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55. Rosalie (left) and Virginie (vight) circa 1850 (Photo: E. van Damme, Ghent)
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A Superb Duo

Rosalie Loveling

NEVELE, 19 MARCH 1834 — NEVELE, 4 MAY 1875

Virginie Loveling

NEVELE, T7 MAY 1830 — GHENT, I DECEMBER 1023

LIA VAN GEMERT
TRANSL. BRENDA MUDDE

HREE SISTERS HAVE MADE THE NAME of Loveling famous in Belgian literature. The eldest,

Pauline (1832-1909), became the mother of the Flemish naturalist author Cyriel Buysse
(1859-1932). Her two younger sisters, the inseparable Rosalie and Virginie, were to become
Belgium's best-known writers’ duo, even though they wrote separately and Virginie would
survive her sister by nearly fifty years. They played a crucial part in the professionalisation
of Dutch-language literature in Flanders.

They grew up near Ghent, in an environment that was well-to do, intellectual and
progressive but not unreligious or anti-religious. Their idyllic childhood was overshadowed
by their father’s suicide in 1846, an absolute taboo at the time. The sisters themselves chal-
lenged another social taboo by developing their artistic and intellectual potential through
private tuition, a command of foreign languages and extensive reading of Flemish, French,
German and Dutch literature. Although these pursuits took them well outside women’s
traditional sphere, a career as a painter remained a bridge too far, much to Virginie’s regret.
Rosalie and Virginie’s development as writers presents many similarities. They both started
as translators before taking up creative writing, and their work showed great power from
the start. They began by writing poetry, then novellas and short stories, while Virginie later
also produced novels, essays and studies. They published their first poetry in 1846; a joint
volume, Poems (Gedichten), was published in 1870 in the Netherlands and was followed by
two joint collections of novellas published in Ghent: Novellas (Novellen) in 1874 and New
Novellas (Nieuwe novellen) in 1876, shortly after Rosalie’s early death in 1875.

Their work brought something new to Flemish literature, and their early poetry
already contained the themes that they would revisit in greater depth in their prose work.



56. Virginie Loveling circa 1920
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The Loveling sisters rejected their contemporaries’ high-flown idealism and replaced it
by keen observation and a crisp, sober realism and naturalism. They explored authentic
individuality and social consciousness, paying special attention to women’s place in family
and society. While their themes and working methods were similar, each spoke with her
own voice. Both were inclined to melancholic seriousness. Rosalie was more pessimistic
than Virginie, especially in her poetry, and her stories tended to be gentler and more
nuanced. Although there is plenty of ignorance, error and cold-hearted callousness in the
East Flanders villages where her stories are set, there is also warmth, good nature and trust,
despite life’s huge disappointments. ‘Nature does not tolerate eternal mourning,’ Rosalie
wrote in one of her posthumously published sketches. This is illustrated by the story in-
cluded in this anthology, the melancholy tale Master Huyghe (Meester Huyghe), which also
shows her interest in ‘the human heart’.

, Like Rosalie, Virginie never married. She moved to Ghent in 1879 and led a life of
travel, study and writing. She produced an impressive oeuvre, which was posthumously
published in ten volumes under the title Complete Works (Volledige werken 1933-1934).
In her novels, she gives a merciless analysis of bourgeois hypocrisy, egoism and sham
respectability, of social and clerical injustice to the allegedly inferior classes of poor peas-
ants and factory workers, and of women’s difficult search for independence, intellectual
development and social responsibility. Despite her openly progressive opinions in what
was then a staunchly conservative Catholic country, her work was well received, and
she was awarded many prizes, including Belgium's five-yearly National Prize for Flemish
Literature in 1896. The reception of her work obviously did not suffer from her political
and social radicalism. The reason for this lenient treatment by the critics is the ‘androgy-
nous profile’ of her work, her mixing of male and female qualities such as rationality
and sensitivity, strength and emotion. But even if the Flemish press in Belgium had been
less impressed, her success in the Northern Netherlands gave her a welcome measure of
independence.

