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STATEMENT
“Fine artists have been taking inspiration—when not outright stealing— 
from the world of graphic design for a century. The list is long: Kurt 
Schwitters and Georges Braque, Stuart Davis and Charles Demuth,  
Jasper Johns and Andy Warhol, Barbara Kruger and Jenny Holzer.” 

 —Michael Bierut

Graphic design, in turn, has a tradition of references to fine art, whether 
we call them inspiration or theft. The relationship between the two fields 
is a fruitful and uneasy symbiosis. Institutionally, though, a distinction 
is assumed: design is not art. Each discipline has its own history, culture, 
heroes, valuations, and functions. Despite these demarcations, those 
who vigorously explore the complexity of both fields within their practice 
perform a sort of alchemy. Their multifaceted bodies of work expand and 
connect both worlds. Undefined by Design presents works of art by visionary 
designers who share a drive to explore the line between art and design.

Brian LaRossa

ESSAY
Brian LaRossa’s provocative exhibition celebrates designers who defy  
the norms of their profession and who also make objects that we call  

“art.” Keetra Dean Dixon’s piece, A-Way, is a nylon flag that zips apart from 
itself. It opens its fly and comes undone. Dixon’s materials beckon from the 
world of useful things, but her piece refuses to be utilitarian. It illuminates 
language rather than using it to promote or persuade. It hangs on a wall in 
a gallery, not on the sale rack at Kohl’s. Dixon’s misbehaving artifact has no 
client. It solves no problem and sells no product—except for perhaps itself.

Whenever I see the word “undefined,” I start hunting for definitions. Those 
for the terms “design” and “art” are notoriously difficult to pin down. 
Cooper-Hewitt, National Design Museum, the esteemed cultural authority 
for whom I have toiled for over twenty years, accepts numerous working 
definitions of design. Rather than pick one, Cooper-Hewitt’s curators and 
museum educators buzz around a swarm of colliding notions. Sometimes 
we focus on process: design as thinking, design as making, or design as 
decoration. Sometimes we focus on people: design for users, design for 
clients, design for social change, or design for designers.
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Since defi ning design is so diffi  cult, and LaRossa’s exhibiti on is about 
how design and art overlap, I decided to think about the overlap. How 
does design exist in relati on to art? Surely the handiest tool for thinking 
about overlaps is the Venn diagram. This bubble-shaped wonder of the 
philosophical imaginati on helps us understand categories of objects or 
ideas in relati on to one another. What do categories include and exclude? 
How do we come to understand things by seeing what they are not?

Imagine the work in LaRossa’s show stuck in the middle of a peanut 
butt er and jelly sandwich, right at the plane where the sweet-and-sour 
personality of fruit preserves confronts the dense, chalky heaviness of 
pulverized peanuts. Elliott  Earls’s work occupies a sti cky fronti er where two 
antagonisti c substances meet. Think of jelly as graphic design; it’s popular, 

accessible, and communicates a message. Peanut butt er, on the other hand, 
is art; it’s serious, obscure, and hides its meaning at the back of your throat. 
Debbie Millman’s white-on-white visual poem is a wonderful piece of PBJ. 
Her bright narrati ve voice and inviti ng typography provide the jelly while 
the opaque monochrome surface brings on the peanut butt er, supplying 
gravitas and a welcome layer of discomfort. Like peanut butt er, art makes 
you work a litt le harder. 

My next diagram gets at the culture clash between design and art. Wine, 
like art, has a reputati on for classiness while beer is the working man’s 
drink. (Needless to say, there is plenty of cheap wine and bad art in modern 
society, and beer is now a collector’s item in certain parts of Brooklyn.) 
When you mix highbrow and lowbrow together, you get a toxic brew 

art

Beer and Wine

designart

Peanut Butt er and Jelly

design
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Like arti sts, designers have their own way of doing business, but theirs is 
rather obvious and accessible. Designers make contracts with clients and 
users in order to create stuff  that people need or want. The rewards of 
these contracts are smaller but more reliable than the rewards locked 
away in art’s magical ham bone.

Many of the pieces shown in Undefi ned by Design are for sale; some of them 
aren’t. The gallery creates a context where people can experience various 
arti facts as autonomous objects of contemplati on as well as players in a 
special kind of commerce, one that is usually closed to graphic design. Brian 
LaRossa has bravely collected a disparate roster of things into a space 
where we can value them in new ways.

Ellen Lupton

indeed: middle brow. Luckily, nothing in LaRossa’s show tastes quite like 
Weer or Bine, but the danger is always there. (Don’t you cringe when 
design tries too hard to be art?)

Maybe my fi rst two diagrams are too simple. They don’t reveal the secrets 
that design and art are trying to keep from each other. Consider ham and 
eggs. Ham is art; it’s an expensive product that has been cured by salt, 
sugar, or fi re to endure the test of ti me. Eggs are design; they are a cheaper 
form of sustenance that shouldn’t linger in your fridge for more than a week 
or two. Although ham and eggs each have their own discourse and history, 
creati ve people have been cutti  ng them up and mashing them together for 
centuries. But ham harbors something that is hard to penetrate—even by its 
own insiders. It’s the art market, that marrow-rich bone of late capitalism 
with the power to create value that exceeds uti lity.

Ham and Eggs

art design
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Opening: April 12, 6–9pm
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Deanne Cheuk 
Kareem Collie 
Russ D’Anna 
Keetra Dean Dixon 
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Milton Glaser 
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Mike Perry 
Chris Rubino 
Paul Soulellis

Essayist: Ellen Lupton

Curator: Brian LaRossa

Editor: Carolyn Wood
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DEANNE CHEUK
New York-based artist and designer Deanne Cheuk works predominantly 
on paper with charcoal or watercolor. Her artwork touches on nature, 
utopia, space, and being, and it often distorts realistic representation  
into fantasy.

