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J amet I Hayden 1 

Conceiving Love: A Literary Context for Jamet 

[T]o be an artist is to fail, as no other dare fail, that failure 
is his world, and to shrink from it desertion. 

- Samuel Beckett Three Dialogues 

The work of the Dutch artist Bram van Velde had gone unheralded for many years 

before he was befriended by an aspiring writer who was also experiencing the life of an 

undiscovered talent. Samuel Beckett met van Velde in Paris in 1937 and became a 

steadfast admirer of his paintings. Throughout his adult life, Beckett was an art enthusiast 

and even a patron despite the meager finances and limited influence that characterized his 

young adulthood. In his twenties he explored the art scene in Germany while visiting 

William Sinclair, his uncle and a dealer in German antiques and paintings who was living 

there at the time; as a devotee of the museum's Renaissance collection of paintings, some 

of which were an inspiration for a number of his own works, he was a frequent visitor to 

the National Gallery in Dublin; and he befriended such contemporaries as the painter 

Jack Yeats and the art critic Thomas MacGreevy. 

In addition, Beckett wrote extensively about art and artists throughout his career, 

much of that criticism spotlighting the art of van Velde with whom he established a life-

long friendship after their initial 1937 meeting. In a number of texts, the most notable 

being Three Dialogues with Georges Duthuit (1949), Beckett attempted to elucidate the 

principles under which the other man worked, praising his heroic abandonment of 

representational painting, and placing the artist at the forefront of contemporary painting. 

It was Beckett's Three Dialogues-I was unfamiliar with van Velde's work before-and 

its unusual and enigmatic approach to van Velde' s painting that were the impetus for the 
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Directed Writing Project that follows, as I thought to explore the connections between 

representational failure in art and the failure implicit in interpersonal relationships. 

In art, as in the world at large, there exists a dichotomy between the subject (the 

viewer) and the object (that which is viewed), and the inherent problem in this dichotomy 

involves the limitation of a subjective representation of an objective reality. It was 

Beckett's interest in-one might even say his discomfort with-the subject-object 

dichotomy that attracted him to the work of the older of the van Velde brothers. 1 An 

analysis by Lois Oppenheim of Beckett's« Peintres de l'empechement » (1948) reveals 

the central focus of his attachment to the work of this, at the time, mostly unnoticed artist. 

In the essay, as Oppenheim explains, Beckett outlines a history of the subject-object 

relation in art that yields the challenging conditions under which van Velde paints. 

Oppenheim summarizes it this way: 

In an initial evolutionary phase, painting negotiated a growing awareness 

of its representational limits to be all the more limited by the object itself; 

secondarily, it moved from the object as surface toward the object as 

substance[ ... ]. Ultimately, painting would renew itself in a complete lack 

of negotiation with the impediments to it (what [Beckett] terms the 

"impediment-object" and the "impediment-eye'')2 [ ... ].(Oppenheim 80-1) 

Because for Beckett painting as it is practiced in the early twentieth century can be 

nothing more than an artist's concession to l 'empechements of representation-a 

concession that necessitates a failure of representation-, it is in "resistance to 

representation, not its 'accommodation"' (Oppenheim 81) that art might find a new 

relevance. 
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So where does this leave van Velde, staring as he is into the face (void?) of 

representational failure? Also referencing « Peintres de l' empechement », Rupert Wood 

suggests that in Beckett's assessment, the "new object of Bram's painting3 consists in the 

subjective conditions of representation ('l'empechement-reil') that prevent him from 

seeing the object" (11). A clearer answer, however, might lie in another of Beckett's 

writings on the subject of van Velde's paintings, the aforementioned Three Dialogues.4 

Here, Beckett ( or more accurately, the character represented as "B") asserts that what sets 

van V elde apart from his contemporaries is that "his hands have not been tied by the 

certitude that expression is an impossible act" (121). Rather, he embraces this 

impossibility and makes of "this fidelity to failure, a new occasion, a new term of 

relation, and of the act which, unable to act, obliged to act, he makes, an expressive act, 

even if only of itself, of its impossibility, of its obligation" (125). If this statement lacks a 

certain bold declarative sense of what it is that van Velde does, we must consider that 

"B" himself seems unsure of his ability to articulate it clearly (not to mention the 

challenge presented by describing something as abstract as "painting the impossibility of 

painting"\ a failure of expression that is thematic in Three Dialogues. 

For instance, there is a moment earlier in Three Dialogues when "D" (ostensibly 

Duthuit) rather stridently encourages "B" to finish making the argument with which he so 

clearly disagrees, and "B" tells him in typical Beckettian style, "There are many ways in 

which the thing I am trying to say may be tried in vain to be said" (123). This notion of 

language inexpressibility is seen throughout the work, leaving "B" speechless at one 

point and exiting in tears at another, and it shows itself a clever stylistic counterpart to the 

nature of the dialogue. More significantly, it points out a critical and widespread theme in 
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Beckett's oeuvre and reveals an important affinity between the work of these two men. 

As Deirdre Bair describes it, in the paintings of van Velde, "Beckett found a visual 

counterpart for the futility of expression he encountered in his own writing" (394). 

Witnessing the failure of expression that is thematic-to say nothing of its formal 

manifestation in Beckett's oeuvre-for both Beckett and van Velde, I began to consider 

its implications for the everyday. It seemed to me that there exists a similar type of 

failure-in that it has the subject-object problem as its root cause-in interpersonal 

relationships, "between [as 'B' refers to them] representer and representee," or in the 

particular case of romantic relationships, between the subject of love and its object. In 

other words, because human beings are at their core egocentric, a complete sympathy 

cannot exist between any two of them. And despite that, we continue to strive to achieve 

it. I decided to make this sort of obligatory failure the center of my work. 

In hopes of better understanding the connection between the subject-object 

problem in art and human relationships, I started by exploring further the dichotomy's 

implications in art. The most interesting discovery revolved around the consideration that 

in art theory, the term empathy is recognized as having a more insidious content than in 

the public discourse. The art historian Arthur Pontynen, in For the Love ofBeauty: Art, 

History, and the Moral Foundations ofAesthetic Judgment, explains that the term was 

originally conceived in 1910 as an English equivalent of the German Einfuhlung, which 

literally means "feeling into" and corresponds to an aesthetic principle that describes 

empathetic viewing, whereby "viewers imaginatively project themselves into the object" 

( 111). Pontynen dismisses this practice in the consideration of art by first pointing out in 

psychoanalytic terms the evils attendant in its correspondent practice in human relations: 
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Empathetic love is narcissistic in its attempt to emotionally become one 

with the other by denying the other; as such it is both futile and marked by 

violence. When the subject empathizes with a beloved, the object of love 

can no longer exist; it is subsumed and consumed by the subject. (112) 

Thus, Pontynen argues, the object of love ceases to be. In this way, the "empathetic 

destruction of the object of love denies the possibility of love" (112). 

Pontynen then employs these concepts of empathetic love, as well as some 

Freudian ideas about narcissism, to demonstrate its analogous aspects in an empathetic 

viewing of art, one which he sees as both superficial and merely voyeuristic: 

Consequently, as a product of aesthetics, empathy consists of a narcissistic 

and violent voyeurism. It results in an empathetic subjectivity that 

produces alienation rather than intimacy; we pretend to experience that 

which others experience, but since that type of experience is subjective, 

then such pretense is yet again a vain or coercive sort of voyeurism. (112) 

This voyeuristic approach to art objects, as well as its coinciding approach to the object 

of love, became for me the key difficulties with which I wanted the protagonist of my 

story to grapple. 

The Directed Writing Project that follows is an historical novella set in 1939 

Paris. The setting of Jamet is significant in that it is the year and location of van Velde' s 

major breakthrough, not to mention that it takes place very near the advent of world war 

in Europe. 6 It is the story of an intelligent but ineffectual American who dreams of 

opening an art gallery and sets off for Paris to find an undiscovered talent. After several 
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weeks of failure, Jamet is introduced to Odette, a beautiful and independent woman, and 

she offers to assist him through her ties to a successful and renowned Parisian dealer, the 

historical Ambroise Vollard. 7 J amet finds himself drawn into an affair with this woman, 

thereby inadvertently becoming the third side of a triangle as he is unaware of the extent 

of her relationship with the picture dealer. It is through his association with Odette, and 

hers with Vollard, that Jamet meets Bram van Velde. 

As I mentioned earlier, the subject-object problem is central to the story, though 

not merely for van Velde's pursuit of a solution to it. Rather, the romantic relationship 

between Jall?-et and Odette is presented as a reflection of it. As such, the affair is 

problematized when Jamet (subject) is forced to confront the fact that Odette ( object) 

exists independently of him, that the realization of her being bears only a slight 

resemblance to his conception of her. Throughout, Jamet is involved in a series of three 

dialogues that could potentially help him resolve his interpersonal dilemma: with a 

Russian emigre, Count P-, the man who introduced him to Odette; with his rival, 

Vollard, who has befriended him; and with van Velde, whose work he wishes to sell. 

Ultimately, it is the remarks and observations of van Velde that offer Jamet the best hope 

of finding happiness with Odette, as the artist searches for his own resolution to the 

subject-object problem. Thus, the work addresses failure on a couple of different levels: 

of an artist to fully realize that which he is capable of conceiving; and of men and women 

to realize an accurate expression of the other, one beyond his or her own subjective view 

(and so of a man to achieve sympathy with a woman, and vice versa). 

As to questions of form, I chose the novella as the one most compatible with my 

purpose, that of elucidating a single conflict for the story's protagonist. The novella is a 
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form that has a long history among some of the most renowned writers of Wes tern 

culture: undertaken by the likes of Voltaire and Goethe, practiced by Melville and Mann, 

mastered by James. In spite of this-and probably because of publishing restraints as a 

result of its mid-length form-the novella is somewhat neglected. Granted, they are often 

taught in high schools, and as a high school English teacher I have some personal and 

relevant experience of this. However, as a concession to both the mandates of state 

curriculums and students' abbreviated attention spans, they are typically trotted out as 

undersized novels, ignoring the subtleties of form for the simplicity of theme. Quite 

possibly what is lacking is the background and the language for discussing the form with 

our students. I've found in Mary Doyle Springer's Forms of the Modern Novella, in 

which she argues for the novella as a genre independent of the short story and the 

novel-rather than merely a long short story or a short novel-something of that 

background and language. 8 

Springer clearly recognizes the difficulties inherent in defining the novella, an 

often misunderstood prose form that is usually identified simply by its length of between 

15,000 and 50,000 words: 

The achievement I hope for will be a definition of the novella less by what 

it is (I have just said what it is is simply a length of prose fiction), than by 

describing what it does: a series of formal functions which can best be 

achieved at that length, functions which cause authors intuitively or 

consciously to choose that length. (9) 
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What is most significant about Springer's description is the relation between the genre's 

length and its unity-I take "a series of formal functions" for it9-as a piece of literary 

fiction. As is the case with any piece of short fiction, there is a necessarily intimate 

connection between a novella's length and its artistic unity, a connection that is rarely of 

consequence when dealing in novels. The elaborate circumstances of Jamet-a love 

triangle and a discourse on art-made a short story impractical. On the other hand, I 

thought that in order to more effectively establish the interconnectedness of these two 

elements that I would be best served by the kind of tight focus that is fundamental to the 

novella, and difficult to sustain in the longer novel form. 

As a part of her study of the novella, Springer delineates five basic forms, a list 

which includes the form with which I have engaged, the "serious 'plot of character'" (12-

13).10· 11 She uses the adjective "serious" formally, as she might "tragic" and "comic," to 

help describe what this novella form elicits in its readers, namely an "arousal of our 

feelings that things could go either way-the emphasis [ ... ] not on a certain movement 

toward a happy or unhappy ending to the learning process but rather on 'emphasizing the 

ambiguous consequences' to the 'shifting relations' the character goes through in his 

learning process" (131). 12 For my work, the consequences can be little else but 

ambiguous for Jamet considering that a genuine resolution to the subject-object problem 

isn't possible. 

Within the "serious 'plot of character'" category, Springer recognizes what she 

terms "plots of learning" as the most prevalent. In the "learning plot," what is elaborated 

is a "gradual change toward increased knowledge for the character himself-a plot of 

learning which is complete when the protagonist reaches ( or clearly fails to reach) the 
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point of new understanding" (129-30). 13 Springer cites Joseph Conrad's The Secret 

Sharer, Elizabeth Bowen's Ivy Gripped the Steps, D.H. Lawrence' The Virgin and the 

Gipsy, and Katherine Anne Porter's Old Mortality as typifying this plot. A more specific 

type of "learning plot" is one that illustrates a "change toward new knowledge in the 

protagonist which is predictive also of improvement in his future behavior" (129-30). 

Springer chooses the term "maturing plot" for this novella type, and cites a number of 

important novellas as members of this subset, among them Thomas Mann's Tonio Kroger 

(1903), James Joyce's The Dead (1914), 14 Saul Bellow's Seize the Day (1956), and Philip 

Roth's Goodbye Columbus (1959), all of which I (re)read in preparation for writing my 

own novella. 

Elements of each of these works reverberate in Iamet: Tonio's search-

coinciding with his growth from adolescent to young man-for a resolution to the 

incompatibility of his father's bourgeois mercantilism and his mother's artistic 

temperament is echoed in Jamet's need to make compatible his understandings of love 

and art; the thematic failure at the center of my work embodies that with which Bellow's 

Tommy Wilhelm is confronted, forced as he is to accept the burden of his bungled 

existence; from Roth's novella, Neil Klugman's rejection of the upper-class conservative 

lifestyle with which the Patimkin family has assimilated offers an interesting (though 

reversed) parallel in terms of the conventionality that Jamet is not completely able to 

dismiss in his relationship with the liberated Odette; and, J amet has his own sort of 

epiphanic moment, much like the one provided to Gabriel Conroy by Joyce. 

In addition, Jamet shares a stylistic element with a few of these other "maturing 

plot" novellas. As Springer outlines in her study, the answering of questions is typical of 
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plots of learning, and in the maturing plot one usually encounters the protagonist not 

merely in the "self-questioning [ ... ] of the interior intellect," but also in the kind of 

questioning that takes place in dialogue with another (or other) significant character(s) 

(149). She offers the incidents of Tonio Kroger's and Tommy Wilhelm's respective 

narratives as evidence of both the presence and value of the similar process by which 

each of them learns: "What has brought about both the recognition and the open hope for 

the future is not only experience but the raising of questions and seeking of answers 

(dialogue) about the experience" (152). In Mann, Lisabeta takes part in several important 

exchanges with Tonio, including the one that culminates in Tonio's articulation of self-

knowledge following his erroneous arrest. Likewise, Bellow's Tommy holds some 

significant discussions, both with his father and Tamkin, and his meeting the dead man in 

the book's final pages might be thought of as a kind of discourse as well. As I mentioned 

earlier, much of the action of my own novella revolves around the three dialogues Jamet 

has with various other characters. Not coincidentally, it is through these discourses on 

love and art that Jamet is able to take meaning away from his pursuit of artistic originality 

and his relationship with Odette. 

In closing I'd like to point out one of the novella's affinities with the work of the 

writer who inspired it. It shouldn't surprise anyone familiar with the Beckett oeuvre that a 

text instigated by it would end in silence. Jamet is a dialogue-heavy text with I think 

something of the stage play about it. As such, it runs toward a kind of exhaustibility of 

speech that characterizes much of Beckett. By the end there is little left to be said, either 

to or by Jamet. "All out."L5 
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1 Beckett first made the acquaintance of Bram's younger brother Geer, also a painter and Paris resident. 

2 Oppenheim here is translating Beckett's French terms l'empechement-objet and l'empechement-ceil, 

respectively. 

3 Geer is the other of the peintres referred to in the essay's title, and the "new object of [his] painting 

consists in those qualities of the object ('l'empechement-objet') that prevent him from seeing it" (Wood 

11 ). 

4 I say might, because given the literary style of the work-it reads like a Beckett tragi-comedy-and the 

possibility that Duthuit had no actual involvement in its creation-the attributions of its several published 

versions are inconsistent-, there is the chance that Three Dialogues is not an altogether serious and 

reliable piece of scholarship. 

5 Attributed to van Velde. Quoted in M.I. James' exhibition review "Paris: Bram van Velde, Masson, 

Alechinsky" (The Burlington Magazine 132.1043 [ 1990]: 156-58). 

6 Although in the story I don't pin down a particular month in 1939, I do imply that the invasion of Poland 

(September) hasn't yet occurred. In terms of context, the French and British declare of war on Germany on 

September 3rd of that year, followed by the German invasion of France on May 10, 1940, and their entry 

into Paris on June 14, 1940. Additionally, thel937 Nazi retaliation against entartete Kunst, or degenerate 

Art, which included most forms of contemporary art has a contextual role in the story. 

7 Much of Vollard's character in the story, as well as some of his dialogue, is drawn from his own memoir, 

Recollections ofa Picture Dealer, trans. Violet M. MacDonald (New York: Hacker Art Books, 1978). 

8 It's important to recognize that Springer investigates, as her title suggests, the novella as it is practiced in 

the twentieth century. Most theorists situate its beginning with Boccaccio's Decameron-a very different 

notion of the form-and its rise and rapid transformation throughout eighteenth and nineteenth century 

Germany. See Siegfried Weing, The German Novella: Two Centuries of Criticism (Columbia, S.C: Camden 

House, 1994). 

9 Springer does too, preferring an Aristotelian sense of beauty in which a work's magnitude is "suitable 

[ ... ] to the realization of [an] affective power" (9). 

