief outweighed the actual. Ah! How beautiful life would be and how easily we could support our misery if we were content to think about only real pains without listening to the ghosts and monsters in our spirit. But I will let myself note here that this could be the subject of a sermon (Matt., XII, 29: “Do not have a troubled mind”). But it is the intellectual and moral development of Gertrude that I am recording here. I will thus return to it.

		
			 

		
			I was hoping to be able to follow this development step-by-step, and I have begun to outline some details. But beyond the fact that I don’t have the time to meticulously note all the phases, it is extremely difficult for me today to remember the exact chain of events. As my story moved along, I reported at first about some reflections of Gertrude, some conversations with her, and someone who by chance would read these pages would no doubt be astonished to hear her speak so aptly and reason so judiciously. In fact her progress was disconcertingly rapid. I often admired how quickly her mind seized upon the intellectual food that I fed her and all that it encompassed. She made it her own through an effort of assimilation and of continual maturation. She often surprised me, anticipating my thoughts and going beyond them, and often, from one session to another, I no longer recognized my student.

		
			 

		
			After only a couple of months it did not seem any longer like her intelligence had been sleeping for so long. But she was already showing more wisdom than most young ladies who become dissipated by the exterior world and to whom many useless preoccupations cause them to lose attention. Moreover, I believe she was a bit older than we had assumed she was at first. It seemed that she was able to take advantage of her blindness in such a way that I began to think that perhaps this infirmity might have been a benefit for her in numerous ways. Despite myself I compared her to Charlotte, and sometimes when I helped her with her lessons, seeing her mind distracted by the least little insect that was flying around, I thought, “All the same, how she would listen to me more carefully if she could not see!”

		
			 

		
			It goes without saying that Gertrude was avid about reading, but wanting to control her thoughts as much as possible, I preferred that she did not read a lot, especially without me. In particular, I did not want her to read the Bible by herself, which might seem strange for a Protestant. I will explain that later, but before going into a question of such importance, I want to relate a little fact that was related to music that took place, such as I remember, shortly after the concert at Neuchâtel.

		
			 

		
			Yes, this concert took place, I believe, three weeks before the beginning of the summer vacation which brought Jacques back home to us. In the meantime, on several occasions I sat Gertrude down in front of the little organ in our chapel, which was normally played by Mlle de la M… Louise de la M… had not yet begun to give music lessons to Gertrude. Despite the love I have for music, I do not know much about it, and I felt that I was not capable to teach her anything when I sat next to her in front of the keyboard.

		
			 

		
			“No, let me,” she said as I began to gropingly try to play. “I prefer to try to do it alone.” And I left her gladly since the chapel did not appear to be a decent place for me to be alone with her, not so much for respect of the sacred place, but for fear of gossipers which I ordinarily forced myself not to pay attention to. But this activity was more about her than it was about me. Whenever my pastoral visits called me in this direction, I would take her to the church and leave her alone, often for long hours, and then go to pick her up upon my return. She worked patiently to discover different sound combinations, and I would find her in the evening being attentive to some harmony that had plunged her into an extended delight.

		
			 

		
			On one of the first days of August after a little more than six months of this, not having found a poor widow at home to whom I was going to give consolation, I went back to the church to get Gertrude where I had left her. She had not expected me so early, and I was extremely surprised to find Jacques next to her. Neither one nor the other had heard me enter, because the small amount of noise that I made was covered up by the sounds of the organ. It is not in my nature to spy, but anything that concerned Gertrude touched my heart. Muffling the noise of my feet, I furtively climbed the several steps of the stairway which led to the forum, which was an excellent observation post. I must say that for all the time that I remained there, I did not hear one or the other of them speak a word. But he was next to her, and on several occasions I saw him take her hand to guide her fingers over the keys. Was it not strange that she was accepting from him observations and direction that she had told me previously she preferred to do by herself? I was quite surprised and then hurt more than I would have wanted to confess to myself, and I already decided to intervene when I saw Jacques suddenly look at his watch.

		
			 

		
			“It is time for me to leave you,” he said “because my father will return soon.”

		
			 

		
			I then saw him hold her hand up to his lips, and then he left. Several instants later, having climbed down noiselessly on the stairway, I opened the door of the church in a way that she could hear it and believe that I was just entering.

		
			 

		
			“Oh good, Gertrude! Are you ready to go home? Did you enjoy the organ?”

		
			 

		
			“Yes, very much,” she said to me in the most natural voice. “I really made some progress today.”

		
			 

		
			A great sadness filled my heart, but neither one of us ever made allusion to what I just described.

		
			 

		
			It was some time before I was alone with Jacques. My wife, Gertrude, and the children went to bed soon after dinner, as they usually did, and the two of us were left alone. I was waiting for this moment. But before I could speak to him I felt my heart swell up with troubled feelings, and I did not know how to bring up the subject that was tormenting me. And then he brusquely broke up the silence by announcing to me his decision to spend all of his vacation with us. For, only a few days earlier, he told us about his plans to travel through the High Alps, and my wife and I both strongly approved of this. I knew that my friend T…, whom he had chosen to be his companion on the trip, would be expecting him. It also clearly appeared to me that this sudden change was certainly tied to the scene that I had been surprised by in the church. A great indignation came over me at first, but I feared that if I acted emotionally that my son would be eternally angry with me. I also feared that I would regret saying harsh words, so I made a great effort to control myself and said, in the most natural voice that I could,

		
			 

		
			“I believe that T… is counting on you.”

		
			 

		
			“Oh!” he responded, “He is not counting on me absolutely, and it will not be difficult for him to replace me. I can rest just as well here as in the high country, and I really believe that I can employ my time better here than by walking through the mountains.”

		
			 

		
			“So,” I said, “have you found something here to keep you busy?”

		
			 

		
			He looked at me, perceiving some irony in the tone of my voice, but, not yet knowing my motivation, he said casually,

		
			 

		
			“You know that I always preferred reading to watching the animals in the mountains.”

		
			 

		
			“Yes, my friend,” I said while staring directly at him, “but do you not believe that organ lessons are more attractive to you than reading?”

		
			 

		
			Without doubt he felt himself blushing, for he put his hand in front of his forehead as if he were blocking the glare of a lamp. But he quickly recomposed himself and said in a voice that I would have wished to be less self-assured,

		
			 

		
			“Do not accuse me of too much, my father. My intention is not to hide anything from you, and you have gotten ahead of the words that I was getting ready to tell you.”

		
			 

		
			He spoke deliberately, like one reads a book, completing his words with so much calmness, it seemed that they were coming out by themselves. The extraordinary self-control that he displayed exasperated me. Sensing that I was going to interrupt him, he raised his hand as if to say, no, you can speak afterwards. Let me first continue. But then I seized his arm and shook it, saying,

		
			 

		
			“Rather than see you bring trouble to the poor soul of Gertrude,” I cried out impetuously, “Ah! I would prefer never to see you again. I do not need your words! To abuse the infirmity, the innocence, the candor of Gertrude, that is an abominable cowardice that I would not have believed you capable of! And to speak to me about it with that detestable self-assuredness! Hear me well. I am responsible for Gertrude, and I will not accept for you to speak to her, to touch her, or to see her for even one more day.”