Cheuk was born in Perth, Western Australia. She graduated with a BA in 
Graphic Design from Curtin University at the age of nineteen, and during 
the same year, she landed her first design job as the art director for one  
of only two magazines that were produced in Perth.

In 2000, Cheuk relocated to New York and taught herself illustration. 
Commercial commissions soon followed. Her first solo show was in 2004, 
the same year that she released her monograph, Mushroom Girls Virus. 
Cheuk’s art has been exhibited around the world, most recently in London, 
New York, and California.

Big Drip
Charcoal on Paper
18" x 24"
2013
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Mushroom Children
Charcoal on Paper
11" x 14"
2014
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KAREEM COLLIE
Kareem Collie was born and raised in Brooklyn, New York. He graduated 
from Pratt Institute with a BFA in Communication Design in 2001, and he 
spent the next decade as an art director for such clients as Nickelodeon, 
USA Network, Coca-Cola, Starwood, and Mercedes. From 2006 through 
2011, he and his business partner launched and then ran the design studio 
Dimitrious II Inc. while he also taught graphic design at Pratt Institute 
through 2012.

Currently, Collie is working on his graduate degree at New York University, 
concentrating on the creation of mythologies in popular culture through the 
use of narrative theory and visual culture.

President Obama 
Launched a War  
on Fox News
Digital Archival Print
12" x 12" Edition of 9
2014
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Portraits of Barak 
Obama: Contrasting 
Narratives & Popular 
Perception
Limited Edition Book
11" x 8.5" 
2014

The President  
Remains Supremely 
Confident That His 

Vision Will Work
Digital Archival Print

9" x 12"
2014

Sorry Conservatives, 
The Kenyan, Socialist, 
Marxist, Communist

Doesn’t Want to  
Pry Your Fishing Pole 

from Your Cold,  
Dead Fingers

Digital Archival Print
9" x 12"

2014

I Fear for My Country
Digital Archival Print 

18" x 24"
2014

Democrats Seem to Be 
on the Verge of Getting

Their MOJO Back.
Digital Archival Print 

18" x 24"
2014

msnbc
POLITICAL B IAS

l ibera l

OVER A
SIX MONTH PERIOD

FOX
POLITICAL BIAS

Conservative

OVER A
SIX MONTH PERIOD

Commentators have described 
MSNBC as having a bias 
towards left-leaning politics 
and the Democratic Party.

In October 2010, MSNBC 
began using the tagline "lean 
forward", which was 
described by some media 
outlets, including msnbc.com, 
as the network embracing its 
politically progressive identity.

no.2
PRIMETIME CABLE NEWS 
CHANNEL IN 2010

679,000
2010 AVERAGE VIEWERSHIP OF

Critics of Fox News Channel
in American progressive 
organizations such as the 
Democratic Party, Media Matters, 
and Fairness and Accuracy in 
Reporting contend that FNC
has a bias favoring the political 
right and the Republican Party.
Timothy Noah stated in an 
editorial in Slate Magazine that 
Fox News had a conservative bias. 
Fox News has publicly denied 
such statements.

no.1
PRIMETIME CABLE NEWS 
CHANNEL IN 2010

1.85 million
2010 AVERAGE VIEWERSHIP OF

THE Talking 
pOinTs

How MSNBC BeCaMe Fox’S LiBeraL eviL TwiN.
“MSNBC has pumped up its ratings by recasting itself as a left-leaning 
riposte to Fox News, and that’s fine. Fox long ago proved that a lot of 
viewers like to hear cable anchors echo what they already think; MSNBC 
is just playing catch-up. Fox is still well ahead, especially during a 
Republican convention, but on Tuesday, there were times when MSNBC 
drew significantly more convention viewers than CNN.” 
— The New York Times

are THe DayS oF STriviNg For Fair aND  
iMparTiaL NewS DeaD?
Fox and MSNBC are walloping CNN in the ratings because they aren’t 
balanced at all, because they load on attitude and received opinion. If the 
news on any particular day is boring, they’ll whip up a soufflé of outrage. 
They’ll make CNN seem inert. 
— The Guardian’s Peter Preston

The indusTry’s 
CriTiCism 
of media bias:

“Is the President’s speech over yet?” Was the response from Fox News 
Channel’s commentator Bill O’Rielly, host of the news network’s, The 
O’Reilly Factor [TOF], to the President’s 2010 State of the Union Address.. 
The response was the theme of The O’Reilly Factor segment called 
“Talking Points Memo,” airing the day following day. O’Reilly, with his usual 
bombastic wordplay, begins to deconstruct and comment on some of the 
major talking points of the President’s address:

Hi, I’m Bill O’Reilly. Thanks for watching us tonight. Is the President’s speech over 
yet? That is the subject of this evening’s “Talking Points Memo”. That was a long 
deal last night, was it not? But I have to say the President delivered his speech very 
well. He seemed relaxed and in charge.

Now because I am a simple man, as you know, I’m going to break the State of the 
Union down in a very basic way. And I will do it in three minutes, not 70. Big 
theme of the night was job creation. The President believes the government should 
spend a ton of money providing jobs for the folks who don’t have them. Okay, 
I get it. But, with the deficit so huge, my simple question is why not try private 
incentives first? Mr. Obama is proposing tax breaks for American businesses to 
create jobs. That’s good. Tax cuts will stimulate spending, so we need more of those. 
And let’s bend over backwards to help small companies hire folks. Private business 
is the backbone in our economy and always has been. So “Talking Points” opposes 
massive federal spending on the job front unless the tax breaks don’t work

TOFs tone and opinion fits into the right-wing-conservative narrative that 
Fox News Channel [FNC]  sprinkles and often bakes into the news and 
commentary it delivers to its audience. The O’Reilly Factor’s popularity reached 
new heights in 2009 when it became the most watched cable news show 
for several consecutive months. Along with the overwhelming viewership that 
FNC garners from the public, O’Reilly had the ear of the people.

