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			International acclaim for Lydia Davis’s translation of Madame Bovary

			“At last, the real Madame Bovary . . . The publication of the Davis version is an event. . . . Davis has come closer than any previous translator to capturing Flaubert’s style and content accurately for English-language readers. . . . She combines her skills as a writer of expressive prose with her drive to find the best possible English-language equivalents for the French original. . . . Her version benefits from her finesse as a writer and seems fresh and different compared to other translations.”

			—The American Spectator

			“Davis captures with precision the sensitivity of the novel’s language. . . . [Her] version . . . ultimately demonstrates her own empathy with Emma.”

			—Ruth Franklin, The New Republic

			“[Davis] is one of the most innovative prose stylists of our time, and thus an excellent match for Flaubert’s masterpiece. Flaubert’s sentences are certainly sonorous in French, and the sentences in this translation reveal a similar attention to sound. . . . It is a boon to the modern reader to have a translator who is also a writer so attuned to the motivations of the author. We are in debt to Flaubert for his influence on much of the writing we have today; the extent of our debt has never been so clear.”

			—The Believer

			“Davis’s translation is fresh, dynamic, and riveting.”

			—Jane Smiley, The Globe and Mail

			“It is a shame Flaubert will never read Davis’s translation of Madame Bovary. . . . Given the pressure Flaubert applied to each sentence, there is no greater test of a translator’s art than Madame Bovary. Faithful to the style of the original, but not to the point of slavishness, Davis’s effort is transparent—the reader never senses her presence. For Madame Bovary, hers is the level of mastery required.”

			—Kathryn Harrison, The New York Times Book Review

			“Marvelous.”

			—Russell Banks, France-Amérique

			“I read it alongside the original, and alongside three other English translations . . . and I consistently admired Davis’s attempts to get as close as possible to a quality of hardness, or coldness, in Flaubert’s own prose. . . . She does not flinch. . . . Page by page—and I could give many examples—Davis’s new translation is full of such moments.”

			—James Wood, The New Yorker’s Book Bench

			“[A] cool, detached, and linguistically exact English version . . . Only a very good writer indeed could have written it. . . . When [Davis] translates what is perhaps the most-often-cited passage in the book, where Flaubert writes of human speech as a cracked kettle . . . I think [it] the most shapely and eloquent English version that I’ve read. . . . There are many moments in her Madame Bovary when one pauses to admire how clean and spare a sentence seems by comparison with its earlier translated versions.”

			—Jonathan Raban, The New York Review of Books

			“This new translation of Flaubert’s classic captures the beauty and precision of Flaubert’s writing, and also reminds us of the importance of literature—that everybody deserves a voice, and an empathetic reading.”

			—The Providence Journal, Best Books of the Year

			“A real literary event . . . Davis has produced a version of Madame Bovary that is as close to Flaubert’s style as it is possible for English prose to be. Her extraordinarily precise text manages to accomplish a variety of apparently contradictory goals: it cleaves almost perfectly to Flaubert’s language and style, but the English is readable, natural, and real; it feels fresh and immediate yet somehow still looks and sounds like a French nineteenth-century novel. . . . The real genius of Davis’s translation is in imperceptible details, in the subtle ways she finds to reproduce the inimitable rhythm and tone of Flaubert’s sentences, both simple and strange, and key to the feeling of the book. . . . Davis’s superb achievement means that the full, unflinching experience is now available to English-speaking readers.”

			—The Irish Times

			“A new translation that spans the ages [and] hews as close to the original as may be possible. . . . Davis’s translation strives for—and largely achieves—the flavor of Flaubert’s realism. . . . It provides such an unfussy, straightforward narrative that it underscores how truly modern a writer Flaubert was.”

			—BookPage

			“Davis has produced a very fine [translation that] displays a cool detachment not at all dissimilar to Flaubert’s own.”

			—The New Criterion

			“Davis . . . does a brilliant job of capturing Flaubert’s diamond-hard style. . . . Davis’s English prose has precisely the qualities she notes that Flaubert was striving for in French; it is ‘clear and direct, economical and precise.’ This translation reminds you what an aggressively modern writer Flaubert is. . . . Sentences I had missed before now jumped out at me.”

			—Wendy Smith, Kirkus Reviews

			“Lydia Davis has forged a masterpiece out of a masterpiece. . . . This Madame Bovary is a veritable page-turner. . . . Brilliant and rich . . . In French, the story leapt out at me like a hallucinatory Technicolor poem; in the lapidary English of Lydia Davis, I receive the same frisson of recognition—that the novel still lives. . . . Thanks to Lydia Davis, the book remains: a great, companionlike, eternal gilded mirror of Flaubert’s world.”

			—Neil Baldwin, The Faster Times

			“Davis’s edition should bring a new generation to Flaubert’s classic of bourgeois ennui and adultery.”

			—Newsday

			“It is only through the most careful diction that a figure as unlikable and hollow as Emma Bovary gains such beauty and significance. Flaubert (and with him, Davis) achieves this despite mocking her relentlessly. . . . In Davis’s capable, clever hands, we remember that Emma is a powerful heroine after all.”

			—Austin American-Statesman

			“Lydia Davis [is] operating in top form in her new translation of Madame Bovary. . . . I was struck delirious by the force of Flaubert’s writing, and the precision (the perfection) of Davis’s translation.”

			—Macy Halford, The New Yorker’s Book Bench

			“I loved the sense, sensation, and minute detail of this novel, often called one of the first realist works of literature. I think it is, in fact, an essential classic. . . . Just to walk inside these lives, knowing that we can leave them where Emma could not, is quite a thrill. And clearly, Lydia Davis has had a ball in [their] company.”

			—Jacki Lyden, NPR.org, Favorite Books of the Year

			“Exhilarating: an English Bovary that is in forceful, energetic tension with the original French. . . . Davis provides a necessary corrective to Steegmuller, similar to the corrective she provided to Scott Moncrieff’s florid Proust. It’s an essential virtue of this Bovary that Davis conveys the full force of Flaubert’s harshness. . . . She is especially good at following the different rhythms of the original and making them work in English, a difficult task with Flaubert. He is a hard writer to imitate. . . . Davis has now presented us with an English Bovary that powerfully re-creates the different elements of Flaubert’s style. . . . You have the sense, crucial to the novel’s impact, that powerful feeling is being conducted under powerful control. Davis recognizes this. She knows that Flaubert’s style depends not merely on his renowned chill but on the heat that is constantly threatening to melt through the ice. . . . The time is always right for a Flaubert revival. Davis has now given us the best possible reason to start one.”

			—The Millions

			“This latest version demonstrates again that the book remains relevant, an exemplar of its time and ours.”