		
			 

		
			“But, my father,” he replied in the same tranquil tone that drove me crazy, “you must believe that I respect Gertrude as much as you do. You are very much mistaken if you think that there is anything reprehensible going on. I am not talking about just my behavior, but about my plans and the secret of my heart. I love Gertrude, and I respect her as much as I love her, I tell you. The idea of troubling her, abusing her innocence and her blindness is as abominable to me as it is to you.”

		
			 

		
			Then he said that what he wanted to be for her was a support, a friend, a husband. He did not feel the need to tell me this before he had made the decision to marry her. Gertrude herself was not yet aware of this resolution, and he had decided to speak to me about it first.

		
			 

		
			“Those are the words that I wanted to say to you,” he added, “and you can believe that I have nothing else to confess to you.”

		
			 

		
			These words shocked me. Even while listening to them I could hear my temples beating. I had only been preparing reproaches, but since he took away all reason for me to be indignant, I only felt crippled such that at the end of his speech I could not find anything more to say to him.

		
			 

		
			“Let’s go to sleep,” I finally said after a long silence. I stood up and placed my hand on his shoulder.

		
			 

		
			“Tomorrow I will tell you what I think about all this.”

		
			 

		
			“Tell me at least that you will not be irritated at me any longer.”

		
			 

		
			“I need the night to think about it.”

		
			 

		
			When I found Jacques the next day, it really seemed to me that I was looking at him for the first time. It appeared to me all of a sudden that my son was no longer a child but a young man. Since I had been looking at him as if he were a child, this love he described seemed to be monstrous. I spent the night trying to convince myself that it was, to the contrary, natural and normal. Where did this deep dissatisfaction come from? This only became evident to me a bit later. In the meantime I needed to speak to Jacques and tell him of my decision because an instinct as sound as my conscience was warning me that this marriage must be avoided at any price.

		
			 

		
			I led Jacques to the end of the garden, and it was there that I first asked him,

		
			 

		
			“Have you declared yourself to Gertrude?”

		
			 

		
			“No,” he said to me. “Perhaps she already senses my love, but I have confessed nothing to her.”

		
			 

		
			“Good! You are going to promise me that you will not speak to her anymore.”

		
			 

		
			“My father, I promised myself to obey you, but can I know your reasons?”

		
			 

		
			I hesitated to give them to him, not knowing if those that came first in my mind were the proper ones to begin with. To tell the truth, my conscience rather than logic was dictating my actions.

		
			 

		
			“Gertrude is too young,” I finally said. “Remember that she has not even taken her First Communion. You know that this is not a child like all the others, alas! and that her development has been held back for a long time. No doubt she would be too sensitive, as confident as she is, to the first words of love that she hears. That is precisely why it is important that you not say them to her. To throw her into something that she has no defense against, that would be cowardice. I know that you are not a coward. You say that your feelings are not reprehensible, but I find them at fault because they are too premature. Gertrude has not yet learned to be prudent, and it is up to us to teach her that. This is an affair of conscience.

		
			 

		
			Jacques could always be convinced of something by these simple words, “I appeal to your conscience.” I often used them when he was a child. However while I was looking at him I thought that if Gertrude were here to see him, she certainly would admire this large and trim body which was so straight and supple at the same time, this handsome forehead without wrinkles, this frank look, this face that was still childlike but which suddenly had a somber look. He was bareheaded, and his ashen hair, which was quite long, was curled lightly at his temples and half hid his ears.

		
			 

		
			“And I also want to ask something else of you,” I went on, while standing up from the bench that we were seated upon. “You said you had the intention to leave on the day after tomorrow. I ask you not to delay this departure. You must be gone for an entire month. I ask you not to shorten this voyage by even one day. Is that understood?”

		
			 

		
			“Yes, my father, I will obey you.”

		
			 

		
			It appeared to me that he was becoming extremely pale to the point that his lips no longer had any color. But I persuaded myself that his love must not be that strong, since he had made such a prompt submission. And I felt myself indescribably happy at this thought. In addition, I was sensitive to his docility.

		
			 

		
			“I find again the child that I loved,” I said to him softly, and pulling him towards me I placed my lips on his forehead. He pulled back a bit, but I did not want that to affect me.

	
		
			10 March

		
			 

		
			Our house is so small that we are sometimes obliged to live as if we are on top of each other, and this is sometimes bothersome for my work even though I reserved a little room on the first floor where I can go and receive my visitors. It is also bothersome when I want to speak to one of my children in particular without wanting to give the meeting too much solemn emphasis as if the room would become a parlor where the children would jokingly call the Holy Place where it is forbidden for them to enter. But that same morning Jacques left for Neuchâtel where he had to buy some hiking boots, and since the weather was good, after lunch the children left with Gertrude whom they were leading along and who sometimes in turn led them. (I have the pleasure to note here that Charlotte is particularly close with her.) I found myself very naturally alone with Amélie at the time for tea which we always had together in the common room. This is what I wanted, because I had been waiting to speak to her. I am so seldom alone with her that I felt somewhat timid, and the importance of what I had to say to her troubled me as if it were not the confessions of Jacques that I wanted to speak of but my own. I also was wondering, before I began to speak, at what point two beings who live the same life together and who love each other can remain (or become) puzzling and separated from one another. In such cases the words spoken, be they those we speak to someone else or those someone else speaks to us, seem plaintively like soundings that warn us of the resistance of this separating partition which, if one is not careful, can grow thicker.

		
			 

		
			“Jacques spoke to me last evening and this morning,” I began, while she poured the tea, and my voice was as trembling as that of Jacques was assured yesterday. “He spoke to me of his love for Gertrude.”

		
			 

		
			“He did well to speak to you of it,” she said, without looking at me and continuing her work, as if I said something to her that was perfectly natural, or rather, as if I wasn’t telling her anything she didn’t already know.

		
			 

		
			“He spoke to me of his desire to marry her. His resolution…”

		
			 

		
			“That was expected,” she murmured while lightly shrugging her shoulders.

		
			 

		
			“So you suspected it?” I said a bit nervously.

		
			 

		
			“One could see it coming for a long time. But that is not the kind of thing that men notice.”

		
			 

		
			Since it would not serve any purpose to protest and since there was perhaps a bit of truth in her words, I simply objected,

		
			 

		
			“In that case, you should have alerted me.”

		
			 

		
			She had a tense little smile at the corner of her lips as she sometimes does when protecting her reticence, and while shaking her head obliquely she said,

		
			 

		
			“And if I had to alert you every time you didn’t notice something!”

		
			 

		
			What did that insinuation signify? That is what I did not know nor did I want to attempt to learn. I moved on. “So what I would like to hear is what you think about this.”