'
0 The others are the "degenerative or pathetic tragedy," the "satire," the "apologue," and the "Example," 

which is a "subclass of apologue" (Springer 12-13). 
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11 Springer borrows the term "plot of character" from R.S. Crane. See "Notes to Chapter One," #22 (166-

67). 

12 Springer cites Sheldon Sacks. See "Notes to Chapter Six," #3 (174). 

13 The "maturing plot" is the second of the two "plots of learning," and it illustrates a "change toward new 

knowledge in the protagonist which is predictive also of improvement in his future behavior" (Springer 

129-30). 

14 Given Springer's analysis of the novella form, Joyce's long conclusion to Dubliners would seem to be 

most accurately described as a novella as she herself does, including it among a list of "Serious Plots of 

Leaming (or Failed Leaming)" (163-4). 

15 The quotation is the last line of Beckett's Murphy. 
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One 
The rain fell, having no other option, on Paris. J amet ignored it, as though it were 

his mortality, in a room on rue Delambre. Here for the last six weeks he had lodged, 

written letters, read books, and planned outings, when he wasn't out searching among the 

cafes and ateliers of Montparnasse. Soon he would have to acknowledge his failure, for 

the prospect of locating an undiscovered, inventive artist seemed more and more remote 

to him each day. Soon he would have to accept his fate and return to his teaching post in 

the States, where he would lodge, write, read, and plan as he had before coming to Paris. 

Jamet lay on the bed motionless, his breathing shallow and regular, his body in a 

state of utter relaxation. He had risen just before 9h00, the time agreed upon with the 

concierge for delivering coffee to his room each morning. After coffee, he stepped bare-

chested to the mirror to shave his angular face systematically, around his delicate mouth 

and along his jaw and fine chin. The night before J amet had laid out his clothes-suit, 

shirt, tie, socks and garters. But now his lean frame, stretched nearly the entire length of 

the bed, was for the most part undressed, bisected by a pair of undershorts that 

represented the extent of his covering. It was his habit to lie this way midmornings, his 

bowels very recently and agreeably voided, with a book open on his chest and very nearly 

dozing, but in something more like a trance with the words on the page entering freely 

and without impediment. 

He had the sensation of a pleasant emptiness that was more than the satisfaction 

of his empty bowels; it was the feeling of having expelled himself from his own body. 

Afterwards, when he was conscious of it, he tried evaluating it alongside the 

understandably limited recollection of a severely high fever he had suffered as a young 
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boy. Then, as he recalled it, he had imagined he could see his own body below him, and it 

had seemed lifeless. During these midmorning reveries, it still had life coursing through 

it-he himself could feel it-and in this state it was free to take in some new occupant, 

the walls a freshly painted white, awaiting the expressive canvases of some new and 

unexpected perceptions, the trappings of J amet' s prosaic existence relegated to a second-

hand shop or a dust bin which was where they more properly belonged. 

A noise from the room above returned J amet to himself for the moment, and his 

mind, now reactivated, opened itself to stimuli external to the book that lay on his chest. 

The woman upstairs was walking about heavily and creaking the boards, and Jamet grew 

annoyed. What was she doing back here now? She wasn't typically in at this hour, 

usually returning in the afternoon just as J amet himself was going out, the two of them 

offering a polite greeting as they passed on the stairs. For a moment he imagined he could 

see her weighty footprints outlined in the ceiling, circling above his bed. His bodily 

inertia went uninterrupted, however, and in his recumbency he soon began to reflect 

again-it was very nearly all he thought about-on the circumstances of his visit to Paris, 

dismissing Balzac's Frenhofer for the time being. 

J amet had an uncle who owned and operated a very large and very successful 

wholesale dry goods business in New York, one of the few businesses that remained 

relatively unscathed by the economic malaise of the last ten years. Jamet's Uncle Bill had 

married an attractive young woman he met at college and together they produced two 

attractive daughters, both younger than J amet, with the elder of whom he had shared a 

crush when he was at the university and she in her high school years. Peggy. He hadn't 

thought about her in a long time. He had once imagined that he loved her, but she had 
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gone off to college and he quickly grew tired of resp~:mding to the letters that she herself 

sent with irregularity. 

Solidly middle class, Bill had a fine home on Long Island and his family 

frequented the local country club when the weather was nice. Bill himself belonged to a 

men's club on the lower east side of Manhattan. Jamet had visited his uncle's family 

whenever the opportunity arose, having a particular fondness for the family's quiet home 

life, as well as enjoying the cosmopolitan characteristics of New York, not the least of 

which were its many fine museums and galleries, the very places in which Jamet 

developed his passionate interest in art. 

He had been enthralled by the city's collections from an early age, but never once 

seriously considered taking up its practice, preferring instead the comforting detachment 

of an observer's distance, safely removed from the responsibility of creation. Probably 

for this same reason J amet preferred those works created in a remote past. Contemporary 

art was too much of the here and now for him. In it he felt called upon to confront too 

closely his own world, to come to terms with the very fact of his existence. It left him 

cold and with a deep sense of loneliness. He wondered again why he had ever undertaken 

this search. What was it that had made him think he could ever pull it off? His 

discomfort with contemporary art was the great absurdity that in spite of which he had 

sought to change his future in a meeting with Bill. 

Jamet visited with his uncle less frequently than he had when a younger man, but 

when he did his uncle always insisted on meeting him for lunch at his club, and J amet 

loved the feeling of importance, by extension though it was, which these lunches 

occasioned in him. The club was all dark brown paneling and high windows. It smelled 
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everywhere of fine cigars and pipe tobacco. Most of the members, like the club's liquor, 

were well aged, and those to whom J amet had been introduced had treated him in ways 

both dissimilar and incongruous. Some regarded him with all of the contempt that men of 

their age and stature feel for young men that remind them of their own callow and 

immodest youths. Others acted with the fawning affection and overindulgence of a 

grandfather, the younger man a reflection of the precious youth-a Jamet still tottering 

about in knee pants-that they had long since cast off. J amet had never taken offense 

with either of these projections. Still searching as he was for his way in the world, who 

was he to question these assessments of him? Besides, he was still on the inside. What 

did it matter what he was thought of in the club, so long as he was a part of it, if only 

because of his uncle's invitation? 

It was several months ago that he and his uncle had last dined there, and it was on 

this occasion that his uncle had encouraged him to make the trip to Paris. 

"So how are things?" It was Bill's standard way of beginning a conversation with 

anyone, including his own wife. The thing about it, though, was that he was one of the 

few people in the world who ever seemed genuine Iy interested to know. 

"Not at all good. Things haven't improved at the university. I'd hoped I would 

take to teaching, but it just hasn't happened. Every morning that I'm forced to get up for 

class I feel dreadful. Nauseated and in the blackest of moods. I'm just not built for it." 

With his zeal for art, Jamet had given teaching a try, taking on some art history 

classes at his alma mater after graduation. For J amet, teaching was only slightly less 

embarrassing than public showering (he had experience of that as a member of the 

university squash team) since there at least one was expected, if the need or desire arose 
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to exchange a few words with a fellow latherer, to speak into the showerhead as if it were 

some kind of radio show microphone, or to look skyward in prayer to an unseen god of 

ceramic tiling. As a professor, Jamet felt exposed and available to all the gawking eyes 

that were willing to subject their stares. Lecturing to a mostly somnolent audience (and 

with a lectern to hide behind) was the least revealing; Socratic examination was akin to 

face-to-face showering; and any attempt at an open discussion was much like asking his 

students to soap his ass for him. 

"I don't know why you ever went in for such a ridiculous and unprofitable career 

in the first place. I tried to hire you, remember?" 

"Yes, sir, I do. I don't think I'm cut out for sales, either." 

"So get out now and find something you can make your fortune in." 

"That's what I wanted to speak with you about. My problem with teaching has 

nothing to do with a lack of insight. I know art. Well, there are people out there making 

plenty of money at that game." 

"And you thought you'd gamble a bit, huh? A risk. Yes, that's what you need to 

do, take a risk. Like I did. Your grandfather never understood how I could do such a 

thing. Your very own mother was the only one that ever believed in me. But look at me 

now." 

"I knew you'd understand. Anyway, I was hoping you might stake me for a 

while." 

"Me? I've taken my risks, son. This one's got to be yours if you'll have any hope 

of self-respect." 

"But it takes money to begin." 
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"No, it takes moxie. And in that field it takes an artist nobody knows nor wants. 

You make people want him and you'll rake it in hand over fist. Go out and find yourself a 

nobody." 

"My sense is that they're already all spoken for." 

"So go to Europe and find one. I hear France is just crawling with them. You 

speak the language, don't you?" 

It was true. He spoke French passably and had even been in Paris once before 

twelve years earlier, studying the art of its museums and seeking excitement among the 

cafes of the Left Bank. "Yes, sir, but-" 

"And that French family name of yours might open a few doors." 

"I suppose." 

"Sure it will. Now get out there and make something happen. Haven't you at least 

enough to travel on?" 

"If I live cheaply. I know of some pensions that are modest. And you can eat 

cheaply if you know the right places. I'll have to take leave of my position, of course. But 

what do I do with this nobody, as you say, when I find him?" 

"Like Buck, you bring 'em back alive." 

"How would I get him here? I haven't the money for his expenses, too." 

"I'll tell you what. You just find the nobody, and I'll stake you from there. I'll 

wire you the money the minute you telegram me the news of your success. Okay?" 

"Yes, sir. Uncle Bill, I can't thank you enough." 

"Don't mention it. Your very own mother did something like this for me when I 

was starting out. Don't mention that around your father." 
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And so it was that J amet had embarked on a new career path and sought a leave of 

absence from his post at the university. But in the world of gallery art sales, as it is 

commonly to be held elsewhere, timing is everything. Jamet's watch always ran a few 

minutes slow, and so it was that while many Americans were returning to the States-and 

quite a few European artists were also landing on its shores, having beaten a path out of a 

politically volatile Europe that seemed once again headed for war-Jamet' s own 

transatlantic voyage had taken him in the opposite direction. On the trip over, Jamet 

imagined that he could see those westbound ships, and he wondered whether his wish 

weren't on board one of them, steaming along the horizon, never out of sight. 

Two 
Jamet drifted into Blues de Diacre around 21h15. The regulars crowded into their 

usual places, and J amet moved to occupy his own. He had come without intention, only 

to be somewhere, anywhere other than his room where he was alone with only his failure 

to keep him company. 

J amet had first stumbled upon the cafe during one of the evening rambles through 

the streets of Montpamasse that had become a part of a routine since arriving in Paris. 

Once inside, he wandered from table to table attempting conversation with the patrons in 

a noticeably American French and spent quite a few francs buying rounds for others, 

neglectful of the same francs he had budgeted for the next day's meals. Certainly, his 

expenditures gained him access, but these were not the people he was so anxious to meet. 

Instead he encountered mostly French locals, whose alcohol-loosened tongues only 
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wagged of their own bourgeois lives, or the occasional foreigner, who had come to Paris 

to experience its cosmopolitan vitality. 

There was, however, one man with whom Jamet could find some sympathy, 

though it was hard for him to consider the attachment an advantageous one. Recently, 

J amet had made the acquaintance of a Russian count, an emigre of the Revolution forced 

into exile after the defeat of the White Guard some sixteen years ago. Although forced to 

live a relatively austere existence here in Paris, Count P- was still adept at playing the 

pampered guest of honor, and had retained his regal bearing, much of which was owing 

to a tremendous physical bulk. He was a great Russian bear, and his imperious insistence 

on Jamet's attention slackened only when his own was diverted by a desire for more 

alcohol, the payment for which he graciously accepted from Jamet's begrudging pocket. 

As was his custom, the Count entered the cafe punctually at 9h30, sought out J amet at his 

regular table, and obliged J amet to entertain him. 

"Bonsoir, my friend. You are alone?" 

"Oui, Monsieur le Comte. Bonsoir. By all means, join me." 

"I will, merci. Shall I order us a drink? I have an incredible thirst tonight." 

"Nothing more for me, but please order something for yourself." 

"You are, as always, a gracious host." The Count called over the maitre d'. 

"Monsieur, Jamet would have you bring me my drink, now." He turned back to Jamet 

and smiled broadly. "You have been about today taking in the sights of this most glorious 

city?" 

"Moi? Non. I spent much of the day in my room. There is still a bit of the city I 
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haven't yet seen, but to be honest, its attractions and architecture are of very little interest 

to me." 

J amet was more than a little jaded about the cultural eclat of the French capital. 

On his first trip over, he had come to experience for himself the seemingly boundless 

artistic advancement of the Paris scene, celebrated as it was as the center of Wes tern 

cultural enterprise. He had imagined himself among the next generation of American 

expatriates who would secure fame for its contributions to a broadening of America's 

own cultural experience. He wanted to "make a bit of a splash over there," as he was fond 

of telling friends and family right before he had sailed away from them, his aspirations a 

ship under full steam. To this end, Jamet arrived in France freighted with a young man's 

ambition and disembarked toward his dream, America far behind him. To be sure, he had 

returned with a greater enthusiasm for art, but with little that would allow him to make a 

name for himself. Rather, he finished his education at the university and took up 

teaching. 

"So you are still, as your American compatriots say, down on your luck. Is there 

no hope of obtaining introductions to these men with whom you wish to speak?" 

"I should say there's very little hope if the last month-and-a-half is any measure." 

As a part of a carefully laid-out plan, Jamet spent his days and nights hanging 

about the cafes in and around Montpamasse trying to make the acquaintance of the avant-

garde, but managing little more than to share an aperitif with the occasional obscure 

gallery owner. They knew where the celebrated artists lived and worked and could point 

to them and whisper their names into Jamet's ear, but that only served to make Jamet feel 

more the outsider and further from his intended goal. More often than not, these chance 
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meetings led to introductions to artists who might have been, but were decidedly not, up-

and-coming. And so J amet visited numerous flats and studios where he was able to 

glimpse the work of some rather-at least to his, he had to admit, regrettably 

inexperienced judgment-unsuccessful and skilless artists. He had had confidence that 

his plan would meet with success, but in devising it he had supposed that he and success 

would be quite well acquainted by now. Rather, from cafe to cafe, failure, like a creditor 

to whom he owed no small sum, followed J amet all over Montpamasse. 

This evening, Jamet's disappointment weighed on him especially. Absent of an 

idea for disengaging himself from the Count, he tried unsuccessfully to tum his mind to 

deciding how he might proceed toward his goal. Before him in his great bulk and 

overbearing personality, the Count became for Jamet a living, breathing Sisyphusian 

boulder, a symbol of the futility of his aspirations. What was the point of even trying to 

push this obstacle aside when what lay behind was more of the same? Jamet was not so 

deep in thought that it prevented him from noticing the woman approaching their table. 

"Count P-, how truly disagreeable it is to meet you here this evening." The 

woman had appeared very suddenly and spoken before either man had acknowledged her 

presence. "Who is your friend?" 

"Ah, Mademoiselle, you are too kind." The habitually formal Count did not stand 

and merely nodded at the figure before them, an act that seemed a measure of familiarity 

rather than one of disrespect. "As always, so gracious and considerate of the feelings of 

others, my dear." 

"Pleasing you, Monsieur le Comte, is my greatest satisfaction. Will you honor me 

with an introduction?" 
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"Pardon, pardon. This is my dear friend, Jamet." Jamet had by now shaken 

himself out of the surprise occasioned by this unexpected meeting, and rising to take the 

woman's hand, took notice of her height. She was in heels to be sure, but it was rare to 

meet a woman with whom he could make eye contact so easily, and Jamet took full 

advantage of this unique opportunity, holding her brown-eyed gaze a bit longer than he 

would normally have dared. 

"Enchantee, Monsieur." The woman gave Jamet a long and luxurious smile. 

"Have you known the Count long?" 

"Only a few weeks, my dear. He-" 

"Can he not speak?" 

"I assure you that I can, Mademoiselle." Jamet bowed at the waist. "It is a 

pleasure to meet you." 

"I hope that you will always think it so. I suspect that I shall come to the same 

conclusion about you shortly. S'il vous plait, join me at another table where the Count 

cannot interfere." 

"Ah, oui, d' accord." Looking for an opportunity to extricate himself from the 

Count, Jamet saw little reason not to comply with the woman's request. And she was 

attractive. Belle apeindre, J amet recalled, was a favorite phrase of the Marquis de Sade 

and a good way to describe her looks. She took his hand a second time and led him 

farther into the cafe. J amet looked back over his shoulder, distressed as he was over the 

ungracious manner with which he had abandoned the Count, and offered a rather feeble, 

"Au revoir." 

As she led him through the caf e, he took deliberate notice of her rather athletic 
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figure, the likes of which he hadn't seen before in Paris, though one that Jamet 

recognized in a number of American women who swam or played tennis at his uncle's 

country club back in the States. She wore a blue waist-length jacket, the tailoring of 

which cleanly outlined a pair of shoulders that suggested vitality rather than delicacy. A 

matching knee-length skirt hugged the curves of her hips, as well as the long and sturdy 

limbs that carried them both quickly away from the table now occupied solely by the 

Count. Their hasty exit had staggered the Russian, but with no means of resistance, he 

settled back into his chair to finish what remained of his drink, scheming all the while 

over the source of his next one. 

'The Count is a notorious boor," the woman said as if to herself. She came to a 

stop at a table in a far corner, and sat down and demurely folded her hands in her lap, 

looking up at the still standing J amet. "How long has he had you trapped there that way?" 

Involuntarily, he took the chair across from her and answered. "Not nearly as long 

as usual, thanks to you." 

"You' re American, are you not?" 