			—The Philadelphia Inquirer

			“So beautiful—go to any page and be reminded, by the confluence of writer and translator, of the power of the simple, elegant sentence.”

			—George Saunders, The New Yorker’s Book Bench

			To access Penguin Readers Guides online, visit our Web site at www.penguin.com.
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			INTRODUCTION

			Readers who do not want to know the details or the denouement of the plot should read this introduction only after they have read the novel.

			“Yesterday evening, I started my novel. Now I begin to see stylistic difficulties that horrify me. To be simple is no small matter.” This is what Flaubert wrote to his friend, lover, and fellow writer Louise Colet on the evening of September 20, 1851, and the novel he was referring to was Madame Bovary. He was just under thirty years old.

			Picture a large man, handsome though fleshy and prematurely balding, with clear blue-green eyes and a voice that could be loud and gruff (he was known to “bellow,” both while trying out his sentences and while having dinner with his friends), bent over his desk, working by lamplight with a goose-quill pen (he abhorred a metal nib). He writes very slowly and painfully, drafting—and revising—much more material than he will keep in the end. His concentration is deep, intense, and enduring; he stays with his work for many hours at a time. His mother will sometimes leave the house all afternoon to do an errand in town and find him, on her return, in exactly the same position as when she left.

			Generally he starts work in the early afternoon and works until the early hours of the morning, breaking only for dinner. His study is a spacious room on the second floor that looks out past a tulip tree over a towpath to the river. Despite the many hours of meticulous work, he often then, at one or two in the morning, writes a long letter to Colet, perhaps as a form of release. It is thanks to these letters, which continued until their breakup two and a half years later, that we can follow so closely the progress of his work on the novel.

			Because he discards a good deal of material, and prunes back severely the material he keeps, he produces very few finished pages—he variously reports one page per week, one every four days, thirteen pages in three months, thirty pages in three months, ninety pages in a year. (This in contrast with the ease of his first version of The Temptation of Saint Anthony, drafted earlier—five hundred pages in eighteen months, he said.) Yet he makes steady progress. His closest friend, the poet Louis Bouilhet, comes almost without fail every Sunday, when Flaubert reads aloud to him what he has done that week. Bouilhet responds, often severely: he likes it very much, or Flaubert should cut further, or there are too many metaphors.

			Flaubert spent about four and a half years writing the novel, staying closeted with his work for months at a time, only periodically taking the train to Paris for some days of city life and sociability with friends, though he did not always stop working when he was there.

			He finished it sometime in March of 1856; it was then accepted for publication by his longtime friend Maxime Du Camp, one of the editors of La Revue de Paris, and was published serially in that journal in six installments from October 1 to December 15. Henry James describes coming upon it in this form “when a very young person in Paris” and picking it up “from the parental table.” “The cover . . . was yellow, if I mistake not.” He recalls “taking it in with so surprised an interest,” as he read it “standing there before the fire, my back against the low beplushed and begarnished French chimney piece.”

			Although certain scenes had been cut from this version as a precaution—which perhaps had the opposite effect, of arousing suspicions—the government brought charges against it for being a danger to morality and religion. The trial took place on January 29, 1857, and lasted one day; Flaubert and the magazine were acquitted a week later. When the book appeared as a single volume that April, it bore a second dedication, to Marie-Antoine-Jules Sénard, the forceful and eloquent Rouen lawyer who had defended him.

			The very approach that made the novel vulnerable to prosecution by the Second Empire government was what made it so radical for fiction of its day—it depicted the lives of its characters objectively, without idealizing, without romanticizing, and without intent to instruct or to draw a moral lesson. The novel, soon to be labeled “realist” by his contemporaries, though Flaubert resisted the label, as he resisted belonging to any  literary “school,” is now viewed as the first masterpiece of realist fiction. Yet its radical nature is paradoxically difficult for us to see: its approach is familiar to us for the very reason that Madame Bovary permanently changed the way novels were written thereafter.

			•   •   •

			Flaubert was born on December 12, 1821, in his family’s apartment in a wing of the hospital of which his father was chief surgeon, in the port city of Rouen. He showed an interest in writing from a very early age and published his first work at sixteen, but was persuaded by his father to attend law school. Suffering his first epileptic attack at age twenty-three, he was forced (though without reluctance) to give up his law studies and from then on devoted himself almost exclusively to writing. By that time he had already begun the first version of his novel Sentimental Education.

			The family had acquired a large, comfortable house overlooking the Seine in the hamlet of Croisset, a few miles from Rouen, and it was here that he settled. After the death of both his father and his sister in 1846, the household was to consist, for many years, of Flaubert, his mother, and his little niece Caroline, whom he helped to raise, as well as the servants who looked after them. Aside from some traveling, some vacations by the seaside at Trouville, and some intervals of living in Paris, he spent most of the rest of his life at Croisset.

			Drawn to the exotic, he wrote a draft of another novel, The Temptation of Saint Anthony, but suspended work on it in 1849 when Bouilhet and Du Camp so disliked it, after a marathon four-day reading, that they suggested he throw it in the fire. He did not abandon either of his early novels, however: he was to finish Sentimental Education in 1869 and The Temptation of Saint Anthony in 1872.

			He had, therefore, written a great deal, though to the literary world he was unknown, before he began what was to be his first published novel.

			To counter Flaubert’s tendency to wax lyrical and effusive in response to exotic materials, Bouilhet suggested he take as subject for his next novel something quite mundane. The story of Madame Bovary is based, in fact, on two local dramas: the adultery and subsequent suicide of one Delphine Delamare, the wife of a local public health officer, and the disastrous spending habits and ultimate financial ruin of Louise Pradier, the wife of a sculptor Flaubert knew personally. A third influence on the novel was the regional fiction of Balzac, whom Flaubert greatly admired. The book would be about not only a woman whose character fatally determined the course of her life but also the place in which she lived and its confining effect on her. After first considering Flanders as a setting, Flaubert settled on his native Normandy, so familiar to him.

			The main action of the novel unfolds squarely within the July Monarchy of Louis-Philippe (1830–48), an interval of relative calm in French history and, for Flaubert, the years that had embraced his adolescence and early adulthood. Unlike Sentimental Education, the novel contains little hint of political unrest: here the drama is domestic and local, and the larger outside world hardly intrudes.

			It was during the reign of Louis-Philippe, who was known as the roi bourgeois, or “Citizen King,” because of his bourgeois manner and dress, that the middle class was most explicitly defining itself as distinct from the working class and the nobility. And one of Flaubert’s motivating forces in his approach to the material of the novel was his complex negative feelings for the bourgeoisie, though he readily included himself among them. What he despised, really, was a certain type of bourgeois attitude—later codified in his Dictionary of Accepted Ideas. It included traits such as intellectual and spiritual superficiality, raw ambition, shallow culture, a love of material things, greed, and above all a mindless parroting of sentiments and beliefs. He delighted in attacking this kind of thinking wherever he witnessed it: his letters are full of jabs and gibes, whether against a pompous cousin visiting Croisset for the day or a fellow writer in Paris who prided himself on being invited to dine with a government minister.