		
			She sighed and then said,

		
			 

		
			“You know, my friend, that I never approved of the presence of this child among us.”

		
			 

		
			It was hard for me not to become irritated with her bringing up the past like that.

		
			 

		
			“This is not about the presence of Gertrude,” I said, but Amélie had already continued,

		
			 

		
			“I always thought that it would only result in annoyance.”

		
			 

		
			Feeling a great desire for conciliation, I leapt into this sentence,

		
			 

		
			“So you are against such a marriage. Good! That is what I wanted to hear from you. I am happy that we both have the same opinion.” I added that for the rest, Jacques had quietly submitted to the reasons that I gave him for abandoning his ideas, and so she no longer has anything to worry about. I added that he had agreed to leave tomorrow for the voyage that would keep him away an entire month.

		
			 

		
			“Since I am not worried any more than you are that he will find Gertrude again upon his return,” I said finally, “I thought it would be best if she would move in with Mlle de la M… at whose house I could continue to see her because I cannot deny that I have obligations towards her. I have already warned the new hostess, and she only wants to oblige us. And so you will be free of a presence that is painful for you. Louise de la M… will take care of Gertrude, and she seems delighted by the arrangement. She is happy that she can give her music lessons.”

		
			 

		
			Amélie seems to have decided to remain silent. I began again,

		
			 

		
			“Since we must avoid Jacques going to see Gertrude over there behind our backs, I believe that it would be good to warn Mlle de la M… of the situation, don’t you agree?”

		
			 

		
			I was trying to obtain a word from Amélie through this question, but she kept her lips closed as if she had sworn to say nothing. And I continued, not because I had anything else to add but because I could not support her silence.

		
			 

		
			“For the rest, perhaps Jacques will return from this voyage already cured of his love. At his age can one really know his desires?”

		
			 

		
			“Oh! Even much later one does not always know them,” she finally said, bizarrely.

		
			 

		
			Her puzzling and sententious tone irritated me, because I am by nature very frank and open, and I don’t take easily to mystery. Turning myself towards her, I asked her to explain what she was insinuating by that.

		
			 

		
			“Nothing, my friend,” she said sadly. “I was only thinking that sometimes you are wishing that you be advised of what you had not noticed.”

		
			 

		
			“And so?”

		
			 

		
			“And so I was saying that it is not always easy to advise.”

		
			 

		
			I told her that I was horrified by mystery, and did not appreciate double meanings.

		
			 

		
			“When you want me to understand you, make an effort to express yourself more clearly,” I replied, in a manner that was a bit brutal and which I regretted right away, for I saw her lips tremble in an instant. She turned her head and then, getting up, made several hesitant steps as if she was faltering in the room.

		
			 

		
			“But Amélie,” I cried out, “why do you continue to be so upset now that everything has been resolved?”

		
			 

		
			I felt that my look was bothering her, and with her back turned and putting my elbows on the table with my head leaning against my hand, I said to her,

		
			 

		
			“I spoke to you harshly a little while ago. Pardon me.”

		
			 

		
			Then I heard her approaching me, and I felt her fingers softly placed on my forehead while she said in a tender voice that was full of tears,

		
			 

		
			“My poor friend!”

		
			 

		
			And then she suddenly left the room.

		
			 

		
			These words of Amélie seemed mysterious at that time, but they would become clear to me later. I am reporting them such as they appeared to me then, and that day I only understood that it was time for Gertrude to leave.

	
		
			12 March

		
			 

		
			I dedicated a little time to Gertrude each day. It would be several hours or several minutes, depending on my daily occupations. The day after I had this conversation with Amélie, I was relatively free, and the good weather invited Gertrude and I to take a walk through the forest. We went up to the decline in the Jura which is dominated by the immense countryside. When the weather is clear, through the curtain of branches, one discovers a marvelous view of the white Alps sitting above a light cloud of mist. The sun was going down already on our left when we arrived at the spot where we normally sat down. A prairie of grass, which was mowed but at the same time still thick, descended at our feet. Farther down some cows were in pasture, and each one of them in this mountain herd carried a bell around its neck.

		
			 

		
			“They draw the countryside,” said Gertrude while listening to their ringing.

		
			 

		
			She asked me, as she did on every walk we took, to describe for her the spot where we had stopped.

		
			 

		
			“But,” I said to her, “you already know it. This is the edge where we see the Alps.”

		
			 

		
			“Do you see them well today?”

		
			 

		
			“Today you see them in all of their splendor.”

		
			 

		
			“You have told me that they are a little different every day.”

		
			 

		
			“To what should I compare them today? To the thirst of a fine summer day. Before this evening they will have succeeded in dissolving into the air.”

		
			 

		
			“I want you to tell me if there are lilies in the big prairie in front of us?”

		
			 

		
			“No, Gertrude, lilies do not grow at these elevations, or only several rare species.”

		
			 

		
			“Not those that are called the lilies of the fields?”

		
			 

		
			“There are no lilies in these fields.”

		
			 

		
			“Even in the fields around Neuchâtel?”

		
			 

		
			“There are no lilies of the fields.”

		
			 

		
			“Then why did God say to us, ‘Look at the lilies of the fields’?”

		
			 

		
			“There must have been some in his time for him to have said that, but the cultures of men have made them disappear.”

		
			 

		
			“I recall that you often said to me that the biggest needs of this earth are confidence and love. Do you not think that with a little more confidence, man would see them again? When I say these words to you, I assure you that I see them. Would you like me to describe them? They look like bells of flames, large azure bells, filled with the perfume of love and balancing on the evening breeze. Why do you say that there are none of them in front of us? I smell them! I see the prairie full of them.”

		
			 

		
			“They are not more beautiful than you see them, my Gertrude.”

		
			 

		
			“Say that they are not less beautiful.”

		
			 

		
			“They are as beautiful as you see them.”

		
			 

		
			“And I say to you in truth that even Solomon in all his glory was not dressed like one of them,” she said, citing the words of Christ. And listening to her melodious voice it seemed to me that I was hearing these words for the first time. “In all his glory,” she repeated pensively, then she remained silent for a time, and I continued,

		
			 

		
			“I have said to you before, Gertrude, those who have eyes do not know how to see.” And from the bottom of my heart I heard this prayer, “I thank you, O God, for revealing to the humble what you hide from the intelligent!”

		
			 

		
			“If you only knew,” she then cried in a playful exultation, “if you could only know how easily I imagine all this. Here! Do you want me to describe the countryside to you? Behind, above and around us are large pines, with the taste of resin, with granite trunks and long dark horizontal branches that complain when the wind bends them. At our feet, like an open book, inclined on the desk of the mountain, is the large green, diapered prairie which looks blue in the shadows and gold in the sunlight and whose distinct words are the flowers, the gentians, the pasque flowers, the buttercups, and the beautiful lilies of Solomon, that the cows come to spell with their bells and where the angels come to read, since you say that the eyes of man are closed. At the bottom of the book, I see a large river of smoking milk, misty, covering a mysterious abyss, without any other bank but over there, far from us, the beautiful blooming Alps. That is where Jacques must go. Tell me, is it true that he is leaving tomorrow?”