On the other end of the spectrum, or several NYC blocks away, is MSNBC, an 
extension of NBCUniversal. MSNBC held the second largest audience in cable 
news in 2010, with 679,000 prime-time viewers and was trailed closely by CNN, 
holding at 530,000. Neither of them came close to FNCs 1.85 million. Tuning 
into MSNBC the same evening we find Rachel Maddow beginning her show by 
vilifying the conservative party and big business:

The President choosing his post-State of the Union battles putting him and the Democrats 
on one side, Republicans and the banks and big business on the other. If you`re wondering 
who that guy was who gave the Republican rebuttal to the State of the Union last night 
and why Republicans picked someone to do that, who`s only been in office 11 days, we 
will call upon the estimable, explanatory power of the game show in order to figure that 
one out. I hope this works... 

But we begin tonight with an ancient political science blessing: May you have enemies who 
are truly and demonstrably villainous. Politics 101 is: picking an enemy who will resonate 
with the majority of people you’re trying to reach -- essentially picking a bad guy. In 
picking your bad guy, it’s important to find someone who, A, deserves it and, B, seems like 
they deserve it— someone for whom it is hard to have sympathy. - Rachel Maddow host to 
The Rachel Maddow Show.

In 2010 The Rachel Maddow Show [TRMS] was the second highest rated 
primetime talk show on cable news. TRMS fits into the canon of news and opinion 
that comes out of MSNBC, who changed their slogan to “Lean Forward” in 2010. 
The change referenced their lean towards the progressive left. Maddow has 
received criticism from both conservative and “centrist’ media for her liberal skew 
to reporting, however she has become one of the most watched commentators on 
cable news, garnering numerous awards and accolades for her reporting.

By Kareem Collie

“Storytelling is television’s forte. In addition to drama with its obviously fictional form, news, talk 
shows, game shows, quiz shows, nature shows, sportscasts, and the recent phenomenon of “reality TV” 
all erect narrative frames around the situations and events they relay to us. Any firm sense of boundary, 
which such shows attempt to uphold between fact and fiction, narrative and exposition, story telling 
and reporting inevitably blurs. Everyone and everything can be ripped from its historical ground and 
contained within this televisual scaffolding.”

— Bill Nichols

Portraits
of barack obama:
Contrasting 
narratives & 
popular
perCeption

Portraits of barack obama: Contrasting narratives & popular perCeption
K

areem
 C

ollie
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RUSS D’ANNA
Russ D’Anna was born in Kansas City, Missouri, and raised in neighboring 
Independence. After high school, he enlisted in the US Army Special Forces. 
Upon finishing his three-year tour in Germany, he enrolled in the University 
of Kansas, where he earned his BA and MS in Fine Arts. He married in his 
last year of school and he and his wife, Dorothy, moved to New York City, 
where they have lived ever since. Hired by Scholastic, one of the country’s 
largest publishing houses, he serves as corporate creative director and is a 
faculty member at the School of Visual Arts.

He has won numerous awards, including those from the New York Art 
Directors Club, the Los Angeles Art Directors Club, the American Institute 
of Graphic Artists, the Society of Illustrators, the Golden Phoenix, and 
the Mead Library of Ideas, among many others. D’Anna’s latest exhibition, 
NYNY, was held in Kansas City at the Vivilore Gallery. This successful show 
will be followed by another there in the spring of 2014. It will exhibit more 
than thirty paintings.

Times Square
Giclée on Canvas
26" x 33"
2014
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23rd Street Station
Giclée  
on Canvas
33" x 19.5"
2014
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KEETRA DEAN DIXON
Keetra Dean Dixon is a designer, director, and artist. Her hybrid design 
background and expertise in graphic design often lead her work toward 
speculative terrain, such as the leveraging of emergent technologies and  
the shortcomings of ubiquitous creative tools. She has been recognized  
on several fronts, receiving the US presidential award, the ADC Young Gun 
award, and a place in the permanent design collection at the SFMOMA. She 
has been featured in numerous publications and exhibits, including feature 
articles in Time, étapes, and Surface, as well as commissioned works for the 
2009 US presidential inauguration and the 2012 Olympic Games.

Dixon has held solo exhibits at the Kessels Kramer Gallery KKOutlet and 
she has shown at the Walker Art Center and the Smithsonian Cooper-
Hewitt, National Design Museum. She has acted as the design director for 
installations featured at the 2008 Venice Architecture Biennale and 2010 
01SJ Biennial. In 2013, Dixon was a featured speaker at TYPO SF and 
participated in INCONGRUOUS, a residency for “brazen experimentation  
in design practices,” with the Museum of Arts and Design in New York City.

AWAY
Cotton Canvas Fabric
32" x 47"
2010
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ELLIOTT EARLS
Elliott Earls is artist-in-residence and head of the graduate Graphic Design 
department at Cranbrook Academy of Art. Earls has led the graduate 
program at Cranbrook since 2001. His work as a designer, performer, and 
artist is represented in major collections, including the Smithsonian Cooper-
Hewitt, National Design Museum, the Wolfsonian Museum, and the Miami 
Art Museum. His work has been featured in both solo and group exhibitions 
at Art Basel Miami Beach.