			The novel is full of markers of the culture of Flaubert’s time that we in our time may not recognize as such: La Chaumière dance hall in Paris; Pompadour clocks and statuettes; the poet Béranger; the novelist Walter Scott; fireworks; tourist attractions in Italy; a plethora of English importations, including horse racing and the casual use of English words and expressions. Flaubert is holding up a mirror to the middle- and lower-middle-class world of his day, with all its little habits, fashions, fads. French readers who belonged to that world would recognize themselves (or their parents) and either blush or laugh complicitly: they, or their parents, might play whist in the evening (as did the king himself), or have a similar piece of coral on the mantelpiece or the same print on the parlor wall; perhaps it was their aunt who, like Emma, coveted a tilbury—that fashionable English carriage—or a mouth-rinsing bowl on the dinner table; or perhaps a self-important uncle, like Homais, hoped to be awarded the cross of the Legion of Honor.

			It isn’t as clear to us, reading the novel in the twenty-first century, that these were not necessarily thoughtful individual choices but rather symptoms of a blind adherence to conventional—and often questionable—taste. But what Flaubert called stupidity was not limited to the bourgeoisie. Or rather, if he had a lifelong habit of watching for stupidity and relishing examples of it, he found it in “all of humanity”; all of humanity was bourgeois. He could not shave, for instance, without laughing at the stupidity of it.

			In a letter written to Colet as he was composing the first meeting of Emma and Léon, he explains that what interests him is the grotesqueness of a supposedly lofty conversation between two sensitive, poetic individuals that is, in fact, wholly made up of clichéd ideas. He realizes early on that he has set himself a formidable task: to take this grotesqueness as his subject, to write a novel about shallow, unsympathetic people in a dreary setting, some of whom make bad choices and come to a horrific end. There will be no romanticizing the subject—in fact, the whole project is opposed to the romantic. The heroine, infatuated with romanticism, comes to grief because of it—because of her craving for impossible dreams, her refusal to accept the ordinariness of her life and its limited possibilities for happiness.

			Nor is there any moralizing on the part of the author—one reason the novel was so vulnerable to attack by the government. The story contains no sermon to point out its moral; it has no “good” moral exemplar to offer in contrast to the “bad” woman that Emma is. The author does not condemn her behavior but, rather, may even have some sympathy for her; nor does he pass judgment on any of the other characters. The story is uncompromising: the heroine commits adultery and then suicide; her good husband dies, too; her innocent child is fated to have a hard life; the evil moneylender who has been the instrument of Emma’s downfall prospers; the conniving, hypocritical, and disloyal “friend,” Homais, is rewarded with a coveted medal.

			Flaubert chose to create characters who are less than admirable and to treat them with ironic objectivity—he remarks in another letter, as he works on the scene between Emma and Léon, “This will be the first time, I think, that one will see a book that makes fun of its young leading lady and its young leading man.” Yet he goes on to say that “irony takes nothing away from pathos.” Which is echoed by Vladimir Nabokov in his lecture on the novel: “The ironic and the pathetic are beautifully intertwined.”

			Flaubert wants his readers to be moved by the characters. He states explicitly, for instance, in the case of Charles’s grief, “I hope to cause tears to flow with the tears of this one man.” Again, in another letter: “In my third part, which will be full of comical things, I want people to cry.”

			And although there is hardly a sympathetic character among them—some readers may feel that possible exceptions are Emma’s father; or the pharmacist’s assistant, Justin; or Charles himself—we are moved by at least glimmers of sympathy or liking, at moments. It may be true that every one of Homais’s statements is a completely conventional “accepted idea,” yet it is hard not to enjoy his cunning, his enterprise, his energy, his intellectual explorations, and even to agree with him sometimes. One cannot help feeling some respect for Emma’s bravery at the end, her moment of true affection for Charles, her interest in her own dying: “She was observing herself curiously, to see if she was in pain. But no! Nothing yet. . . . ‘Ah! It’s a small thing, really—death!’ she thought; ‘I’ll fall asleep, and everything will be over!’” We are indeed moved, though perhaps not to the extent Flaubert may have hoped—the prevailing irony may distance us too much from the story, even as it enhances its dramatic horror.

			Nor is he himself unaffected by the characters. “I am in their skin,” he says—though he later qualifies that skin as “antipathetic.” We know that he sometimes found himself weeping as he wrote and that he so identified with Emma during her last days that he was physically ill.

			•   •   •

			Flaubert’s aim was to write the novel “objectively,” leaving the author out of it. Although Madame Bovary is filled with political and social detail reflecting Flaubert’s very strong views (his friend Émile Zola describes how Flaubert could not tolerate being contradicted in an argument), his technique is to present the material without comment, though occasionally a comment does slip in. To report the facts objectively, to give a painstaking objective description—of a ridiculous object, for instance—should be comment enough. Flaubert remarks in another letter to Colet, of the scene in which Emma goes to the curé for help, “The episode is to have at most six or seven pages without a single reflection or explanation coming from the author (all in direct dialogue).”

			In place of the author’s comment, then, the details of the scenes and the acute psychological portraits must convey everything—and, for Flaubert, direct dialogue, too, functioned to portray the characters more than to move the plot forward. Detailed description would bring the reader into the presence of the material. To be effective, the details must be closely observed, carefully chosen, precise, and vivid, as in the description of Emma’s bridal bouquet after she has thrown it into the fire: “The little cardboard berries burst open, the binding wire twisted, the braid melted; and the shriveled paper petals, hovering along the fireback like black butterflies, at last flew away up the chimney.”

			If the novel is to move or interest a reader, Flaubert will have to transform what he sees as a sordid world, wholly through the power of his style, into a work of formal and stylistic beauty—all the while writing it in a manner against his own natural inclinations. He says outright many times that he is afraid he won’t pull it off: everything must depend on the style.

			In keeping with his plain, almost clinical approach to the material, he schooled himself to be very sparing with his metaphors. Often enough, in his intensive revising, the version he cut out was more lyrical than the one he let stand. Marcel Proust, for one, writing more than sixty years after the publication of the novel, regretted the absence of metaphor, since he believed, as he said, that “only metaphor can give a sort of eternity to style.” But he admitted that there was more to style than metaphor alone.

