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Preface

Some books are read for their stories. Others are remembered for the way they transform the reader's understanding of memory, time, and the inner life. Swann's Way, the opening volume of Marcel Proust's monumental masterpiece In Search of Lost Time, belongs unmistakably to the latter.

First published in 1913, this remarkable novel forever changed the possibilities of modern literature. Rather than relying on dramatic events or rapid action, Proust invites us into the quiet landscape of human consciousness, where memories emerge unexpectedly, emotions linger beneath ordinary moments, and the smallest sensations possess the power to recover an entire world long believed forgotten.

The pages that follow reveal not only the story of Charles Swann and the narrator's childhood in Combray, but also an extraordinary meditation on love, memory, art, jealousy, habit, and the passage of time. Proust demonstrates that our lives are shaped as much by what we remember as by what we experience, and that the past is never truly lost. It survives within us, waiting patiently to be awakened by a familiar fragrance, a forgotten melody, or the taste of something once cherished.

For many readers, Swann's Way is unlike any novel they have encountered before. Its sentences unfold with deliberate elegance, rewarding patience with remarkable psychological depth and emotional insight. Rather than urging the reader to hurry forward, Proust encourages reflection, inviting us to slow our pace and discover the beauty hidden within ordinary existence.

More than a century after its publication, Swann's Way continues to inspire writers, philosophers, artists, and readers across the world. Its influence reaches far beyond literature, offering timeless observations about identity, perception, memory, and the elusive nature of happiness.

This edition seeks to preserve the spirit of Proust's masterpiece while presenting it in a clear and carefully prepared format for contemporary readers. Whether this is your first encounter with Proust or a welcome return to one of literature's greatest achievements, may these pages offer not only an unforgettable reading experience but also a renewed appreciation for the quiet moments that shape every human life.

Every great journey begins with a single page. Swann's Way is the first step into one of the most extraordinary literary voyages ever written.

TOLGA ÇAĞLAYAN
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Chapter One
Combray
I
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For a long time I used to go to bed early. Sometimes my eyes would close so quickly after I had blown out my candle that I had no time even to think, "I am falling asleep." Half an hour later I would wake with the feeling that it was time to go to sleep; I would try to lay aside the book which I imagined was still in my hands and extinguish the light. While asleep I continued reflecting on what I had just been reading, though my thoughts took a somewhat different course. It seemed to me that I myself had become the subject of the book, whether it was a church, a string quartet, or the rivalry between Francis I and Charles V. This illusion lingered for a few moments after I awoke. It did not strike my reason as absurd, but hung over my eyes like a veil, preventing me from realizing that the candle had long since gone out. Then it gradually became incomprehensible, just as thoughts belonging to a previous existence become unknowable after the transmigration of the soul. The subject of the book detached itself from me, and I was free to dwell upon it or dismiss it. At the same moment my sight returned, and I was astonished to find around me a gentle darkness that rested not only my eyes but, perhaps even more, my mind. My mind perceived that darkness as something without cause, mysterious, truly dark. I wondered what time it might be. The whistle of a distant train, like the song of a bird deep within a forest, emphasized the remoteness of things and evoked the vastness of the deserted countryside. I imagined the traveler hurrying across the fields toward the nearby station, and thought that the little road he followed would remain forever engraved upon his memory because of the excitement born of unfamiliar places, unusual movement, the conversation that had just ended, the farewells exchanged beneath a stranger's lamp that still lingered in the silence of the night, and the peaceful homecoming that awaited him.

I buried my cheek affectionately in the soft, youthful cheek of my pillow, as plump and tender as the cheeks of childhood. I struck a match to look at my watch. It was almost midnight. Like the sick traveler who, forced to spend the night in an unfamiliar inn, wakes in pain and rejoices at the strip of light beneath the door. What happiness, morning has already come! The servants will soon be awake and will come to his aid when he rings. The hope that his suffering will end gives him the strength to endure it. Then he hears footsteps. They come nearer, then fade away. The strip of light beneath the door disappears. It is midnight. The gas lamps have been extinguished, the last servant has gone to bed, and he must endure his suffering helplessly until morning.

I would fall asleep again, waking only for a second or two at a time, just long enough to hear the woodwork creak as though it were alive, to open my eyes upon the kaleidoscope of darkness, and, in a fleeting flash of consciousness, to taste the sleep that enveloped the furniture, the room, and the whole of which I myself was only a tiny part, before immediately sinking once more into its insensibility. At times, in my sleep, I would effortlessly return to the earliest years of my life, to an age forever lost, reliving one of my childish fears, such as the fear I knew until the day my hair was cut, an event that marked the beginning of a new period in my life, the fear that my greatuncle would pull my curls. While asleep I had forgotten that my hair had been cut, but the moment I managed to awaken in order to escape my greatuncle, I remembered it at once. Before slipping back into the world of dreams, however, I would take the precaution of burying my head deep in my pillow.

Sometimes, in my sleep, a woman would be born from the awkward position of my leg, just as Eve sprang from Adam's rib. I imagined that the pleasure I was about to experience was being offered to me by this woman, who had herself taken shape from pleasure. Feeling my warmth within her body, my own body longed to unite with hers, and then I awoke. Compared with the woman from whom I had parted only a moment before, everyone else seemed infinitely distant. I could still feel the warmth of her kiss upon my cheek, and my body seemed crushed beneath the weight of hers. If, as sometimes happened, this woman bore the features of someone I had known in life, my whole being would devote itself to a single desire, to find her again, like those who travel in the hope of seeing with their own eyes a city they have long dreamed of, believing they will discover in reality the enchantment they have imagined. Little by little her memory would fade, and I would forget the girl of my dream.

The sleeper is surrounded by a ring composed of the succession of hours, the order of years, and the sequence of worlds. On waking, he instinctively consults them and, in an instant, reads from them where he is upon the earth and how much time has passed since he fell asleep. Yet those sequences may become confused; there may be gaps and interruptions. If, after lying awake through the night, he falls asleep toward dawn in some most unusual position, a book still in his hand, the arm suspended in the air is enough to halt and turn back the sun. When he awakens, he no longer knows the hour and imagines that he has only just gone to bed. If he has dozed off in an even stranger posture, perhaps sitting in an armchair after dinner, then the worlds, thrown from their orbits, will be utterly disordered, and the enchanted chair will carry him at full speed through time and space. The moment he opens his eyes, he will believe that he had gone to bed months before, in another country. Yet even in my own bed, a deep sleep that completely relaxed my mind was enough to detach it from the place where I had fallen asleep. When I awoke in the middle of the night and could no longer remember where I was, at first I did not even know who I was. I possessed only the barest sensation of existence, primitive and elemental, perhaps such as stirs within an animal. I was more helpless than a cavedweller. Then memory returned, not yet the memory of the place where I lay, but of several places where I had lived before and where I might still have been. Like a helping hand stretched down from heaven to draw me out of a void from which I could never have escaped alone, those memories came back to me. In a single second I crossed the centuries of civilization, and the dim, wavering images of oil lamps, followed by those of shirts with turneddown collars, gradually restored the essential features of my identity.