"Oui, Mademoiselle, but if I may, who are you? Why have you dragged me away 

like this?" 

"I had thought to rescue you from the Count, but I wonder now whether that 

particular perdition doesn't suit you." 

"Mademoiselle, I never meant to offend you, only I wish to know the name of my 

benefactress." 

"Mademoiselle Frisson." She smiled at Jamet and he took the opportunity to 

inventory the lovely features of her face, as well as the quantity of dark brown hair that 
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poured from beneath her hat and rested neatly on her shoulders. "You shall call me 

Odette. And how are you known?" 

"I'm afraid I am not known, despite it being my great desire. My name is Jamet." 

"Then that is no longer the case as you are known by me. Who else could you 

wish to know you?" 

"Artists. Only I haven't had any success meeting them. You see, I managed to 

convince an uncle of mine to back me, and I've got to make a go of it soon before he 

pulls back his money." 

"Then I shall help you find them. Vollard knows these people." 

"Vollard?" 

"A friend. He's been a picture dealer here in Paris for a long time. Vollard knows 

the business better than anyone in the city. He will be able to put you in touch with 

someone, I'm sure." 

"Yes, if you think he would, I'd very much appreciate it. I've had so little success 

of my own in even meeting artists. I imagined it would be much easier." 

"You only want some assistance-and a little confidence." 

"And why is it that you are so eager to help me?" 

"For the same reason I took you away from the Count. Your person intrigued me 

and I would know you better." 

"That's really all there is to it?" 

"The trnth is that the Count thought you and I might enjoy each other's company. 

And he knew that I could help you." 

"Well, then, it seems that I've misjudged him. If you'll help as you say you can, 
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then he's put success in my path. Moreover, I may now count a beautiful Parisian among 

my acquaintances. I'd say he's more than repaid my generosity." 

"You have no need of flattery. I will help you all the same. And, merci. You are 

correct about the Count, too. He is a dreadful boor, but a dear and devoted friend to those 

to whom he takes a liking. And be assured that he chooses his friends carefully. When he 

asked me to help you, I knew he saw something in you. I wish to see it too." 

"What may I share with you?" 

"Everything. Although that remains to be decided." 

"I'm afraid that I don't understand." 

"Then I shall have to make it clear to you. First tell me more about this enterprise 

of yours." 

Jamet disclosed his plans to Odette with an enthusiasm he hadn't felt since before 

his ship had left New York. Throughout the voyage he had been filled with dread about 

the likelihood of success and in the intervening weeks with an escalating dismay at his 

continued misfortune. But now the interest of this beautiful woman made the telling 

pleasurable and satisfying. She listened carefully and with curiosity and Jamet took in all 

of her charms as he related the origins of his undertaking to her. He was now and then 

distracted by the sight of the woman's stockinged legs at the side of the table. Throughout 

the recitation of his program, Odette crossed and uncrossed them with some frequency. 

He felt himself drawn to her by a craving-both physical and emotional-that caused a 

rapid firing of his mind matched in intensity by the pulsing of his mounting desire. He 



Jamet I Hayden 27 

communicated his dreams to her with lucidity and zeal, as if his desire for her had 

imbued his ambition with an energy of which he hadn't known it was capable. 

"And what is it you will do once you've found this artist?" 

"I intend to bring him back to the States with me. My uncle has agreed to pay for 

a return passage and traveling expenses." 

"And if he wishes to remain in Paris? So many artists come here specifically to 

work and study." 

"If I had to, I guess I could represent him from a distance, but it could be that the 

Germans may provide me with considerable assistance in coaxing him into coming." 

"I wouldn't be so sure. Not everyone is eager to leave France, despite what is 

happening all around it." 

"Either way, I want to have something new to share with America. I can at least 

bring to it the art, even if I can't share the artist too." 

Odette was clearly taken by his enthusiasm, as she uncrossed her legs, placing 

both feet on the floor and leaning toward him to show her regard. Jamet had little trouble 

concentrating on the lovely and delicate face that was on display to him in her current 

position. He recognized in it the kind of beauty of certain women of literature, but was so 

taken by her that he couldn't imagine it being described in the ready-made illustrations 

one finds in books. Rather, it must suffice to say that she was beautiful. 

"You know, I haven't been this excited about my prospects since before I arrived 

in Paris." He felt emboldened by her beauty and her proximity and wanted to risk 

something intimate and suggestive. "And I have you to thank for it. You have 

impassioned me." 



Jamet I Hayden 28 

Odette's attitude changed once more. She leaned back into her chair, crossed her 

legs and contemplated what it was he was saying. And it was this act, this nearly 

rhythmic movement of her ankles and knees, as well as the almost imperceptible rustling 

of her stockings rubbing together, that insisted itself upon his attention. Her ankles gave 

the impression somehow of both strength and delicacy all at once. Her calves were full, 

round and muscled, but with a length that gave them proportion, left them shapely. He 

took in her finely formed knees as well and began to envision her legs to their full extent, 

the thighs sharing the same curvaceous vitality and strength of the lower halves. 

J amet watched as she uncrossed her legs yet again, only this time she stood. He 

looked up at her and her red lips curled into a smile before she turned and walked off 

toward the back of the cafe. As she had made no motion for him to follow, he remained 

in his chair, transfixed by the image of her walking away from him, her hips swaying 

from side to side with each step she took, her heels clacking against the wooden 

floorboards. She grew smaller and less distinct in the shadows as she walked into a 

remote recess of the cafe, and afraid of losing sight of her, Jamet roused himself 

scrupulously from his chair to follow. He soon saw her again clearly enough, though it 

was her legs that once again grabbed his attention. They dangled over the edge of a 

billiards table that was otherwise unoccupied. 

As he approached he understood more plainly the scopophilic scene that was 

opened before him. Beneath the suspended pair of high heels that remained on her feet, 

Odette's skirt, stockings and undergarments sat heaped on the floor. From the waist up, 

she was fully clothed with even her hat still in place. Hastily Jamet sought his own place 

between her shoes, dropping his pants as he went, and amid the inopportune puns and 
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euphemisms of racks and cues that he endeavored to push away from the front of his 

mind, he found his testicles pocketed awkwardly in the corner of the table around which 

Odette's long legs were draped. 

J amet made the unconscious decision to ignore the unsatisfactory residency taken 

up by his scrotum. Rather, he bent his head to the right and found the exposed side of 

Odette's neck between her jawline and earlobe. He kissed her there passionately, soaking 

up the fragrance of her, a mixture of her own scent and what was no doubt an expensive 

perfume. She responded delightedly to his amorous approach, and he was both excited 

and startled when he felt her wrap her legs around his own. He buried his face again in 

her neck to help suppress an uncontrollable giggle that had come over him. How was it 

that this was happening? Inexplicably, this woman wanted him, wanted him every bit as 

much as he wanted her. He couldn't understand why, but he decided he would wonder 

about it another time. Right now, he wanted only to be with her, in her. He felt her clasp 

her hands behind his neck, and as she lay back he let himself be pulled down and over 

her, the cooperative realization of a coital tableau. 

Three 

For three days Jamet waited anxiously for word from Odette. The night they had 

first met she had gone away from the cafe almost as soon as she had dressed. She held his 

face tenderly between her hands and kissed him, leaving him with a promise that she 

would contact him at his pension when she had received an answer from Vollard. 

He thought again about what they'd done, how it had all happened, wondering 

what had caused her to give herself to him so quickly, so completely. It left little doubt 



Jamet I Hayden 30 

about one thing; she was clearly a sexual creature. Though that wasn't all she was. She 

had put her intelligence on display, too, impressing Jamet with her insights and 

understanding. He wanted very much to see her again and the waiting was torture. He 

was impatient to have her next to him once more, to hear her voice and to feel her warm 

skin in contact with his, so much so that he thought almost nothing about whether or not 

she would fulfill her promise to speak with Vollard. That mattered little next to her 

physical presence. 

But now his waiting was very nearly at an end as Jamet had received a letter from 

Odette in the morning saying that she would come around to his pension later that 

evening. A little after 19h00, Jamet answered a knock on his door. He found on its other 

side the concierge and Odette beside him. 

"Mademoiselle wishes to see you, Monsieur." 

"Merci, Georges. S'il vous plait, come in Mademoiselle." Jamet thought it best to 

retain a measure of formality in front of the concierge. 

Odette, on the other hand, entered the room, and with a clear disregard of the 

concierge's lingering presence, kissed Jamet on the lips. "Bonsoir, Jamet." 

"Merci, Georges. I won't need anything more." The concierge smiled at the 

American and spun on his heel. J amet shut the door behind him and turned to Odette who 

was looking through Jamet's meager possessions, consisting primarily of a few articles 

de toilette and a stack of books, the pages of one she began to thumb through casually. 

"I'm so glad you've come." Her kiss had emboldened him and he moved forward with 

the idea of returning the greeting. "I've thought about you a great deal these last few 

days." 
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Odette stretched out the book to hand it to him. "Take this, will you." The gesture 

was evidently intended to impede his advance, as was her disregard of his warm avowal. 

"I have some wonderful news that I must share with you right away. Vollard has 

forwarded a letter of introduction for you to an artist named van Velde. You may arrange 

to meet with him very soon. Are you happy?" 

"Terribly. How can I ever repay your generosity?" 

"I'm not sure, but I shall let you try again and again until you do. You may start 

by kissing me." 

Jamet moved quickly at her offer. His gratitude was nothing to his desire and he 

kissed her fervently. 

When he finished, she pushed herself back with both hands on his chest to be able 

to look into his face. "You are happy. I'm so glad." 

"Qui, and I can't wait to meet this van Velde. What do you know about him? Is he 

a good painter?" 

"Me? Nothing really. Though what else should I know but that Vollard has 

recommended him. If he did there must be something to it. He's very knowledgeable." 

"And how do I find him?" 

"Vollard has given me his address. It's here in my pochette. 777 Avenue Aristide 

Briand, Montrouge. Do you know where that is? It's south of the city, not too far." 

"Then I shall write to him tomorrow. Tonight I think we should celebrate. Would 

you like a drink?" 

"Qui, merci." 

He walked over to the dresser to fix the drinks, and taking advantage of having his 
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back to Odette, he ventured into a topic that caused him some effort to approach. "May I 

ask you something?" 

"Oui, certainly." 

"What to your mind occurred the other night? Between us." 

"Is your memory poor or haven't you Americans a word for it? Jouissance, n' est-

ce pas? 

"Non, what I mean is, why? How did happen?" 

"I thought that you wanted me-I felt it. And I'm certain that I desired you. Was I 

wrong about you?" 

"Non, not at all. I only wondered why you-" 

"Your passion, your excitement for your work." Odette insinuated herself 

between him and the dresser at which he was attempting to pour out drinks. "And for 

me." 

Her proximity excited Jamet. He took the opportunity of looking far into her eyes, 

and Odette seemed to search his face for evidence of that same desire she had kindled in 

him on that previous evening. She kissed him long before he would have mustered the 

courage to do so first, but despite that this time was different somehow. Tonight Jamet 

felt equal to her frank sexuality, and he needn't be led by her. Her having wanted and had 

him in the way that she did that night made him feel worthy of it. He would become with 

her the kind of sexual being that he knew that she would want and might be used to 

having. He responded earnestly to the tacit consent of her kiss, and before long he had 

obliged Odette into a state of undress, one that served to increase Jamet' s craving for her 

exponentially. The mere presence and delicacy of her skin and the soft curves of her body 
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thrilled him, threw him into a fervor and soon Jamet became an instrument of his own 

frenetic desire, driven to new ecstasies by the responsiveness that she seemed neither able 

to control nor deny. 

Odette, for her part, was completely at ease with him, and revealed an intimate 

awareness of her sexuality, escorting him toward her own pleasure with a gentle, but 

unmistakable guidance. She had a confidence, an understanding of the shared pleasure 

and mysterious connectedness of honest lovemaking that Jamet had never known with a 

woman before, opening to him a sexual intimacy he'd never experienced, introducing to 

him sensual possibilities of which he was unaware. In her, he realized all the fecundity of 

woman, all that was fertile and rich, and he made a scrupulous study of her sexual form. 

He was a painter in command of the full spectrum of his palette, and she the subject of 

his desire. Painted thus, in broad strokes, Odette became for Jamet the embodiment of 

feminine sexuality, the absolute expression of womanly passion. 

In the morning, the beams of the early sun broke through the lower panes of the 

window. Jamet reclined on the bed with Odette resting quietly beside him, her head in his 

shoulder and her hair spilling across his chest. 

Now Jamet stared out blankly at the scene before him. Odette lay on her side 

cradled in his arm with her back and shoulders exposed, and the brilliant white bed sheet 

covered the full curve of her hip and ran seductively down her leg. It traced out a long 

and steep snowy slope that ended in the contours and valleys created by their intertwined 

bodies. And in the desolate whiteness of the sheet, in the endless depth of the blank 
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landscape that lay before him, Jamet lost touch with the world. There was an immense 

distance between him and this part of him, his limbs-their limbs-that had somehow 

ceased to be connected to them. His eyes had moved across this empty space, and 

everything had disappeared. There was only him. 

He had no sense of time, and so no idea how long it had lasted when Odette 

stirred and stretched and returned J amet to himself. She looked up into his face. "You are 

awake, cheri?" 

"Oh, yes." 

"Though it seems I surprised you." 

"Non, not exactly. Only I was thinking of a game-playing it, I guess- that I 

sometimes amused myself with as a child. I imagine you'd think it silly." 

"Tell me, won't you." 

"Well, I would look at some part of one of the walls or the ceiling of my room-

focus on it, really. And then I'd sort of dwell on the characteristics of the distance 

between it and me. I had a way of making it seem almost endless, and I'd be thrilled and 

frightened by it. The magnitude of it. The feeling of-or maybe the recognition of my 

own insignificance. It was strange. I'd get pleasure from it, but a kind of sorrow, too. It 

was the feeling of being so totally alone, so solitary, completely unconnected to any other 

human anywhere. And that's a bit ironic, isn't it? There's a sort of significance in being 

the only Man-the First Man-isn't there?" 

"I don't know. I can only say that it is all so terribly sad. Why is it that you must 

be alone? Is there no room for anyone else?" 

"It's just how it made me feel then." 
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"Oui, but now is one of those moments that you're speaking of. After this, you'd 

feel the need to be without me? You want to be alone?" 

"I didn't say that. I-" 

"What does it matter whether you say it or not?" 

"Because it isn't something that I want. I want to be with you. You have no idea 

how much." 

"Then stay here with me. Enjoy this moment that we share. How can we know 

when-or even if-we should ever again have the chance?" 

"I will stay with you, but let's not talk anymore about never being together 

again." 

"D'accord. Speaking of what shall never be is no more profitable than wondering 

what someday may. It leaves us still in another place and time that is not here with each 

other at this moment. And isn't that where each of us most wants to be?" 

Four 

The atelier, situated in the suburb of Montrouge, closely fit the image that Jamet 

had of one, and much more so than the others to which he'd gained access in the last 

several weeks. This was a working artist's studio, a space that did service to painting, 

rather than a mere domestic space that accommodated it. Sketches covered much of the 

walls, and others lay scattered about the floor. There were finished and unfinished 

canvases, sometimes three and four deep, leaning against furniture or unoccupied walls, 

and paint, both inside and outside of its container, covered, splattered, and stained much 

of the room's cloth-draped floor and furniture. In a comer, this same artist worked away 
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at a bowl mixing water and paint, his back to the entryway in which Jamet loitered. 

"You are the man about whom Vollard wrote to me. S' il vous plait, sit down 

somewhere and I will be with you shortly." 

"Thank you for agreeing to see me, Monsieur van Velde," Jamet replied haltingly, 

while scrutinizing the scant furniture in the hope of finding a chair in which he might not 

spoil his clothes. His search was arrested by several large canvases at a distance. From 

where he stood he could make out little of their composition beyond a vibrancy of color 

and an arrangement of imprecise geometric shapes. Hoping to get a closer look, J amet 

turned his attention to the prospect of a chair in the same vicinity. 

"I'm not often asked to share my work. Vollard drops in from time to time. 

Friends come to encourage." Van Velde continued working a spatula through the paint 

mixture and occasionally adding water from a small carafe. "Not to put too fine a point to 

it, but it isn't something I'm inclined to do either. I don't mean to appear rude, you 

understand; it's just that I fear it will interfere with my opportunities to paint." 

Jamet had by now spotted a straight-backed chair-in close proximity to the 

canvases of interest-beneath one of the three large windows that opened to the late 

morning sun. He made toward it, putting his feet down carefully along the way so as not 

to disturb anything, each and every footfall marking another word of his reply. "1-hope-

to-in-no-way-inconvenience-you-Monsieur." Jamet removed a cloth that covered the 

chair and, reassured by the relative cleanliness of what lay beneath, he turned it slightly 

to gain a better view of the canvases that had attracted his attention and sat down. "It is, 

in fact, my desire to be of some assistance to you." 

"Assist me? I have no need of either nursemaid or apprentice. What is it you will 
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do for me, then?" 

Jamet, half absorbed in scrutinizing one of the paintings, did not immediately 

make reply. He could make little more of it now than he had when he saw it from across 

the room. Abstract. Bright colors and strange shapes. Jamet discomfited. 

"Well?" 

"Ah, I beg your pardon. What I mean is that I should like to share your work with 

a wider audience." 

Van Velde abruptly stopped mixing. He laid down the bowl and very deliberately 

turned and faced Jamet. "I have taken part in exhibitions, you know. At the 

Independants." 

"Oui, Monsieur, I know that from our common acquaintance, Monsieur Vollard." 