			Proust goes on to say that in all of Flaubert there is not a single beautiful metaphor. Yet here is another lovely comparison to a butterfly: after she has given herself to Léon for the first time, in the closed carriage that careens through Rouen, Emma tears up the note of rejection she had uselessly written him, and “a bare hand passed under the little blinds of yellow canvas and threw out some torn scraps of paper, which scattered in the wind and alighted, at a distance, like white butterflies, on a field of red clover all in bloom.”

			If objective description was Flaubert’s literary method, that objectivity was always imbued with irony. To see and judge a thing with a cool eye was to judge it with the irony that had been a part of his nature since he was a child. His irony pervades the book, coloring each detail, each situation, each event, each character, the fate of each character, and the overarching story.

			It is present in his choice of names: the old rattletrap of a coach called “Swallow”; the many character names, such as Bovary itself, that are variations of the French for “ox”; the evil moneylender Lheureux (“happy one”).

			It is present in the words and phrases in the novel to which he gives special emphasis—in the manuscript he would have underlined them, of course, as he does similar language in his correspondence; in print they are italicized. They appear throughout the novel, starting on the first page with new boy. With this emphasis he is drawing attention to language that was commonly, and unthinkingly, used to express shared ideas that were also unquestioned. Some, such as new boy, are relatively innocuous; others may reveal a malevolent prejudice, such as the comment made by Madame Tuvache, the mayor’s wife, to her maid (reported as indirect speech), when she learns that Emma has taken a walk alone with Léon: “Madame Bovary was compromising herself.”

			Flaubert’s irony is present in the eloquent juxtapositions he creates between the “poetic” and the brutally commonplace, with an effect that is sometimes humorous, sometimes shocking, but that always draws us up short, breaks the “mood.” An exquisite passage—often a description of nature—will be undercut, as though here Flaubert is also undercutting his own lyrical impulse, by what immediately follows it, a banal, mundane comparison or action. There are numerous examples.

			Emma, for instance, is lying on the ground in the woods, still tremulous from her first lovemaking with Rodolphe, in tune with the surrounding natural landscape, which is fully and sensuously described; the passage ends with the flat statement that Rodolphe, a cigar between his teeth, is mending a bridle. Much later in the story, in a boat with Léon, Emma feels a chill at the thought of Rodolphe with other women; the boatman, who has unknowingly upset her, spits into his palm and takes up his oars. Crushingly, pathetically, after Emma’s death, as she is being laid out, one of the women working over her admires her beauty in rather glib terms—how alive she still looks; as if in rebuke, when the woman lifts Emma’s head to put on her wreath, black liquid runs out of her mouth. Flaubert the obdurate antiromantic could not be more clearly in evidence than at this moment.

			As in the above examples, it is the incisive specificity of the poetic details and then the abruptness with which Flaubert “cuts” to the equally specific but disturbing or brutal details that jolts us so.

			Some of these ironic juxtapositions produce not horror, or pathos, but humor.

			For instance, during the scene at the agricultural fair, the poetic and romantic exchanges between Rodolphe and Emma, observing from above in the town hall, are punctuated (without authorial comment) by the sober announcements of awards for agricultural advancements in such areas as “manure” and “use of oilseed cakes.” Or the humor arises from a juxtaposition of disproportionate elements, as, for instance, in the case of the writings of Homais, who is a journalist as well as an apothecary: sometimes it is the grandiosity of his style that is out of keeping with the banality of his subject (cider); or, as he reports the festivities, it is the glorious colors in which he paints them in his article that have little relation to what we know of them in all their paltriness and insufficiency.

			Or it is not in Homais’s writing but in his manner that the disproportion lies—between his pomposity, in a moment of embarrassment with the grieving Charles, and the obviousness of his statement: “Homais thought it appropriate to talk a little horticulture; plants needed humidity.”

			Yet complicating our reactions to these moments is, in one instance, during the awards ceremony at the agricultural fair, some modicum of respect for the concerns of the proponents of advances in agriculture, and, in another, as Homais waters Charles’s plants after his tactless question about the funeral, some sympathetic understanding of the pharmacist in his moment of embarrassment. Our emotional responses to the incidents of the novel are never entirely unmixed, which is of course one of the sources of its power.

			Because Homais is something of a writer, and a character obviously much enjoyed by Flaubert (who refers to him affectionately in his letters as “my pharmacist” and occasionally likes to use an expression Homais might have used), it is hard not to think that he must represent a comment on the role or the practice of the writer, or one aspect of it. In fact, late in the novel, Flaubert the great reviser insinuates a moment of self-parody that would be comical if it weren’t subsumed by the drama of Emma’s final hours. As Emma lies gravely ill, Homais must send word by messenger to the two doctors who might be able to save her. He goes home and bends to his task, but although speed is of the essence, he is so agitated (and so particular about his prose style) that he requires no less than fifteen drafts to find the right wording.

			Twice, at least, we are allowed to experience an event and then to read Homais’s written version of it. Homais’s material (like Flaubert’s) is mundane and subject to lapses into mediocrity—the fireworks at the conclusion of the agricultural fair are damp and they fizzle, a complete failure. But he transforms this material, inflates it, gives it importance and success, by a grandiloquent style that Flaubert, tongue in cheek, describes in a letter as “philosophic, poetic, and progressive”—and by his outright lies. A piece of writing, Flaubert seems to be demonstrating, may always be false: the writer has the power to transform reality as he wishes. Words, particularly in print, have the perfidious power to misrepresent and betray. And eloquence is especially dangerous: the better one can write, the more persuasively one can lie.

			Though Homais is the only “professional” writer in the book, other styles of writing appear in the course of it: Emma’s father’s letters, the speeches of the officials, Rodolphe’s farewell note to Emma, Charles’s instructions for the coffining. Flaubert, entering fully, always, into his characters’ points of view, shifts gears convincingly as he moves in and out of these other styles, no less alien to him, perhaps, than the style of narration of the book as a whole. His own natural style, after all, he says in one letter, is that of Saint Anthony: what he wishes he could be writing are “grand turns of phrase, broad, full periods rolling along like rivers, a multiplicity of metaphors, great bursts of style.”

			What he is trying to achieve in this book, instead, is a style that is clear and direct, economical and precise, and at the same time rhythmic, sonorous, musical, and “as smooth as marble” on the surface, with varied sentence structures and with imperceptible transitions from scene to scene and from psychological analysis to action.

			Though he did not write poetry himself, Flaubert complains in a letter to Colet, “What a bitch of a thing prose is! It’s never finished; there’s always something to redo. Yet I think one can give it the consistency of verse. A good sentence in prose should be like a good line in poetry, unchangeable, as rhythmic, as sonorous.”