Perhaps the immobility of the objects around us is simply the inevitable consequence of our certainty that they are themselves and not something else, of the fact that our thought remains fixed before them. Whatever the explanation, it is certain that whenever I awoke in this fashion, my mind struggled in vain to discover where I was. Objects, countries, years, everything revolved in the darkness that surrounded me. My body, too numb to move, sought to determine the position of its limbs from the shape that weariness had imposed upon them. From this it tried to infer the direction of the walls, the arrangement of the furniture, reconstructing and naming the room in which it lay. The memory of my body, the memory stored in my ribs, my knees, my shoulders, presented one room after another in which I had slept. Meanwhile the invisible walls, shifting according to the imagined shape of each room, revolved like a spinning top through the pitchblack darkness. Before my mind, lingering upon the threshold between different times and forms, had gathered enough details to recognize the room, my body recalled, for each room in turn, the kind of bed, the position of the doors, whether the windows admitted light, whether there was a corridor beyond, and even the thoughts that had occupied my mind as I fell asleep there and returned again upon waking. The numb side on which I lay, trying to discover its bearings, imagined itself stretched out facing the wall in a great bed beneath a canopy. At once I would think, "How extraordinary! I have fallen asleep even though Mother never came to wish me good night," and I imagined myself in the country house of my grandfather, who had died many years before. My body and the side upon which I lay, faithful guardians of a past my mind ought never to have forgotten, recalled the flame of the Bohemian glass lamp, shaped like a great jar and suspended from the ceiling by slender chains, and the Siena marble fireplace in my bedroom at my grandparents' house in Combray. Though I could not yet picture them clearly, I remembered them as they had been in those distant days which, at that moment, I mistook for the present and which I would see more distinctly once I had fully awakened.

Then the memory of another position would arise, and the wall would suddenly slip away in another direction. I was in my room at Madame de SaintLoup's country house. Good heavens, it must be at least ten o'clock; dinner must already be over. I had allowed myself to sleep far longer than intended after returning from my customary walk with Madame de SaintLoup, before putting on my evening clothes. Many years had passed since those days at Combray when, even after our latest walks, I could still see the crimson reflection of the setting sun upon my windowpanes. At Madame de SaintLoup's house at Tansonville, life followed another rhythm. My pleasures now consisted in going out at night and walking by moonlight along roads where I had once played beneath the sun. The room in which I imagined I had fallen asleep before dressing for dinner was the very room whose lamp, the only beacon in the darkness, I had seen shining from afar as we returned from our walk.

Those whirling, confused memories never lasted more than a few seconds. During that brief uncertainty as to where I was, I could no more distinguish one conjecture from another than, when watching a galloping horse, we can separate the successive positions shown by a zoetrope. Yet I had caught sight of one or another of all the rooms in which I had slept throughout my life, and, in the long reveries that followed my awakening, I would remember them all in turn. There were the winter rooms, where one buried oneself in a nest laboriously built, after the manner of birds, from the most unrelated things imaginable: the corner of a pillow, the edge of a quilt, the end of a shawl, the side of the bed, and an issue of the Débats Roses, all firmly pressed together as though riveted into place. In freezing weather, we delighted in being cut off from the outside world, like the sea swallow that builds its nest at the end of an underground passage in the warmth of the earth. Since the fire burned all night in the grate, the room was wrapped in a vast mantle of warm, smoky air, pierced only by the sudden glow of fresh embers. We slept within an intangible alcove, a warm cave hollowed out in the middle of the room, surrounded by a current of heated air whose shifting boundaries were stirred by cool drafts blowing from the corners, from regions near the window or far from the fireplace. Then there were the summer rooms, where one loved to feel united with the mild night, where the moonlight, resting upon the halfopen shutters, stretched its enchanted staircase to the foot of the bed, and where one slept almost in the open air, like a titmouse swaying at the tip of a sunbeam in the breeze. There was, too, the cheerful Louis XVI room, in which I had not felt especially unhappy even on the first night, its slender, graceful columns gently setting apart the place where the bed stood.

Then, by contrast, there was the little room whose pyramidal ceiling rose to twice the height of an ordinary one, part of its walls paneled in mahogany. From the very first moment I felt inwardly poisoned by the scent of vetiver, oppressed by the hostility of its purple curtains and by the insolent indifference of the clock, which chattered noisily as though I were not there. A strange, merciless standing mirror, set diagonally across one corner, carved out an unexpected, naked space in the familiar harmony of my surroundings. My mind would struggle for hours, stretching itself upward, breaking itself apart in an effort to adapt to the room's shape and fill that enormous funnel to its summit. I lay in bed with my eyes fixed upon the ceiling, my ears filled with uneasiness, my nostrils offended, my heart beating fast, until habit at last transformed the color of the curtains, silenced the clock, taught me to forgive the slanting, pitiless mirror, concealed, if it could not entirely banish, the scent of vetiver, and brought the ceiling perceptibly lower. Habit! That skillful yet slowmoving arranger, which allows our minds to suffer for weeks within a temporary disorder, yet without which, confined to their own resources, they could never provide us with a dwelling fit to live in, and which, for all its delays, we are always glad to welcome.

By then I would certainly have awakened completely. My body would have turned for the last time, and the good angel of certainty would have stilled the objects revolving around me, placed me once more beneath the covers in my own room, and restored my bedside table, my writing desk, my fireplace, the window overlooking the street, and the two doors to more or less their proper places. Yet however well I knew that I was not in any of those rooms whose existence, though it could not instantly present them to me in a clear image, the bewilderment of waking had nevertheless persuaded me might still be real, my memory had already been set in motion. I did not usually try to fall asleep again at once. Instead, I spent much of the night recalling the life we had once lived in Combray, at my greataunt's house, at Balbec, in Paris, in Doncières, in Venice, and in so many other places; remembering those places, the people I had known there, my own impressions of them, and what others had told me.