		
			 

		
			“He must leave tomorrow. Did he tell you?”

		
			 

		
			“He did not tell me, but I understood it. Will he be gone for a long time?”

		
			 

		
			“One month. Gertrude, I wanted to ask you, why did you not tell me that he came to the church to be with you?”

		
			 

		
			“He only came there two times. Oh! I do not want to hide anything from you! But I was afraid of causing you pain.”

		
			 

		
			“You do that by not telling me about it.”

		
			 

		
			Her hand reached for mine. “He was sad to leave.”

		
			 

		
			“Tell me, Gertrude, did he tell you that he loved you?”

		
			 

		
			“He did not say that, but I felt it without him telling me. He does not love me as much as you.”

		
			 

		
			“And you, Gertrude, are you suffering to see him leave?”

		
			 

		
			“I think that it is better if he leaves.”

		
			 

		
			“But tell me, are you suffering to see him leave?”

		
			 

		
			“You know very well that it is you that I love, Pastor. Oh! Why are you pulling away your hand? I would not speak to you like this if you were not married. But one does not marry a blind person. So why can we not love each other? Tell me, Pastor, do you think that is evil?”

		
			 

		
			“In love there is never evil.”

		
			 

		
			“I only feel goodness in my heart. I do not want to make Jacques suffer. I do not want to make anyone suffer. I only want to bring happiness.”

		
			 

		
			“Jacques was thinking about asking for your hand.”

		
			 

		
			“Would you let me speak to him before he leaves? I would like to make him understand that he must renounce his love for me. Pastor, you understand, don’t you, that I cannot marry anyone? You will let me speak to him, won’t you?”

		
			 

		
			“This evening.”

		
			 

		
			“No, tomorrow, at the time of his departure.”

		
			 

		
			The sun was setting in an exalted splendor. The air was warm. We both stood up and while we continued talking, we took the dark path toward home.

	Second Notebook

		
			25 April

		
			 

		
			I had to wait some time to write this notebook.

		
			 

		
			The snow had finally melted, and as soon as the roads had become practicable again, I had to take care of a large number of obligations that I had been forced to put off during the long time that our village was isolated. Only yesterday did I find some moments of leisure.

		
			 

		
			Last night I reread all that I had written here.

		
			 

		
			Now that I dare to call by their real name the feelings of my heart that I had not admitted for so long, I will explain how I could have been so mistaken. Why certain words of Amélie, which I have reported, seemed mysterious to me. How, after the naïve declarations of Gertrude, I can still doubt that I loved her. That is because, although I could not agree to recognize love being permitted outside of marriage, in the feelings that tied me so passionately towards Gertrude, I did not recognize anything that was forbidden.

		
			 

		
			The naivety of her confessions, and even their frankness, reassured me. I said to myself, “This is a child.” True love does not come without confusion or shame. And, as for me, I was persuaded that I loved her like one loves a sick child. I cared for her like one cares for a sick person, and I made a moral obligation out of taking care of her. Yes, truly, the same evening when she spoke to me as I have reported, I felt my soul so light and joyous that I still was mistaking myself, and that continued as I transcribed this work. And because I believed that such a love would be reprehensible and that I felt that anything reprehensible would affect the soul, since I did not feel my soul to be heavy, I did not believe it was love.

		
			 

		
			I reported these conversations not only as they took place, but also I transcribed them with a similar state of mind. To speak the truth, it was not until rereading them last night that I understood.

		
			 

		
			Soon after the departure of Jacques, our life took on its very calm course once again. I had let Gertrude speak to him, and he only came back for the final days of vacation, staying away from Gertrude or at least not speaking to her in front of me. Gertrude, as arranged, was living at the home of Mlle Louise, and I went to see her each day, but, fearing love, I made pains to speak about nothing that could make us emotional. I only spoke to her as a pastor, and for the most part that was in the presence of Louise. Above all I gave her religious instruction, preparing her for her First Communion which she would take at Easter.

		
			 

		
			On the day of Easter, I also took communion.

		
			 

		
			This calm went on for two weeks. To my surprise, Jacques, who had come to spend one week of vacation with us, did not accompany me to the Holy Table. And I have the great regret to have to say that Amélie, for the first time since we have been married, also abstained. It seemed that they had both given the word to each other and had resolved, by their defection from this solemn rendezvous, to throw a shadow over my joy. Once again, I was happy at this point that Gertrude could not see so that I alone could bear the weight of this shadow. I know Amélie too well and understood that her behavior was a sort of indirect reproach. She never disapproves of me openly, but she shows me her repudiation by a sort of isolation.

		
			 

		
			I was profoundly affected by a grievance of this order. I mean, as much as it hurts me to consider it, that the soul of Amélie could be turned away from her superior interests in such a way. And upon returning to the house, I prayed for her with all the sincerity of my heart.

		
			 

		
			As for the abstention of Jacques, that was due to other reasons, and a conversation that I had with him a short time afterwards made this clear.

	
		
			3 May

		
			 

		
			The religious instruction of Gertrude has caused me to reread the Gospel with a new eye. It appears to me more and more that many of the notions that make up our Christian faith do not come from the words of Christ but rather from the commentaries of St. Paul.

		
			 

		
			This was the subject of the discussion that I just had with Jacques. He has a dry temperament, and his heart does not furnish enough food for his mind. He has become traditionalist and dogmatic. He reproaches me for choosing in the Christian doctrine “that which pleases me.” But I do not choose such and such words of Christ. It is simply that between Christ and St. Paul, I choose Christ. For fear of having to oppose either one of them, he refuses to disassociate one from the other and will not let himself feel a difference in inspiration from one or the other. He protests if I say to him that here I am listening to a man while there I am hearing God. The more he is logical, the more he persuades me of this: that he is not the least bit sensitive to the unique and divine accent of the slightest words of Christ.

		
			 

		
			I search through the Gospel, I searched in vain through the commandments and other writings… Many of these are from St. Paul. And what bothers Jacques is precisely that he cannot find this in the words of Christ. Souls like his believe themselves to be lost when they no longer feel they have guardians, ramps, and railings to support them. The more they are intolerant of liberty in others, the more they resign themselves and wish to obtain by constraint all that people are ready to accord them through love.

		
			 

		
			“But, my father,” he says to me, “I also wish for the happiness of souls.”

		
			 

		
			“No, my friend, what you want is their submission.”

		
			 

		
			“It is through submission that happiness is found.”

		
			 

		
			I let him have the last word because I don’t like to quibble. But I know very well that it undermines happiness by trying to obtain simply the effects of happiness, and if it is true to think that the loving soul rejoices in voluntary submission, nothing will separate one more from happiness than submission without love.