As a performance artist, Earls was awarded an Emerging Artist grant from 
Manhattan’s prestigious Wooster Group. Earls has performed globally, 
including featured shows during the Exit Festival at Maison des arts de 
Créteil, and at Music Hall, Detroit. His achievements include a recent  
major installation at the Triennale Design Museum in Milan.

Super Anti-Zero
Ebonized Aspen Panel
18" x 24" x 2"
2013
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Number 7
Ebonized Aspen Panel
16" x 22" x 2"
2013
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MILTON GLASER
Milton Glaser is among the most celebrated graphic designers in the  
United States. He has had the distinction of one-man shows at the Museum 
of Modern Art and the Georges Pompidou Center. In 2009, he was the 
first graphic designer to be awarded the National Medal of Arts. He was 
selected for lifetime achievement awards from the Cooper-Hewitt,  
National Design Museum in 2004 and the Fulbright Association in 2011.

As a Fulbright scholar, Glaser studied with the painter Giorgio Morandi in 
Bologna and is an articulate spokesman for the ethical practice of design. 
He cofounded the revolutionary Push Pin Studios in 1954 and New York 
Magazine with Clay Felker in 1968. In 1974, he opened Milton Glaser Inc. 
where he continues to produce a prolific amount of work in many fields  
of design.

Orange Cloud
Giclée
17" x 22" 
2013
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Purple Trees
Giclée
17" x 22" 
2013

Dutch View
Giclée

17" x 22" 
2013
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DEBBIE MILLMAN
Debbie Millman is a designer, author, educator, and strategist. She is 
president of the design division at Sterling Brands, where she has worked 
on the redesign of over two hundred global brands, including projects with 
P&G, Colgate, Nestlé, Kraft, and Pepsi.

Millman is also cofounder and chair of the world’s first Masters in Branding 
Program at the School of Visual Arts in New York City. She is president 
emeritus of AIGA, the largest professional association for design in the 
world, and she serves as a contributing editor at Print magazine. In 2005, 
she began hosting Design Matters, the first podcast about design on the 
Internet. In 2011, the show received the Cooper-Hewitt, National  
Design Award.

She is the author of six books on design and branding. Last year, an 
exhibition of her visual essays debuted at the Chicago Design Museum; 
they are currently on view at Anderson University in South Carolina.

Fare Thee Well
Digital Print  
on Cotton Twill
60" x 72"
2012
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JUAN CARLOS PAGAN
Juan Carlos Pagan is a New York-based designer and typographer. In 
2006, he received his BFA in Communication Design from Parson’s The 
New School for Design, and in 2011, he completed his studies as part of 
the inaugural class of Type@Cooper, the postgraduate typeface design 
certification program at Cooper Union. Pagan is currently the design 
director at Deutsch New York and a partner at the Brooklyn-based design 
studio Pagan & Sharp. Prior to Deutsch, he served as head of design at 
DDB New York.

His work has been recognized by the Art Directors Club, the Type Directors 
Club, Cannes Lions, the One Club, D&AD, the Clios, Print magazine, and 
Communication Arts. In 2012, he was named a “Creative You Should Know” 
by Creativity Online and AdAge. In 2013, Pagan was the recipient of the 
ADC Young Guns 11 award, and he was listed in the top ten of Adweek‘s 
Talent 100. He has shown at the Mexican Museum of Design in Mexico 
City, the Art Directors Club in New York City, the FoCi Art Fair in Miami 
Beach for Art Basel, and the Type Directors Club in New York City,  
among others.

Look Twice
Acrylic on  
Window Blinds
48" x 61"
2010
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ABLE PARRIS
Able Parris is an accomplished artist, designer, and creative director. He 
lives and works in Brooklyn, New York, with his beautiful wife and long-
time collaborator, the artist and photographer Julia Parris. He is design 
director at Big Spaceship. Previously at McKinney, he helped design some 
of the agency’s most successful, award-winning work. Parris left Rhode 
Island School of Design in January 2005 to found his own boutique design 
studio servicing record labels and startups. He is also co-creator of niche 
sound art and music blog, Field Mic, which was named Best Amateur Music 
Blog by Chicago Reader in 2010.

His surrealist collages and typographic illustrations have been sought after 
and commissioned by publications around the world. In early 2013, he and 
Julia founded Analog=Heavy, a boutique creative studio and online shop 
where they currently sell fine art prints, and are developing designs for 
wearable products. In 2010, he was invited by Yosi Sergant to exhibit in 
RE:FORM SCHOOL alongside Marc Ecko, Shepard Fairey, Michel Gondry, 
and other esteemed artists from around the world. In 2013, he had his first 
solo exhibition at Indiana Wesleyan University.

Moroni Fern
Collage
6" x 6¾"
2013
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Howlin’ Gold
Collage
8.5" x 8.5"
2013

Forest Home
Collage

8¾" x 12"
2013
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MIKE PERRY
Mike Perry is a designer and artist working in numerous media. Perry works 
regularly for a number of editorial and commercial clients, including Apple, 
the New York Times, Dwell, Target, Urban Outfitters, Aldo, and Nike. Perry 
has garnered numerous accolades and awards, including Print magazine’s 
esteemed New Visual Artist award, and the Art Directors Club’s Young 
Guns. His work has been exhibited around the world, including at two 
recent solo shows in Tokyo: We Are The Infinity of Each Other and Color, 
Shapes and Infinity.

Perry has also published extensively. His first book, Hand Job, pays homage 
to the relevance and beauty of hand-drawn type in the digital age. Over 
and Over: A Catalog of Hand-Drawn Patterns explores the nuanced texture, 
humor, and elegance of illustrative patterns. A third book, Pulled: A Catalog 
of Screen Printing, was released in March 2011, and showcased the silk-
screened extravaganza of contemporary artists and designers. His fourth 
book, 2012’s monograph, Wondering Around Wandering: Work So Far, is an 
anthology that focuses on the past eight years of art output.