At Combray, long before the hour arrived when I would have to leave my mother and grandmother and go to bed without them, my bedroom had already become the fixed and painful center of all my anxieties. On evenings when they found me especially unhappy, they had made a habit, before dinner, of placing a magic lantern over my lamp. Like the greatest architects and glassmakers of the Gothic age, it transformed the dull walls into a fleeting stainedglass window, filling them with shifting halos, brilliant supernatural colors, and scenes drawn from ancient legends. Yet it only increased my sorrow, for even that strange light destroyed the habit that alone made my room bearable apart from the torment of going to bed. I no longer recognized it, and felt as uneasy as though, having stepped down from a train, I had found myself for the first time in the room of some unfamiliar hotel or mountain chalet.

Golo emerged from the dark green, velvety triangular grove upon the hillside, mounted on his horse, whose jerky gait betrayed the evil purpose of its rider, and advanced by little leaps toward the castle of poor Geneviève of Brabant. The castle itself had been cut into a rounded shape to fit the oval pane of glass set into the lantern's grooved frame. Only a fragment of its wall was visible, before which stretched a broad heath where Geneviève stood dreaming, her blue girdle about her waist. The castle and the heath were yellow, yet I knew their color before I even saw them, for the warm, golden resonance of the name Brabant had already revealed it to me. Golo would pause for a moment, listening mournfully to the tale my greataunt read aloud, seeming to understand it perfectly and adapting his movements, with a dignity that was not without grandeur, to the events of the story. Then, with the same abrupt motions, he would continue on his way. Nothing could interrupt the heavy progress of his horse. Even if the lantern itself was moved, I would see Golo's horse continue its advance across the window curtains, swelling over their folds and sinking into their hollows. Golo's own body, no less supernatural than that of his horse, overcame every material obstacle in its path by absorbing whatever object stood before it into its own substance. Even when he encountered the brass door handle, his crimson robe, or his pale face, forever noble and melancholy and betraying not the slightest surprise at this extraordinary transformation, would instantly spread over its surface before gliding past it with the same invincible composure.

Those luminous images, which seemed to have come down from the age of the Merovingians and filled the room around me with the echoes of so ancient a history, certainly possessed a kind of enchantment. Yet I cannot describe how deeply disturbed I was by this sudden invasion of mystery and beauty into a room that, through long familiarity, had become so completely absorbed into my own being that I scarcely noticed it any more than I noticed myself. Once habit's soothing influence had vanished, I began engaging in the saddest of occupations: thinking and feeling. The handle of my bedroom door, whose use had become almost instinctive, so familiar that it seemed to move of its own accord without any help from me and was therefore unlike every other door handle in the world, suddenly became nothing more than an ornament adorning Golo. The moment the dinner bell rang, I hurried into the dining room, where the great chandelier, which knew nothing of Golo or Bluebeard but was well acquainted with my father, my mother, and the boiled beef, shed its accustomed light. I threw myself into my mother's arms, dearer to me than ever because of the misfortunes of Geneviève of Brabant. Meanwhile, Golo's crimes made me examine my own conscience with even greater severity.

Soon after dinner I was obliged, unhappily, to leave my mother while she remained talking with the others, either in the garden if the weather was fine or in the little drawing room when it was not. In bad weather everyone came indoors except my grandmother, who considered it almost sinful, while one was in the country, to remain shut up inside the house. She was forever arguing with my father because, on rainy days, he would not allow me to stay outdoors but sent me to my room to read. "That is no way to make a child sturdy and energetic," she would say sadly. "The poor little fellow must strengthen both his body and his will." My father merely shrugged his shoulders and consulted the barometer, for he delighted in meteorology. My mother, careful not to disturb him, looked at him with affectionate respect, though never for very long, since she had no wish to penetrate the mystery of his superior wisdom. My grandmother, on the other hand, could be seen outside in every kind of weather, even when the rain poured down in torrents and Françoise hurriedly carried the precious wicker chairs indoors to keep them from being soaked. She would throw back her white hair so that her forehead might be fully exposed to the wholesome influence of the wind and rain. "At last, we can breathe!" she would exclaim, walking with quick, uneven little steps along the rainsoaked, treelined paths which the new gardener, utterly lacking in any feeling for nature and forever questioned by my father as to whether the weather might improve, had laid out in a symmetry my grandmother found intolerable. The rhythm of her walk was never dictated by such concerns as avoiding the mud that splashed her deep purple skirt from hem to waist and drove the housemaid to despair after every shower. It was governed instead by the exhilaration of the storm, her conviction of the virtues of vigorous living, her anxiety over my foolish upbringing, and her indignation at the artificial symmetry imposed upon the garden.

When these walks took place after dinner, there was only one thing capable of persuading my grandmother to come indoors. As she passed at regular intervals before the little drawing room, whose lights shone upon the table where the liqueurs had been arranged, like an insect circling a lamp, my greataunt would call to her, "Bathilde! Come and stop your husband from drinking brandy!" My greataunt, merely to tease my grandmother, who had brought into my father's family a spirit so unlike that of everyone else that they never tired of making sport of her, really would persuade my grandfather, to whom alcohol was forbidden, to take a few sips. Poor Grandmother would come in and implore her husband not to taste the brandy. Grandfather would grow impatient, drink it all the same, and Grandmother would return to the garden saddened and discouraged, yet still smiling. She was so humble and so full of love that her indifference to herself and to her own suffering, beside the affection she lavished upon others, always gathered into a smile that, unlike the smiles seen upon most faces, mocked only herself, while her eyes, capable of looking upon those she loved only with tenderness and devotion, seemed almost to send them a kiss.

The little torment my greataunt inflicted upon her, my grandmother's hopeless struggle to take the glass from my grandfather's hand, her useless entreaties and helpless resignation, became, in time, one of those spectacles to which habit accustoms us, until we even look upon them with amusement and deliberately side with the tormentor in order to persuade ourselves that they are no torment at all. But then they filled me with such horror that I longed to strike my greataunt. Yet no sooner had I heard the words, "Bathilde! Come and stop your husband from drinking brandy!" than I underwent that shameful transformation into the sort of grown man we all eventually become whenever we are confronted with suffering and injustice. I refused to witness it. Bursting into tears, I fled to the very top of the house, to the little room beside the study beneath the roof, fragrant with irises. Through the halfopen window a flowering branch of wild currant, springing from between the stones of the outer wall, filled the room with its perfume. Although this room had in fact been intended for a far more ordinary purpose, and from its window one could even see the towers of the château of RoussainvillelePin, it served me for many years as a sanctuary for every occupation requiring inviolable solitude, because it was the only room I was allowed to lock: reading, dreaming, weeping, and the first stirrings of sensuality.