Virginie’s work fits into the realist and naturalist tradition. In a cool, detached style,
she studies the fate of individuals in the hard, down-to-earth world of contemporary Flanders
and shows her readers the human condition and the human struggle, with both positive
and negative outcomes. While hopeful expectations are regularly crushed by disillusion,
deceit, loneliness, despair and even suicide, some individuals fight free of the prejudices
and moral pressures of their society. Among her most important works are Sophie (1885)
and A Revolver Shot (Een revolverschot1911). Sophieis set against the background of the po-
litical controversies surrounding Dutch-language education in Flanders. The protagonist
is thwarted by the rural Catholic clergy but eventually manages to gain both independ-
ence and freedom of conscience. In A Revolver Shot, a passionate village drama about the
fateful love of two women for the same man, Loveling conducts a scientific experiment
along the lines of the French naturalist Emile Zola by exploring the moral and physical
degeneration of an individual under the influence of her heredity and environment.
Her neurotic main character Marie Santander sets in motion a chain of events that ends
in hatred, murder and madness.



Meester Huyghe

I

Meester Huyghe was een oude man, groot en mager. Vo6r een tiental jaren woonde
hij hier nog met zijne vrouw op hetdorp, in een laag, vriendelijk huisje, een weinig
van de andere verwijderd, met wit gekalkten muur en groten wijngaard op het
dak. Men noemde hem nog altijd Meester, omdat hij vroeger school gehouden
had. Nu zijn beiden heen, hij en zijne oude vrouw: andere mensen wonen inzijn
huisje en kleine kinderen spelen er voor de deur in het zand.

De burgemeester vertelde nog dikwijls aan zijne kinderen, dat hij daar
school had gegaan, als hij een knaap was, en wat vreugde de scholieren op Onno-
zele-kinderendag en Sint Gregorius* hadden. Hij zelf had eens den eersten prijs
behaald om enen brief op rijm te schrijven; hij kende hem nog van buiten:

Meester Huyghe, met al uw bedrijf,

Als gij slaat, gij slaat wat stijf;

Maar 'k moet het zeggen ter uwer eren,
Gij doet uw best om ons te leren.

Meester Huyghe sloeg de kinderen niet; maar hij had dat voor het rijm gezet,
zeide hij. De andere knapen waren er jaloers over, en zeiden, dat zijn vader hemnl
geholpen had.

Meester Huyghe had allengskens zijne scholieren verloren: de ene nd
den andere was naar de gemeenteschool gegaan, en alzoo kwam het eindelijk
van zelfs, dat hij gene school meer hield. Beatrice, zijn vrouw, was eI niet kwaad
om: Meester Huyghe werd zo oud, en het was zo lastig, zegde zij. Ook maakten deé
kinderen den vloer zo vuil, en zij zouden zonder dat wel leven kunnen.

I .
Meester Huyghe had een stukje land achter zijn huis: daarop groeiden zijne aard-
appelen; hij plakte ook dozen van bordpapier voor de mensen, €n vermaakie
hunne regenschermen; Beatrice hielp hem daarin. Hij zou ook ene ruit in .een
venster gestoken hebben, als het zo kwam, of een uurwerk nagezien, waar iets

aan scheelde. Daarmede leefden zij nu stillekens voort.
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Rosalie Loveling, Master Huyghe (fragments). In short sentences and a quick succession
of events, this melancholic novella from 1874 tells the life of a simple village schoolmaster.
Pride at his service as a soldier in Napoleon’s army, despite Napoleon’s defeat and the
death of countless comrades in arms, must make up for all his subsequent misfortunes:
the closure of his school, the disappearance of his son and the loss of his wife. Impoverished
and lonely, he resignedly accepts his fate.

Master Huyghe

1

Master Huyghe had been an old man, tall and thin. He had lived in the village
with his wife until a dozen years ago, in a low, snug cottage, a little separate from
the rest, with a whitewashed wall and vine-covered roof. He had kept a school
and was still referred to as ‘Master’. Both are gone now, he and his old wife: other
people have moved into the cottage, and little children play in the sand outside
its door. ‘

The burgomaster still liked to tell his children how he had gone to Master
Huyghe’s school when he was a lad, and how much the pupils had enjoyed the
feasts of Innocent Children and Saint Gregory*. He himself had once won first
prize with a rhyming letter; he still knew it by heart:

Master Huyghe, now and again,
You feed our minds with your cane.
But to your credit it must be said,
As a teacher you're far from bad.

Master Huyghe hadn’t really beaten the children; he had added that to make it
rhyme, he said. The other boys had been j ealous and claimed that his father had
helped him.

Master Huyghe had gradually lost his pupils: one by one they had left for
the municipal school, and in the end he had found himself without a school to keep.
His wife Beatrice wasn't sorry: Master Huyghe was getting on in years, running
the school was getting hard, and besides, the children were always getting the
floor dirty. She said they'd manage to get by without it.