			Yet Proust, in the course of his vehement response, in 1920, to a negative article about Flaubert, commented (admiringly) on what he called Flaubert’s “grammatical singularities,” which, he said, expressed “a new vision”; our way of seeing external reality was radically changed by Flaubert’s “entirely new and personal use” of the past definite, the past indefinite, the present participle, certain pronouns, and certain prepositions. He went on to talk about other singularities: Flaubert’s unprecedented manner of using indirect discourse, his unconventional handling of the word “and”—omitting it where one would expect it and inserting it where one would normally not look for it—his emphatically “flat” use of verbs, and his deliberately heavy placement of adverbs. But it was Flaubert’s innovative use of the imperfect tense that most impressed Proust: “This [use of the] imperfect, so new in literature,” he said, “completely changes the aspect of things and people.”

			The imparfait, or imperfect, tense in French is the form of the past tense that expresses an ongoing or prevailing condition, or a repeated action. It is most usually conveyed in English by “would” or “used to.” Expressing a continuing state or action, and thereby signaling the continuity of time itself, it perfectly creates the effect Flaubert was seeking—what Nabokov describes as “the sense of repetition, of dreariness in Emma’s life.” Thus, early in her marriage, Charles’s (tiresomely predictable) habits are described using a string of verbs in the imperfect: “He would return home late. . . . Then he would ask for something to eat. . . . He would take off his frock coat. . . . He would tell her one by one all the people he had met . . . he would eat the remains of the beef hash with onions . . . then go off to bed, sleep on his back, and snore.”

			While the imperfect, as agent of “background” description and habitual activity, was traditionally, before Flaubert, subordinated to the simple past tense, used to narrate finite action, with Flaubert, the habitual and the ongoing are foregrounded, and the division between description and action is blurred, as is the division between past and present, creating a sustained immediacy in the story. Even the speeches of the characters are often reported indirectly in the imperfect (as, for instance, in the mayor’s wife’s comment quoted above: “Madame Bovary was compromising herself”), allowing Flaubert to slip seamlessly into a character’s point of view without abandoning the detachment of the third-person narration. The narration remains dynamic despite the fact that a large proportion of the book, in Flaubert’s view at least, is exposition or preparation for action.

			In a letter to Colet of January 15, 1853—sixteen months into the book—Flaubert worries about the amount of “action” so far: “I have now lined up five chapters of my second part in which nothing happens.” An exaggeration, of course—but he felt there was going to be a great quantity of exposition, or prologue, and then very little unfolding action, before the conclusion. This, too, had not been done before—to tell a story with so little action. He believed that those proportions were true to life: “A blow lasts a minute but is anticipated for months—our passions are like volcanoes: always rumbling but only intermittently erupting.” Yet he worried that the demands of aesthetics required something different.

			If Proust calls Sentimental Education “a long report” in which the characters do not really take part in the action, Flaubert calls Madame Bovary a “biography,” one that takes the form of an extended analysis of one woman’s psychology. But he believed that it could, even so, have the pace of action: “It also seems to me not impossible to give psychological analysis the rapidity, clarity, passion of a purely dramatic narration. This has never been tried and would be beautiful.” It would seem, in fact, that this was just the sort of action that really interested Flaubert: the subtle shifts of feeling created in a reader by description and by psychological analysis. “I maintain that images are action,” he says. “It is harder to sustain a book’s interest by this means, but if one fails, it is the fault of style.”

			•   •   •

			Many of Flaubert’s transitions are indeed imperceptible, while others are abrupt; at still other points in the novel, the narration suddenly makes a rapid advance, covering months or years in a paragraph or two. But there is a tight unity to the novel as a whole, arising not only from its extreme economy—in which every element serves more than one function—but also from its recurring words, phrases, images, and actions. A small sampling would be: butterflies (actual and metaphorical, as in the passages quoted above); constructions in layers (Charles’s schoolboy cap, the wedding cake, Emma’s nesting coffins); Emma’s intermittent attraction to religious faith; Homais’s quoted writings; Charles “suffocating” with emotion and the theme of suffocation in general; the same phrase—bloquer les interstices—used first literally, to describe “filling the gaps” between Emma’s body and the sides of the innermost coffin, and then figuratively, during the awkward last conversation between Rodolphe and Charles.

			Particularly prevalent are recurring images involving water, the sea, and boats. These include the “skiffs by moonlight” in Emma’s convent reading, the gondola in her daydream of a future life with Rodolphe, the actual “skiff by moonlight” in which she and Léon go to the island each evening of their three-day “honeymoon,” and the gondola-shaped bed in the hotel room where she and Léon thereafter meet every week.

			Most striking, however, is the repeated image of a sealed vessel (carriage, cask, coffin) tossed about in the waves of a troubled sea. Its first notable appearance is in the opening speech of the agricultural fair, as a pompous official pays homage to the king, “who guides the Chariot of State amid the unceasing perils of a stormy sea.” Later, in the famous consummation scene in Part III of the novel, in which Emma gives herself to Léon during the prolonged ride through the city, the king is replaced by the driver of the hackney cab, steering (rather carelessly) “a carriage with drawn blinds that kept appearing and reappearing, sealed tighter than a tomb and tossed about like a ship at sea.” Here Flaubert has taken the speechifier’s mixed metaphor and added the simile of the sealed tomb. Finally, he brings back the comparison at the end of the novel, as Emma’s nesting coffins, hammered and soldered, are borne to the cemetery, the bier moving forward “in little jolts, like a boat pitching with every wave.”

			Such is the tight construction of the novel, and the utter conviction of the detailed descriptions and psychological portraits throughout, that we compliantly ignore, most of the time, any passing questions we may have either about inconsistencies in the plot or about implausibility in plot elements, the most conspicuous being that Charles never suspects any of Emma’s betrayals, never notices the sound of the sand striking the shutters as he and she sit reading, never receives an anonymous letter from a busybody. (And how does he, deeply in debt by now, pay for Emma’s three coffins?) If space and time as handled in the novel are both “elastic,” as has been said by some critics, so is plausibility. And yet this is not a distraction as we read—it is barely noticeable. The requirements of psychology take precedence over plausibility and consistency in time and space, and the psychology is entirely convincing.

			The Earlier Drafts

			Flaubert worked from successive plans, following them, revising them. He wrote numerous drafts of every passage, often rewriting and perfecting it before cutting it out altogether—at one point he estimated that he had 120 finished pages but to achieve them had written 500. (He revised by cutting, whereas Proust revised by expanding.) In rewriting he would watch out for poor assonances, bad repetitions of sounds and of words (especially qui and que, which he occasionally underlined and apologized for even in his letters)—Zola remarks that “often a single letter exasperated him.”