		
			 

		
			However, Jacques uses sound reasoning, and if it bothers me to see so much doctrinal rigidity in such a young mind, I certainly admire the quality of his arguments and the consistency of his logic. It often appears to me that I am younger than he is, younger today than I was yesterday, and I repeat these words,

		
			 

		
			“If you will not be like little children, you will not enter into the Kingdom of Heaven.”

		
			 

		
			Is it betraying Christ, is it diminishing or profaning the Gospel to see in it only a method to arrive at a happy life? The state of joy, which pushes away doubts and the hardening of our hearts, is an obligatory state for a Christian. Each being is more or less capable of joy. Each being must reach out for joy. The mere smile of Gertrude teaches me more about this than all the lessons that I have taught her.

		
			 

		
			And these words of Christ are drawn up brightly before me. “If you were blind, you would not know sin.” Sin is what obscures the soul and what opposes joy. The perfect happiness of Gertrude, which resonates throughout her being, comes because she does not know sin. There is only light and love in her.

		
			 

		
			I placed into her vigilant hands the four Gospels, the Psalms, the Apocalypse, and the three Epistles of John so she can read things like, “God is the light and in him there is no darkness.” In his Gospel she can hear the Savior say, “I am the light of the world. He who is with me will not walk in darkness.”

		
			 

		
			I refused to give her the Epistles of Paul, for if, as a blind person, she does not know about sin, what would it serve to bother her by having her read, “Sin has gained new strength by the commandments,” (Romans,VII, 13) and all the dialectic that follows, as admirable as it might be?

	
		
			8 May

		
			Doctor Martins came yesterday from La Chaux-de-Fonds. He examined Gertrude for a long time with his ophthalmology instruments. He said he spoke to Gertrude about a certain Doctor Roux, a specialist from Lausanne, and he would report to him his observations. They both believe that Gertrude might be operable. But we agreed not to say anything to her about it until there was more certainty. Martins would come and inform me of the results of his consultation. What would it serve to ignite hope in Gertrude that might be quickly extinguished? And in addition, is she not happy as she is?

	
		
			10 May

		
			 

		
			At Easter, Jacques and Gertrude saw each other again in my presence, at least Jacques saw Gertrude again and spoke to her, but only of insignificant things. He was less emotional than I would have been able to believe, and I once again persuaded myself that his love would not have been so easily diminished if he had really been ardent. This was despite what Gertrude might have told him about how his love was hopeless before he departed last year. I noticed that he was addressing Gertrude in a formal rather than in a familiar manner, and this was certainly preferable. I had not asked him to do this, but he seemed to understand the need to do so himself. There is incontestably a lot of good in him.

		
			 

		
			I suspect, however, that this submission of Jacques did not come without debate and struggle. The worst is that the constraint that he must have imposed upon his heart seems to suit him well at present. He would like to see it imposed upon everyone. I felt this in the discussion I recently had with him that I spoke about above. Was it not La Rochefoucauld who said that the mind is often the dupe of the heart? It goes without saying that I did not dare to make any remarks like this to Jacques immediately, knowing his personality and taking him for one of those who accept discussion and disagreement obstinately. But that same evening in order to respond to him, having rediscovered some words of St. Paul (I can only battle him with his own weapons), I carefully left a note in his bedroom where he could read,

		
			 

		
			“Those who do not eat should not judge those who do, for God welcomes the latter.” (Romans, XIV, 2.)

		
			 

		
			I might have also copied the following, “I know and I am persuaded by the Lord Jesus that nothing is impure in and of itself and that something is only impure for someone who believes it to be impure.” But I did not dare to do it, fearing that Jacques would suspect some hurtful interpretation with regard to Gertrude in my meaning that would not make him happy. Obviously these are only generalities, but how many other passages in the Scriptures are there which take on a double or triple sense? (“If your eye…”; multiplication of the bread; miracle of the wedding of Cana, etc.) It is not a question here of quibbling. The signification of this verse is wide and profound. Restriction must not be dictated by law, but by love, and St. Paul said shortly thereafter,

		
			 

		
			“But if, for lack of food, your brother is saddened, you are not walking in love.” It is because of a lack of love that we attack Evil. Father! Take from my heart all that is not love.

		
			 

		
			But I was wrong to provoke Jacques. The next day I found on my table the same note on which I had copied the verse for him. On the back of the paper Jacques had simply transcribed another verse from the same chapter, “Do not let your food cause the loss of someone for whom Christ has died.” (Romans, XIV, 15.)

		
			 

		
			I am rereading the entire chapter once again. This is the start of an infinite discussion. And would these perplexities torment and darken the clouds of Gertrude’s luminous sky? Am I not closer to Christ, and do I not maintain her there as well, when I teach her and make her believe that the only sin is to wait for the happiness of others or to compromise our own happiness?

		
			 

		
			Alas! Certain souls remain particularly resistant to happiness, inept, clumsy… I am thinking of my poor Amélie. I always invite her there, I push her there and would like to hold her there. Yes, I would like to lift everyone up to God. But she always backs away and is closed up, like certain flowers that never bloom in any sun. She is bothered and inflicted by everything she sees.

		
			 

		
			“What do you want, my friend,” she responded to me the other day, “it was not given to me to be blind.”

		
			 

		
			Ah! How her irony is painful to me, and what virtue it takes to avoid being troubled by it! It seems to me, however, that she must understand that this allusion to the infirmity of Gertrude is particularly hurtful to me. But it makes me think about what I admire above all in Gertrude and that is her infinite leniency. I never have heard her formulate the least grief against anyone. But it is true that I never let her know anything about what could hurt her.

		
			 

		
			And as opposed to her pleasant soul, which radiates love and propagates happiness all around her, all that surrounds Amélie is dark and morose. Amiel would write that his soul emits only black rays. When, after a day of struggles I return home at nightfall after visits to the poor, to sick people, to the afflicted, feeling sometimes harassed and with my heart demanding rest, affection, and warmth, what do I find? Often it is only worry, recriminations, and struggles to which I would prefer by a thousand times the cold, the wind, and the rain of outdoors. I understand very well that our grown daughter Rosalie wants to do only what she desires. But she is not always wrong, or above all Amelie is not always correct, when she pretends to give in to her. I know also that Charlotte and Gaspard are horribly turbulent, but would not Amélie be better off if she did not yell at them so much and was not after them constantly? Too many recommendations, admonitions, and reprimands lose their effectiveness and sharpness, just like pebbles on the beach. The children are much less bothered by this than I am. I know that little Claude is teething (that is at least what his mother says each time that he begins to scream), but wouldn’t it be better to let him scream a bit than for Amélie or Sarah to run after him right away and dote all over him ceaselessly? I remain convinced that he would scream less often if he were left to scream his head off once in a while when I am not there. But I know that it is above all then that they rush to him.