I

Master Huyghe had a small plot of land behind his cottage where his potatoes grew;
he also glued together cardboard boxes for people and repaired their umbrellas;
Beatrice helped him with these tasks. And he would glaze windows if the occa-
sion demanded it, or look at a clock that wasn’t working properly. Thus they lived
their quiet lives.



Beatrice was verheugd over de stilte in haar huisje, sinds al die kinderen er dooreen
hunne les niet meer luidop leerden; het scheen haar groot, nu dat al de houten
banken eruitgenomen waren. Zij zat op haar laag stoeltje aan het venster te naaien,
terwijl Meester Huyghe met de spa naar het land was, en sloeg van tijd tot tijd de
ogen eens op door hare grote, ronde brilglazen. Haar kasken en hare tafel waren
wit geschuurd, en de glazen van de prenten, die aan den muur hingen, blonken
in het zonnelicht. Daar hechtte Meester Huyghe groten prijs aan; hij had ze
gekocht, toen hij getrouwd was: het waren de veldslagen van Napoleon. Op het
kasken stond ook een klein gebronzeerd standbeeld van den groten veldheer,
met gekruiste armen en hoge laarzen.

Meester Huyghe had Napoleon gediend, zoals men het noemt; hij was
er fier op, vooral wanneer hij des zondags uitging en zijn bronzen medailleken
van Sint-Helena op zijn bruinen frak hechtte: dat was zijn ereteken.

In het dorp waren er nog een tiental andere Napoleonisten; zij hadden
zelfs ene maatschappij gesticht, en hadden hun vaandel en hunne bijeenkomsten
in ene herberg.

Meester Huyghe wist zoveel te vertellen; want hij had, zoals men zegt,
de wereld rondgereisd: nu zat hij hier uit te rusten. Des avonds in de hete zomer-
dagen, kwamen de jonge mannen uit het dorp, van welke er vele nog bij hem ter
school hadden gegaan, gewoonlijk aan zijne deur zitten; zitten; — dat waren als
zijne kinderen — de enen op enen stoel, de anderen op den drempel, er waren er,
die op het plankier lagen. Toen vertelde Meester Huyghe aan al die jongelieden,
die daar niet van wisten te spreken, van uit zijne jeugd, en wat het dan heette
soldaat te worden. Als hij in het lot gevallen was en vertrekken moest, was hij blij,
dat zijne moeder niet meer leefde, zegde hij: ‘het was naar de stachtbank gaan.’

Hij had den veldheer nooit gezien, maar in het leger die bewondering
voor hem gekregen, welke aanstekend was, en vertelde nu zo gaarne van al de
gevechten, die hij had bijgewoond, en hoe zijne kameraden in de sneeuw versteven
waren, en hoe zij al slapend voortgingen, terwijl zij beurtelings elkaar ondersteun-
den. Hij vertelde van den veldslag, dien zij verloren hadden, ofschoon zij zich zo
dapper hadden verweerd; zij hadden, zeide hij, tot in de straat gevochten, en man
VOOI man.

De jongelieden hoorden dat gaarne, omdat Meester Huyghe het altijd
gelijk verhaalde, en er niets bijvoegde. Het gebeurde soms, dat ex een paar andere
Napoleonisten bij zaten, die ook aan het vertellen gingen; maar deze spraken van
zulke wonderbare zaken, dat Meester Huyghe zich niethouden konvan glimlachen,
als de jonge mensen hem vroegen, of dat alles waar was.

In Breslau was Meester Huyghe lang krijgsgevangen geweest, €1l hij had
bij een ouden kleermaker gewoond. Hij zou de goede vrouw, die hem als enen
zoon behandeld had, nog eens willen zien, zeide hij soms, zonder er eens aan te
denken, dat deze reeds sinds vele jaren dood moest zijn. Het was alsof hij herleefde,
telkenmale hij van dien tijd sprak.
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Beatrice enjoyed the silence inside the cottage, undisturbed by children learning
their lessons in loud voices; it looked big to her now that the wooden benches
had all been taken out. With Master Huyghe gone to his plot carrying his spade,
she would sit sewing on a low chair near the window and from time to time look
up through her large, round spectacles. Her little cabinet and her table were
scoured white, and the glass protecting the prints on the wall was sparkling in the
sunlight. Master Huyghe set great store by these prints, which he had bought on
his marriage. They showed Napoleon's battles. Alittle bronzed statue of the great
general, in top boots and with his arms crossed, stood on the cabinet.