J amet risked the lie, not wanting to appear uninformed or to reveal his remote relation to 

Vollard. "But I would like to bring your art to the attention of the American public." 

"You say this without having ever seen it?" 

"Oui, but I understand your art to be at the forefront." The anxiety occasioned by 

J amet' s brief scrutiny of the painting left him unprepared to discuss with the artist his 

work. "Original-a distinctive example of modem painting. From Monsieur Vollard, I 

mean." 

"Vollard knows a great deal about art. He's made a success promoting artists 

whose genius was slow to be recognized by nearly everyone else-men like Cezanne, 

Renoir, Degas. But like a man too much accustomed to rich foods, he has dulled his 

palate overindulging in the sums of money he has made selling their work. He is unable 

now to see when he is mistaken. I fear you have wasted your time, Jamet. My work is an 
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abject failure." 

A silence hung between the two men. Van Velde turned back to the bowl in which 

he was preparing the gouache, and J amet tried to process the painter's words. Could it be 

that Vollard was mistaken about van Velde? To Jamet's unfamiliar eye, the paintings 

appeared to be quite original. But were they the kind that would be taken seriously among 

collectors? All the same, Odette had assured Jamet that this man and his work might be 

the focus of his first exhibition. 

"A failure, Monsieur? How can that be?" 

"It can be, and it is. And the truth of the matter is that any contemporary art that 

aspires to sincerity or legitimacy-I mean an earnestly expressive art-is bound to fail. 

But the saving grace for me is that I at least am honest about it. I don't try to fool myself, 

or anyone else for that matter. As near as I can see, it is the fundamental difference 

between me and any other artist in this city." 

"But, Monsieur van Velde, what of the many great painters working today. 

Surely, their art cannot be considered unsuccessful. It is almost universally apprecia-

ted-" 

"By critics who've never as much as picked up a brush?" 

"Oui, I suppose, but what of the many exhibitions, the desire of the public to see 

their work on display? And the considerable interest in procuring it for private 

collections?" 

"You speak of critical and commercial success. What has any of that to do with 

artistic success, Jamet? These others, their work-the work we get to see, anyway-is 

incompatible with expression. They recognize their own failure and succumb to it. They 
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are, in some respects, mere representational artists. And those who aren't, are what the 

French would call cochons d'intellectuel, who decry expression, but only because they've 

abandoned any hope of achieving it." 

"But why would you, why would anyone, go on in the face of what seems like 

uninterrupted failure. If expression isn't possible, then why not give in to it and accept 

it?" 

"Because that's what artists do, they conceive and they create. Jamet, all that I can 

tell you is what I think to be true. For me, art is something that should exist on a higher 

plane than reality, and so the realization of an artistic concept must necessarily fall short 

when the medium is of the material world. And so some artists defy this failure by 

attempting something strictly representational, which is in itself a failure. Still others are 

dishonest about it. Me, I fail. But I don't stop trying." 

"Is there no hope of success?" 

"Not with paints and canvases. The soul seems to me the only medium with the 

resources suitable for the realization of a uniquely expressive art. So I guess my answer 

would have to be, 'no'." 

"But then why go on?" 

"Because art doesn't end merely for our inability to produce it. Jamet, try and 

understand. If nothing else-and I assure you, it is most definitely not nothing-this 

failure is an expression of human frailty and imperfection." 

As before, Jamet considered the artist's words and van Velde took advantage of 

the pause to return to his mixing. 

"Still, there's something else I don't understand. I'm told this is how you earn 
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your living." 

"Yes-" 

"Well, if you're so sure your work's a failure, how is it that you're able to sell it?" 

"I sell very little, Jamet." 

"Yes, but isn't it a question of sincerity? How is it that you can sell work that you 

yourself admit is a failure?" 

"No choice. I am a most impoverished artist. Besides, I don't sell my failure. I 

paint the kind of pictures that people wish to own, and those I sell. What you see around 

us is all that I have. I want only to be able to eat and to paint. I sell paintings so that 

Marthe-she is my compagne-that Marthe and I might not starve. There may be no 

insincerity in that, I hope." 

Five 
Impatient and with his breathing much less shallow than normal, Jamet waited. 

Odette was to meet him at Blues de Diacre at 20h30, and it was already twenty minutes 

past that. He waited anxiously, like a horse in a starting gate, eager for the exhilarating 

msh of excitement that he felt in her company. She let him nm, released him from the 

self-imposed restraints of conventionality, drove him to expect that the next moment 

might bring something new, something not ever experienced before. Jamet was so keen 

to see her and so caught up in imagining her arrival that he failed to notice her walk up to 

the table. 

"Cheri, I'm so sorry I'm late." Jamet looked up in surprise and smiled widely, 

delighted with the one with which she greeted him. She looked directly into his eyes and 
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held his gaze for a long time before he self-consciously rose and bid her join him. Odette 

reached a hand out to him and let him guide her into a chair. The warmth and softness of 

her touch electrified and aroused him and brought back to him vividly the passion of the 

nights they had spent together. 

Awakening to the awkward silence that his reverie had occasioned, Jamet 

reluctantly broke free of his thoughts and made reply. "S'il vous plait, don't give it a 

second thought. I'm only glad that you arrived before the Count made his appearance." 

"Ah, oui. Since he witnessed how I brought you away with me that night, I 

imagine he may go so far as to insert his immense figure between us next time to prevent 

losing you-and your francs." 

"And I, ma cherie, should scale that human Elbrus if that is what it takes to be at 

your side." A little embarrassed at having heard himself say it, Jamet quickly added, 

"Shall I order you something?" 

"Oui, merci. And for the lovely sentiment as well. But you have not told me. You 

met with van Velde?" 

"Oui, I did. Several days ago." 

"What is your impression of his work?" 

"Honestly, he gave me only a very little of his time and nothing's been resolved." 

"And when will he meet with you again to discuss your proposition?" 

'Tm not sure that he will." 

"Ridiculous. Of course, he must. Did you remind him that it was Vollard who sent 

you to him?" 

"Oui, but that was the only reason he even agreed to speak with me in the first 
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place. He doesn't seem interested, and I'm not so sure I am either." 

"You have been trying for so long to meet an artist of merit, have you not? Well, 

Vollard seems to think he is worth something. How is it that you are so sure that he is not 

worth representing?" 

"Because, by his own admission, his work is a disappointment." 

"He told you that?" 

"Oui. An 'abject failure' is what he said." 

"Artists are vain. He probably wanted you to argue with him and make a show of 

how great his work is, so that then he could play the man of modesty and humility. It 

satisfies their desire to be recognized as both great artists and commendable men." 

"I'm not sure that's the case here. He seems to believe that the act of painting is 

an act of futility." 

"How do you mean?" 

"He means that he is after something expressive, and that expression isn't 

possible. He claims that all contemporary art is failure." 

"He said that?" 

"Essentially. He strives without hope of success, but strives anyway." 

"And the paintings he showed you, what were they like?" 

"The truth is that he never condescended to show me any of his work. But there 

were a few canvases lying about at which I got a glimpse. They weren't like anything I'd 

ever seen before-quite abstract really. And more than a little disconcerting." 

"How do you mean?" 

"I guess the jarring combinations-of shapes and colors, that is. Hard to explain." 
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"I think I would like to speak with this van Velde myself." 

"I wish you the best. He wouldn't commit to another meeting, and I'm not so sure 

it would be worth it even if he had." 

"Won't you go and speak with him more? There must be something intriguing 

about this man's work for Vollard to have sent you to him. Do." 

"I think I must. Uncle has written asking about my progress and I'll need to make 

reply soon with something promising." 

Six 
J amet awoke earlier than usual the next morning, his mind preoccupied with the 

question of van Velde's work. With Odette sleeping quietly next to him on the bed, he 

decided on a course of action that differed slightly from the one that he had resolved to 

follow the night before. Rather than making another appointment with van Velde, he 

thought to speak with Vollard about the artist first. 

The concierge's knock followed shortly thereafter, and with it Odette awoke. 

Over coffee J amet wondered aloud to Odette why she hadn't thought to suggest a just 

such a prefatory discussion with Vollard. 

"There is nothing to be learned from speaking with Vollard." Odette turned her 

face from Jamet and looked blankly out of the open balcony doors. "Van Velde is the 

only one who can make you reply about his art. You should-" 

"But last night you seemed to think he ought to have known more than he told 

you." 

"And since he didn't tell me more there is no reason to believe he knows more." 
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Odette appeared frustrated by this line of questioning, and her impatience thrust her away 

from the table and threw her onto the bed. "I trust him not to be evasive with me." 

At a loss as to why his plan should elicit this kind of response, J amet pressed on 

nevertheless. "Still, I'd feel more comfortable meeting with van Velde again if I spoke 

with-" 

"It isn't possible I tell you." 

"Not possible? How can that-" 

"It would be unseemly." 

"Unseemly? How so?" 

"The two of you meeting, that is how. I don't want it. I saw no reason to mention 

it to you before, but it seems I must tell you or we shall never have any peace. Vollard is 

not merely an acquaintance. We have-an arrangement." 

It was nearly instantaneous. He didn't give it thought, but Odette's revelation at 

once shattered what little peace of mind it was Jamet's good fortune to ever know. "What 

can you mean?" Bewilderment and chagrin mingled inextricably in his features. "You 

don't mean to say-" 

"It is not so simple a thing as you imagine." 

"I see. What is it then? And why is it that you've involved me?" 

"Because when we met I was merely repaying a favor to the Count, helping out a 

friend of his. But I was charmed by you. I hadn't intended our falling into bed together." 

"So the fact that it was accidental-involuntary, even-is supposed to somehow 

make my situation less ridiculous?" 

"It wasn't supposed to be so." She disclosed to Jamet that she had originally kept 
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her relationship with the other man from him expecting that their own time together 

would be fleeting, imagining that J amet' s work would pull him away and lead to his 

losing interest in her. Or that he'd return to America as planned. "I had thought to enjoy 

the moment carelessly, to accept the unavoidable end of our relations with resignation." 

Instead, she found herself involved more and more deeply with Jamet, no longer sure of 

his intentions or of the reserve she had thought to maintain. 

The fact of Odette's romantic uncertainty made little difference to J amet at this 

moment. He was much too unsettled now, but his embarrassment at finding himself in 

this absurd role strangely served to intensify his desire for her. It was almost unbelievable 

the way that his dejection rebounded into a more intense need to have her. A passionate 

anger had been ignited in Jamet, both for her and the other man, his rival. But a rival 

meant competition and competition meant something to be won. He could win her. 

Jerking Odette up from the bed, he took her roughly in his arms, and the zeal with which 

he embraced her shocked him. Her face was close to his, and her eyes, unexpectedly 

searching, mirrored his own passion, urged him on. Quickly his anger turned again and 

became another kind of ardor. He felt, at that moment, the conflicting emotions of 

tenderness and jealousy, and as they mixed inside of him he came to experience a 

relentless desire to possess her. 

But Odette grappled with him, embracing and resisting him at the same time. At 

first their lovemaking was openly contentious, a conflict in which dominance and 

possession are uncertain, where one of them must win, the other defeated. In the end, 

however, it became mere performance, a ritualized and symbolic enactment of the love 

struggle. Odette gave herself over to him only when it was clear that it was on her terms, 
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that she was sacrificing herself, selflessly allowing him to defeat her. And when their 

desire had run its course and Odette lay quiet in his arms, Jamet gave his thoughts over to 

nothing more than the satisfaction of possessing her. 

Seven 
The result of Odette's confession to Jamet was a negligible but perceptible 

cooling off of their relationship. She found excuses not to see Jamet as frequently as she 

had before, and this had the conflicting result of increasing the intensity of both Jamet's 

resentment and his desire. He wanted nothing more than to be with her, and when it 

appeared obvious that he wouldn't, he brought down on her-in absentia-a plenitude of 

curses. On those occasions when she did come to him he was nearly overwhelmed by his 

elation, forgetting the jealous bitterness he had felt only minutes before she arrived. 

J amet never much expected to see her in the daytime and so had little trouble 

occupying himself before dfner. But as the hour approached he became preoccupied by 

Odette's absence. And so on most evenings, he waited impatiently for her in his room, 

tearing himself apart over her and hating her for the torment she caused him. He could 

not eat, and though he tried to read, he found that he was so distracted that he couldn't 

recall anything of the several pages he had turned over. Alcohol did little to pass the time 

either, but it didn't stop him from trying, and as his boredom and displeasure grew, so did 

the pace of his drinking. Once he had given up on seeing her-he often imagined it was 

for good and told himself it was what he wanted-he drank with purpose, hoping to 

stupefy his mind and quiet his thoughts. He would end, passed out in his bed, stripped of 

all but the bedclothes, having first satisfactorily castigated himself for desiring a woman 
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who was accessible only to his imagination. 

Infrequent!y, he willed himself to leave his room despite his fear that Odette 

would call and not find him in. As he walked about the city his thoughts were constantly 

on her and at any moment he might dash back to his room, sure that he would find her 

waiting. On one of those nights that he did dare to venture out of his room, he took 

himself to Blues de Diacre hoping that he might have the company of Count P-. At the 

cafe, he would be able to drink with the Russian and relieve something of his loneliness 

and despair. He found him as he had expected, and when the large man saw J amet he 

quickly excused himself from the ill-equipped patronage of a local. 

"Bonsoir, Jamet. I began to lose hope of ever seeing you again." 

"I can understand that all too well. Comment allez-vous, Monsieur le Comte? 

"I'm quite well. And what of you? Have you met with success?" 

"That, mon frere, is an interesting question. If I told you that most days I wish I 

had never returned to this disagreeable city would that answer it for you?" Jamet held 

back little of the bitterness and discontent he felt and spoke in a rather loud voice. "I'm 

desperate for some peace of mind, any sort of indication that this whole thing hasn't been 

a ridiculous waste of time. I'm sick of being thwarted at every tum." 

Count P- put his hand on Jamet's arm and leaned closer to him. "You mustn't 

speak so indiscreetly, Jamet." 

"What on earth do you mean?" 

"What I mean is that I think it would be better if you held your tongue. There is 

much that is implied in what you say that you may not want discovered." 

Jamet looked the other man over carefully. He had assumed that he had been 
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sufficiently obscure to mask from the Count the truth about the real object of his 

displeasure. "Do you mean to say that you know?" 

"I'm sorry to tell you this, but I knew all along. I thought the two of you would 

enjoy each other's company. I wasn't very much surprised to learn that you were 

spending a great deal of time together." 

"I shouldn't have spoken of it. It's a measure of how far it's gotten from me, I 

imagine." J amet paused for just a moment before his agitation got the better of him. "If it 

isn't asking too much, Monsieur le Comte, may I confide in you further?" 

"If you will. Perhaps we should find a more secluded table." 

"Oui, merci." The Count stood up and walked toward the back of the caf e. J amet 
followed and was mortified to see his companion make his way into the room with the 

billiards table. It was not in use and J amet, with as much nonchalance as he could 

manage, claimed a chair along the wall. 

Jamet was unsure how to begin, but the Count quickly relieved him of the duty. "I 

fear that my glass may be empty quite soon, so let me inform you straight off that I know 

of Odette's relationship with Vollard, as well." 

"I'm grateful that I don't have to decide whether or not to mention him. Merci." 

"De rien. So tell me what is troubling you, J amet." 

"I will no doubt sound foolish for saying so, but the trouble, Monsieur le Comte, 

is that I have fallen in love with Mademoiselle Frisson." 

"Why that's wonderful, is it not? Why does it perturb you so?" 

"You said you were aware of Vollard, didn't you?" 

"Oui, but why should that stop you from loving Odette? She is a delightful 
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woman-what all other women should be." 

"Do you mean inconstant and unconstrained?" 

"If I may, I have known Mademoiselle for several years. The words I think you 

are looking for might be independent and uninhibited. Those are the very qualities which 

make her worth having." 

"You make it very difficult to argue. That, however, does little to change what I 

feel." 

"That's because what you feel is with your heart, and yet you insist on 

understanding only with your head. And so, I will explain in terms that your intellect can 

grasp. You are asking Odette to be something that you conceive rather than that which 

she is. You cannot create her in the image that you desire-or perhaps it is the image of 

your desire?" 

"I do love who she is, so much so that I have no wish to share her with another 

man. Is that too much to ask?" 

"Non, Jamet, but you are thinking of it in the wrong way. Let us begin with the 

premise that you will never know the true Odette, that a genuine understanding isn't 

possible between human beings. But neither will you know anything of the real beauty of 

Odette, and of your relationship with her, until you allow that which is the true Odette to 

be. Stop trying to conceive her, but rather allow her to be and you will bask in her beauty; 

no matter that complete sympathy with her isn't possible." 

"And should I be miserable in the process? How can I let her go off with him?" 

"J amet, you have some expertise in art, do you not?" 

"Oui, bien sur." 
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"Think of it in these terms then. You must recognize that Odette is a completed 

canvas and accept her as she is. If she is not the full realization of what you conceive a 

woman to be then you have two choices: toss her away as an uninspired effort or admire 

the splendor of her fundamental imperfection." 

"So I'm forced to accept my failure and go on in spite of it, eh?" 

"Pardon?" 

"Oh, it's nothing, Monsieur le Comte. Something someone else once said to me." 

Jamet thought for a moment. "I'm not sure I can do this. It's beyond me." 

"Ha, ha. Jamet, mon frere, you yourself might be the very artist you've been 

looking for." 

"What do you mean?" 

"I have had the acquaintance of quite a few in my time, and it seems they are 

always the wrong kind of men for women to take as lovers." 