Lamp 2
Acrylic on Canvas
39½" x 47½"
2013
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Lamp 1
Acrylic on Canvas
39½" x 47½"
2013
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CHRIS RUBINO
Based in New York City, Chris Rubino has participated in many aspects of 
the design profession, including title design for films—such as Blue Valentine 
and The Place Beyond the Pines—and illustration for Banana Republic and 
the New York Times. He has also art directed television commercials, such 
as DirecTV and Ketel One, and he has designed hotel interiors, including 
Distrikt Hotel and Ace Hotel.

His printmaking background, initially focusing on posters, flyers, and 
t-shirts, has heavily influenced his work. His work has been featured in  
two solo exhibitions in New York, one in Hong Kong, and a great number  
of group shows around the US, Europe, and Japan. It has also been added  
to the permanent collection at the Museum of Design in Zurich. 

Rubino holds a BFA from Syracuse University. He was selected as an  
ADC Young Gun and has served as a board member of the New York City 
chapter of AIGA. Most recently, Rubino was the subject of a documentary 
film, Love Kills Demons. 

He is a cofounder of the Transitionist art movement, which simply states 
that the line between art and design is blurred beyond perception.

Vanishing Future
Acrylic on Wood
40" x 30"
2014
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PAUL SOULELLIS
Paul Soulellis is a New York-based artist and creative director. He founded 
the strategic design firm, Soulellis Studio, in 2001. He is a graduate of 
Cornell University’s College of Architecture, Art, and Planning. Soulellis 
has been a visiting critic, lecturer, and/or adjunct faculty at RISD, Cornell 
University, Purchase College, UCLA, Art Center College of Design in 
Pasadena, and Parsons The New School for Design.

In 2012, as an artist-in-residence in Skagaströnd, Iceland, he created 530, 
an edition of fifty books and social encounters. Weymouths, a twelve-
volume set of books and social encounters in Weymouth, England, was 
commissioned by the b-side Arts Festival for the London 2012 Cultural 
Olympiad. Soulellis also hosted a Glass House Conversation on John Cage 
that year.

Library of the Printed Web, his growing curatorial project, was founded in 
early 2013 and has since gathered international attention. His Printed Web 
#1, presenting new web-to-print work and texts, launched at the 2014 LA 
Art Book Fair and in New York City at Printed Matter in March 2014. He 
has spoken internationally, and he regularly writes about design culture for 
publications such as Communication Arts.

LaRossa Mix:
Pages 1–4
Chance Generated 
Web to Print 
Publication on
Newsprint.
14¾" x 20¼"
2014

The Project Gutenberg EBook of The Works 
of Robert Louis Stevenson - Swanston Edi-
tion Vol. 4 (of 25), by Robert Louis Stevenson

This eBook is for the use of anyone anywhere at 
no cost and with almost no restrictions whatso-
ever.  You may copy it, give it away or re-use it under 
the terms of the Project Gutenberg License included 
with this eBook or online at www.gutenberg.net

Title: The Works of Robert Louis Steven-
son - Swanston Edition Vol. 4 (of 25)

Author: Robert Louis Stevenson
Other: Andrew Lang
Release Date: December 17, 2009 [EBook #30700]
Language: English
Character set encoding: ISO-8859-1 

CHAPTER I

Monsieur Léon Berthelini had a great care of his appear-
ance, and sedulously suited his deportment to the costume 
of the hour. He affected something Spanish in his air, and 
something of the bandit, with a flavour of Rembrandt at 
home. In person he was decidedly small, and inclined to 
be stout; his face was the picture of good-humour; his dark 
eyes, which were very expressive, told of a kind heart, a 
brisk, merry nature, and the most indefatigable spirits. If he 
had worn the clothes of the period you would have set him 
down for a hitherto undiscovered hybrid between the barber, 
the innkeeper, and the affable dispensing chemist. But in the 
outrageous bravery of velvet jacket and flapped hat, with 
trousers that were more accurately described as fleshings, a 
white handkerchief cavalierly knotted at his neck, a shock 
of Olympian curls upon his brow, and his feet shod through 
all weathers in the slenderest of Molière shoes—you had but 
to look at him and you knew you were in the presence of 
a Great Creature. When he wore an overcoat he scorned to 
pass the sleeves; a single button held it round his shoulders; 
it was tossed backwards after the manner of a cloak, and 
carried with the gait and presence of an Almaviva. I am of 
opinion that M. Berthelini was nearing forty. But he had a 
boy’s heart, gloried in his finery, and walked through life like 
a child in a perpetual dramatic performance. If he were not 
Almaviva after all, it was not for lack of making believe. And 
he enjoyed the artist’s compensation. If he were not 274really 
Almaviva, he was sometimes just as happy as though he were.

I have seen him, at moments when he has fancied him-
self alone with his Maker, adopt so gay and chivalrous a 
bearing, and represent his own part with so much warmth 
and conscience, that the illusion became catching, and 
I believed implicitly in the Great Creature’s pose.

But, alas! life cannot be entirely conducted on these prin-
ciples; man cannot live by Almavivery alone; and the 
Great Creature, having failed upon several theatres, was 
obliged to step down every evening from his heights, 
and sing from half a dozen to a dozen comic songs, 
twang a guitar, keep a country audience in good humour, 
and preside finally over the mysteries of a tombola.

Madame Berthelini, who was art and part with him in these 
undignified labours, had perhaps a higher position in the scale 
of beings, and enjoyed a natural dignity of her own. But her 
heart was not any more rightly placed, for that would have 
been impossible; and she had acquired a little air of melan-
choly, attractive enough in its way, but not good to see like 
the wholesome, sky-scraping, boyish spirits of her lord.