Master Huyghe had served under Napoleon, as it is called, and he was
proud of it. Particularly when, going out on a Sunday, he pinned the bronze medal
of St Helena to his brown coat: it was his badge of honour.

The village counted a dozen other Napoleonists; they had even started a
society, which kept its banner and held its meetings at an inn.

Master Huyghe was full of stories, for he had, as the saying goes, ‘seen
the world’, and now he was sitting here, resting. At night, after a hot summer’s day,
the young men from the village -~ many of them former pupils ~ would usually
come and sit at his door; they were like his children, one would sit in a chair,
another on the threshold, some would lie on the pavement. Then Master Huyghe
would tell these young men, to whom it was all strange, about his youth and what
it meant to be a soldier. He said that he had been glad his mother was no longer
alive when he had been drafted and forced to leave, as ‘we went to be slaughtered”.

He had never seen the general, but in the army he had conceived a con-
tagious admiration for him, and now he was keen to talk about all the battles
he had been in, how his comrades had stiffened in the snow, and how they had
struggled on, asleep, taking turns to support each other. He told of the battle they
had lost, despite their brave resistance; they had fought in the streets, he said,
man to man.

The young men liked to hear these stories, all the more because Master
Huyghe never varied them, and never added anything. When some of the other
Napoleonists sometimes joined them, they would tell stories too, but they always
spoke of such miraculous events, that Master Huyghe could not help smiling when
the young men asked him if it were all true.

Master Huyghe had spent a long time as a prisoner of war in Breslau,
where he had lived with an old tailor. He sometimes said that he would really like
to see again the good woman who had treated him as a son, without realising that
she must have died many years ago. It was as if he relived those days every time
he talked of them.



Beatrice kon toch zijne bewondering voor den groten veldheer niet delen: ‘Zovele
mensen gestorven voor énen mens!’ zeide zij, en zij huiverde, als zij er aan dacht,

wat rekening die in den dag des oordeels ervoor zou moeten geven! [.

v

Zij hadden ook enen zoon gehad; maar zelden spraken Meester Huyghe of Beatrice

.l

van hem. De mensen in het dorp zeiden niet veel goed van hem: het was gén
bedorven kind geweest, een windbuil, een echte heer, die op het kantoor van den

notaris schreef, als hij nog te huis was; de andere jongelieden hadden nooit veel

van hem gehouden. Bij zijne ouders kon hij niet misdoen: Meester Huyghe had
met hem iets groots in den zin gehad, en de mensen, die hem gekend hadden,
vertelden nog, hoe soms Beatrice hem met hare ogen kon navolgen, over hare halve

deur, als hij des zondags uitging, zolang zij hem maar zien kon.

Het was ook een visser en een wildstroper geweest. Hij had de laatste
jaren, die hij in het dorp verbleef, een jachtproces gehad, hetwelk Meester Huyghe
veel geld gekost had: het was sedert, dat hij zo verarmd was; want Beatrice had

geld gehad, als zij trouwden.

Nu was de zoon sinds lang heen naar Amerika of naar Australié, men wist
het niet goed: hij was zo opeens verdwenen. Sommigen zeiden, dat hij onwetend

een ongeluk gedaan had, en lieten verstaan dat hij 's nachts in de donkere enen

bedelaar had doodgeschoten, en was gevlucht; maar dat was niet waarschijnlijk:
men had nooit zulk enen bedelaar gevonden. Anderen beweerden, dat hij zich:bij
zijnen patroon aan schriftvervalsing had plichtig gemaakt, en dat deze, uit ach-

ting voor den vader, hem had laten ontsnappen; wat den notaris betreft, die gaf

daar gene uitlegging over: men wist niet, wat eronder schuilde.

De mensen spraken er onder elkaar nog somtijds van; maar
mand, die het zou gewaagd hebben aan Meester Huyghe te vragen,
Evarist geworden was.

er wds nie-
wat ervan

De oude man wist het zelf niet: hij had nooit meer van hem gehoord.
De laatste brief, dien hij van hem gekregen had, was geschreven een paar uren,

voor hij ingescheept was.