		
			 

		
			Sarah resembles her mother, and that made me want to send her away to school. But she does not resemble, alas! what her mother was at her age when we became engaged. She only looks like what the worries of the material life have made her become. I was going to say the culture of the worries of life (for surely Amélie cultivates them). Certainly I cannot recognize in Sarah today the angel who once smiled at each noble impulse of my heart, and about whom I dreamed was indistinctly associated with my life, and who appeared to precede me and guide me towards the light. Or did love at that time fool me? For today I only see Sarah occupied by commonplace things. Like her mother, she is only involved with petty worries. Even the features of her face, which do not indicate any kind of interior flame, look dreary and as if they are hardened. She has no taste for poetry or more generally for reading. I never am surprised by a conversation between herself and her mother that I would wish to take part in. I sense my isolation from them even more painfully when I retire into my office, which I have become accustomed to do more and more often. Since autumn and the arrival of earlier evenings, I have also taken up the habit of going to tea at the home of Mlle de la M… when my duties allow this, and I have a little time. I have not yet mentioned that since last November, Louise de la M… and Gertrude have been taking care of three small blind girls that Martins proposed they take in. In her turn Gertrude is teaching them to read and to execute certain small jobs, and already these young girls are showing themselves to be very capable.

		
			 

		
			What rest and relaxation it is for me each time I enter into the warm atmosphere of La Grange, their home, and how much I miss it when sometimes I must go two or three days without being there. It goes without saying that Mlle de la M… is able to take care of Gertrude and these three houseguests without bothering or tormenting herself for their upkeep. Three servants help her with great devotion and save her from all fatigue. Can we say that fortune and leisure were never better merited? At all times Louise de la M… is occupied with helping poor people. This is a profoundly religious soul whose only purpose on earth seems to be to live for love. Despite her almost silver colored hair upon which her lace bonnet sets, there is nothing more childlike than her smile, nothing more harmonious than her movements, and nothing more musical than her voice. Gertrude has taken her manners, her way of speaking with a sort of intonation, not only of the voice but of her thoughts, of all her being. I joked about this resemblance to the two of them, but neither of them claim to have noticed it. How pleasant it is for me, if I have a little time to spend with them, to see them seated next to each other with Gertrude either leaning her forehead on the shoulder of her friend or holding her hand, listening to me read several verses of Lamartine or Hugo. How it is a joy for me to contemplate in their two transparent souls the reflection of this poetry! Even the little students are not insensitive to it. In this atmosphere of peace and love these children are developing unusually quickly and are making remarkable progress. I smiled at first when Mlle Louise talked about their learning to dance, not so much for pleasure but for health reasons. Today I admire the rhythmic grace of the movements they achieve and which they are not, alas! capable of appreciating themselves. However, Louise de la M… has persuaded me that although they cannot see these movements, they can feel the harmony in their muscles. Gertrude takes part in these dances with a charming good grace and is happily amused by them. Sometimes it is Louise de la M… who dances with the children while Gertrude sits and plays the piano. Her progress in music has been surprising. Now she plays the organ at the chapel every Sunday, and as a prelude to every song of prayers, she plays a short improvisation.

		
			 

		
			Each Sunday she comes to have lunch with us. My children see her again with pleasure, despite the fact that their tastes are becoming more and more different. Amélie does not show too much nervousness, and the meal takes place without a hitch. All the family then takes Gertrude back to La Grange for a snack. This is like a party for my children, and Louise takes pleasure in spoiling them and filling them with treats. Even Amélie, who normally does not allow herself to be sensitive to kindness, relaxes and appears rejuvenated. I think that she would miss this halt in her hectic life if it were to stop.

	
		
			18 May

		
			 

		
			Since the good weather has returned, I have once again been able to go out with Gertrude which has not happened for a long time (for even lately there have been more snowstorms and the roads have remained in horrible condition until these last few days). And it has been a long time since I was alone with her.

		
			 

		
			We were walking quickly. The brisk air colored her cheeks and continuously blew her blonde hair onto her face. Since we were walking near a bog, I picked several flowers, and I slipped the stems under her beret and intertwined them with her hair to hold them in place.

		
			 

		
			We had hardly said anything to each other, both of us surprised to find ourselves alone together, when Gertrude turned her face toward me asked me brusquely,

		
			 

		
			“Do you think that Jacques still loves me?”

		
			 

		
			“He made his decision to renounce his love for you,” I responded quickly.

		
			 

		
			“But do you believe that he knows that you love me?” she said.

		
			 

		
			Since the conversation of last summer that I previously reported, more than six months had gone by without the slightest word of love being pronounced between us (I am surprised to say). We were never alone, and I said to her that it was better that way. Gertrude’s question made my heart beat so strongly that I had to slow down our pace a bit.

		
			 

		
			“But everybody, Gertrude, knows that I love you,” I cried out. She did not accept this response.

		
			 

		
			“No, no, you are not answering my question.”

		
			 

		
			And after a moment of silence she spoke again, her head lowered,

		
			 

		
			“My aunt Amélie knows it, and I know that makes her sad.”

		
			 

		
			“She would be sad in any case," I protested in a voice that had little assurance. “it is her temperament to be sad.”

		
			 

		
			“Oh! You always look to reassure me,” she said somewhat impatiently. “But I do not want to be reassured. I know that there are many things that you have not told me about for fear of disturbing me or causing me pain. There are many things that I do not know, so that sometimes...”

		
			 

		
			Her voice became lower and lower. She stopped as if she was out of breath. And then, taking her final words, I asked,

		
			 

		
			“That sometimes?...”

		
			 

		
			“So that sometimes,” she sadly began again, “all the happiness that I owe you appears to rest upon ignorance.”

		
			 

		
			“But, Gertrude...”

		
			 

		
			“No, let me speak. I do not want that kind of happiness. Understand that I do not... I do not want to be happy. I prefer to know. There are many things, surely sad things, that I cannot see, but that you do not have the right to keep me ignorant of. I thought about this for a long time during the winter. I fear, you see, that the entire world is not as beautiful as you had made me believe it, Pastor, and that there is a lot of it that is not necessarily that way.

		
			 

		
			“It is true that man has often made the world ugly,” I argued fearfully, for the boldness of her thoughts scared me, and I was trying to change the subject without really hoping to succeed. It seemed that she had been waiting for those words, for she quickly jumped upon them like the link that closes the chain,

		
			 

		
			“Precisely,” she cried out. “I want to be sure that I do not add to the evil.”

		
			 

		
			For a long time we continued to walk very quickly in silence. All that I could have said to her collided in advance with what I felt she was thinking. I was fearful of provoking some words upon which the fate of the two of us depended. And thinking about what Martins had said, that perhaps her sight might be returned to her, a great anguish embraced my heart.

		
			 

		
			“I wanted to ask you,” she said finally, “but I do not know how to say it...”

		
			 

		
			Certainly it was taking all of her courage to say something, as it was taking all of mine to listen to her. But how could I have foreseen the question that was tormenting her?

		
			 

		
			“Are the children of blind people necessarily born blind as well?”

		
			 

		
			I do not know which of the two of us was more oppressed by this conversation, but at present we had to continue.