He, indeed, swam like a kite on a fair wind, high above 
earthly troubles. Detonations of temper were not unfrequent 
in the zones he travelled; but sulky fogs and tearful depres-
sions were there alike unknown. A well-delivered blow 
upon a table, or a noble attitude, imitated from Mélingue or 
Frédéric, relieved his irritation like a vengeance. Though the 
heaven had fallen, if he had played his part with propriety, 
Berthelini had been content! And the man’s atmosphere, if 
not his example, reacted on his wife; for the couple doated on 
each other, and although you would have thought they walked 
in different worlds, yet continued to walk hand in hand.

It chanced one day that Monsieur and Madame Berthelini 
descended with two boxes and a guitar in a fat case at 
the station of the little town of Castel-le-Gâchis, and the 
275omnibus carried them with their effects to the Hotel of 
the Black Head. This was a dismal, conventual building in 
a narrow street, capable of standing siege when once the 
gates were shut, and smelling strangely in the interior of 

straw and chocolate and old feminine apparel. Berthelini 
paused upon the threshold with a painful premonition. 
In some former state, it seemed to him, he had visited a 
hostelry that smelt not otherwise, and been ill received.

The landlord, a tragic person in a large felt hat, rose 
from a business-table under the key-rack, and came for-
ward, removing his hat with both hands as he did so.

“Sir, I salute you. May I inquire what is your 
charge for artists?” inquired Berthelini, with a 
courtesy at once splendid and insinuating.

“For artists?” said the landlord. His countenance fell 
and the smile of welcome disappeared. “Oh, artists!” 
he added brutally; “four francs a day.” And he turned 
his back upon these inconsiderable customers.

A commercial traveller is received, he also, upon a reduc-
tion—yet is he welcome, yet can he command the fatted 
calf; but an artist, had he the manners of an Almaviva, 
were he dressed like Solomon in all his glory, is received 
like a dog and served like a timid lady travelling alone.

Accustomed as he was to the rubs of his profession, Berthelini 
was unpleasantly affected by the landlord’s manner.

“Elvira,” said he to his wife, “mark my words: 
Castel-le-Gâchis is a tragic folly.”

“Wait till we see what we take,” replied Elvira.

“We shall take nothing,” replied Berthelini; “we shall feed 
upon insults. I have an eye, Elvira; I have a spirit of divi-
nation; and this place is accursed. The landlord has been 
discourteous, the Commissary will be brutal, the audi-
ence will be sordid and uproarious, and you will take a 
cold upon your throat. We have been besotted enough 
to come; the die is cast—it will be a second Sedan.”

Sedan was a town hateful to the Berthelinis, not only 
276from patriotism (for they were French, and answered 
after the flesh to the somewhat homely name of Duval), but 
because it had been the scene of their most sad reverses. In 
that place they had lain three weeks in pawn for their hotel 
bill, and had it not been for a surprising stroke of fortune 
they might have been lying there in pawn until this day. 
To mention the name of Sedan was for the Berthelinis to 
dip the brush in earthquake and eclipse. Count Almaviva 
slouched his hat with a gesture expressive of despair, and 
even Elvira felt as if ill-fortune had been personally evoked.

“Let us ask for breakfast,” said she, with a woman’s tact.

The Commissary of Police of Castel-le-Gâchis was a large 
red Commissary, pimpled, and subject to a strong cutaneous 
transpiration. I have repeated the name of his office because 
he was so very much more a Commissary than a man. The 
spirit of his dignity had entered into him. He carried his cor-
poration as if it were something official. Whenever he insulted 
a common citizen it seemed to him as if he were adroitly 
flattering the Government by a side-wind; in default of dignity 
he was brutal from an over-weening sense of duty. His office 
was a den, whence passers-by could hear rude accents laying 
down, not the law, but the good pleasure of the Commissary.

Six several times in the course of the day did M. Berthelini 
hurry thither in quest of the requisite permission for his even-
ing’s entertainment; six several times he found the official 
was abroad. Léon Berthelini began to grow quite a familiar 
figure in the streets of Castel-le-Gâchis; he became a local 
celebrity, and was pointed out as “the man who was look-
ing for the Commissary.” Idle children attached themselves 
to his footsteps, and trotted after him back and forward 
between the hotel and the office. Léon might try as he liked; 
he might roll cigarettes, he might straddle, he might cock 
his hat at a dozen different jaunty inclinations—the part of 
Almaviva was, under the circumstances, difficult to play.

As he passed the market-place upon the seventh excur-
sion 277the Commissary was pointed out to him, where 
he stood, with his waistcoat unbuttoned and his hands 
behind his back, to superintend the sale and measure-
ment of butter. Berthelini threaded his way through the 
market-stalls and baskets, and accosted the dignitary 
with a bow which was a triumph of the histrionic art.

“I have the honour,” he asked, “of meet-
ing M. le Commissaire?”

The Commissary was affected by the nobil-
ity of his address. He excelled Léon in the depth 
if not in the airy grace of his salutation.

“The honour,” said he, “is mine!”

“I am,” continued the strolling player, “I am, sir, an artist, 
and I have permitted myself to interrupt you on an affair 
of business. To-night I give a trifling musical entertain-
ment at the Café of the Triumphs of the Plough—per-
mit me to offer you this little programme—and I have 
come to ask you for the necessary authorisation.”

At the word “artist” the Commissary had replaced his hat 
with the air of a person who, having condescended too 
far, should suddenly remember the duties of his rank.

“Go, go,” said he, “I am busy; I am measuring butter.”