Er kon niet de minste twijfel bestaan: Evarist was sinds vele jaren dood;

maar Beatrice zeide aan Meester Huyghe, dat men er toch gene zek

had, en dat hij nog wederkomen kon. [...]
X

en de zon scheen geel en flauw in de toppen der bomen. De doodklok!
Klok voor een armen mens. ‘Het zal zeker iemand uit het armhuis zijn,
Het was Meester Huyghe.
Als iemand van den arme begraven wordt, duurt het niet
houdt gauw op, het gezang evenzo, en men komt, met de verschote
het koperen kruis, het lijk enkel tot aan het kerkhekken tegen.
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Beatrice, however, could not bring herself to share his admiration for the great gen-
eral: ‘So many people dead for just one man!, she would say, and shivered when
she thought of the reckoning that would await him on the day of judgment! [...]

v

They had also had a son, but Master Huyghe and Beatrice rarely mentioned him.
The village had little good to say about him: he had been a spoilt child, a wind
bag, a proper little gentleman who had worked as a clerk at the notary’s office
when he still lived at home; the other youngsters had never much cared for him.
In his parents’ eyes, he could do no wrong. Master Huyghe had had great ambi-
tions for him, and people who had known him still told how Beatrice, over her
half-door, would follow him with her eyes for as long as she could see him when
he went out on a Sunday.

He had also been a fisherman and a poacher. In his last years in the village
he had been taken to court for poaching, which had cost Master Huyghe a great
deal of money. Since then he had been poor, for Beatrice had had money when
they married.

Now the son had long moved to America or Australia, no one really knew
which - he had just disappeared. Some said that he had inadvertently caused an
accident, and hinted that he had fled at night after shooting a beggar in the dark,
but that was unlikely, as no beggar had ever been found. Others asserted that he
had committed forgery at his employer’s office, and that his employer had lethim
escape out of respect for his father; but the notary himself never gave any expla-
nation, and people didn’t know the truth of it.

Although the villagers still talked about it among themselves, none of
them would have dared to ask Master Huyghe what had become of Evarist.

The old man didn’t know himself: he had never heard from him. The last
letter he had received from him had been written a few hours before he had
boarded ship.

There could be no doubt that Evarist had been dead these many years,
but Beatrice said to Master Huyghe that it was impossible to be sure, and that he
might still return. [...]

IX
It was a warm autumn day; the dry leaves crackled beneath the feet treading the
lane, and the sun shone pale and yellow through the treetops. The death bell tolled,
the death bell for a pauper. ‘It must be someone from the poorhouse;’ people said.
It was Master Huyghe.
A burial on the parish never takes long: the bell soon stops, the singing
likewise, and the procession, carrying the faded banners and the copper cross,
walks no farther than the church gate to meet the body.



Meester Huyghe werd gedragen door de Napoleonisten. Er waren er nauwelijks
nog genoeg om hunne trommel, hun vaandel en hunnen voormaligen wapen-
broeder te dragen. De enen waren groot, de anderen klein: die gekromde oude
mannen hadden moeite om de lange kist van Meester Huyghe van den grond te
heffen; de kerkbaljuw moest hun hierin ter hulp komen.

Gewoonlijk ziet men gene zulke bejaarde lieden iemand naar het graf

dragen: dat scheen ook boven hunne macht. Zij hadden een rouwfloers aan hun

vaandel en over hunne trommel, en elk een rouwfloers aan den arm, ofliever een
stukje ros geworden zwarte tule, dat ervoor diende. :

Zij gingen zwijgend heen na de begrafenis.

Zij staan nog hier en daar, die soldaten van het grote leger, welke het
kanon gemist heeft, gelijk de vergetene koornaartjes op een stoppelveld. Zij zijn
teruggekeerd, elk op zijn geboortedorp, waar zij nu rondom den kerktoren komen
slapen; en allen, allen gaan heen zonder ene klacht, of zonder een verwijt aan
hem te doen, die hen voor zijn ijdelen roem uit huis en erve gedreven heeft.
Wat zou hij zeggen, de grote veldheer, indien hij nu het grote leger zag?
En Meester Huyghe rust daar thans ook: hij is tehuis bij Evarist en bij
Beatrice. =
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Master Huyghe was borne by the Napoleonists. Barely enough of them remained
to carry their drum, their banner and their former comrade in arms. Some were
tall, others smail: the crooked old men had problems lifting Master Huyghe’slong
coffin off the ground, and the sexton had to help them.

It is unusual to see such old men carrying someone to his grave, and it
did seem beyond their strength. They had tied black crepe to their banner and
drum, and each wore a black crepe armband, or rather a piece of black tulle, faded
to red, that served as such. :

After the funeral they left without speaking.