Alas, during those endless afternoon and evening walks, whenever we saw my grandmother passing before us again and again, her beautiful face slightly inclined and lifted toward the sky, her lined dark cheeks, which advancing age had turned almost purple like an autumn field after the plough, divided by the veil she always lifted a little when going outdoors, and upon which traces of involuntary tears, caused either by the cold or by some melancholy thought, were forever drying, I did not know that what grieved and troubled her was not my grandfather's little breaches of his prescribed diet, but rather my own weakness of will, my frail health, and the shadow these cast over my future.

As I went upstairs to bed, my one consolation was knowing that Mother would come to kiss me once I was in bed. But that goodnight kiss lasted so briefly, and she went downstairs again so quickly, that the moment I heard her coming up, followed by the rustle of her blue muslin garden dress with its little plaited straw cords in the doubledoored corridor, became for me a moment of anguish. It announced the moment that would inevitably follow, when she would leave my room and return downstairs. Thus I came to wish that the kiss I loved so dearly might be delayed as long as possible, that the peaceful interval before her arrival might be prolonged. Sometimes, when she had kissed me and was already opening the door to leave, I longed to call her back and say, "Give me one more kiss." But I knew that her face would instantly grow stern, for the concession she made in coming upstairs to kiss me and bringing me this kiss of reassurance already displeased my father, who considered such ceremonies absurd. Far from allowing me to form the habit of asking for another kiss when she had reached the threshold, Mother hoped to free me altogether from these goodnight kisses, from this need, from this habit. To see her displeased would have destroyed all the comfort I had found only a moment earlier in that loving face, which she had bent over my bed as though offering me the consecrated Host at Communion, so that with my lips I might draw from it her true presence and the power to fall asleep. Yet even those evenings, when Mother remained in my room only for so short a time, were delightful compared with the evenings when, because we had guests for dinner, she did not come upstairs at all to wish me good night.

Our guests were generally limited to Monsieur Swann, almost the only person, apart from a few strangers who happened to be staying nearby for a short time, ever to visit our house at Combray. Our neighbor, Monsieur Swann, would sometimes come to dinner, though less often since he had contracted that unfortunate marriage, for my parents refused to receive his wife, and at other times he would arrive unexpectedly after dinner. On evenings when we sat around the iron table beneath the great chestnut tree before the house, whenever we heard not the harsh, metallic, neverending clatter of the household bell, set in motion by one of the family entering through the garden gate without ringing, but the timid, mellow double peal of the visitors' bell, everyone immediately asked, "A visitor? Who can it be?" Though we knew perfectly well it could only be Monsieur Swann. My greataunt, lest her actions contradict her words, would speak loudly in a tone she tried to make sound natural, telling us not to whisper among ourselves, since it was most disagreeable for a visitor to imagine we might be saying things he ought not to hear. My grandmother, dispatched as our scout to the front gate, was always delighted, partly because it gave her an excuse for another walk through the garden, and partly because she took advantage of the opportunity to loosen, as she passed, a few of the stakes that held the young rose bushes unnaturally upright, just as a mother smooths and ruffles the hair that a barber has plastered too neatly upon her son's head.

We all waited motionless for my grandmother to return with news of the enemy, as though there might have been a whole army of possible intruders. Presently my grandfather would say, "That's Swann's voice. I know it." Indeed, we recognized him chiefly by his voice, for in the dim light, kept deliberately low in the garden to discourage mosquitoes, we could scarcely distinguish his aquiline nose, his green eyes, or the broad forehead framed by reddish blond hair brushed in the manner of Bressant. I would quietly slip indoors to tell the servants to bring the syrups, a matter to which my grandmother attached great importance, believing it more courteous that the syrups should not appear to be a special refreshment served only when visitors were present.

Though Monsieur Swann was much younger than my grandfather, they were very close friends. It was said that Swann's father, who had been one of my grandfather's dearest companions during his lifetime, was a man of remarkable gifts, though somewhat eccentric, whose enthusiasm could suddenly falter over the smallest trifle and whose thoughts would unexpectedly change direction. At table my grandfather often repeated the same stories about old Monsieur Swann after the death of his wife, whose bedside he had scarcely left day or night during her final illness. Having not seen his friend for some time, my grandfather had hurried to the Swann estate near Combray. Finding Monsieur Swann in tears, unwilling to witness the moment when his wife's body was placed in the coffin, Grandfather persuaded him to leave the death chamber for a little while. They took a short walk through the garden beneath a pale sun. Suddenly Monsieur Swann slipped his arm through my grandfather's and exclaimed, "Ah, my old friend, what happiness it is to walk with you in such beautiful weather! Aren't all these trees, these hawthorns, that lake of yours which you never seem to admire, aren't they all beautiful? You look so melancholy. Do you feel this gentle breeze? Oh, whatever anyone may say, life still has its pleasures, my dear Amédée!"

Then, all at once, he remembered his dead wife, and perhaps deciding that it would be far too difficult to understand how such happiness had overtaken him at such a moment, he merely stroked his forehead with his hand and rubbed the lenses of his pincenez, exactly as he always did whenever confronted by a question too complicated to answer. Even so, he never truly recovered from his grief. During the two years that remained to him, he would often say to my grandfather, "How strange. I think of my poor wife very often, yet only a little at a time."

"Often, but only a little at a time," as poor Swann used to say, became one of my grandfather's favorite expressions, and he applied it to the most varied situations. For my own part, I considered Swann's father something of a monster. But my grandfather, whose judgment I trusted far more than my own, and whose verdicts possessed for me the force of a court's decision, teaching me to forgive faults that I might otherwise have condemned in later life, would always reply, "Nonsense! He was an angel of a man."

Monsieur Swann himself, especially before his marriage, had for many years been a frequent visitor at Combray. Yet my greataunt, my grandmother, and my grandfather never for a moment imagined that he did not in the least belong to the social circle in which his family had once moved. With the complete innocence of respectable innkeepers who unknowingly give shelter to a notorious brigand, they never suspected that the man whose true identity was concealed from us, as it were, behind the familiar name of Swann, was in reality one of the most distinguished members of the Jockey Club, the intimate friend of the Count of Paris and the Prince of Wales, and one of the most soughtafter figures in the highest society of the Faubourg SaintGermain.

Our ignorance of the brilliant world in which Swann moved sprang partly from his own reserved and discreet character, but also from the way the bourgeoisie of that time imagined society. They pictured it as a kind of India made up of closed castes, in which every man, from birth, found himself permanently installed in the rank occupied by his family, unable to penetrate a higher order except through some extraordinary profession or an unexpected marriage. Swann's father had been a stockbroker, and "young Swann" therefore belonged for life to a caste in which fortunes circulated only within a certain range of incomes, much as taxpayers belong to fixed fiscal categories. Since everyone knew with whom his father associated, everyone likewise knew with whom Swann himself was supposed to associate and with whom it was considered proper for him to maintain relations. If he happened to know anyone outside that circle, such acquaintances were dismissed as youthful friendships. Old family friends, such as my parents, politely overlooked them, especially since, after being orphaned, Monsieur Swann had continued, with exemplary fidelity, to visit us. Yet we would readily have wagered that these friends of his, whom we had never met, were precisely the sort of people he would have been ashamed to acknowledge had he encountered them in our presence.