			He did not burn these early drafts but left them for us to pore over—approximately 4,500 pages in all, residing in the Municipal Library in Rouen. They are available to us in clearly legible form—even online (at http://www.bovary.fr)—because they have been transcribed by volunteers, under the direction of Yvan Leclerc, at the Centre Flaubert de l’université de Rouen, who have reproduced every rejected scene, every false start, every cross-out. The drafts are an invaluable resource to scholars and, of course, to translators.

			Flaubert’s intensive cutting meant that occasionally the absence of an omitted sentence or phrase left a passage slightly ambiguous or puzzling, or simply left room for a (mistaken) assumption. What was in the little bottles held by the ladies at the La Vaubyessard ball in their gloved hands? Not perfume, we see from an earlier draft, but vinegar—which is much more interesting, though of course if we are conscientious, we can’t insert that information into the text.

			Elsewhere, other puzzles are solved: Why was Charles, when a student, stamping his foot on the wall of his room while he ate lunch? The answer is in an earlier draft: to warm himself. Why was the church hung with straw mats? To protect the parishioners from the cold. Again, we won’t insert more information into the text than is there in the original, but now we won’t jump to mistaken conclusions either.

			A more extended example of how Flaubert rethought one moment of a scene may demonstrate the fascination of watching him at work, and that is Charles at Emma’s graveside. From a careful reading of the final, printed version of the French, we may suspect that Charles did not in fact take the aspergillum that was held out to him by Homais, even if it is easy to assume he did. And if we test our suspicion by looking at the early drafts, we see these progressive changes in the transaction, as Flaubert envisaged it: (1) Lheureux (not Homais) passes the aspergillum to Charles, he drops it; (2) Lheureux offers it to him, he refuses it; (3) Homais holds it out to him, he “does not want it.” In the final draft, Flaubert cuts out any reaction to the aspergillum on Charles’s part: Homais simply holds it out to him, and Charles does not explicitly refuse it, nor does he explicitly take it, instead falling to his knees in the earth and throwing the earth into the grave by the handfuls. If we simply trust the words of the original and translate them as “held out to him” rather than “passed to him,” we will get it right, but it would be easy to get it wrong.

			A Note on the Translation

			“A good sentence in prose,” says Flaubert, “should be like a good line in poetry, unchangeable, as rhythmic, as sonorous.” To achieve a translation that matches this high standard is difficult, perhaps impossible. Of course, a translation even of a less exacting stylist requires millions of tiny, detailed decisions; many reconsiderations; the testing of one word or phrase against another multiple times. In the case of Madame Bovary, there are unusually many previous translations—I count at least nineteen into English—and it is intriguing to observe how differently previous translators have made these decisions.

			In the first draft of my translation, I did not look at any previous translations, since I wanted to establish my own version. In the second draft, I had ten others on hand, eventually an eleventh, the most recent. I made extensive comparisons in difficult passages, curious to learn what ingenious solutions might have been found to the various cruxes. In the course of this, I came to know five or six quite well. The great variety among the translations results, of course, from two factors: how each translator handles expressive English and how liberally or narrowly each defines the task of the translator.

			Curiously, in the case of a writer as famously fixated on his style as Flaubert was, many of the translations do not try to reproduce that style, but simply tell this engrossing story in their own preferred manner. And so the reader in search of Madame Bovary has a wide choice: Gerard Hopkins’s lush, loquacious 1948 version, with added material in almost every sentence; Francis Steegmuller’s nimble, engaging 1957 version, smoother than Flaubert’s, with regular restructuring of the sentences, omissions, and additions; the stolidly literal, sometimes inaccurate version by the very first, Eleanor Marx Aveling (1886), on which Nabokov relied when teaching the novel, but which caused him much indignation, as expressed in his marginal notes; that version as revised (not always aptly) by Paul de Man (or, rumor has it, by his unacknowledged wife), who chose to omit the italics, for example. There is Madame Bovary with fewer of those semicolons so favored by Flaubert, with serial “and’s” supplied, with additional metaphors. There is a version in which Charles is made to sob on the last page, another in which he is made to say “Poor thing!” when his first wife dies. There is even Flaubert complete with the involuntary repetitions that he so sedulously avoided.

			Perhaps Flaubert was mistaken when he believed that the success of the book would depend entirely on its style—since various of his translators over the years have composed deeply affecting versions that do not reproduce it. Yet he would not listen, but was infuriated, when Zola remarked that there was more to the book, after all, than its style.

			It should be noted that painstaking as Flaubert was about his prose style, he was puzzlingly eccentric when it came to certain features of it, particularly pronoun reference and capitalization. Where ambiguous pronoun references are not utterly confusing, they have been retained as he wrote them. As for his inconsistency in capitalization (as in the frequent variation of “Square” and “square”), I have also chosen to retain it. This inconsistency was apparently not the result of an editorial oversight, since the original French text went through numerous editions by different hands in which it remained, surviving even into the most definitive 1971 Gothot-Mersch edition, which is the one I used. Evidently, either Flaubert did not care, as Proust believed he simply did not care about certain pronoun references, or, perhaps more likely, he capitalized instinctively, unthinkingly. In any case, since it is part of the experience of the French reader, I have let it stand.

			Flaubert also regularly wrote sentences containing what is called the comma splice, in which clauses are strung together in a series, separated only by a comma and without a conjunction. The clearest example of this is one of the shortest sentences, near the end of the novel: “Night was falling, rooks were flying overhead.” One effect of this construction is to give each clause equal weight and value. Another effect is sometimes to speed the action forward, speed our thoughts as readers forward through time or material, so that even the full stop at the end of the sentence seems a momentary pause. Then again, sometimes the construction counterbalances lyrical or dramatic material by the subtlest hint of a certain matter-of-factness. It is a habit of Flaubert’s that I have, again, chosen to retain.

			One last note: there is a sentence near the beginning of the novel that perhaps cries out to be “improved” by being given a fully parallel structure: “He was a boy of even temperament, who played at recess, worked in study hall, listening in class, sleeping well in the dormitory, eating well in the dining hall.” Again, the imbalance has been left as it is in French.