		
			 

		
			“No, Gertrude,” I said to her, “except in very special cases. There is no reason that they would be blind.”

		
			 

		
			She appeared extremely reassured. I would have wanted to ask her in turn why she asked me that, but I did not have the courage and continued clumsily.

		
			 

		
			“But, Gertrude, to have children it is necessary to be married.”

		
			 

		
			“Do not tell me that, Pastor. I know that is not true.”

		
			 

		
			“What I said was the decent thing to say,” I protested. “But in effect the laws of nature permit what the laws of man and of God forbid.”

		
			 

		
			“You have often said to me that the laws of God were those of love.

		
			 

		
			“The love we are speaking about here is not what one would also call ‘charity.’”

		
			 

		
			“Is it because of charity that you love me?”

		
			 

		
			“You know that is not true, my Gertrude.”

		
			 

		
			“But then you realize that our love is outside the laws of God?”

		
			 

		
			“What are you saying?”

		
			 

		
			“Oh! You know this very well, and it should not be for me to speak of it!”

		
			 

		
			In vain I tried to change her mind. My heart was beating a retreat as my arguments fell apart. Desperately I cried out,

		
			 

		
			“Gertrude, do you think that your love is forbidden?”

		
			 

		
			She corrected me. “That our love... I tell myself what I must think of it.

		
			 

		
			“And so?”

		
			 

		
			There was a surprising plea in my voice, and then she finished, without taking a breath,

		
			 

		
			“But I cannot stop loving you.”

		
			 

		
			All this happened yesterday. At first I hesitated to write about it. I did not know how to finish our walk. We stepped quickly, as if running away, and I held her arm tightly against me. At this point my soul had left my body. It seemed to me that the smallest stone on the road would knock the two of us over onto the ground.

	
		
			19 May

		
			 

		
			Martins returned this morning. Gertrude is operable. Roux has affirmed this and asks that she be confided to him for some time. I cannot oppose this, although cowardly I asked to think about it. I asked that I be given some time to slowly prepare her. My heart should be leaping with joy, but I feel it weighing on me, heavy with an inexpressible anguish. I need to have heart to announce to Gertrude that sight can be given to her.

	
		
			The Night of 19 May

		
			 

		
			I saw Gertrude again, but I did not say anything to her. At La Grange this evening, since no one was in the living room, I went up to her bedroom. We were alone.

		
			 

		
			I held her pressed against me for a long time. She made no movement to defend herself, and when she lifted her forehead towards me, our lips met…

	
		
			21 May

		
			 

		
			Is it for us, Lord, that you made the night so deep and so beautiful? Is it for me? The air is warm, and the moon is shining through my open window as I listen to the immense silence of the heavens. Oh! vague adoration of the whole of creation where my heart melts in an ecstasy without words. If there is a limitation in love, it does not come from You, my God, but from men. But as guilty as my love appears in the eyes of man, Oh! Tell me that in yours it is sacred.

		
			 

		
			I try to put myself above the idea of sin. But sin seems intolerable to me, and I do not want to abandon Christ. No, I do not accept that loving Gertrude is a sin. I cannot tear this love from my heart except by tearing out my heart itself, and why? If I did not already love her, I would love her because of pity. To love her no longer would be to betray her. She needs my love.

		
			 

		
			Lord, I know nothing anymore… I only know You. Guide me. Sometimes it seems that I throw myself into the darkness and that the sight that I have been given has been taken away.

		
			 

		
			Yesterday Gertrude entered the clinic at Lausanne where she will remain for three weeks. I wait for her return with an extreme apprehension. Martins will bring her back. She made me promise not to try to see her before then.

	
		
			22 May

		
			 

		
			Letter from Martins: the operation is a success! God be praised!

	
		
			24 May

		
			 

		
			The idea of being seen by her, she who until then loved me without seeing me, is an intolerable burden. Will she recognize me? For the first time in my life, I looked anxiously into the mirror. If I sense that her look is less indulgent than her heart, and less loving, what will become of me? Lord, sometimes I think that I need her love in order to love you.

	
		
			27 May

		
			 

		
			An increase in workload has permitted me to go through these last days without too much impatience. Each occupation which pulls me out of myself is blessed, but throughout the day, throughout everything, her image follows me.

		
			 

		
			It is tomorrow that she will return. Amélie, who during this week has only displayed the better side of her humor and seems to have taken up the task of making me forget the absent girl, is now working with the children to prepare the celebration for her return.

	
		
			28 May

		
			 

		
			Gaspard and Charlotte have picked whatever flowers they could find in the woods and in the fields. Rosalie baked a monumental cake yesterday that Sarah decorated with I do not know what kind of ornaments made from gilded paper. We expect her at noon.

		
			 

		
			I am writing to fill in the wait time. It is 11 AM. At any moment I will lift my head and see the carriage of Martins appear on the road. I will not run out in front to meet them before the others in respect of Amélie. My heart is beating… Ah! Here they are!

	
		
			28 May Evening

		
			 

		
			Into what abominable night am I plunging! Pity, Lord, pity! I renounce my love for her, but, You, do not permit her to die!

		
			 

		
			I am right to fear! What has she done? What did she want to do? Amélie and Sarah said that they accompanied her to the door of La Grange where Mlle de la M… was waiting for her. She then wanted to go out again… What happened?

		
			 

		
			I’m trying to put some order into my thoughts. The stories that I have been told are incomprehensible or contradictory. Everything is boiling in my head… The gardener of Mlle de la M… has just brought her back unconscious to La Grange. He said that he saw her walking along the river, then she crossed the bridge in the garden, then she bent over, then disappeared. But since at first he did not understand that she had fallen, he did not run as he should have done. He found her again near the small lock where the current had carried her. When I saw her again a little bit later, she had not regained consciousness, or had lost it again, for an instant later she came back to herself, thanks to the quick and prodigious care she quickly received. Martins, who thank God had not yet left, had trouble understanding this kind of stupor and indolence into which she had plunged. He tried in vain to question her. One might say that she didn’t hear anything or that she had resolved to say nothing. Her breathing was very oppressed, and Martins feared pulmonary congestion. He applied some mustard poultices and some suction cups and promised to return tomorrow. The mistake was to leave her in her wet clothes for too long while people tried to reanimate her. The water of the river is icy. Mlle de la M…, who was the only one who was able to get a few words out of her, thought she wanted to pick some forget-me-nots which were growing in abundance on this side of the river, and that, still not used to measuring distances or thinking that the floating carpet of flowers was the ground, she brusquely lost her footing. If I could only believe this! Convince me that this was just an accident and what a horrible weight would be lifted from my soul! During the entire meal, which was so gay in any case, she had a strange smile which bothered me. It was a constrained smile that I never saw on her before, but that I forced myself to believe was due to her newly found sight. It was a smile that seemed to flow out of her eyes and onto her face like tears and next to which the vulgar joy of the others offended me. She was not feeling joy! One could say that she had discovered a secret that she would have certainly told me about if I had been alone with her. She was saying almost nothing, but that was not surprising, because next to others she is often silent if they are exuberant.