If one had insisted upon assigning Swann a social standing among the other sons of stockbrokers of his own rank, it would probably have been considered slightly below average, because he was a remarkably simple man and had long displayed what people called an excessive passion for antiques and paintings. He now lived in an old mansion where he had piled up his collections, a house my grandmother greatly wished to see but which stood on the Quai d'Orléans, a neighborhood my greataunt regarded as beneath respectable people. "Are you really an expert in those things? I ask only for your own good. Those dealers must be selling you forged pictures," she would say to Swann. She imagined that he was no authority on anything. She valued him very little intellectually as well, for although he carefully avoided serious subjects in conversation and was capable of giving recipes with painstaking attention to the smallest detail, when my grandmother's sisters ventured into discussions of art he displayed what seemed to them an almost embarrassingly literal concern for certainty.

Whenever they pressed him to give his opinion of a painting or to pronounce whether he admired it, Swann would lapse into a silence that might almost have seemed discourteous. Yet he would redeem himself by providing some concrete piece of information, such as the museum in which the picture hung or the date on which it had been painted. More often, however, at each visit he contented himself with amusing us by recounting some recent incident involving people we all knew, the pharmacist at Combray, our cook, or our coachman. These stories invariably made my greataunt laugh, though it was difficult to know whether she laughed at the ridiculous role Swann always assigned himself in them or simply at the wit with which he told them. "You really are impossible, Monsieur Swann," she would exclaim.

Since my greataunt was the only member of our family with anything approaching vulgarity, she never failed, whenever Swann's name arose before outsiders, to mention that he might easily have lived on the Boulevard Haussmann or the Avenue de l'Opéra, that he had inherited at least four or five million from his father, Monsieur Swann, and that he had nevertheless taken it into his head to indulge in the odd whim of living where he did. She found this eccentricity so irresistibly amusing that whenever Monsieur Swann came to visit her in Paris at New Year, bringing his customary box of candied chestnuts, and there happened to be other guests present, she would invariably say, "Tell me, Monsieur Swann, do you still live near the Wine Depot so that you won't miss your train to Lyon?" Then she would glance over the top of her pincenez toward the other guests.

Yet had anyone told my greataunt that this Swann, who, as the son of a stockbroker, had every right to be entertained in the houses of the most respectable notaries and solicitors of Paris, a privilege he rather neglected, led a second, secret life; that after leaving our house and assuring us he was returning home to bed in Paris, he would no sooner turn the corner than alter his course and make his way to drawing rooms no stockbroker or partner in a brokerage house had ever even glimpsed from afar, she would never have believed it. To a more cultivated woman, the thought that Aristaeus, after conversing with her, might pass into the kingdom of Thetis, that invisible realm where, as Virgil tells us, he was joyfully welcomed, would scarcely have seemed more astonishing. Or, to use a comparison more likely to occur to my greataunt herself, it would have appeared as marvelous as if Ali Baba, whose image adorned the dessert plates at Combray, had dined at her own table and then, once alone, disappeared into the dazzling cavern filled with unimaginable treasures.

One day Swann came to visit us after dining in Paris and apologized for wearing evening dress. When, after he had left, Françoise announced that she had learned from the coachman that Swann had dined "at the house of a princess," my greataunt, without raising her eyes from her knitting, merely shrugged her shoulders and replied with calm irony, "Yes, the princess of some elegant courtesans, no doubt."

Accordingly, my greataunt treated Swann with a certain rudeness. She considered that he ought to regard our invitations as a favor and thought it only natural that in summer he should always arrive carrying a basket of peaches or raspberries from his garden, and that after every journey to Italy he should bring me photographs of the masterpieces of art he had seen there.

Guests who were considered sufficiently important to be presented to newcomers at our house were invited to our more distinguished dinners, while Swann, judged unworthy of such an honor, was left off the list. Yet whenever a recipe for sauce gribiche or a pineapple salad was needed, no one hesitated to send for him. If the conversation turned to the princes of the French royal family, my greataunt would say to Swann, who might very well have had a letter from Twickenham in his pocket, "People whom neither you nor I shall ever meet, and whom, in any case, we should never wish to meet, isn't that so, Monsieur?" On evenings when one of my grandmother's sisters sang, she would have Swann move the piano or turn the pages for her, treating a man who was eagerly sought after elsewhere with the innocent carelessness of a child playing with a precious ornament as though it were some cheap trinket.

The Swann whom so many clubmen knew was certainly very different from the Swann who existed in my greataunt's imagination: the Swann who emerged from the darkness beside my grandmother whenever the timid double ring of the bell announced his arrival in our little garden at Combray, whom we recognized only by his voice, and upon whom she had unconsciously grafted everything she knew about the Swann family, thereby creating an indistinct, almost mythical figure. Yet, even in the smallest details of life, a person is never a single, material whole, identical for everyone, to be examined as one might examine a legal contract or a will. Our social personality is something fashioned by the thoughts of others. Even the simple act that we call "seeing someone we know" is in large part an intellectual process. We fill the visible appearance of that person with everything we know about him, and within the image we form, those ideas unquestionably occupy more room than the features themselves. They fit so perfectly into the fullness of his cheeks, follow the line of his nose with such unfailing precision, blend so harmoniously with the sound of his voice, as though it were only a transparent covering, that each time we look upon his face or hear him speak, what we truly perceive is the sum of those ideas.

All the countless associations of Swann's fashionable life, which enabled other people to discern in the elegant curve of his aquiline nose the very sign and natural boundary of his distinction, were absent from the Swann fashioned by my family, simply because they knew nothing of them. But this very ignorance allowed them to fill that broad and otherwise empty face, unmarked by any visible prestige, those underestimated eyes, with the pleasant residue, half memory and half forgetfulness, left by our quiet life as neighbors in the country, by the idle evenings spent after our weekly dinners around the card table or in the garden. The physical shell of our friend had become so completely filled with that residue, together with a few recollections of his family, that this Swann had become a complete and living being in his own right. Now, whenever my memory journeys back from the Swann whom I later came to know accurately and in detail to that first Swann, who still contains all the charming misconceptions of my childhood, who resembles less the later Swann than the other people I knew at that period, as though the portraits belonging to the same room in a museum shared a common family likeness and the same tones, that first Swann overflowing with leisure and repose, carrying with him the fragrance of the great chestnut tree, baskets of raspberries, and a pinch of tarragon, I have the strange impression that I am leaving one person behind in order to visit another.