“Heathen Jew!” thought Léon. “Permit me, sir,” he re-
sumed, aloud. “I have gone six times already—“

“Put up your bills if you choose,” interrupted the Com-
missary. “In an hour or so I will examine your pa-
pers at the office. But now go; I am busy.”

“Measuring butter!” thought Berthelini. “O 
France, and it is for this that we made ’93!”

The preparations were soon made; the bills posted, pro-
grammes laid on the dinner-table of every hotel in the 
town, and a stage erected at one end of the Café of the 
Triumphs of the Plough; but when Léon returned to 
the office, the Commissary was once more abroad.

“He is like Madame Benoîton,” thought 
Léon: “Fichu Commissaire!”
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And just then he met the man face to face.

“Here, sir,” said he, “are my papers. 
Will you be pleased to verify?”

But the Commissary was now intent upon dinner.

“No use,” he replied, “no use; I am busy; I am 
quite satisfied. Give your entertainment.”

And he hurried on.

“Fichu Commissaire!” thought Léon.

CHAPTER II

The audience was pretty large; and the proprie-
tor of the café made a good thing of it in beer. But 
the Berthelinis exerted themselves in vain.

Léon was radiant in velveteen; he had a rakish way of smok-
ing a cigarette between his songs that was worth money 
in itself; he underlined his comic points so that the dullest 
numskull in Castel-le-Gâchis had a notion when to laugh; 
and he handled his guitar in a manner worthy of himself. 
Indeed, his play with that instrument was as good as a whole 
romantic drama; it was so dashing, so florid, and so cavalier.

Elvira, on the other hand, sang her patriotic and roman-
tic songs with more than usual expression; her voice had 
charm and plangency; and as Léon looked at her, in her 
low-bodied maroon dress, with her arms bare to the shoul-
der, and a red flower set provocatively in her corset, he 
repeated to himself for the many hundredth time that she 
was one of the loveliest creatures in the world of women.

Alas! when she went round with the tambourine, the golden 
youth of Castel-le-Gâchis turned from her coldly. Here and 
there a single halfpenny was forthcoming; the net result 
of a collection never exceeded half a franc; and the Maire 
himself, after seven different applications, had 279contributed 
exactly twopence. A certain chill began to settle upon the 
artists themselves; it seemed as if they were singing to slugs; 
Apollo himself might have lost heart with such an audience. 
The Berthelinis struggled against the impression; they put 
their back into their work, they sang louder and louder, the 
guitar twanged like a living thing; and at last Léon arose 
in his might, and burst with inimitable conviction into his 
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great song, “Y a des honnêtes gens partout!” Never had he 
given more proof of his artistic mastery; it was his intimate, 
indefeasible conviction that Castel-le-Gâchis formed an 
exception to the law he was now lyrically proclaiming, and 
was peopled exclusively by thieves and bullies; and yet, as I 
say, he flung it down like a challenge, he trolled it forth like 
an article of faith; and his face so beamed the while that you 
would have thought he must make converts of the benches.

He was at the top of his register, with his head thrown back 
and his mouth open, when the door was thrown violently 
open, and a pair of new-comers marched noisily into the café. 
It was the Commissary, followed by the Garde Champêtre.

The undaunted Berthelini still continued to proclaim, “Y a 
des honnêtes gens partout!” But now the sentiment pro-
duced an audible titter among the audience. Berthelini 
wondered why; he did not know the antecedents of the 
Garde Champêtre; he had never heard of a little story 
about postage-stamps. But the public knew all about the 
postage-stamps and enjoyed the coincidence hugely.

The Commissary planted himself upon a vacant chair with 
somewhat the air of Cromwell visiting the Rump, and 
spoke in occasional whispers to the Garde Champêtre, who 
remained respectfully standing at his back. The eyes of both 
were directed upon Berthelini, who persisted in his statement.

“Y a des honnêtes gens partout,” he was just chanting for 
the twentieth time; when up got the Commissary 280upon 
his feet and waved brutally to the singer with his cane.

“Is it me you want?” inquired Léon, stopping in his song.

“It is you,” replied the potentate.

“Fichu Commissaire!” thought Léon, and he descended 
from the stage and made his way to the functionary.

“How does it happen, sir,” said the Commissary, 
swelling in person, “that I find you mountebank-
ing in a public café without my permission?”

“Without?” cried the indignant Léon. “Per-
mit me to remind you——“

“Come, come, sir!” said the Commis-
sary, “I desire no explanations.”

“I care nothing about what you desire,” returned the 
singer. “I choose to give them, and I will not be gagged. 
I am an artist, sir, a distinction that you cannot com-
prehend. I received your permission and stand here 
upon the strength of it; interfere with me who dare.”

“You have not got my signature, I tell you,” cried the Com-
missary. “Show me my signature! Where is my signature?”

That was just the question; where was his signature? 
Léon recognised that he was in a hole; but his spirit rose 
with the occasion, and he blustered nobly, tossing back 
his curls. The Commissary played up to him in the char-
acter of tyrant; and as the one leaned farther forward, the 
other leaned farther back—majesty confronting fury. The 
audience had transferred their attention to this new per-
formance, and listened with that silent gravity common to 
all Frenchmen in the neighbourhood of the Police. Elvira 
had sat down, she was used to these distractions, and it 
was rather melancholy than fear that now oppressed her.

“Another word,” cried the Commissary, “and I arrest you.”

“Arrest me?” shouted Léon. “I defy you!”
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“I am the Commissary of Police,” said the official.

Léon commanded his feelings, and replied, 
with great delicacy of innuendo—

“So it would appear.”

The point was too refined for Castel-le-Gâchis; it did not 
raise a smile; and as for the Commissary, he simply bade 
the singer follow him to his office, and directed his proud 
footsteps towards the door. There was nothing for it but 
to obey. Léon did so with a proper pantomime of indiffer-
ence, but it was a leek to eat, and there was no denying it.