		
			 

		
			God, I implore you, permit me to speak to her. I need to know, or otherwise how can I continue to live? However, if she wanted to stop living, is it precisely for having known? Known what? My dear friend, what did you learn that was so terrible? What mortal thing have I hidden from you that you are suddenly able to see?

		
			 

		
			I spent more than two hours at her bedside, never taking my eyes off of her forehead, her pale cheeks, her delicate eyelids that are closed on an undescribable chagrin, her hair that is still wet and similar to algae which spreads around on her pillow, listening to her troubled and uneven breath.

	
		
			29 May

		
			 

		
			Mlle Louise called for me this morning at the time that I was going to go to La Grange. After a night that was more or less calm, Gertrude finely came out of her torpor. She smiled at me when I entered into her bedroom and signaled to me to come and sit next to her bedside. I did not dare to interrogate her, and without a doubt she feared my questions, for as if to prevent any discussion, she quickly said to me,

		
			 

		
			“What do you call those pretty little blue flowers that I wanted to pick by the river, the ones that are the color of the sky? Since you are more able than I am, would you make me a bouquet? I will put it there next to my bed.”

		
			 

		
			The artificial joy in her voice did not sit well with me and without doubt she understood that, for she added more seriously,

		
			 

		
			“I cannot talk with you this morning, I am too weak. Go and pick those flowers for me, would you? You can return soon after that.

		
			 

		
			An hour later I returned with a bouquet of forget-me-nots, but Mlle Louise said that Gertrude was resting again and that she would not be able to receive me before this evening.

		
			 

		
			This evening I saw her again. The piled up pillows on her bed supported her such that she was almost sitting. Her hair had been redone and braided on her forehead and was mixed with the forget-me-nots that I had brought for her.

		
			 

		
			She certainly had a fever and appeared to be very oppressed. In her burning hand she held the hand that I had extended to her. I remained standing next to her.

		
			 

		
			“I must make a confession to you, Pastor, because this evening I was afraid of dying,” she said. “I lied to you this morning. This did not happen because of picking flowers. Would you pardon me if I said to you that I wanted to kill myself?”

		
			 

		
			I fell to my knees next to her bed while holding her frail hand in my own. But she pulled her hand away and began to caress my forehead, while I sunk my face into the sheets to hide my tears from her and to smother my sobs.

		
			 

		
			“Do you find that to be very bad?” she tenderly said. Then, since I did not respond,

		
			 

		
			“My friend, my friend, you know very well that I take up too much room in your heart and your life. When I returned next to you, this was apparent to me right away, or at least that the place that I was occupying was that of another who was saddened by it. My crime is to not have felt this sooner, or at least to let you love me in any case, for I knew it already. But when I suddenly saw her face, when I saw her poor face that was so sad, I could no longer support the idea that this sadness was my fault. No, no don’t reproach yourself, but let me leave and give her back her joy.

		
			 

		
			Her hand stopped caressing my forehead. I took it and covered it with kisses and tears. But she pulled it away impatiently, and a new anguish began to come over her.

		
			 

		
			“That is not what I wanted to say, no that is not what I meant,” she repeated, and I saw beads of sweat moisten her forehead. Then she closed her eyelids and kept her eyes closed for some time, as if to concentrate on her thought or find her initial state of blindness once again. And with a voice that was dragging and sorrowful at first but that soon became louder when she reopened her eyes such that she became fiercely excited,

		
			 

		
			“When you gave me vision, my eyes opened to a world that was more beautiful than I had dreamed it could be. Yes, really, I never imagined the day to be so clear, the air so brilliant, the sky so vast. But I also did not imagine how bony the foreheads of man were. And when I entered into your house, do you know what was apparent to me right away? Ah! I must tell you this. What I first saw was our mistake, our sin. No, do not protest. Do you remember the words of Christ, ’If you were blind, you would not know sin.’ But now, I see it. Stand up, Pastor. Sit over here next to me. Listen to me without interrupting. In the time that I spent at the clinic, I read, or rather, someone read to me, some passages of the Bible that I was not aware of yet, that you had never read to me. I remember a verse of St. Paul that I repeated for a whole day, ’When I was without laws, I lived. But when the Commandment came, sin regained life, and I died.’

		
			 

		
			She was speaking in a state of extreme exultation with a very loud voice, and she almost cried out those last words such that I was bothered at the thought that someone would be able to hear her from outside. Then she closed her eyes again and murmured those last words, as if for herself,

		
			 

		
			“Sin regained life, and I died.”

		
			 

		
			I shivered, my heart icey with a sort of terror. I wanted to make her think of something else.

		
			 

		
			“Who read those verses to you?” I asked.

		
			 

		
			“It was Jacques,” she said, while opening her eyes again and staring at me. Did you know that he has converted?

		
			 

		
			This was too much. I was going to beg her to be quiet, but she had already continued,

		
			 

		
			“My friend, I am going to cause you a lot of pain, but there must be no lies between us. When I saw Jacques, I suddenly understood that it was not you that I loved, it was him. He had exactly your face. I mean the face that I imagined that you would have. Ah! Why did you push me away from him? I could have married him.”

		
			 

		
			“But Gertrude, you can still do that,” I cried out with despair.

		
			 

		
			“He has entered into the orders,” she said impetuously. Then she was solaced by sobs, “Ah! I would like to confess to him,” she moaned with a kind of ecstasy. “You see very well that there is nothing left for me but to die. I am thirsty. Call someone, I beg you. I’m suffocating. Leave me alone. Ah! In speaking to you like this I had hoped to be more relieved. Leave me. Leave us. I cannot stand to see you anymore.”

		
			 

		
			I left her. I called Mlle de la M… to replace me next to her. Her extreme agitation made me fearful, but I had to convince myself that my presence aggravated her state. I asked to be alerted if she got worse.

	
		
			30 May

		
			 

		
			Alas! I will never see her alive again. She died this morning at dawn after a night of delirium and deep despondency. Jacques arrived several hours after the end, having been alerted by Mlle de la M… at the final request of Gertrude. He cruelly reproached me for not having called a priest while there was still time. But how was I to know that during her stay at Lausanne, and evidently pressured by him, Gertrude had converted? He told me about both his conversion and that of Gertrude. And so these two beings both left me at the same time. It seemed that, separated by me during life, the two of them planned to escape me and unite under God. But I am convinced that in the conversion of Jacques there was more logic and reasoning than love.

		
			 

		
			“My father,” he said to me, “it is not fitting that I accuse you, but it is the example of your error that guided me.”

		
			 

		
			After Jacques had left, I kneeled down next to Amélie and asked her to pray for me, because I needed help. She simply recited “Our Father…” but left long silences between the verses that were filled by our plea.

		
			 

		
			I wanted to cry, but my heart felt more arid than the desert.
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