One day, however, when my grandmother went to ask a favor of the Marquise de Villeparisis, whom she had met at the SacréCœur and toward whom they had both felt an instinctive sympathy, though neither had sought to cultivate the acquaintance because of our family's notions of caste, the Marquise, herself a member of the famous Bouillon family, remarked, "I believe you know Monsieur Swann well. He is a close friend of my nephews, the Laumes." My grandmother returned from this visit in transports of delight, not only because Madame de Villeparisis had recommended an apartment overlooking a garden, but because she had also stopped at the waistcoatmaker's shop in the courtyard to have her skirt mended after it had been torn on the staircase. She had been enchanted by both the tailor and his daughter. The girl, she declared, was a jewel, and the waistcoatmaker the most distinguished and delightful man she had ever met. For, in my grandmother's eyes, true distinction was something entirely independent of social rank. She had admired one of the waistcoatmaker's replies so much that she exclaimed to my mother, "Madame de Sévigné herself could not have expressed it better!" By contrast, she spoke of one of Madame de Villeparisis's own nephews, whom she had met in the house, by saying, "My dear, what a vulgar man!"

Yet the Marquise's remark about Swann had not, in my greataunt's eyes, elevated Swann; instead, it had diminished Madame de Villeparisis. It was as though the respect we felt for the Marquise, founded upon my grandmother's opinion of her, obliged her in return to behave in a manner worthy of that respect, and by acknowledging Swann and permitting her relatives to associate with him she had failed in that obligation. "What! She knows Swann? And you were telling us she was related to Marshal MacMahon!"

The opinions my family held concerning Swann's acquaintances seemed only to be confirmed later by his marriage to a woman whom they regarded as little better than a courtesan. Swann never attempted to introduce her to us. He continued to visit our house alone, though less and less frequently, and my family imagined that from this woman they could judge the society in which he habitually moved, believing, of course, that it was there he had found the wife he eventually married.

Once, my grandfather read in the newspaper that Monsieur Swann was among the most faithful guests at the Sunday luncheons given by the Duke of X..., whose father and uncle had ranked among the most distinguished statesmen of the reign of LouisPhilippe. My grandfather was passionately fond of those little details and private anecdotes that made it possible, at least in imagination, to penetrate the domestic lives of such men as Molé, the Duke of Pasquier, or the Duke of Broglie. He was delighted to learn that Swann was acquainted with people who had known them. My greataunt, on the contrary, drew from the report an entirely unfavorable conclusion about Swann. In her eyes, anyone who sought his acquaintances outside the caste into which he had been born, beyond the limits of his own social rank, had undergone a deplorable decline. Such people appeared to her to renounce, in a single stroke, all the precious fruits of those honorable family connections which prudent households carefully cultivated and preserved for their children. Indeed, my greataunt had once broken off relations with the son of a notary who had long been among our acquaintances merely because he had married a princess; to her, this signified that he had abandoned the respectable station of a notary's son in order to descend into the class of adventurers, among whom she numbered even those former valets and grooms upon whom queens were reputed, from time to time, to bestow their favors.

She therefore condemned my grandfather's intention of questioning Swann, the next time he dined with us, about these newly discovered acquaintances. My grandmother's two unmarried sisters, who possessed the same nobility of spirit as their sister but not her cast of mind, declared that they could not understand how their brotherinlaw found any pleasure in discussing such trivialities. Their aspirations were always directed toward loftier things, and for that reason, although such anecdotes might possess historical interest, they seemed to them little better than gossip; they were incapable of concerning themselves with anything that bore no direct relation to beauty or to virtue. Their minds were so completely indifferent to everything that could even remotely be connected with society that, whenever the conversation at dinner drifted toward frivolous subjects, or merely toward practical and material matters, and the two old ladies found themselves unable to introduce the themes they loved, their sense of hearing, perceiving its temporary uselessness, appeared to place its own organs in a state of repose, as though at the beginning of a genuine atrophy. If my grandfather wished to recall their attention at such moments, he was obliged to employ the same physical stimuli that alienists resort to in cases of pathological absentmindedness: striking the rim of a glass repeatedly with the blade of a knife while calling them sharply by name and fixing them with an insistent gaze, those somewhat violent methods which psychiatrists often carry over into their everyday dealings with perfectly sane people, whether from force of professional habit or because they secretly suspect everyone of being a little mad.

The day before Swann was expected to dine with us, he once sent my greataunts a case of Asti wine, and on that same day my aunt, pointing out to us in an issue of Le Figaro the words "From the collection of Monsieur Charles Swann" printed beside the title of a painting exhibited at the Corot exhibition, exclaimed, "There, you see, Swann's name has appeared in Le Figaro." "I have always maintained that he was a man of taste," said my grandmother. "Naturally," replied my greataunt, "your only concern is always to hold an opinion different from ours." Knowing perfectly well that my grandmother never agreed with her, and never being altogether certain that the rest of us sided with her either, my greataunt sought to compel our solidarity by condemning my grandmother's opinions en bloc. We, however, preferred to remain silent. When my grandmother's two sisters announced their intention of mentioning the notice in Le Figaro to Swann, my greataunt advised them not to do so. Whenever she discovered in another person some advantage that she herself did not possess, however trifling, she immediately persuaded herself that it was no advantage at all but rather a misfortune, so that, instead of envying its possessor, she might compassionately pity him. "I do not think he would care to have it mentioned; if my own name were printed so conspicuously in a newspaper, I should find it exceedingly embarrassing, and I certainly should not feel flattered by anyone speaking of it." In truth, my greataunt did not insist very strongly, for my greataunts, through fear of seeming vulgar, had carried to such perfection the art of concealing personal allusions beneath elaborate circumlocutions that, more often than not, even the person concerned failed to perceive that he had been alluded to.

As for my mother, the only thing she wished was to persuade my father to say a few words to Swann, not about his wife, but about the daughter whom he adored and whom, according to common report, he had married for her sake. "You need only mention her in passing, ask how she is; it must be something that causes him such pain." But my father flushed. "Really, my dear! What a ridiculous notion. It would be absurd."