			A Note on the Endnotes

			The notes at the back of the present volume attempt to be as detailed and extensive as is reasonably possible. They go beyond explaining mysterious references that would be difficult to research, such as “Pulvermacher hydroelectric belts” and Homais’s remedies, and clarifying historical references, as to King Henri IV, “the Béarnais.” Erring on the side of inclusiveness, they define such domestic items as fabrics and types of carriages, medical practices such as bloodletting, distinctive social signals such as the yellow gloves worn by dandies, and so forth. Most of these latter sorts of notes are meant to identify the multitude of everyday things deeply embedded in the customs and culture of the time in which the novel is set, things that would have been self-evident to its readers at the time of its publication. Flaubert, after all, deliberated long and hard about what should be included and what should be left out of this assiduously pruned novel, so we must assume he had strong reason to specify cambric, barege, and twill, or landau, berlin, and tilbury, and even took pleasure in specifying them; we should therefore, perhaps, make some attempt to understand what they are. Similarly, pastimes such as whist and trente et un or common sights in the street, such as the stone bornes—sometimes guard stones, sometimes milestones or boundary markers—should at least be not entirely opaque to the twenty-first-century reader. That reader   is therefore asked to forgive instances where more explanation is given than is needed: if you were raised Catholic, you will know perfectly well what genuflection is; if not, then perhaps not.

			The notes are provided “blind”—that is, without marks on the pages of the text—so that they will not intrude between the reader and the experience of the novel. It should be possible to enjoy the book uninterrupted, but if more background information is wanted, it is available.

			A Note on the Paperback Edition

			A comparison of this paperback edition to the hardcover will reveal differences, either small or extensive, on many pages. Often the change is just to a single word—“gigantic” replaced by “vast” or “fatigue” by “weariness”—or to the order—“at first refused” becoming “refused at first” or “her own troubles” becoming “troubles of her own”; or the restructuring of a clause allows for the dropping of a troublesome comma. On some pages, however, entire paragraphs have been rewritten. These recastings are the inevitable result of my having gone through the text again after a year’s interval and seen it with a fresh eye. Sometimes the aim is to improve the shape and sound of a sentence, and sometimes it is to see if the English can come closer, in this eternal compromise which translation is, to replicating Flaubert’s much-pondered word choices and phrasing: now, for instance, Charles “has recourse to” his mother for help rather than “turns to” her, and she “consents” rather than “agrees”—shades of difference, maybe, but adding up to a perceptible shift in tone. In this case, the relationship between Charles and his mother is now a bit chillier than it was.
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							1821

						
							
							December 12: Gustave Flaubert is born at the Hôtel-Dieu, in Rouen; his father is head (“chief surgeon”) of the hospital. His brother, Achille, is eight years old.

						
					

					
							
							1824

						
							
							Birth of Caroline Flaubert, his sister, who was to become his close friend.

						
					

					
							
							1825

						
							
							Coronation of Charles X, an unpopular, reactionary, repressive monarch.

						
					

					
							
							1830

						
							
							The July Revolution, marking the end of the Restoration; accession of Louis-Philippe to the throne of France, supported by the discontented upper bourgeoisie and the liberal journalists. His reign, the “July Monarchy,” will last until 1848; Algeria is conquered toward the end of it. After the February Revolution of 1848, he will abdicate, fleeing to England and later dying there. He is known as the “Citizen King” because of his bourgeois manner and dress.

							Flaubert is eight years old.

						
					

					
							
							1831

						
							
							Flaubert writes precociously impressive pieces such as his Éloge de Corneille (In Praise of Corneille), as well as numerous theater pieces performed at home.

						
					

					
							
							1832

						
							
							Flaubert enters the Collège Royal, soon to be a boarder. Reads and admires Don Quixote.

						
					

					
							
							1834

						
							
							His friendship with Louis Bouilhet begins.

						
					

					
							
							1836

						
							
							Writes several stories. In Trouville, meets the woman he will love for most of his life, though this love is probably never consummated: Elisa Foucault, ten years older and soon to marry Maurice Schlésinger. She is very likely the model for the heroine of L’Éducation sentimentale (Sentimental Education).

						
					

					
							
							1837

						
							
							More writings, including “Passion et Vertu” (Passion and Virtue), one source of Madame Bovary. First publication.

						
					

					
							
							1838

						
							
							Writes “Mémoires d’un fou” (Memoirs of a Madman), an autobiographical narrative.

						
					

					
							
							1840

						
							
							Receives his baccalaureate degree. Takes a trip to the Pyrenees, Marseille, and Corsica with family friend Dr. Cloquet.

						
					

					
							
							1841

						
							
							Registers as a law student in Paris, while continuing to live at home.

						
					

					
							
							1842

						
							
							Writes Novembre (November), his second autobiographical narrative. Moves to Paris. Passes his first bar exam in December.

						
					

					
							
							1843

						
							
							Becomes friends with Maxime Du Camp. Fails his second bar exam. Begins writing first version of L’Éducation sentimentale. Frequents the salon of Louise Pradier, wife of a sculptor; some aspects of her life will inspire material in Madame Bovary.

						
					

					
							
							1844

						
							
							Falls from a carriage during a seizure, exhibiting the first symptoms of a disease that is most likely a form of epilepsy. Gives up his law studies for good. Family acquires house in Croisset and moves there.

						
					

					
							
							1845

						
							
							Completes first version of L’Éducation sentimentale. He and his family accompany his sister, Caroline, on her honeymoon trip to Italy. In Genoa, he sees and is struck by the painting The Temptation of Saint Anthony by Pieter Brueghel the Younger.

						
					

					
							
							1846

						
							
							Death of his father, then of his sister. Settles at Croisset with his mother and his niece Caroline, whom he will help to raise. During a trip to Paris, meets Louise Colet, who becomes his mistress.

						
					

					
							
							1847

						
							
							Trip to Brittany with Du Camp, an account of which he writes entitled Par les champs et par les grèves (By Fields and Shores).

						
					

					
							
							1848

						
							
							February Revolution; end of July Monarchy, abdication of Louis-Philippe. Flaubert witnesses the “February days” with Louis Bouilhet and Maxime Du Camp. Memories of these scenes will provide material for a later version of L’Éducation sentimentale. First quarrel with Louise Colet. Begins La Tentation de Saint Antoine (The Temptation of Saint Anthony).

						
					

					
							
							1849

						
							
							Reads Saint Antoine aloud to Bouilhet and Du Camp, who do not like it. Departure for the Orient with Du Camp.

						
					

					
							
							1850

						
							
							Travels in Egypt, Beirut, Jerusalem, Constantinople, Greece.

						
					

					
							
							1851

						
							
							Travels in Greece and Italy. Returns to Croisset and begins writing Madame Bovary on September 19.

						
					

					
							
							1854

						
							
							Last friendly correspondence with Louise Colet. Relationship ends.

						
					

					
							
							1856

						
							
							Finishes writing Madame Bovary in March. Publication of the novel in La Revue de Paris in six installments October 1–December 15. Resumes work on Saint Antoine.

						
					

					
							
							1857

						
							
							One-day trial of Flaubert and the editors of the Revue, on charges of offenses against public morality and religion. Acquittal delivered one week later. Publication of Madame Bovary in book form by Michel Lévy in April. Begins his exotic historical romance, Salammbô.