They are still standing here and there, those soldiers of the Grande Armée
that the guns have missed, like forgotten ears of corn in a field of stubble. They
have returned, each to his own village, where they now come to sleep around the
church tower; and all, all of them depart without complaint and without reproach-
ing him whose vain search for glory drove them from hearth and home.

What would he say, the great general, if he could see his Grande Arméenow?

Master Huyghe, too, is resting there now, come home to Evarist and
Beatrice.

* The feasts of the Innocent Children and St Gregory on 28 December and 12 March,
respectively. In Flanders, the feast of Pope St Gregory the Great used to be a
traditional feast day for schoolchildren when prizes were awarded to pupils who

were top of their class.

TRANSL. BRENDA MUDDE



De kwellende gedachte

I ;
Zij zou hem dus wederzien, den man, dien zij v6r tien jaren had bemind.en sinds
lang zou vergeten en uit het oog verloren hebben, ware hij niet aan hare familie
verwant geweest. Zij zou hem heden wederzien, en heel het verleden stond haar
bij die gedachte voor den geest. Hij was schilder, hij had bij haren vader inge-
woond. Zij was toen zestien jaar, en hare jonge en onervaren verbeelding had in
hem iets verhevens, ene uitzondering onder de mensen menen te ontdekken, en
toen hij haar zijne liefde had bekend, had zij met vreugde toegestemd, dat hij hare
hand aan haren vader vragen zou, en zij had zich ene heldin gevoeld en zichbe
reid hem de wijde wereld in te volgen. Zij had een slapelozen nacht overgebracht,
bevend den uitslag van zijne aanvraag verbeidend. - Eilaas, ene bittere onttovering
stond haar te wachten: haar vader — zij had het naderhand onderhoord - had het
belachelijk gevonden, dat Epuron hem de hand zijner jongere dochter vroeg: ‘zq;ls”
nog maar een kind,’ had hij gezeid, ‘indien het nog Julie ware, maar Césarine!
Julie was ene oudere zuster, die bij de grootouders was opgevoed en nog bij hen
inwoonde. - ‘Césarine is mijn liefste kind,” had hij, zonderling genoeg yoor enen
vader, er herhaaldelijk bijgevoegd. En’s anderdaags morgens werd Césatine van
huis weggevoerd, zonder Epuron wedergezien te hebben, en Julie kwam terug.

Het jonge meisje was in vertwijfeling: haar scheen het tog, dé.lt leven
zonder hem geen leven mocht heten, en dat noch tijd noch afwezigheid zijit beel.d’
ooit in haar geheugen zouden kunnen doen verbleken. Zij voelde zich maChﬂg
tegenover de wreedheid van haren vader, en met haar opgewonden karakter, dat’
door de vroegtijdige lezing van romans niet tot bedaren was gebracht, wa).er Zl}’
hem eeuwige liefde en onbreekbare trouw. Zij was nog geen zes maanden bij hare
grootouders, toen ineens, voor haar gans onverwacht, de tijding kwarg; dgt Epuroﬁ
hare zuster had gehuwd, en hij met deze naar Parijs was vertrokken. Dit Y\’as ‘31;
verschrikkelijke slag; maar de verontwaardiging over zijne trouwloosheid Zeam'
matigde de wanhoop over zijn verlies. Ook van het o genblik, dat haar Vaﬁ.ief k:lso ¢
om haar terug te halen, en zo gans natuurlijk van Epuron enJulie sprak, julst E
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Virginie Loveling, The Tormenting Thought (fragment). This short novel from 1875 analyses
the emotions and temperament of a young woman, Césarine La Conque, whose love for
Marcel Epuron is thwarted when her father decides to marry off her elder sister Julie to
him. In the first part of the story, given here, the tension is built up. It is released in the
eventful second part, when Julie dies a mysterious death and fpuron is exposed as her killer.
Césarine’s deranged brother, Eloi, then avenges her death on Epuron. Eloi's madness
is hereditary and runs in the family, and Césarine has from an early age been tormented by
the thought that the same fate might await her. Loveling combines the Darwinian theory
of evolution with the naturalist notion that degeneration was biologically determined.