Yet Swann's visits were a source of painful anxiety for one member of the household alone, and that was myself, because on evenings when we had company, even if the company consisted solely of Monsieur Swann, my mother did not come upstairs to my room. I always dined before the others, then remained at table until eight o'clock, the hour when I was expected to go upstairs. On such evenings, the precious, fragile kiss which my mother ordinarily entrusted to me beside my bed, at the very moment when I was falling asleep, had to be carried from the dining room to my bedroom, and I was obliged to preserve it while undressing, without disturbing its gentle sweetness or allowing its delicate virtue to disperse and evaporate. Worse still, on the very evenings when I most needed to receive that kiss with the utmost care, I was forced to snatch it hastily, almost by stealth, before everyone else's eyes, and I had neither the time nor the liberty to dwell attentively upon what I was doing, as those afflicted by obsessive doubts strive, when shutting a door, to think of nothing but the act itself, so that afterward they may successfully resist their morbid uncertainty by recalling the precise memory of having closed it.

When the hesitant double peal of the bell was heard, we were all in the garden. Although we knew it was Swann, everyone looked at the others inquisitively, and my grandmother was dispatched to verify it. My grandfather advised his sistersinlaw, "Don't forget to thank him properly for the wine he sent; you know the wine is excellent, and the case is a very generous one." "Don't begin whispering," said my greataunt. "There is nothing more disagreeable than arriving at a house where everyone immediately lowers their voice." "Ah, here is Monsieur Swann. Let us ask him whether the weather will be fine tomorrow," said my father. My mother imagined that a single word from her would entirely efface the sorrow which, since his marriage, Swann had suffered at the hands of our family. At one moment she found an opportunity to draw him aside. I followed after them, for the thought that, unlike on other evenings, I should presently have to leave my mother in the dining room and go upstairs without the consolation of knowing that she would come later to kiss me made me unwilling to be separated from her by so much as a single step. "Monsieur Swann," my mother said, "do tell me a little about your daughter; I am sure she is already as fond of works of art as her father." "Come and sit with us on the veranda," said my grandfather, joining us. My mother was obliged to break off what she had been saying, but, like the great poets who, constrained by the demands of rhyme, discover a still happier verse, she drew from this interruption yet another delicate thought. "We shall speak of her again when we are alone," she murmured softly to Swann. "Only a mother can truly understand your feelings. I am sure your daughter's mother thinks exactly as I do." We all took our places around the iron table. I tried not to think of the distressing hours that I should spend alone in my room, unable to sleep. Since I knew that by the following morning I should already have forgotten them, I sought to persuade myself that they were of no importance, clinging to thoughts of the future which, like a bridge, might carry me safely across the dreadful abyss that lay before me. But my mind, strained by anxiety and turned outward, like the glances I continually cast toward my mother, admitted no influence from without. Thoughts could indeed enter it, but only on condition that they left outside all that in them was capable of moving or amusing me. Like a patient who, thanks to an anaesthetic, watches his own operation in perfect consciousness without feeling the slightest pain, I could recite from memory verses that I loved without experiencing the least emotion, and observe without the faintest amusement my grandfather's efforts to lead Swann into speaking of the Duke d'AudiffretPasquier.

All those efforts came to nothing. The moment my grandfather asked Swann a question about that distinguished statesman, one of my greataunts, whose ear received the question merely as a profound yet inappropriate silence which politeness required her to dispel, turned to the other and exclaimed, "Do you know, Céline, I have made the acquaintance of a young Swedish governess who told me the most interesting things about the cooperative societies in the Scandinavian countries. We really must invite her to dinner one evening." "Indeed we must," replied her sister Flora. "Nor has my own time been wasted. At Monsieur Vinteuil's house I met an elderly scholar who knew Maubant intimately. Maubant explained to him, down to the smallest detail, how he created the characters he portrayed on the stage. It was extraordinarily interesting. I had no idea he was Monsieur Vinteuil's neighbour; he is a most charming gentleman." "Monsieur Vinteuil is not the only man blessed with agreeable neighbours," cried Aunt Céline, in a loud voice made artificial both by shyness and by the fact that she had prepared the remark beforehand, while directing toward Swann what she considered a meaningful glance. Flora, understanding that Céline intended by this remark to thank Swann for the Asti wine, fixed her eyes on him as well. There was in her expression something at once congratulatory and mocking, whether because she merely wished to underline her sister's witticism, because she envied Swann for having inspired it, or because she imagined him cornered and could not resist smiling at his embarrassment. "I believe that gentleman will accept our invitation to dinner," Flora continued. "Once anyone mentions Maubant or Madame Materna, he can talk for hours without stopping." "How delightful that must be," sighed my grandfather. Nature, just as it had forgotten to season my greataunts' minds with that pinch of salt and pepper which one must oneself add in order to relish an anecdote about Molé or the Count of Paris, had unfortunately neglected to endow my grandfather's mind with any capacity for becoming passionately interested in Swedish cooperatives or in Maubant's methods of constructing his dramatic characters.

"You know," said Swann to my grandfather, "what I am about to tell you may seem to have nothing to do with your question, yet in reality it has, for in certain respects the world has changed very little. This morning I was rereading SaintSimon and came upon something that would have delighted you. It is in his account of the embassy to Spain. It is not among his finest books; it is only a journal, but at least it is an exquisitely written journal. And that alone makes all the difference when one compares it with those tedious newspapers which we imagine we are obliged to read morning and evening." "I do not agree with you. There are days when I enjoy reading the newspaper immensely," interrupted Aunt Flora, wishing to let him know that she had read in Le Figaro the notice concerning his Corot. "Especially when they mention people or things that concern us," added Aunt Céline. "I have no objection to that," said Swann, somewhat bewildered. "What I reproach newspapers with is that every day they draw our attention to trivial matters, whereas the books that deal with what is truly important we read only three or four times in the course of our lives. Since every morning we tear open the wrapper of the newspaper with such eagerness, they ought to reverse the arrangement and print there, let us say... Pascal's Pensées." He pronounced the title in an intentionally grandiloquent, almost mocking tone, lest he should seem pedantic. "As for the Queen of Greece's journey to Cannes or Princess Léon's masked ball," he continued, with that air of amused disdain which certain members of society affect toward social gossip, "we ought to read about those only once every ten years in those giltedged books that no one ever opens. Then the proper proportion would be restored." Then, regretting that he had even lightly touched upon serious matters, he added ironically, "Our conversation is becoming positively sublime; I really cannot imagine why we insist upon climbing to such heights." Turning once more to my grandfather, he resumed, "SaintSimon relates that Maulevrier had the audacity to offer his hand to his sons. You remember, this is the same Maulevrier of whom he says, 'Within that thick bottle I never perceived anything but anger, vulgarity, and stupidity.'" "Whether thick or thin, I know bottles that contain very different things," broke in Flora, who wished, since the Asti had been sent to both sisters alike, to thank Swann on her own account as well. Céline burst out laughing. Swann, somewhat taken aback, continued: "SaintSimon says, 'Whether from ignorance or from impudence, he wished to shake hands with my children. Fortunately I noticed it in time and prevented it.'" My grandfather was enchanted by the phrase "whether from ignorance or from impudence"; but Mademoiselle Céline, whose hearing, numbed to everything literary, was roused only because the name of SaintSimon had reached it, exclaimed indignantly, "Really! You admire that? Well done indeed! And what does that mean? Are not all men equal? If a man has intelligence and a good heart, what difference does it make whether he is a duke or a coachman? If your SaintSimon never taught his children to shake hands with every honest man, then he brought them up very badly. It is simply appalling. And you quote him as an example!" Faced with this obstacle, my grandfather perceived that it would be impossible to induce Swann to tell the stories he himself would have liked to hear, and, turning sadly toward my mother, he said in a low voice, "There was a line you taught me, one that always comforts me at moments like this... Ah yes, I remember now: 'What virtues, O Lord, hast Thou made us detest!' Ah! How beautiful that is!"