						
					

					
							
							1858

						
							
							Visits Carthage and Tunisia, researching Salammbô.

						
					

					
							
							1859–62

						
							
							Writes Salammbô. Frequent visits to Paris. Salammbô appears in November 1862.

						
					

					
							
							1863

						
							
							Begins correspondence with George Sand; meets Ivan Turgenev.

						
					

					
							
							1864–69

						
							
							Works on L’Éducation sentimentale. Social life includes Princesse Mathilde, Prince Napoléon, the Goncourt brothers, George Sand, Ivan Turgenev.

						
					

					
							
							1866

						
							
							Named Chevalier of the Legion of Honor.

						
					

					
							
							1869

						
							
							Death of Bouilhet. Publication of L’Éducation sentimentale.

						
					

					
							
							1870

						
							
							Embarks on the third version of Saint Antoine. Franco-Prussian War begins. Becomes lieutenant in the Garde Nationale. Prussians stay at Croisset in November.

						
					

					
							
							1871

						
							
							Insurrection in Paris. Sees, socially, Victor Hugo, Théophile Gautier, Alphonse Daudet, Guy de Maupassant, Émile Zola.

						
					

					
							
							1872

						
							
							Death of Flaubert’s mother. Completion of La Tentation de Saint Antoine (third version).

						
					

					
							
							1873

						
							
							Growing friendship with de Maupassant.

						
					

					
							
							1874

						
							
							Publication of La Tentation de Saint Antoine. Flaubert prepares to begin writing Bouvard et Pécuchet.

						
					

					
							
							1875

						
							
							In order to help his niece Caroline and her husband out of a desperate financial situation, Flaubert ruins himself: he will be hard up for the rest of his life. He begins writing the story “La Légende de Saint Julien l’Hospitalier” (The Legend of Saint Julian the Hospitaler).

						
					

					
							
							1876

						
							
							Completes “Saint Julien,” writes “Un Coeur Simple” (A Simple Heart), and begins “Hérodias.” Death of Louise Colet. Death of George Sand.
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							Publication of Trois contes (Three Tales). Flaubert goes back to work on Bouvard et Pécuchet, which will remain unfinished at his death.
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							Awarded an honorary position paying three thousand francs per year, which allows him to survive.
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							May 8, Flaubert dies of a cerebral hemorrhage at age fifty-eight.
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							Publication of the unfinished Bouvard et Pécuchet, along with the Dictionnaire des idées reçues (Dictionary of Accepted Ideas).

						
					

				
			

			
		

	
		
			To

			MARIE-ANTOINE-JULES SÉNARD

			Member of the Paris Bar

			Ex-President of the National Assembly

			and Former Minister of the Interior

			My dear and illustrious friend,

			Allow me to inscribe your name at the very beginning of this book, even before its dedication; for it is to you, above all, that I owe its publication. By its inclusion in your magnificent presentation of my case, this work of mine has acquired for me an unforeseen authority. Accept here, therefore, the homage of my gratitude, which, however great it may be, will never reach the height of your eloquence and your devotion.

			Paris, April 12, 1857      Gustave Flaubert

		

	
		
			TO LOUIS BOUILHET

			
		

	
		
			PART I
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			[1]

			We were in Study Hall, when the Headmaster entered, followed by a new boy dressed in regular clothes and a school servant carrying a large desk. Those who were sleeping woke up, and everyone rose as though taken by surprise while at work.

			The Headmaster motioned us to sit down again; then, turning to the study hall teacher:

			“Monsieur Roger,” he said to him in a low voice, “here is a pupil I am entrusting to your care, he is entering the fifth. If his work and his conduct are deserving, he will be moved up to the seniors, as befits his age.”

			Still standing in the corner, behind the door, so that one could hardly see him, the new boy was a fellow from the country, about fifteen years old, and taller than any of us. His hair was cut straight across the forehead, like a village choirboy’s, his manner sensible and very ill at ease. Although he was not broad in the shoulders, his suit jacket of green cloth with black buttons must have pinched him around the armholes, and it showed, through the vents of its cuffs, red wrists accustomed to being bare. His legs, in blue stockings, emerged from a pair of yellowish pants pulled tight by his suspenders. He wore stout shoes, badly shined, studded with nails.

			We began reciting our lessons. He listened to them, all ears, as attentive as though to a sermon, not daring even to cross his legs or lean on his elbow, and at two o’clock, when the bell rang, the teacher had to tell him, so that he would get in line with us.

			We were in the habit, when we entered the classroom, of throwing our caps on the floor, so that our hands would be free; from the doorsill, we had to hurl them under the bench, in such a way that they struck the wall, making a lot of dust; it was the thing to do.

			But either because he had not noticed this maneuver or because he had not dared go along with it, after the prayer was over, the new boy was still holding his cap on his knees. It was one of those headgears of a composite type, in which one may recognize elements of the busby, the lancer’s shapska, the bowler, the otter-skin cap, and the cotton housecap, one of those sorry things, indeed, whose mute ugliness has depths of expression like the face of an imbecile. Ovoid and splayed with whalebone, it began with three circular sausages; then higher up there followed two rows of lozenges, one of velvet, the other of rabbit fur, separated by a red band; next came a kind of bag ending in a polygon of cardboard embroidered in intricate braid, from which hung, at the end of a long, excessively thin cord, a little crosspiece tassel of gold threads. It was new; the visor shone.

			“Stand up,” said the teacher.

			He stood up: his cap fell. The whole class began to laugh.

			He bent over to pick it up. A boy beside him knocked it down again with a nudge of his elbow; he retrieved it again.

			“Get rid of that helmet of yours,” said the teacher, who was a wit.

			There was a burst of laughter from the class that disconcerted the poor boy, so that he did not know whether he should keep his cap in his hand, leave it on the floor, or put it on his head. He sat down again and laid it on his knees.

			“Stand up,” said the teacher, “and tell me your name.”

			Stammering, the new boy articulated an unintelligible name.

			“Again!”

			The same mumble of syllables was heard, muffled by the hooting of the class.

			“Louder!” shouted the teacher. “Louder!”

			The new boy, summoning an extreme resolve, then opened an inordinately large mouth and bawled at the top of his lungs, as though shouting to someone, the word Charbovari.

			Now an uproar exploded all at once, rose in a crescendo, with outbursts of shrill voices (they howled, they barked, they stamped, they repeated: Charbovari! Charbovari!), then continued in isolated notes, quieting with great difficulty and sometimes resuming suddenly along the line of a bench from which a stifled laugh would start up again here and there, like a half-spent firecracker.

			However, under a rain of penalties, order was gradually restored in the classroom, and the teacher, having managed to grasp the name of Charles
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