"How's that?" 

"You see, they' re never quite satisfied with what-or who-they've made." 

"Your humor does nothing to relieve me of mon grief" 

"Then I am sorry for you." 

Finally Jamet had heard something from the Count that he could endure. He 

decided to try his luck a little further. "You don't believe that she could break with 

Vollard?" 

"Non-not as you would wish it to be. Have you pressed her?" 

"This too may reflect poorly on me, but I must confess that I haven't the nerve to 



Jamet I Hayden 51 

ask. To complicate matters I owe the man a debt of gratitude. Vollard has provided me 

with access to a painter who might be of use to me." 

"I see. Well, Jamet, I'm afraid my advice to you would be to try to enjoy what 

you have with her, for as long as you have it." 

Eight 
Having paid dearly-in drinks-for the Count's advice, Jamet started to become 

conscious of his funds. He wanted to be sure that he had enough to complete his business 

in Paris, and so the next evening he avoided the cafes and went for a walk. He wondered 

what he was even still doing in Paris. What was his business there? He wasn't really sure 

anymore. Was he honestly still hoping to succeed as a dealer or was he merely waiting 

for Odette to give up Vollard? Or perhaps to throw him over? He looked about as he 

walked. Without Odette, Paris seemed to Jamet an otherworldly place, a circle of Hell he 

inhabited alone. It felt as though it was his punishment to wander empty streets late at 

night searching for someone with whom to share the story of his earthly transgression. So 

how was it that Odette didn't share his damnation? Certainly she was his partner in 

iniquity. He laughed out loud in spite of himself when he recognized the irony in it, that 

the only way that Odette's presence could still be a punishment for him was if Vollard 

made a third to their little menage d'enfer. 

Unconsciously or not, his wanderings took him north toward the center of Paris, 

and he soon found himself outside of one of the many picture shops on rue Laffitte that 

earned it the sobriquet, la rue de tableaux. Though it was visibly closed for the evening, 

there was a light on inside, and Jamet spotted a figure moving about. No doubt this was 
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Vollard. Odette had to all purposes forbid J amet to speak with the picture dealer, and 

although he had concerns that she might discontinue their affair if he did, J amet' s disgust 

was so strong at this moment that he had convinced himself that he would have denied to 

Odette even wanting her any longer. It was fortunate that she wasn't there to test his 

resolve. 

Jamet had of late become interested in knowing more about his rival. To this end, 

he had asked around about Vollard and his gallery, and though many knew of the man, 

very few knew anything of interest about him. J amet had been unwilling to try his luck 

among the other picture dealers that made up Vollard's neighbors, so he discovered 

nothing about him. The gallery, on the other hand, had an exceptional reputation that 

stretched beyond rue Laffitte. J amet was disappointed, hoping instead that it might be the 

sort of place frequented by tourists for the cheap canvases that might be had, those 

depicting scenes of famed and dubious French culture. He himself had seen such shops 

and was not a little ashamed that Americans bought the bulk of these uninspired 

renderings of Parisian tourist spots and cliched portrayals of night life at red-light district 

cabarets. Moreover, Vollard's success meant that Jamet couldn't flippantly disregard the 

dealer's recommendation of van Velde and that he might still owe the man his thanks. 

Jamet walked to the door and tried the knob. Because he hadn't expected it to be 

unlocked, he was surprised to find himself suddenly inside. There was no sign of the 

gallery's occupant, and in a moment of panic Jamet turned quickly and pulled the door 

aside to make his escape. 

"Bonsoir, Monsieur. May I be of assistance?" 

Jamet had no choice but to tum back. "Non, I thought that maybe the gallery was 
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still open, but I-" 

"Ah, but it is, if you are interested in looking around. That is, I would be glad to 

assist you, though in truth I was on my way out." 

J amet took note of the man before him. Though he was certain that this was the 

correct shop, this man clearly was not Vollard. Jamet guessed him to be well beyond the 

age of fifty, and although he might be considered handsome for a man of that age, his 

bald pate, gray beard, and robust-or less diplomatically, portly-build seemed unlikely 

to attract the attention of a woman like Odette. 

"S'il vous plait, do not trouble yourself." Jamet, now relieved of his anxiety, saw 

little reason to remain if Vollard wasn't there. "I will come by again in the morning." 

"It is no trouble, I assure you. I am Monsieur Vollard, le proprietaire of this little 

picture shop." 

"Pardon me, but you say that you are Monsieur Vollard?" 

"Oui." 

"And-there is no younger Monsieur Vollard? A son perhaps?" 

"Ha, ha. Non, Monsieur. My father is gone, and I fear that I am the only surviving 

Vollard. I must say, you confound me a bit." 

"Forgive me, Monsieur. It is a pleasure to meet the one and only Vollard." Jamet 

hesitated for just a moment, weighing the risks. Had Vollard guessed that Odette had a 

lover? She was certainly independent enough that she might have dared to divulge it to 

him herself, but she wouldn't be so imprudent as to have given him her lover's name. "I 

am called Jamet." 

"J amet is it? Do we not have a mutual acquaintance?" 
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Jamet fought off an urge to flee the gallery. "I know so few people here in Paris." 

"You are American, are you not? The same Jamet to whom I provided an 

introduction to Monsieur van Velde?" 

"Ah, why yes, I am. My apologies." Jamet tried to control his shaking hand as he 

extended it, but he was not yet prepared to dismiss his panic. "I believe I owe you my 

sincere gratitude for that introduction." 

"It was nothing I assure you. You, then, know Mademoiselle Frisson." 

"Oui. She was kind enough to mediate with you on my behalf." 

"Odette is a splendid woman and an indispensable support to me. I have to admit I 

was rather surprised by her request. She seldom asks anything of me, so she clearly holds 

you in some regard. I gather that the two of you are quite close." Vollard paused briefly, 

but to Jamet's relief he didn't seem to be expecting a reply. "Nevertheless, it was 

gratifying for me to grant her wish. But tell me, did you find van Velde agreeable? He is 

an interesting man, is he not?" 

"Very much so." Jamet was grateful that Vollard had so quickly dismissed Odette 

as a topic of conversation. It may have been as he had hoped, that the other man knew 

nothing of her relationship with Jamet. Or was he merely unwilling to discuss it, holding 

tightly to that unimpeachable delicacy for which the French were famous? "How did you 

become acquainted with him, if I may ask?" 

"As a gallery owner usually meets artists. A few years ago van Velde came to 

Paris from Spain-a refugee of the civil war there, I believe. I knew his brother Geer, 

who is a painter as well, and the two of them had very little money at that time. In any 

case, Bram had returned from Spain with several canvases that he had hopes of selling 
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quickly, and Geer brought him to see me." 

"You were able to help him?" 

"Oui. You appear surprised." 

"Non, not at all. Only the canvases I saw at his atelier, they were rather unusual." 

For a brief time, Jamet forgot his jealousy and discomfort in his interest in what the other 

man could discover to him about van Velde's idiosyncrasies. "And I must ask you, were 

you aware that he speaks of failure in regard to his painting? That he doesn't believe in 

his own work?" 

"Van Velde is an artist, and so like all of them has grand notions of what 

constitutes art. But I must admit I haven't seen anything of his work in the last few years. 

That which he brought away with him from Spain was symptomatic of much of the 

expressive painting being done at that time. Neither of us got rich off of their sale, but 

there were a few buyers for that sort of thing then. Is his new work so different?" 

"I'm afraid I couldn't say. I have to confess that I'm not well versed in 

contemporary art. Besides, I only saw what was sitting about in the studio. He didn't 

actually invite me to view anything." 

"Then you should return and press him to do just that. I myself am very busy with 

artists who are anxious to see their work traded in my shop, and I lost patience with van 

Velde a long time ago. However, there is, I believe, a market for the kind of painting he is 

doing. It's just that I haven't the will to do battle with him-he is a stubborn, stoic man. I 

thought a young man like you, an American, might have the wherewithal to convince 

him." 

"Then I guess I shouldn't give up on the idea. I will try and see him again." Jamet 
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thanked Vollard for his time and bid him goodnight. 

He hadn't been prepared for it, but Jamet decided that he liked Vollard in spite of 

everything. He either didn't know or somehow didn't care about Jamet's relationship 

with Odette, and Jamet had no notion to disabuse him. Rather, he felt sympathy for him 

and wished there might not be some way of sparing him in the end. Nevertheless, his long 

strides through the city's streets quickly increased the physical distance between himself 

and Vollard's gallery, gradually restoring to him the animosity he felt for this rival to his 

love. 

Nine 
Odette slept. J amet, on the other hand, paced the room in front of the doors whose 

sheer curtains allowed much of the dawn to enter. Her sleeping was a torment to him. 

Though she had never said it, he had convinced himself that what Odette felt for him was 

love. Only he could not believe in her love when she was not present. And because it 

amounted to the same thing when she slept, he paced, and in his pacing he moved in and 

out of light, the shadow cast by the doors cutting a diagonal across the room, as it did the 

sleeping figure on the bed. He walked and wondered how long the two of them might 

continue in this way. How long was he willing to meet her like this? 

J amet was tired, exhausted almost from yet another late night. Ever since the 

night she revealed to him her relationship with Vollard, the evenings they spent in each 

other's company had taken on a similar quality. Drink-heavy, ardent exchanges that 

began as discussions on art or French and American culture or German politics lasted 

well into the morning hours and in the end turned into embraces that were no less 
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passionate, and marked by an element of aggression, as if the debates and disagreements 

of the evening could only be resolved in physical struggle. Sleep meant the end of 

contention in all its forms, but morning-and the emotional distance occasioned by their 

contrary states of consciousness-brought for Jamet the recollection of his discontent. He 

would strive with Odette more and waited impatiently for her to wake. 

Feeling hungry, Jamet considered going round the comer to the patisserie to pick 

something up for breakfast, but feared that Odette might wake up and make her escape 

while he was out. He began to dress anyway, and there came a knock at the door. Odette 

stirred slightly, and Jamet answered the door less quietly than he might have done had he 

wanted to protect her sleep. 

"Bonjour, Monsieur J amet." The concierge held out a small tray with coffee for 

two. He had become accustomed to Odette's occasional tenancy in Jamet's room and 

knew somehow on which mornings to bring an extra setting. Jamet had given the 

concierge something extra each week for this convenience and for saving him the 

embarrassment of having to ask. 

"Ah, bonjour, Georges. Merci." Jamet took the tray from Georges and seeing that 

Odette hadn't been disturbed by the exchange, closed the door brusquely enough to wake 

her. 

"Cheri, is that coffee I smell?" Odette had turned around in the bed to face him. 

"Oui, my dear, shall I fix you some?" He didn't wait for a reply, but rather poured 

out a cup and walked it over to the bed. He handed it to her and sat on the edge of the 

bed. 

"Oh, merci. Have you been awake long? I thought I heard you padding around the 
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place a few times." 

"Non, not long. But you know I become restless in the morning. And I was 

thinking." 

"Oh? Of what this time? Though I should be afraid to pick up where we left off 

last night." 

"You must be able to guess. The two of us-and Vollard. The situation is 

impossible." 

"Please let us not return to that yet another time. Why is it that you cannot accept 

the situation as it is? Were you not deliriously happy last night as I was?" 

"Qui, I was. The morning air, however, has cleared away the effects of the wine 

and the desire that clouded my vision. I can't shut my eyes to the truth." 

"What you see is a woman next to you in your bed, one who has given herself to 

you utterly. Why can't you accept that? Why won't you embrace that, embrace me, and 

give yourself to me in return?" 

"It isn't enough for me." 

"Enough? It is more than anyone can offer another human being. It is love and it 

is passion." 

"Is it love? Is that what we have? And what of commitment? Why is it that you 

must leave here and go to Vollard?" 

"You have all of me. Why do you confuse the quantity of time we are together 

with what I feel for you? When we are together you have every bit of me, and I am yours 

only. But you-at those times you belong more to Vollard than I do. It is you who invites 

him into this bed with us." 
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"I don't want to love and know that we'll always part." 

"That is the way with all lovers. But you are with me always. Of course, I miss 

your physical presence-your eyes, the touch of your hand on my shoulder. I miss the 

way that you hold me, but you never leave me. So why is it that I am gone from you the 

minute we separate?" 

"I think only of you when you're gone. I think of when you'll return and how long 

the hours are before you do. I think of what it will be like when you're here again. And I 

think about the fact that it will end and you'll be gone yet again." 

"Then I'm not sure it's actually me you're thinking of. It seems it might be you." 

Jamet wanted to deny it, but there was at least some truth in what she said. 

Feebly, he broke the silence. "And so you'll always return to Vollard?" 

"We have been through this, but you will make me say it again, oui? Does it give 

you satisfaction to hear it? I love Vollard-in my own way." She always qualified her 

feelings for Vollard in this, or some other, way, and Jamet didn't know what to make of 

it. Should he choose to believe it meant she didn't actually love Vollard, or simply not to 

believe it at all? 

"Qui, oui, you have told me many-" 

"But what is that to us when we are together? I suffer as you do when we are 

apart, but I have no desire to suspend that suffering if it means saying goodbye for good. 

This that we have is beautiful and I will sacrifice much to keep it. Why are you unwilling 

to do the same?" 

"It's beyond me." 
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Ten 
J amet had posted a letter to van Velde asking to meet with the artist a second 

time, but hadn't expected so quick a reply. He imagined then that what passed to his hand 

from the concierge's had to be an emphatic rejection of his request. His dejection quickly 

turned to bewilderment, however, when he saw that the letter had been posted from 41 

rue Laffitte. What could Vollard have to say to him? 

The content revealed itself to be an invitation to dine with the picture dealer and 

some other guests at Cave Vo/lard. Vollard's cellar? Jamet was intrigued by the request 

and thought it best that he should comply. It seemed more and more likely that the other 

man knew nothing of him and Odette, but maybe Jamet himself could learn something 

about her relationship with Vollard over some friendly dinner conversation. 

On the evening of the gathering, J amet arrived outside of the picture shop nervous 

and expectant. When he entered he saw that the guests had assembled in the gallery and 

were making conversation and looking about at the pictures that were hung there. Jamet 

recognized only his host and so walked over to greet him. Clearly Vollard had noticed 

him enter, since he excused himself from a very tall and well-dressed gentleman and met 

J amet halfway across the room. 

"Bonsoir, Jamet. I'm so glad to see that you could be here." 

"Merci, Monsieur Vollard. I-" 

"S'il vous plait, my friends call me Vollard. Are you and I not destined to be so?" 

"Uh, oui, we are. Very well, Vollard it is. I appreciate the invitation, though I was 

a little surprised given our brief interview." 

"What can I say? I took an instant liking to you. And it's been my experience that 
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adding an American to a group of Europeans is just the thing to stir up some interesting 

table banter. Besides, Jamet, you are a friend of Odette's, are you not?" 

"Well, oui, bien sfir-" 

"Then you belong at our table." 

Our table? How is it that it never crossed his mind that Odette might also be in 

attendance? Uneasily, he scanned the room for her and was relieved for the moment that 

she was nowhere to be seen. 

"Merci, Vollard. I've been looking forward to it. I have heard something of your 

dinners since receiving your invitation. It seems Cave Vollard is legendary." Not 

knowing what relations existed between the two men, J amet thought better than to reveal 

the Count as his informant. 

"You shall think me vain, but I will not deny what you have heard. However, you 

shall see so for yourself and decide." He turned and made himself heard to all who were 

assembled in the gallery. "Honored guests, would you be so kind as to join me in la 

Cave?" 

It was as the man said. Down a flight of stairs and situated below the picture 

gallery was a cellar that was divided by a partition. J amet stood between Vollard and the 

tall gentleman J amet had seen upstairs, and Vollard offered the two of them an 

explanation. "As you can see, this half does duty as the dining-room. The other side, 

which is ventilated, serves as a kitchen. The only unfortunate aspect is that because there 

are no windows in this half, the heat from the kitchen sometimes condenses here in heavy 

moisture. I can hang none of my pictures, and my guests are often surprised to find when 

they are leaving that their canes and umbrellas are already covered in a light mist even 
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though they haven't yet gotten out of doors." 

The other man addressed himself to Vollard in French, though with a heavy 

German accent. "There is little room for your staff I imagine." 

"That is not a concern, Monsieur. I make do very nicely with a single maid. She is 

sufficient to act as cook and also to attend to the shop door. Ah, my apologies, Jamet. 

You haven't met everyone. This is Monsieur Trompetenschleim, a collector from our 

neighboring Germany. It is his first visit to la Cave, as well. Trompetenschleim, this is 

J amet. From America." 

"How do you do, Monsieur Trom-pe-" 

"Trompetenschleim." He snapped his head forward in a nod and offered his hand 

all at once. "A pleasure. You must be counted among the more cultured of your 

countrymen since you are also a guest of Vollard tonight." 

"I don't know that that's the case, but-" 

"Please don't mistake me. I admire the simplicity of you Americans-your, eh, 

guileless ways. I myself was raised in the German countryside. Fine people." 

"I think I may speak for myself and for each of my simple fellow Americans 

when I say, 'Merci, Monsieur'." 

Vollard interrupted the exchange and directed the men to two of the last three 

empty places at table. "S'il vous plait, sit down, Messieurs." 

Trompetenschleim noticed the empty place at the same time as J amet, though 

with a decidedly different level of interest. "Will your cook be joining our little party, 

Vollard?" 