I never took my eyes off my mother; I knew that once we went in to dinner I should not be allowed to remain until the meal was over, and that my mother, for fear of provoking my father's displeasure, would refuse to let me kiss her again and again before everyone, as I did in the privacy of my room. I therefore resolved that, before we entered the dining room, I would make every preparation within my power for that brief, stolen kiss which would be my only one. With my eyes I would determine the precise spot upon my mother's cheek where my lips should fall, and, just as a painter, when the duration of a sitting is limited, prepares his palette beforehand and completes in advance, from memory and from notes, whatever he can accomplish without the model before him, I would prepare my mind, so that, thanks to this preliminary, imaginary kiss, I might devote the whole minute my mother could spare me to the actual sensation of her cheek beneath my lips. But before the dinner bell had even rung, my grandfather, with unconscious cruelty, said, "The child looks tired; he ought to go to bed. Besides, we shall dine late tonight." My father, who observed the tacit rules of our household less scrupulously than my grandmother and mother, agreed at once. "Yes, off you go to bed." I wished to kiss my mother, but at that very instant the dinner bell rang. "Come now, leave your mother alone; you have already wished each other good night. All these demonstrations are becoming rather ridiculous. Upstairs with you!" And so I was obliged to leave without my viaticum. I climbed every step of the staircase reluctantly, against the whole inclination of my heart, which longed only to return to my mother, since by refusing my kiss she had not thereby granted herself permission to follow me upstairs. The smell of varnish that always rose from that hateful staircase, which I ascended each night with the same sadness, seemed somehow to have absorbed and fixed that particular species of grief, perhaps even to have rendered its action upon my sensibility more merciless still, because my mind was powerless against a sorrow that had become incarnate in an odor. When, in sleep, we experience a toothache as though it were a drowning girl whom we strive two hundred times over to rescue, or as though it were a line from Molière that we repeat without ceasing, what immense relief it is to awaken and have our intelligence strip the idea of toothache of every heroic or rhythmical disguise. What I experienced as soon as the sorrow of going upstairs entered my being, carried by the smell of varnish peculiar to that staircase, with a swiftness at once stealthy and brutal, more poisonous than any purely spiritual invasion, was precisely the reverse of such relief. Once I had reached my room, I had to bar every exit, close the shutters, turn down the bed, dig my own grave, and put on the shroud in the form of my nightshirt. Yet before burying myself in the narrow iron bed that had been placed in the room because, during the summer, I perspired so profusely beneath the ribbed curtains of the great bed, I felt rebellion rising within me and resolved to resort to the stratagem of a condemned prisoner. I wrote my mother a note, begging her to come upstairs because I had something important to tell her, something that could only be said face to face. My only fear was that Françoise, my aunt's cook, who, whenever we were at Combray, was entrusted with looking after me, would refuse to carry it. I suspected that, with guests in the house, the very idea of taking a note to my mother would seem to her as impossible as it would to the doorkeeper of a theatre to carry a letter to an actor while he was upon the stage. Françoise possessed a body of laws concerning what might and might not be done, founded upon distinctions that were as incomprehensible as they were arbitrary, coercive, allembracing, intricate, and inflexible, recalling those ancient codes which, alongside sanguinary commands such as the slaughter of infants, prohibited, with exquisite delicacy, the seething of a kid in its mother's milk or the eating of the sinew of an animal's thigh. From the obstinate resistance with which she would suddenly oppose certain requests of ours, one might have imagined that these laws presupposed social refinements and complexities wholly beyond anything that could have been suggested by her surroundings or by the life of a servant in a country house. One was almost compelled to believe that, like those industrial quarters where workers in chemical factories labour among graceful statues depicting the Miracle of Saint Theophilus or the Four Sons of Aymon, vestiges of some vanished aristocratic residence, Françoise herself belonged to a very ancient, noble, and now unintelligible French past. In the present case, the article of that unwritten code which made it almost inconceivable that, while Monsieur Swann remained in the house, she should disturb my mother on behalf of so insignificant a person as myself, except perhaps in the event of a fire, was merely one expression of the reverence Françoise felt not only for parents, as she did for the dead, for priests, and for kings, but also for a guest received beneath the family roof. Had I encountered such reverence in a book, it might perhaps have moved me; embodied in Françoise, however, and accompanied by the grave and tender tone in which she spoke of it, it merely irritated me, and that evening especially, since the sacredness she attributed to a dinner party would certainly lead her to refuse to interrupt its ceremonies. I nevertheless resolved to give myself every possible chance and, without the least hesitation, lied to her, telling her that I had not written the note of my own accord, that as my mother was leaving me she had asked me to send her an answer concerning something she had forgotten, and that if the note were not delivered she would undoubtedly be very angry. I do not believe Françoise believed me. Like the primitive races, whose senses are keener than ours, she seemed able to discover, from signs forever hidden from us, the truths we wished to conceal. For five minutes she examined the envelope, as though the texture of the paper or the appearance of the handwriting might reveal to her its contents or indicate which article of her mysterious code ought to govern the case. At last she left the room with an expression of resigned pity which seemed to say, "Poor parents who have a child like this." A minute or two later she returned to tell me that those downstairs had not yet finished their ice cream, that it would be impossible for the footman to hand over the note before everyone, but that, when the finger bowls were brought in, they would somehow contrive to place it in my mother's hands. My anxiety instantly dissolved. I was no longer, as I had been a moment before, separated from my mother until the following day, for the little note I had written, though it would undoubtedly anger her, indeed anger her doubly because such a trick would expose me to ridicule in Swann's eyes, would nevertheless enter invisibly and happily into the room where she sat, whispering my presence into her ear. For the doors of that
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