The Tormenting Thought

I

So she would see him again, this man she had loved a dozen or so years ago and
would long have forgotten if he had not been related to her family. She would
see him again today, and the thought brought the entire past back to her. He was
a painter; he had lived at her father’s house. She had been sixteen at the time,
and her young and inexperienced imagination had perceived something exalted
in him, an exceptional human being, and when he had declared his love to her,
she had eagerly agreed that he should ask her father for her hand; she had felt a
heroine and been prepared to follow him into the big, wide world. She had spent
a sleepless night, trembling, waiting for the answer to his proposal. Sadly, a bitter
disappointment awaited her: her father — as she had later learned - had ridiculed
Epuron for asking the hand of his younger daughter. ‘She’s just a child,” he had
said, if it had been Julie, but Césarine!’ Julie was the elder sister, who had been
raised at their grandparents’ house and had stayed to live with them. And, strangely
enough for a father, he had repeatedly added, ‘Césarine is my dearest child.” A few
days later Césarine was taken away from home without having seen Epuron again,
and Julie returned.

The young girl was distraught: it seemed to her that life could not properly
be called life without him, and that neither time nor absence could ever make
him fade from her mind. She felt full of power to withstand her father’s cruelty,
and with her quick temper, which her early reading of novels had done nothing to
calm, she swore undying love and eternal faithfulness to him. She had not spent
six months at her grandparents’ house, when suddenly, and to her completely
unexpectedly, the news came that Epuron had married her sister and taken her

_to Paris. It was a terrible blow, but her indignation at his faithlessness eased her
misery at having lost him. From the moment her father arrived to take her back
home and talked about Epuron and Julie as casually and naturally as if she herself



zij zelve nooit in aanmerking was gekomen, van dat ogenblik af begon zijn aan-
denken bij haar te verflauwen, en na verloop van een jaar of twee dacht zij nooit
anders meer aan hem dan aan enen schoonbroeder.

La Conque haar vader was koper, verkoper en hersteller van oude schil-
derijen, hij won veel geld en had een tamelijk vermogen. Hij woonde te Gent in
ene enge straat, in een donker, smal, hoog huis, zijn eigendom, met zijne dochter
enzijnen zoon, die wel twaalf jaar ouder was dan zij. ‘Césarine zal nooit trouwen,’
zei de vader, ‘Césarine zal bij mij blijven.’ En het meisje glimlachte toen, en Eloi zei
met een zenuwachtigen schoklach: ‘Wel zeker, Césarine zal doen zoals ik: ik ben
immers ook bij u gebleven, Vader?’ Dat was waar; maar het was tot groot verdriet
van La Conque, dat Eloi nog te huis woonde; die gedachte vervolgde den ouden
man: zij was het, die hem v66r den tijd had doen vergrijzen, die de kwelling van
zijn leven uitmaakte.

Eloi had jarenlang de medicijnen gestudeerd, hij had moeielijk en lang-
zaam, weliswaar, maar met volharding verscheidene examens afgelegd; doch aan
het laatste gekomen, had hij ineens de studie opgegeven, en zich van allen om-
gang met de mensen afgezonderd. Hij bleef dagen en weken in zijne kamer opge-
sloten, om slechts op het uur der eetmalen beneden te komen, en zijn vader kon
door smekingen noch vermaningen van hem verkrijgen, dat hij zijne loopbaan
niet roekeloos verlaten zou. En het had lang geduurd, aleer de oude man aan zich
zelven had bekend, wat iedereen reeds wist, namelijk dat zijn zoon niet verant-
woordelijk was over zijne daden, dat hij blijkbaar in de hersens was gekrenkt.