"A most delightful woman, I assure you. But, no. You have met my-
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"No need, cheri, for an introduction. Although, you could not have done better in 

affording me a grand entrance." Jamet was captivated by Odette's sudden appearance and 

forgot for a moment the anxiety he should have felt at her presence. She looked lovely 

and flushed, smiling the way she did each time they met anew. And yet she hadn't 

noticed him-yet. "My apologies for being late. Business, you know." 

Vollard went to her, and taking her by the hand led her to her chair. "Our guests 

will no doubt understand. I believe you may count them all friends by now." From her 

new vantage, Odette had the opportunity to see J amet for the first time. Her smile 

disappeared temporarily and she hesitated before taking her seat. "You remember 

Trompetenschleim ?" 

"Bien sur. Guten Abend, Herr Trompetenschleim. So nice to see you again." 

Vollard walked over to the back of J amet' s chair beaming. "And there is a 

surprise, as well. As you can see, I had the pleasure to meet your American friend and he 

has graciously agreed to join us." 

Vollard looked from one to the other as if to gauge their impressions of this 

sudden meeting. To Jamet, he seemed genuinely pleased with himself. Had he honestly 

hoped to please Odette with J amet' s presence or rather to lay a trap for the betraying 

lovers in this potentially compromising encounter? 

"Oui, this is unexpected." Affected smile proffered; conciliatory expression 

returned. "How good of you to come, Monsieur J amet." 

"Je t'en pris, Mademoiselle." Jamet conceived a feeling of unexpected freedom in 

the situation, that with the dinner guests around him he was safe for the time being both 

from Odette's displeasure and Vollard's suspicion. He thought nothing of tomorrow and 
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continued with imprudent daring. "I expect that I shall learn a great deal from what 

promises to be some very lively dinner conversation." 

The cook entered at this point and set a very large and oblong tureen onto the 

sideboard. Vollard clasped his hands in front of him in delighted anticipation. "Then let it 

begin immediately. Tonight, my dear friends, Simone has prepared a favorite of mine, 

chicken curry." 

The man to Vollard' s left offered an appraisal. "You are every one of you in store 

for an indulgence." 

"Meyer is a great fan of Simone's curry. Jamet, this is Monsieur Meyer. He is in 

the second-hand trade. Meyer, this is Monsieur Jamet." The two men nodded politely 

across the table. "And pardon, Mademoiselle, for not introducing you to your neighbor. 

Madame de Momy, may I present Monsieur Jamet." 

The woman was dark-haired and pretty. She gave Jamet her hand and smiled as if 

she wished to tease him. "Enchantee, Monsieur d' Amerique." 

"Pay her no attention, Monsieur." Odette of all people had come to his defense. 

Jamet had no experience with which to compare this one, but he couldn't imagine her 

jealous. "She is an actress and has her caprices as they all do." 

"No doubt that is true, my dear, but I wonder at your being so indelicate as to 

point it out." Accompanied with a smile, Vollard's rebuke was gentle and Odette merely 

smiled back at him. "Surely Jamet knows all too well about the caprices of women-of 

all sorts." Jamet would take his cues from Odette tonight when possible, but he was on 

his own here, and so did his best to give Vollard the kind of smirk that he imagined was 

passed furtively between sophisticated men. 
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Madame de Morny laughed at herself by way of reply, and it was the German 

who reopened the conversation. "How is it, Vollard, that a French household should 

prepare such a-well, exotic dish?" 

"There is nothing especially exotic about it, Trompetenschleim. It is the national 

dish of the French island of La Reunion." 

"Ah, then your cook is from there?" 

"Non, Monsieur. In fact, I myself was born there and taught her how to make the 

dish." 

Trompetenschleim's face betrayed some genuine concern. "A colonial? You, 

Vollard?" 

"Oui, though I have lived here for over 40 years now." Vollard grinned at his 

German client and J amet could detect no trace of indignation on his face or in his voice. 

"But do not worry yourself. My people were not indigenes. My maternal grandfather, a 

native of Northern France, married a girl whose parents had come to the island from 

Provence." 

There was a moment of stillness among the guests and the sound of knives and 

forks on plates became immodestly loud. Monsieur Meyer tactfully ushered repartee back 

to its place at the table. "Tell us about yourself, Jamet. What brings you to Paris?" 

"Art. I'm looking for an artist to represent." 

"Oui, I believe J amet imagines himself the next Vollard." The host-good-

natured and laughing-looked from Jamet to Odette. "That is to say, when I decided to 

try my hand at selling art many years ago, I thought to make my reputation by 

representing mostly unfashionable or unrecognizable artists. Monsieur Jamet here has 
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had the same idea. He wishes to find an artist that he can trade in America. Meyer, do 

you know Monsieur van Velde?" 

"Non, I don't think so." 

"Regardless, I have set Jamet upon him." 

"And is he very good?" 

"He is exceptionally skilled. And he does make some interesting canvases, but 

I'm afraid he makes a mess of things in his desire to be original." 

"So those pictures he does make are no good? Cannot anything be salvaged?" 

Jamet suddenly felt put out that others should be appropriating a discussion of his 

artist. Not wishing to provoke Vollard, he rather addressed himself-a bit petulantly-to 

Meyer. "That isn't exactly correct. The pictures aren't the trouble. He himself considers 

his paintings failures and has no interest in selling anything until he discovers how to 

change that. For him it's a question of not compromising his principles. And so he has no 

interest in me-or anyone else, for that matter-representing him. Yet." 

Vollard stirred himself to cordiality. "Oui, Jamet is correct. I myself grew tired of 

arguing with him. I have told him countless times that artists greater than himself have 

believed that about their work until it found an audience." 

Meyer resorted to axiom. "Goods are meant to circulate." 

Madame de Momy performed the vamp. "I have been told that the same applies 

to women. It was by a man who pursued me for months, soliciting invitations to all sorts 

of social gatherings at which we might meet and where he could then make love to me. 

My dear husband, on the other hand, never endorsed the principle. In fact, he has often 

scolded me for living by it." 
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"Delightful, my dear. But whatever happened to your suitor?" 

"Oh, when his passion had cooled, he used the story to make his reputation. 

Fortunately for me, he could do no damage to my own as it was already quite infamous 

around town." 

"Jamet, I think maybe Meyer and the mademoiselle both say something of value 

to you and your van Velde. Until these paintings of his have changed hands a few times 

they will never have any value, nor will his name have any cachet. Failures or not, you 

must find a market for his pictures." 

J amet wondered if Vollard would feel the same way about the circulation of 

Odette: Would she be more valuable to him for having been J amet' s lover? He became 

caught up in the idea and made no reply. Rather, he began to wonder about his own 

notions of Odette's value and he stared at her, through her, looking for the answer. Did 

her relationship with Vollard add to her appeal? Had she been altered by her experiences 

with the other man? She was a cultured and exciting woman. How much of that was of 

Vollard's making? Certainly, he had been able to offer her things Jamet could never. 

"And what of these pictures?" 

The German leaned forward to catch Jamet's eye and roused him from his 

thoughts. He blinked several times and looked about the table to determine who might 

have noticed his extended gaze at Odette. "Pardon, Monsieur Trompetenschleim." 

"Is this van Velde-a Niederliinder, I assume-one of your famous avant-garde 

artists?" 

"I would venture to say so. He aspires to un aspect d'originalite, certainly." 

"Then I have no use for him personally, and would suggest that you not lower 
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yourself to become a common purveyor of depraved art. It sounds as if it should be kept 

out of the public's view." 

Odette, who seemed busy up to this point alternately avoiding and glaring into 

Jamet's eyes, quickly took up the challenge. "Ah, Herr Trompetenschleim, you subscribe 

then to your country's ban on expressive forms of art? What you Germans refer to as 

entartete Kunst, correct? Degenerate art?" 

"You are correct on both counts. Though not strictly expressive art. Rather, that 

which is an act of aesthetic violence on-which questions the purposeful and pure beauty 

of-the classical ideals." 

"It's a shame that you and so many of your countrymen feel that way given the 

significant advances that have been carried out by Germans of real genius-Ernst and 

Beckmann, for instance. Your conservative aesthetic sent some of your best artists fleeing 

from their homeland." 

"Mademoiselle, you needn't lecture me about artistic genius, German or 

otherwise. I might suggest instead that you leave discussions of art to those who have a 

better understanding of it." 

Jamet's hackles unavoidably raised. "I think, Herr Trompetenschleim, that you do 

Mademoiselle a disservice. I myself have spoken to her at length about art and can assure 

you of her qualifications." He looked to Odette and spoke with finality as if to her alone. 

"She is-very well informed." 

The color rose quickly in Odette's face and Jamet realized the error of his rash 

retort. Nevertheless, Vollard himself attempted to neutralize the situation. "S' il vous 

plait, Odette, Trompetenschleim is here tonight as our guest." Clearly the picture dealer 
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was not about to allow a collector to go away from his shop angry. "What you say about 

Germans is not accurate I think anyway. I have come to recognize a singularly 

paradoxical situation: the Frenchman, who is argumentative by temperament, becomes a 

conservative when confronted by any new trend in art, so great is his need of certainty, 

and so afraid is he of being taken in. The German on the contrary, while bowing 

instinctively to anything in the way of collective discipline, yet gives enthusiastic support 

to every anticipation of the future." 

"Merci, Vollard, for your kind words." 

"De rien. As to artists in exile, it is of little consequence. A painter who has 

something to say is always himself, no matter in what country he is working." 

"I hope that you're correct about that." Jamet was glad for an opportunity to tum 

the conversation away from the German and his own unrestrained defense of Odette. "It's 

my wish that van Velde will return to New York with me to work." 

"Then I wish you success, Jamet." Vollard raised his glass and looked pointedly 

at J amet, measuring his words. "Although, I am reluctant to see you Americans carry 

away any more of the treasures of France." 

Eleven 
Days passed after the dinner at Vollard's, days in which Jamet waited anxiously 

for word from both Odette and van V elde. He thought better than to try and contact either 

of them first. He hoped that given time and space Odette would forgive him for-or at 

least forget about-what she presumably considered a transgression. As to van Velde, 

Jamet didn't wish to anger the artist by pressing him for another meeting. Unable to 
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decide which he was more fearful of-van Velde's declination or Odette's retribution-

he bided his time walking about the city, eager that each would respond agreeably. 

A few days later, Jamet received a letter from van Velde in which he requested 

that Jamet come around to his studio the following afternoon. He quickly replied that he 

would, and the next day he appeared on the man's doorstep close to 14h00. 

"Come in, J amet. I have, I hope, reason for you to be pleased. I wish to share with 

you my newest painting." 

"I'd be honored to see it, Monsieur." 

"Merci, J amet, but I'm asking you to do much more than that. I'd like you to try 

and understand it." 

"Qui, bien sfir, but I think-" 

"Wait, s' il vous plait. Let us talk a bit first. Do you remember when you were 

here last that we talked about the failure of an honestly expressive art?" 

"Oui, Monsieur." 

"I haven't often spoken about it in that way with another, with someone 

unfamiliar. Marthe and my brother Geer are too much in sympathy with me-it's 

different. So I have spent a great deal of time since you were here merely reflecting on 

it-no painting whatsoever, you understand-trying to articulate it for you. Someone 

who is not me, in other words. As I said then, I feel that others have given up trying 

anything expressive. They fail and give up trying. Or else they are creating sham pieces. 

But me, I accept my failure, embrace it, even. I knew this all along, but have only just 

come to recognize it as the object of my work. Once I had got it clear in my mind, I 

began to paint again, and I have never before painted with such freedom and confidence." 
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''I'm glad to hear it." Jamet's enthusiasm was not so much for the artist's 

breakthrough, as it was for his interest in seeing the picture and knowing whether it might 

be the derivation of his own success. "When may I see what you've done?" 

"Patience, J amet. Please remember that I need you to appreciate what I've done 

first. Now-since I returned to Paris a few years ago, my painting has been as much 

about the limitations of the medium of art itself as it has about any simple emotive 

abstraction. I have spent these years trying to escape the boundaries of the canvas." 

"Whatever can you mean?" 

"I mean the limits of painting. Most particularly, of course, I refer to the limits of 

representation, the divergence between me-not really me, but rather what I see-and the 

object. In other words, the problem is with me seeing the object. Just as it is in terms of 

you seeing the picture, too. I cannot see the object because I myself, the person that I am, 

get in the way of seeing. My subjective eye is an impediment to seeing the object. 

Because man cannot divest his world of the meaning he has created for it over so many 

millennia, painting an object in its purity is impossible." 

"So you want to eliminate the referent? Take the name apple away from the 

object itself so that all there is left is the object? No name, no taste, no biblical allusion?" 

"Yes, in a sense, that is correct." 

"But it isn't possible." 

"Of course it isn't. That is what I've been trying to explain to you, that I have 

taken instead as the purpose of my painting that very impossibility-the failure of any 

type of expressive act. What I like to think of as 'painting the impossibility of painting'." 

"Okay, Monsieur, but-" 
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"I want to leave you inarticulate. It's when you haven't the language to speak 

about a painting-or maybe about painting itself-that you are most engaged with it 

visually, spiritually. Silence is the essence of Being, and that is where I would take you. 

That is where I am-or nearly so-when I am painting, in a place, working on a plane-

if you'll excuse the expression-where language is of no use, where it has been 

exhausted into silence. Maybe. Or maybe to a time before man ever used it-a 

precommunicative time that lies buried somewhere in our subconscious." 

"And you sincerely believe it's possible, that the self can be extinguished in that 

way?" 

"Yes-only briefly maybe, but, yes." 

"And your new picture?" 

"I would like you to be the judge of that. Do you think you are prepared?" 

"I fear that my self may be extinguished in a quite real and permanent way if I 

should fail. But I must try. May I see?" 

The painter moved across the room and returned with an empty easel, setting it up 

in front of Jamet. He went off again and through a closed door at the back of the atelier. 

Moments later he returned carrying a canvas, and he turned it around and placed it 

carefully on the easel facing J amet. 

As had always been the case with Jamet and modem art, he quickly felt his 

discomfort with the picture before him. To be sure, van Velde' s canvas was awash in 

color, but it was more than a simple case of a vibrant palette. No, the effect was one of 

agglutination and contrast; it created a panachage that caused the work to appear almost 

animated, to resonate in its brightness. Even more striking than the palette was the level 
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of abstraction in the painting. It declared itself an unearthly projection, and though Jamet 

himself had little understanding of the more esoteric elements of mathematics, he was 

convinced that the canvas represented a kind of defiant violation of the Euclidean plane. 

It troubled Jamet that he hadn't really the knowledge to understand what it was he 

was seeing. Still, he continued to look, hoping to get beyond his uneasiness and to 

experience something new, to learn something about van Velde's approach. Before long, 

however, he was overtaken by an alarming yet unrecognizable sense-a disengagement. 

And it wasn't simply a disconnect from the picture. No, Jamet felt as though he were 

gradually but decidedly slipping away from existence itself. The longer he looked the 

more lost he felt, as if he didn't belong any longer to himself, to the world. Alarmed, he 

made to look at his watch and excuse himself from van Velde and his own state of 

bewilderment. "I beg your pardon, Monsieur, but I have very nearly forgotten another 

appointment." 

The artist smirked into the face of the embarrassed pretext. "Why is it you've 

come here?" In its tone, the question was clearly an accusation. 

"I came to speak to you about your work, to try again to convince you to allow me 

to represent you." 

"I'm beginning to think, rather, that you are here to convince yourself. But 

perhaps it's just the same. If the result is that I have helped you to convince yourself, then 

we shall both have what we wish." 

"Regardless, I would like to know. I have to confess that some of the art that's 

produced these days leaves me confused and not a little uncomfortable. Yours is the same 

for me." 
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"That is all too common among your self-proclaimed connoisseurs of art. You 

imagine that your inability to come into complete sympathy with a painting is a failure on 

the artist's part-a failure to convey anything meaningful. But it is as I told you before-

in so many words-that it is you, the observer, who is the impediment. You're merely 

looking for a reflection of yourself." 

"Why shouldn't I? Isn't art a reflection as you say of our humanity-a common 

humanity that I share with the artist, with the emotion, the vision or expression, with the 

object of the work for that matter?" 

"But you distort the work when you look at it in that sort of empathetic way, with 

an eye toward ownership. It's voyeuristic." 

"Ownership? Let's forget for a moment that I have an interest in selling art; I'm 

not talking about it as a commodity. I mean as a thing of beauty to be enjoyed whether 

it's yours or not. I don't think about owning paintings I see in museums." 

"You misunderstand me. I'm talking about a view toward possession, not simple 

ownership. You want the painting to be a reflection of you personally. But it is an object 

in its own right that doesn't require an observer to give it meaning. I want my painting to 

convey meaning to you, rather than you to convey meaning to the object. The difficulty 

arises in that an observer has knowledge, that he's willful, and egocentric. You must open 

yourself to the object instead of asking it to be merely a reflection of you." 

"But this speaks to what you said to me before. You want me to efface myself 

before the object and that just doesn't seem possible to me." 

"That's what I've been trying to explain to you. It's the same reason that the artist 
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is unable to truly see an object that he wishes to represent. It is the same sort of 

impediment-of the eye, if you like. And it leads to failure." 

"'Then how can you ask an observer to do what you yourself cannot?" 

"Because it's in the attempt, the recognition of the limitations and the ultimate 

failure-to recognize the impossibility of it and to make that its focus." 

"So one is forced to accept the failure-to confront it even?" 

"Oui. Listen, Jamet; I don't dismiss my paintings out of hand. I appreciate them 

for what I've tried to do in them, for what I was able to accomplish. They are not failures 

of conception as you would have them be. They are expressions of the limits of material 

existence. God, too, conceived of something better than that which we are. But we are 

made of flesh and bone, and these are very poor materials with which to work." 

