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4 Shops in Palais Royale, Paris

TEXT ANTHOLOGY: FICTION

strength to go to bed, sitting disconsolately on a chair by the empty grat.e
her mind a blank.

Her husband returned at about seven o’clock. He had found nothing,

He went to the police station, called at newspaper offices where he
advertised a reward, toured the cab companies, and tried anywhere where
the faintest of hopes led him. She waited for him all day long in the same
distracted condition, thinking of the appalling catastrophe which had
befallen them.

Loisel came back that evening, hollow-cheeked and very pale. He had not
come up with anything.

‘Look,’ he said, ‘you’ll have to write to your friend and say you broke the
catch on her necklace and you are getting it repaired. That’ll give us time to
work out what we’ll have to do.’

She wrote to his dictation.
A week later they had lost all hope.

Loisel, who had aged five years, said: “We’ll have to start thinking about
replacing the necklace.

The next day they took the case in which it had come and called on the
jeweller whose name was inside. He looked through his order book.

‘It wasn’t me that sold the actual necklace. I only supplied the case.’

After this, they trailed round jeweller’s shops, looking for a necklace just like
the other one, trying to remember it, and both ill with worry and anxiety.

In a shop in the Palais Royal they found a diamond collar which they
thought was identical to the one they were looking for. It cost forty thousand
francs. The jeweller was prepared to let them have it for thirty-six.

They asked him not to sell it for three days. And they got him to agree to
take it back for thirty-four thousand if the one that had been lost turned up
before the end of February.

Loisel had eighteen thousand francs which his father had left him. He would
have to borrow the rest.

He borrowed the money, a thousand francs here, five hundred there,
sometimes a hundred and as little as sixty. He signed notes, agreed to pay
exorbitant rates of interest, resorted to usurers and the whole tribe of
moneylenders. He mortgaged the rest of his life, signed papers without
knowing if he would ever be able to honour his commitments, and then, sick
with worry about the future, the grim poverty which stood ready to pounce,
and the prospect of all the physical privation and mental torture ahead,

he went round to the jeweller’s to get the new necklace with the thirty-six
thousand francs which he put on the counter.

When Madame Loisel took it round, Madame Forestier said in a huff: ‘You
ought really to have brought it back sooner. I might have needed it.’

She did not open the case, as her friend had feared she might. If she had
noticed the substitution, what would she have thought? What would she
have said? Would she not have concluded she was a thief?
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