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She danced ecstatically, wildly, intoxicated with pleasure, giving no thought
to anything else, swept along on her victorious beauty and glorious success,
| homage Respect. and floating on a cloud of happiness composed of the homage, admiration,
! and desire she evoked and the kind of complete and utter triumph which is
so sweet to a woman’s heart.

She left at about four in the morning. Since midnight her husband had been
dozing in a small, empty side-room with three other men whose wives were
having an enjoyable time.

He helped her on with her coat which he had fetched when it was time to

go, a modest, everyday coat, a commonplace coat violently at odds with

the elegance of her dress. It brought her down to earth, and she would have
preferred to slip away quietly and avoid being noticed by the other women
who were being arrayed in rich furs. But Loisel grabbed her by the arm: “Wait
a sec. You’ll catch cold outside. I'll go and get a cab.’

But she refused to listen and ran quickly down the stairs, When they were
outside in the street, there was no cab in sight. They began looking for one,
hailing all the cabbies they saw driving by in the distance.

Seine The river that runs through Paris. They walked down to the Seine in desperation, shivering with cold. There,
on the embankment, they at last found one of those aged nocturnal hackney
cabs which only emerge in Paris after dusk, as if ashamed to parade their
poverty in the full light of day. It bore them back to their front door in the
rue des Martyrs, and they walked sadly up to their apartment. For her it was
all over, while he was thinking that he would have to be at the Ministry at
ten.

hackney cab An early form of taxi.

Standing in front of the mirror, she took off the coat she had been wearing
over her shoulders, to get a last look at herself in all her glory. Suddenly she
gave a cry. The necklace was no longer round her throat!

Her husband, who was already half undressed, asked: “What’s up?’

She turned to him in a panic: ‘... I... Madame Forestier’s necklace...
haven’t got it!’

He straightened up as if thunderstruck: “What?... But... You ¢an’t have lost
!

They looked in the pleats of her dress, in the folds of her coat, and in her
pockets. They looked everywhere. They did not find it.

‘Are you sure you still had it when you left the ballroom?* he asked.
“Yes, I remember fingering it in the entrance hall’

‘But if you’d lost it in the street, we’d have heard it fall. So it must be in the
.. her heart began to beat with immoderate cab
Besire’ “That’s right. That’s probably it. Did you get his number?’
‘No. Did you happen to notice it?’

‘No.

They looked at each other in dismay. Finally Loisel got dressed again. ‘I'm
going to go back the way we came,’ he said, ‘to see if I can find it.” He went
out. She remained as she was, still wearing her evening gown, not having thed