Césarine leefde tussen die twee mensen. Zij scheen hun beiden onont-
beerlijk en had zich zowel in haar lot geschikt, dat zij niets andexs vroeg van de
wereld dan de liefde van vader en broeder. Ook toen de ene of andere zich aan-
bood om haar te huwen — hetgeen meest onrechtstreeks gebeurde, daar zij zorg
had de liefdesverklaringen van hare aanbidders te ontwijken — toen werd nooit
tussen vader en dochter de vraag onderzocht, of het voorstel zou aanvaard worden
of niet, en enkel geraadpleegd, hoe een weigerend antwoord op de minst kwet-
sende wijze kon worden gegeven. Zij wilde het niet aannemen, dat iemand haar
ooit beminde, en zij kon zich van het vooroordeel niet ontdoen, dat eigenbelang
degenen aandreef, die hare hand vroegen: erlag nederigheid, maar tevens mensen-
verachting in dit onderstellen. Epuron was lang vergeten — want welke hopeloze
liefde weerstaat aan den invioed des tijds? — en wanneer zij thans aan hare inge-
nomenheid met dien man dacht, vond zij die bespottelijk, en kon zij zich niet
onthouden te glimlachen over zich zelve en haar onverlicht kinderoordeel van gene
dagen, en was zij nieuwsgierig te weten, hoe prozaisch haar ideaal er uitzien zot,
thans dat hare opgewondenheid gestild, en haar verstand gerijpt was. Dat hij eent
middelmatig schilder heette, had zij naderhand gehoord: hoe middelmatig zou
hij haar thans gewis in alles voorkomen! Maar nog iets anders zou zij nu kunnen
opklaren, ene gedachte, die haar vervolgde en kwelde: Julie was nooit meer naar
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had never been involved, from that moment the memory of him began to fade,
and after ayear or two she never thought of him but as a brother-in-law.
LaConque, her father, bought, sold and restored old paintings; he earned
good money and had acquired a small fortune. He lived in Ghent, in a narrow
street, in a tall, dark and narrow house that he owned, together with his daughter
and his son, who was a good twelve years older than she was. ‘Césarine will never
marry, her father said, ‘Césarine will stay with me.” At this, the girl smiled and
Eloi replied with a nervous, shuddering laugh, ‘Well, of course, Césarine will do

“as I have done: didn't I stay with you too, father?’ It was true that Eloi still lived

at home, but this was a cause of great unhappiness to La Conque; the thought

‘plagued the old man: it was the bane ofhis life and had made him turn grey before

his time.

Floi had studied medicine for years; it had been difficult and slow, but
with great perseverance he had passed several exams. Towards the end, however,
he had suddenly given up his studies and cut off all contact with people. He stayed
shut inside his room for days and weeks on end, only coming down at mealtimes,
and neither his father’s pleas nor his rebukes could keep him from recklessly
throwing away his career. [t had taken along time before the old man had admitted
to himself what everybody else knew, namely that his son could not be held re-
sponsible for his actions, that he was clearly brainsick.

Césarine lived with these two people. She seemed indispensable to both of
them and had fully accepted her fate. Indeed, she asked the world for nothing more
than the love of her father and brother. Not even when men offered to marry her,
which usually happened indirectly, as she was careful to avoid any declarations
of love from her admirers, not even then did father and daughter ever consider
whether the proposal should be accepted. They only discussed how to put the
refusal in the kindest possible terms. She would not accept that anyone could
ever love her, nor could she rid herself of the prejudice that the men asking for
her hand were driven by self-interest: there was humility, but also misanthropy
in these assumptions. Epuron had long been forgotten ~ for which hopeless love
withstands the test of time? — and whenever she remembered her affection for
him, it seemed absurd to her, and she could not help but smile about herself and
her childish, uninformed judgment of those days. She was curious to find out how
prosaic her ideal man would look now that her excitement had vanished and her
understanding matured. That he was considered a mediocre painter she had
learned later: how mediocre in everything he would doubtlessly seem to her now!
But now she would be able to clear up something else, a thought that pursued




huis gekomen, zij was opeens gestorven; er scheen een geheim over haar leven
en haren dood te liggen, en haar vader sprak er niet gaarne over, als zij heri daar-
omtrent uitvroeg. Op het laatst van haar bestaan was eens een zonderlinge brief ’
van haar in de handen van Césarine gevallen; want het gebeurde zelden; dat zij k
de brieven uit Frankrijk te zien kreeg, en sedert was een licht voor hare ogeﬁ op-
gegaan: Floi was krankzinnig, hare moeder was het geweest, - zij wigt igt van
ene dienstmeid — indien Julie eens kranzinnig gestorven ware? En indien Iu‘He en.
Eloi krankzinnig waren — en die onderstelling deed haar huiveren en bedwelmde
haren geest - waarom zou zij, Césarine, het ook niet worden?.... [...] '
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and tormented her: Julie had never come home again. She had died suddenly;

aarle

lem dJ:: her life and death seemed shrouded in secrets, and her father was unwilling to
inge brief talk when she questioned him about it. Shortly before Julie’s death, Césarine had
:n, dat zij come across a curious letter from her (for she rafely got to read any of the letters
ogen op- from France), which had made her realise that Eloi was insane; her mother had
it het van also been insane (this she had learned from a servant), so what if Julie had died
n Julie eri insane? And if Julie and Eloi were insane — the thought stunned her, made her
:dwelmde shudder — why should not she, Césarine, become insane, too...? [...]
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