Twelve 
For days after his encounter with van Velde's painting, Jamet felt out of sorts. The 

picture itself had troubled him surely, and because of that he began to feel more deeply 

his separation from Odette. He decided to brave her further displeasure by wandering 

about rue Laffitte in the hope of catching her coming or going from Vollard's gallery . 

•
Instead, Jamet had himself been the subject of a sighting, witnessed strolling past the 

shop window by Vollard himself. The other man seemed delighted to see him again, and 

had invited Jamet to drive out and stay with him at his country home on the upcoming 

Saturday. Already too perplexed by recent events to be any more so by the invitation, 

J amet acquiesced, not troubling himself about its implications for his continuing 

relationship with Odette. 
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It was under these circumstances that J amet found himself now, waiting outside 

of his pension for Vollard' s car. Within minutes the car arrived, and the chauffeur got 

out, secured J amet' s valise at the rear, and attempted to usher him into the back of the 

car. Jamet hesitant, thinking. He had not been at all nervous about this visit, having 

grown comfortable with his host after their several meetings. In fact, he had been looking 

forward to speaking with him about his recent experience at van Velde's atelier. But now, 

J amet became aware of the likelihood that he might, in fact, be joining Vollard and 

Odette for a weekend in the country. Finally the chauffeur, without endeavoring to 

discern the reason for Jamet's failure to comply, pushed down on his left shoulder-thus 

forcibly bending him over-and practically shoved him into the backseat of the car. 

Jamet was relieved to find Vollard already there and comfortably situated, alone. 

"Good to see you again, Jamet. I trust Henri and I didn't keep you waiting long?" 

"Oh no, Monsieur. I want to say-" 

"Non. First you must desist in this ridiculous formality. I have, after all, invited 

you to my sanctuary." 

"Ah, my apologies, Vollard. And that's what I wanted to say, just how honored I 

am to have been asked. But I'm afraid I have a request of my own. Tell me, from where 

does that gratifying smell emanate?" 

"Oh, my friend, you are in for another culinary treat this evening. Whenever I 

leave the city I take with me an iron pot filled with a most delectable ragout de creole, 

courtesy of Simone. It is on the shelf behind us and will make a delightful meal in the 

fresh country air. I warn you, though, that it is quite piquant and will require us to drink a 

great deal of wine this evening." 
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"Then I wait for it with great anticipation." 

"I'm so pleased that you were able to accept my invitation on such short notice. I 

had hoped that Odette might join us as well, but she hasn't quite been herself of late." 

"She isn't ill?" Jamet wanted to sound less concerned than he had, but for many 

days he had been anxious for a word from or about her. 

"Non, I don't believe so. She simply seems to prefer her own company. She's 

been about very little since our dinner. That is sometimes the way with women, though, 

isn't it?" 

"Oui, I suppose it is." It wasn't the case then that Odette was merely avoiding an 

awkward gathering with her two lovers. Could it be that she was unsettled and saddened 

by Jamet's deception? He wondered at her state of mind and whether she might ever 

forgive him. 

"We shall no doubt be the worse for her absence from our little group, but it 

won't keep us from conversing with each other and enjoying the weekend, after all." 

"Non-I don't suppose so. If I may, Vollard, I was hoping to speak with you 

again about van Velde." 

"Have you news?" 

"I met with him several days ago. He's had a breakthrough-of sorts." 

"You sound rather skeptical. What is it that he's discovered?" 

"I am rather. He tells me he's learned that his failure of expression is more than 

simply that. That he's always been frustrated by the limitations of painting, the 

interference of-if what I gather from speaking with him is correct-the subjective gaze. 

And he's come to believe that his failure isn't merely his own, but that it's endemic of 
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painting. Though I guess more accurately of human perception. In any case, he takes it 

now as the object of his painting-failure." 

"Well-an interesting and original theory, eh? You must give him that. Only, how 

does this failure present itself in an actual painting?" 

"That's what I myself don't understand. I was hoping you'd know." 

"But have you seen his work? Has he done anything yet?" 

"Oh, yes, and it certainly conveys an impression. Except that I've only been able 

to feel something thus far-all visceral. I can't make sense of it. Intellectually." 

"Maybe that is enough, Jamet. It is, after all, about failure. But tell me what 

you've seen. Describe it. I'm not sure it will help without my seeing the picture itself, but 

let us try." 

"Well, to start with it is a large canvas. Say, 140 to 150 centimetres across. 

Abstract, of course. And it's filled with a variety of shapes. Distinct shapes, to be sure, 

but in indistinct relations to one another. Geometric entanglements, you might say. And 

the colors-well, they're quite insistent. Gouache. And I guess they do give the shapes 

some measure of distinctness after all. And there are eyes. Not a lot of eyes, but a few 

that seem to belong to different-creatures, I guess one might call them. And there's a 

figure, a sort of human looking figure, though it's only made up of shapes. You know, 

like a circle on top of an elongated triangle or something. Like a neck." 

"Surely, Jamet, you know the work of Picasso? Is what you describe like that?" 

"Oui, I've seen some cubist pictures, but this is nothing like that. Non, this picture 

seems to me completely non-representational, despite the figures I mentioned. And the 

depth- in those, I felt the sense of depth was altered, made incoherent. Here, the 
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perspective isn't there at all; the plane is just that, a plane. There's no sense that whatever 

it is is projecting itself off of the canvas." 

"I must say that I am intrigued. Although, I am not surprised either. The man 

knows almost nothing but painting. It always seemed he'd rather paint than eat." 

"I'm afraid that has been the case for quite a while. He and his compagne make 

do with very little. If I could understand and convince him I was worthy of representing 

him I might make both of our endeavors more profitable." 

"You may not be so far away from understanding as you imagine, Jamet. But 

what of the feeling that you mentioned? Something visceral, you said." 

J amet wasn't sure exactly how to answer. He felt uncomfortable exposing himself 

in that way, potentially opening himself to the more experienced man's ridicule or even 

scorn. He turned his head toward the window pretending to have not heard or to be 

considering a response. Engrossed in his conversation with Vollard, J amet hadn't noticed 

that they had gotten beyond the city and into the surrounding countryside. As he took the 

time to look out of the window and enjoy the landscape that moved across his field of 

vision, he suddenly felt the car sway to the left and he fell sideways into the door. Before 

he had a chance to right himself, the chauffeur braked the car heavily so that this time he 

was thrown forward in the seat with a great force, and there came to his ears a terrible 

scraping sound that made him quickly cover his head. 

The impact that J amet had expected to follow never came. When the car had 

finally come to a complete stop, he didn't rise immediately, instead taking an inventory 

of his head and torso to confirm that he hadn't been injured. A moaning sound from 

beside him recalled him to the scene. He looked up and saw Vollard beside him, lying 
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hunched over on the floor. Jamet straightened himself in the seat once more and put his 

hands on Vollard' s shoulders. 

"Vollard, you are hurt. What can I do?" 

"I cannot-move myself." His voice was barely audible. "S'il vous plait-try and 

get me back-into the seat." 

Jamet made his way around to the other side of the car, calling to the chauffeur to 

help him. He climbed in behind Vollard and by now Henri was there to help. The two 

men lifted Vollard from under his arms, and J amet found himself supporting him on the 

seat. Jamet carefully cradled the man's head in his shoulder. 

"My neck-." Vollard's voice came hoarsely from his throat as he labored to 

breathe. At his feet was the lid to the iron pot. Jamet quickly conjectured that it was the 

lid sliding off the pot that he had heard and that it had likely struck Vollard. 

Henri was back behind the wheel now and he eased the car down the road. "There 

is a hospital nearby, Monsieur. It isn't much, but I don't think we dare try driving all the 

way back into Paris." 

"Oui, whatever you think best. We have to get him some help." J amet bent his 

head and spoke into Vollard's ear. "Henri will get us to a hospital directly. They'll help 

you there, I'm sure." 

''Jamet-" Vollard continued to struggle with his breathing, and Jamet tried hard 

to make out his words. "Send for Odette-will you? I want-to see her." 

"Bien sur, right away." 
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Thirteen 
Late the following afternoon, Jamet sat alone in the back seat of Vollard's car as 

Henri maneuvered it through the streets of Paris. He had ordered another car to take 

Odette home earlier, relieving her of the unpleasantness as well as the burden of making 

the preparations for the removal of Vollard' s remains to Paris. They had said almost 

nothing to each other during their time at the hospital, and J amet was contemplating what 

he might say to her when they next met. Odette had asked him to come and see her later 

and before long Henri stopped the car outside of what Jamet guessed was Odette's 

demeure. 

"Shall I wait for you, Monsieur?" 

"Non, merci, Henri. It's been a difficult two days for the both of us and you have 

been a great help. Take yourself home. I'll be fine getting back to my pension." 

"And your valise?" 

"Ah, oui. I'll come by the gallery for it tomorrow." Jamet offered his hand. 

"Merci." 

"Au revoir, Monsieur." 

Henri drove off and J amet stood staring after the car. When he turned away he 

would have to go to Odette's door and he wasn't sure he could face her. The previous 

afternoon, once Vollard had been taken in to the hospital, J amet had dispatched Henri to 

fetch Odette. When she arrived she must have been surprised to see J amet standing over 

Vollard's bed, but she came directly over to see the injured man. She took Vollard's hand 

in hers and gave him an anxious smile. The expression made Jamet waver, and had 

Odette lifted it to him, he would have met it with a look of his own that revealed all of the 
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sympathy, all of the anguish he felt for her at that moment. With nothing like jealousy, 

J amet felt more acutely than ever his role as an intruder, and he had walked out of the 

room to leave the two of them alone. 

J amet remained outside the room the rest of the day and night watching as the 

nurse and doctor entered and left with regularity. The next morning, he was still in the 

chair beside the door when Odette walked through it. He rose to meet her and the despair 

on her face disclosed everything. He moved close and allowed her to fall downward onto 

him with all of the weight of her sadness. 

Odette ushered J amet into a salon and motioned him toward a chair with an 

absent wave of her hand. The furnishings of the room were, if not elegant, at any rate 

fashionable, and J amet looked about for evidence of Vollard' s tasteful hand. For herself, 

Odette chose a recamier where she lay down, her arms and legs curled around and 

beneath her body. Her eyes and complexion evinced the tears she had been crying since 

he'd last seen her. Jamet sat down across from her in the chair she had offered. 

"You know, I had only just forgiven you for showing up at Vollard's. I thought 

that maybe-" 

"S'il vous plait, Odette, try and understand." 

"I do. Or I did at least. I accept human nature. You wanted to know who he was. 

And he-kind man that he is-invited you to dine with us, knowing that we were 

acquainted and hoping to please me and to get to know you. But then you-" 

"Odette, let me explain. We ran into each other last week, quite accidentally, and 
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he extended me an invitation-to visit with him at the house in Le Tremblay." 

"And so you agreed." 

"I saw no reason not to. I wanted to speak with him again, to get his advice about 

van V elde." 

"Still, you shouldn't have gone off with him. Why is it that you didn't consider 

my feelings?" 

Desperation was in his eyes and on his mind. Should he tell her that he had been 

angry with her for making him continue in this ridiculous deception? That he was beside 

himself that she kept herself away to punish him? He wasn't sure that he could ever say 

those things to her, let alone now. 

''I'm being unkind. Forgive me, Jamet. I don't blame you for what's happened. 

And I'm grateful that you were there. He spoke of your great care and wanted to thank 

you himself for getting me to him." 

When he made no reply, she rested her face in her hands and cried. Jamet moved 

to his knees in front of her and took her arms gently into his hands. He hadn't any words 

to give her. After a brief moment, she looked up into Jamet's eyes once more with the 

same solicitous expression that had met him at the hospital door. "How can it be?" 

Jamet had no idea how to comfort her. She turned over and away from him, and 

he got up from his knees and sat back down in the chair. There, he watched over her until 

she became quiet and stayed with her while she slept, exhausted by her tears. Jamet 

himself grew more peaceful with each passing minute and felt a bit less hopeless minding 

Odette in this way. There was nothing of his former impatience. He was content to 

merely watch her sleep. And he was still there looking on when she began to stir. 
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Odette turned round on the recamier to face J amet and looked at him as if she 

were lost. "Talk to me-about anything. Even of him." 

J amet wanted to console her, and after a brief pause to collect his thoughts, he 

complied with her appeal. "Did he know about us?" 

"Qui, he guessed the truth. We spoke of you a few times since the dinner. He 

wasn't upset by it, though, as you might imagine." Odette spoke softly and sadly, with 

nothing like accusation in her voice. "I have had lovers before. He and I were not, and so 

it was only reasonable that I should. He loved me and wanted me to be happy." 

Jamet was decidedly curious about her admission, but he recognized the 

unseemliness of asking such a question, especially at this moment. "And what ofyour 

happiness? Could you honestly be content that way? With him knowing that you were 

coming to me?" 

"When he discovered that we were together, he never asked about the details-

where we went, what we did, none of it. You needn't be surprised. It was like that 

between us-our relationship. It wasn't that he knew me so well or so completely, but 

rather that he allowed me to be what I was-even the things he didn't know about. Like 

the woman I am when I am with you, or when we're making love." 

"So his interest in me, in my affairs-do you imagine that he wasn't checking up 

on me?" 

She pushed herself up to a sitting position, and J amet could see her measuring her 

response simultaneously. "That I could not say. As I have said, however, he had none of 

that undignified jealousy and insecurity." Jamet knew that particular stone wasn' t aimed 

at him, but he felt the sting of it nonetheless. "It is more likely that knowing that I cared 
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for you as I did, he was sure that there must be something of merit about you and wanted 

to know you himself. He adored the company of interesting people. He thought you one; 

he told me so." 

Neither spoke for several minutes; Jamet didn't know how to respond to the 

earnestness of the dead man's affection for Odette, and she was very likely in her 

memory measuring for herself the very depth of it. The stillness became very nearly too 

much for Jamet, but he induced the calm that had washed over him to remain. He no 

longer struggled with his perception of Vollard, acknowledging his kind and intelligent 

nature. Jamet accepted the fact of her feelings for the man and saw no reason to vie with 

his memory. With a, he elicited from Odette more about her situation with Vollard. 

"There's something I guess I've never been clear about-I have only myself to 

blame for that, of course." His own tenderness surprised him a little. "I imagined I knew, 

but didn't want to have doubt removed. What exactly was the nature of your relationship 

with Vollard?" 

"There is nothing sordid to tell if that's what you're expecting. As I first told you, 

we had an arrangement. We enjoyed each other's company, and so we did. We were 

dinner companions-attended the theatre together, or openings. Sometimes we traveled." 

"And why is it that the two of you never married?" 

"Neither of us had any interest in it. You see, Vollard and I are both-I shall have 

to get used to speaking of it as having passed, won't I? We were too independent. It 

would have been nothing more than a societal convenience." 

"And was not, as you say, the societal convenience reason enough?" 

"Non. As I said, we were too independent for that. Besides, it wasn't a romance." 
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Jamet felt more at liberty to pose the question that the situation had earlier caused 

to stop his tongue. "You intimated as much before when you said you hadn't been lovers. 

May I be so free as to ask why not?" 

"You may. Though it is all very uncomplicated-we simply didn't have those 

feelings for each other." 

"How can you have been so sure of him? You're a very desirable woman. Is it not 

possible that he merely chose not to acquaint you with any such longing? Out of some-" 

"Non, I really don't believe it possible. We had an understanding, a sympathy that 

would not admit such a thing. I'd have known." 

"Assuming what you say is true, what was it that brought the two of you together 

in the first place?" 

"Amitie. Like you-though without motive on my part-I wandered into his shop 

and began a conversation with him. He invited me to dine in la Cave and we became 

good friends." 

"But you've spoken of an arrangement. Surely you must mean something more 

than amitie?" 

"Qui. When we met, V ollard was in need of a wife. His business life and his 

domestic life were at odds. If he gave too much of his attention to one, then the other 

suffered. He hadn't anyone that could make his life easier, to smooth the way for him the 

way a wife could. I told him so myself, though I had no interest in playing the part. He 

himself had known it for the longest time, but couldn't bear the thought of putting 

himself in the hands of any of the women he knew at the time-or had known for that 

matter. And so he proposed to me a partnership, though not the kind that most women 
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hope for. I would simply act in that capacity-not pretend to be his wife, mind you. 

Rather, to merely take on some of the duties and responsibilities of a wife. It allowed me 

to retain the independence I craved. His own as well." 

Jamet heard Odette's words and struggled to find in them some compatibility with 

his own wishes. He didn't feel right thinking it, but he had imagined that with Vollard's 

death there could no longer be anything to come between him and Odette. Finding no 

easy answer, he pressed on with his inquiry, hoping to learn something that might suggest 

his chances were better than he guessed. "I'm afraid I'm still at a loss to understand. If 

you took charge of the domestic side of things and provided him an infrequent 

companion, why were you so often at the gallery? Surely not arranging dinners?" 

"Of course not. I was there to assist him-in the operation of the gallery, I mean. 

He made of me his associee d'ajfaires." 

"You were his business partner?" 

"Why do you appear surprised? I told you that he needed a wife." 

"Oui, but what has that to do with-" 

"I haven't any idea the way that Americans conduct business, but here a wife is to 

all purposes an associee in her husband's business. She has a stake in it, certainly. It is in 

her interest that he succeed, is it not? How else might she ensure his success? How can 

she do any less?" 

"But you weren't his wife, not really." 

"Non, but there was very little difference. In a French mariage-that is, to say, 

one among les classes moyennes, at least -not only the physical, but also the intellectual 

complement between the sexes is valued. There exist frequent and intimate and 



Jamet I Hayden 88 

significant and fascinating interactions between husbands and wives. A profound 

sympathy is created. An intellectual and social connection develops between them. 

Vollard and I had that, undeniably." 

"And in exchange for acting the role of his wife, without all of the formality-

indeed, without any of the legality of the institution, he made you a partner in his 

business?" 

"You misunderstand. Vollard made me a very generous offer-even suggested a 

contrat- but I declined. Rather, we agreed that for as long as I acted in this capacity, I 

would share in the profits of the gallery. And in this way there were no strings attached 

for either of us." 

"So you don't actually have a share in the gallery?" 

"Non." 

"But what of provisions-now that he's gone?" 

"We never spoke of it. I wouldn't at the hospital. There will likely be pictures that 

will come to me. I could probably tell you which ones from his collection. But my sense 

is that without Vollard the shop itself will close." 

"Then there is nothing to hold you any longer." Jamet exultant. 

Odette's expression of sadness disappeared in a flash of anger and disabused 

J amet of all his anticipation. "I cannot believe you would think such a thing. Do you 

forget why you came here? Have you not heard anything that I've said to you?" 

"But, Odette, listen s'il vous pla1t. I-" 

"Do you imagine you have Vollard's permission to have me now he's gone? 

You're mistaken to even think I would need it. I didn't ask him when I gave myself to 
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you. He would laugh to hear of such a thing. I give myself to whom I please." 

"I only thought to-" 

"You thought to relieve me of my sorrow by asking me to forget? This is how you 

think to comfort me? Non, I tell you, I won't listen to another word." 

"Qui, you will. I didn't come here to triumph over the body of my rival. I'm here 

because I love you and wanted to comfort you. I have been as understanding and 

sympathetic as I could be, but none of that excuses my improper eagerness." Odette made 

no sign that she was even considering the possibility of forgiveness. He had seen this 

hardness in her before, and because her resistance had always kindled Jamet's desire, he 

had to struggle to contain it. He had been beaten down by the ordeal of the last two days 

and because of it he was sensitive and intimate with his own feelings. The moment 

recalled him to the anger and pain of Odette's casual disregard of him. And the intense 

loneliness of the many long days and nights he had been forced to remain apart from her, 

that too was close upon him. "Sharing you with V ollard has gone hard with me. I thought 

you understood that. I've missed you a great deal when you were away and been 

tormented by your feelings for him. My passion may be indecent at this moment, but it's 

all that I know and all that I have known since I met you." 

"And what is that to me on this of all days?" 

"It's everything. And when you speak that way I wonder how it is that I can love 

you-or if it might be that I don't." Odette turned her face from Jamet, but he could see 

that her tears had come back to her again, more softly this time, as if her sadness would 

trickle out slowly, enduringly. "It's beyond me. Maybe it's your divided loyalties, I don't 

know. Perhaps it isn't possible to love someone who doesn't belong only to you the way 
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you can with someone who does." 

"And to whom does that refer, to you or to me? Which one of us doesn't belong 

completely to the other?" 

"How can you ask that?" 

"Because you've never been completely mine. You've always let something come 

between us, to keep you from giving yourself completely to me." 

"You can't mean that. Are you suggesting my work?" 

"Non. Don't you see it even now? It's been your own ego all along-your ego 

that wouldn't allow you to love me even when I was there with you. Certainly you 

wanted me, but you were more often than not alone with your desire. I thought it so 

sometimes even as you were making love to me." 

"Can you mean this? I can't-" 

"Can you deny it?" 

"Then why haven't you spoken of it before?" 

"Because, Jamet, I love you." Odette's declaration staggered him and he hadn't 

the will to reply. "But I'm incapable of giving you what you would ask of me. Vollard's 

death doesn't change that. I can't belong to you or to anyone else. I can only give love. I 

hoped that you would realize that if I were somehow different then you wouldn't love me 

the way you do." 

"And yet, you want me to belong to you." 

"Oui, I suppose that I do. I wanted-I still do-for you to stay here in Paris with 

me, but as we are now. I can't deny that it's a contradiction; I guess sometimes feelings 

can be that way, contradictory." 
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Fourteen 
Van Velde's painting stood propped up on a small chair by an open window. 

J amet had assumed that the window's exposure of natural light would be best for viewing 

it. Though both Odette and Vollard had occupied his thoughts a great deal of late, he had 

had time since his last visit with the artist to think about what it was that van Velde had 

wanted him to see. And he felt better having spoken to Vollard about it, despite the 

brevity of their conversation. He sensed that he was near to grasping van Velde' s ideas, 

and now he wanted to engage with the painting in an authentic way, on his own and 

without interference. 

J amet had been surprised when van Velde had offered him the painting, but had 

the tact not to protest the artist's generous offer. He saw clearly that van Velde wanted 

him to have the picture, had offered it in a gesture of friendship and gratitude, rather than 

commerce. And though he had hopes that it would become the centerpiece for his gallery 

venture, J amet knew that he could never think of selling it. He had sacrificed and suffered 

a good deal in pursuit of it-though perhaps it was more accurate to say, around his 

pursuit of it-and so it had value beyond what anyone might ever pay for it. 

Van Velde's unexpected kindness provided Jamet with the excuse and the 

confidence to return to the question of representation, and so he made his offer to him. 

However, the artist graciously declined the opportunity to travel with Jamet to the States. 

He would stay on in Montrouge with Marthe, preferring to work in the relative obscurity 

of the little Parisian commune. Jamet pressed on, and remembering the story of the 

artist's flight from Spain a few years earlier, he even tried worrying him over the 

nationalistic tumult that was very likely descending on France and its neighbors. With a 
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wave of his hand, van Velde brushed off Jamet's concern, casually indifferent to the 

political instability of the continent. His work was much more pressing at the moment, 

and he and Marthe would make their way out of France only when, and if, the necessity 

arose. 

Here in the room, Jamet sat on the edge of the bed staring into the painting, 

examining its comers and edges, trying to discover its secret. The picture seemed to reach 

into him and grab at something there. As he had a few days ago in van Velde's studio, he 

came a bit unraveled. In his disorientation he tried to stand and felt himself list to one 

side and then the other. He steadied himself and began to pace, trying to shake off the 

reactions that the picture produced in him. He wanted to understand, to know 

intellectually what was happening to him. Was this the effect that van Velde had hoped to 

elicit in the viewer, or merely an instance of confusion brought on by Jamet's zealous 

concentration on the work before him? 

Jamet stopped in his pacing long enough to untie his shoes, remove them and his 

socks, and toss all of it aside. He resumed his pacing straight off and began to undress 

further, unbuttoning his shirt and removing his pants, stripping himself down to his 

undershorts. When in striding about the room he found even those too confining, he 

pushed them down his long thin legs and walked right out of them, traversing the length 

of the room in a few expansive strides. 

Throughout it all, Jamet tried to gain a picture of Odette, to see her clearly as she 

was, but his mind would not allow it. She escaped him thoroughly, turning around 

comers and ducking into doorways whenever it seemed he might be getting close. He 

thought once again of the letter he had sent her, imagining it lying open and unanswered 
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somewhere in Odette's demeure. Or had it never arrived in the first place? Was it 

possible she had no idea of his plans? He could not calm himself and decided on the bed 

as the only refuge for his overly energized body, though it was actually his mind that was 

unquiet and tormenting his body with its nervous, adrenalized thinking. 

Once on the bed he was very nearly physically inert, except for the autonomic 

functions of his breathing and heartbeat. He could feel the air pass delicate! y through his 

nostrils, depositing among the hairs of his nose its briny particles. Because they still 

belonged to him, J amet knew that his arms lay alongside his lean torso, his thumbs 

resting along what would have been the seams of his pants. He could envision the lengthy 

extent of his legs, ending finally at the feet that fell outward and formed a wide Vat the 

end of the bed frame. He risked opening his eyes. It was his custom in this condition of 

repose to assure himself of the continuing presence of his member. It lay flaccid among 

the hairs on the inside of his right thigh, its crown pointing aimlessly in the direction of 

the door, neither expectant of Odette's sudden emergence from it, nor indicative of its 

own impending departure through it. He shut his eyes again and forestalled the desire that 

began to rise within him. 

Soon his mind was quiet. A pleasurable vacancy took the place of all other bodily 

sensations. He was open and receptive, and he remained in this liminal state of for an 

unidentified length of time. 

Although he never once thought-not at the surface of his mind, anyway-there 

passed across his brain a moving picture of sorts. In it he relived the various dialogues of 

the last several weeks. There was van Velde in his atelier mixing a gouache and conjuring 

up meaning from failure, imploring Jamet to see in a new way, insisting that he efface 
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himself before the painting. The Count sat across from Jamet in Blues de Diacre advising 

him in matters of love and recommending that he give himself over to its emotional and 

sensual pleasures. In yet another scene he witnessed the dinner at la Cave and heard 

Vollard and his guests explain to him the theory of the free circulation of goods in the 

market. They had all wanted so much for him to understand, and yet he could make very 

little sense out of any of it. 

At some point the picture played out to its end and J amet became conscious of 

the presence of Odette. She moved about deftly and silently in the outer reaches of his 

mind, Jamet only fleetingly and superficially aware of her presence. She circled about 

him in ways that he couldn't understand, that didn't seem possible or at least likely. 

Before long, however, he began to recognize her presence more deeply, viscerally. She 

came to occupy the same space as him, to enter into the recesses of his body and his 

mind. She was both in him and a part of him, and he wanted to hold her there and shut 

down all avenues of escape. Only now, for the first time since he had known her, had she 

fully taken up residence within him; all of her was there, the intimacy, the tenderness, the 

warmth. Her Beauty. He had her completely. She inhabited him and filled him out. 

And there alone in his cabin, his reverie uninterrupted by the scream of the 

steamer's whistle, he delighted in the absolute recognition that he had gained of her, as 

the ship sailed beyond the reach of Le Havre with a finality he wouldn't soon 

comprehend. 
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Notes 
The following are provided for the purpose of elucidating elements of thesis and 

allusion only, and are not meant to be a part of the novella's text. Page numbers are 

referenced in brackets. 

[13] The first paragraph of Jamet is an echo of the first paragraph of Samuel Beckett's 

Murphy: 

The sun shone, having no alternative, on the nothing new. Murphy sat out 

of it, as though he were free, in a mew in West Brompton. Here for what 

might have been six months he had eaten, drunk, slept, and put his clothes 

on and off, [ ... ] . Soon he would have to buckle to and start eating, drinking, 

sleeping, and putting his clothes on and off, in quite alien surroundings. ( 1) 

[14] Frenhofer is a character in Balzac's« Le Chef-d'reuvre inconnu » ("The Unknown 

Masterpiece"). He is a master artist who jealously hides a painting he's been 

working on for years. When it is finally revealed to a pair of younger artists (the 

historical Poussin, is one), it is discovered to have been grossly overworked and 

nothing more than a frightening mass of paint layers. 

[19] The reference to Jamet' s wish steaming by on another ship is an echo of the opening 

lines to Zora Neale Hurston's Their Eyes Were Watching God: 

Ships at a distance have every man's wish on board. For some they come 

in with the tide. For others they sail forever on the horizon, never out of 

sight, never landing until the Watcher turns his eyes away in resignation, his 

dreams mocked to death by Time. That is the life of men. 

Now, women forget all those things they don't want to remember, and 
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remember everything they don't want to forget. The dream is the truth. Then 

they act and do things according Iy. (1) 

[23] The phrase, belle apeindre, is found throughout Les Cent Vingt Journees de 

Sodome. See Paul J. Young's Seducing the Eighteenth-Century French Reader: 

Reading, Writing, and the Question ofPleasure (145). 

[27] The reference to Odette's beauty and Jamet's consideration of it is a nod to Bendrix' 

frustration in Graham Greene's The End of the Affair. As a writer, he eschews 

"ready-made illustrations," preferring to allow the reader to "imagine a character in 

any way he chooses." As a lover, he is "betrayed by [his] own technique, [ ... ] not 

want[ing] any other woman substituted for Sarah" (18). 

[29] If the billiards table in this scene seems incongruous with a Parisian cafe, even more 

so is the fact that it is a pocket billiards table in a country and at a time where the 

game would have been balk-line, a variation that is played on a pocketless table. 

[31] The address referenced for van Velde comes from a letter ( 10 June 1940) sent to 

Marthe Arnaud (van Velde's companion) by Samuel Beckett (Beckett Letters 683-

84). 

[34] Jamet's eyes moving across the empty expanse of the white sheet is an allusion to 

the final scene of Yasmina Reza's play, 'Art'. The character Marc describes Serge's 

all-white painting as a snow scene where a man skis down a slope: "It represents a 

man who moves across a space and disappears" (63). 

[37] Van Velde's exhibitions at the lndependants refers to the Societe des Artistes 

Independants, which was formed in Paris in the summer of 1884 by Albert Dubois-

Pillet, Odilon Redon, Georges Seurat and Paul Signac. Established as an alternative 
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to the official and exclusive Academie des Beaux-Arts, it operated without jury 

selection or awards (Wikipedia, "Societe"). 

[39] Cochons d'intellectuel: literally, "pigs of intellectuals." 

[40] Van Velde' s response, "No choice. I am a most impoverished artist" is both a nod to 

Beckett and an echo of Stephen Daedalus in James Joyce' Ulysses: "No voice. I am 

a most finished artist" (518). Beckett: "[Joyce] was always adding to it[ ... ]. I 

realized that my own way was in impoverishment, in lack of knowledge and in 

taking away, in subtracting rather than adding" (Friedman 111; quoted from 

Knowlson's Damned to Fame). 

[41] When Jamet refers to the Russian Count as Mount Elbrus, he is alluding to both his 

nationality and his size. Elbrus is an inactive volcano located in the western 

Caucasus mountain range, in Russia, near the border of Georgia. Its highest peak 

(west summit) stands at 5,642 metres (18,510 ft) and is the highest mountain in 

Europe and in Russia (Wikipedia, "Mount Elbrus"). 

[48] When Count P- suggests discretion on Jamet' s part-as well as his claim to know 

about him and Odette-he is echoing lines from Elvis Costello's "Sulky Girl": 

I think you'd better hold your tongue 

Although you've never been that strong 

I'm sorry to say that I knew all along 

You're no match for that sulky girl (MacManus) 

The reference implicates Jamet in similar romantic complications with Odette. 

[62] The name of the German character, Trompetenschleim (literally, trumpet slime), 

was devised by Beckett or someone is his company during a visit to Hamburg (13 
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October 1936). It's referenced in a letter from Beckett to George Reavey (20 

December 1936) as an ironic title replacement for Murphy when Beckett is unable 

to find a willing publisher for his first novel (Beckett Letters 399-400). 

[72] Jamet describes the color in van Velde's painting as apanachage, which is a mix or 

combination. 

[69] The italicized portions of Jamet reprinted below are direct quotations from 

Ambroise Vollard' s Recollections ofa Picture Dealer. They are reprinted with 

permission from Dover Publications: 

"I have come to recognize a singularly paradoxical situation: the 

Frenchman, who is argumentative by temperament, becomes a 

conservative when confronted by any new trend in art, so great is his need 

ofcertainty, and so afraid is he ofbeing taken in. The German on the 

contrary, while bowing instinctively to anything in the way ofcollective 

discipline, yet gives enthusiastic support to every anticipation of the 

future." (145) 

"Merci, Vollard, for your kind words." 

"De rien. As to artists in exile, it is of little consequence. A painter who 

has something to say is always himself, no matter in what country he is 

working." (201) 

[88] Odette's notions about husband/wife working relations echo sentiments found in 

"The New Frenchwoman" a chapter of Edith Wharton's French Ways and Their 

Meaning (98-121). 
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[89] Odette's mocking condemnation of Jamet's assumption that with Vollard's death 

they are free to be together echoes the response of Edna Pontellier to Robert 

Lebrun' s expectations of marriage in Kate Chopin's The Awakening: 

"You have been a very, very foolish boy, wasting your time dreaming of 

impossible things when you speak of Mr. Pontellier setting me free! I am no 

longer one of Mr. Pontellier' s possessions to dispose of or not. I give myself 

where I choose. If he were to say, 'Here, Robert, take her and be happy; she 

is yours,' I should laugh at you both." (129) 

[90] A passing reference (I don't remember when or where) to Simone de Beauvoir 

being involved in affair with Nelson Algren intrigued me and in looking to know 

more I came upon the following: 

De Beauvoir's 1954 novel The Mandarins angered Algren on a deeper level. 

Although Algren was included in the book as the character Lewis Brogan, he 

felt that his role was minimized by the character based on Jean-Paul Sartre, 

and that de Beauvoir had been too fond of using private moments as literary 

material. Ironically, while Algren was contemptuous of how he was 

portrayed in The Mandarins, one of Lewis Brogan's lines clearly expresses 

his frustrations: "You can't love someone who isn't all yours ..." (Nola) 

The quote is given its context below, and is echoed in the dialogue between Jamet 

and Odette: 

"What would you have said if I hadn't cried?" 

"I would have said you can't love someone who isn't all yours the same 

way as someone who is." 
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"You said just the opposite: you said that if I were different you wouldn' t 

love me so much." 

"There's no contradiction there. Or if there is, it's because feelings can be 

contradictory." (de Beauvoir 474) 

[93] The quieting of Jamet's body is an allusion to an episode in Beckett's Murphy, 

where Murphy has accidentally (?) killed himself while rocking: "Soon his body 

was quiet" (253). 
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