The Maire had slipped out and was already waiting at the 
Commissary’s door. Now the Maire, in France, is the refuge 
of the oppressed. He stands between his people and the 
boisterous rigours of the Police. He can sometimes under-
stand what is said to him; he is not always puffed up beyond 
measure by his dignity. ’Tis a thing worth the knowledge of 
travellers. When all seems over, and a man has made up his 
mind to injustice, he has still, like the heroes of romance, 
a little bugle at his belt whereon to blow; and the Maire, a 
comfortable deus ex machinâ, may still descend to deliver 
him from the minions of the law. The Maire of Castel-le-
Gâchis, although inaccessible to the charms of music as 
retailed by the Berthelinis, had no hesitation whatever as to 
the rights of the matter. He instantly fell foul of the Commis-
sary in very high terms, and the Commissary, pricked by this 
humiliation, accepted battle on the point of fact. The argu-
ment lasted some little while with varying success, until at 
length victory inclined so plainly to the Commissary’s side 
that the Maire was fain to re-assert himself by an exercise of 
authority. He had been out-argued, but he was still the Maire. 
And so, turning from his interlocutor, he briefly but kindly 
recommended Léon to get back instanter to his concert.

“It is already growing late,” he added.

Léon did not wait to be told twice. He returned to the Café 
of the Triumphs of the Plough with all expedition. 282Alas! 
the audience had melted away during his absence; Elvira 
was sitting in a very disconsolate attitude on the guitar-
box; she had watched the company dispersing by twos and 
threes, and the prolonged spectacle had somewhat over-
whelmed her spirits. Each man, she reflected, retired with 
a certain proportion of her earnings in his pocket, and she 
saw to-night’s board and to-morrow’s railway expenses, 
and finally even to-morrow’s dinner, walk one after an-
other out of the café-door and disappear into the night.

“What was it?” she asked languidly.

But Léon did not answer. He was looking round him on 
the scene of defeat. Scarce a score of listeners remained, 
and these of the least promising sort. The minute-hand of 
the clock was already climbing upward towards eleven.

“It’s a lost battle,” said he, and then taking up the money-
box, he turned it out. “Three francs seventy-five!” he cried, 
“as against four of board and six of railway fares; and no 
time for the tombola! Elvira, this is Waterloo!” And he sat 
down and passed both hands desperately among his curls. 
“O fichu Commissaire!” he cried, “fichu Commissaire!”

“Let us get the things together and be off,” re-
turned Elvira. “We might try another song, but 
there is not six halfpence in the room.”

“Six halfpence?” cried Leon, “six hundred thousand devils! 
There is not a human creature in the town—nothing but pigs 
and dogs and commissaries! Pray heaven we get safe to bed.”

“Don’t imagine things!” exclaimed Elvira, with a shudder.

And with that they set to work on their preparations. The 
tobacco-jar, the cigarette-holder, the three papers of shirt-
studs, which were to have been the prizes of the tombola had 
the tombola come off, were made into a bundle with the mu-
sic; the guitar was stowed into the fat guitar-case; and Elvira 
having thrown a thin shawl about her neck 283and shoulders, 
the pair issued from the café and set off for the Black Head.

As they crossed the market-place the church 
bell rang out eleven. It was a dark, mild night, 
and there was no one in the streets.

“It is all very fine,” said Léon: “but I have a pre-
sentiment. The night is not yet done.”

CHAPTER III

The Black Head presented not a single chink of light 
upon the street, and the carriage gate was closed.

“This is unprecedented,” observed Léon. “An inn closed 
by five minutes after eleven! And there were several 
commercial travellers in the café up to a late hour. El-
vira, my heart misgives me. Let us ring the bell.”

The bell had a potent note; and being swung under the 
arch it filled the house from top to bottom with surly, 

clanging reverberations. The sound accentuated the con-
ventual appearance of the building; a wintry sentiment, 
a thought of prayer and mortification, took hold upon 
Elvira’s mind; and, as for Léon, he seemed to be read-
ing the stage directions for a lugubrious fifth act.

“This is your fault,” said Elvira; “this is 
what comes of fancying things!”

Again Léon pulled the bell-rope; again the solemn tocsin 
awoke the echoes of the inn; and ere they had died away, 
a light glimmered in the carriage entrance, and a power-
ful voice was heard upraised and tremulous with wrath.

“What’s all this?” cried the tragic host through the spars 
of the gate. “Hard upon twelve, and you come clamour-
ing like Prussians at the door of a respectable hotel? Oh!” 
he cried, “I know you now! Common 284singers! People 
in trouble with the Police! And you present yourselves 
at midnight like lords and ladies? Be off with you!”

“You will permit me to remind you,” replied Léon, 
in thrilling tones, “that I am a guest in your house, 
that I am properly inscribed, and that I have depos-
ited baggage to the value of four hundred francs.”

“You cannot get in at this hour,” returned 
the man. “This is no thieves’ tavern, for mo-
hocks and night-rakes and organ-grinders.”

“Brute!” cried Elvira, for the organ-
grinders touched her home.

“Then I demand my baggage,” said 
Léon, with unabated dignity.

“I know nothing of your baggage,” replied the landlord.

“You detain my baggage? You dare to de-
tain my baggage?” cried the singer.

“Who are you?” returned the landlord. “It 
is dark—I cannot recognise you.”

“Very well, then—you detain my baggage,” concluded Léon. 
“You shall smart for this. I will weary out your life with 
persecutions; I will drag you from court to court; if there 
is justice to be had in France, it shall be rendered between 
you and me. And I will make you a by-word—I will put 
you in a song—a scurrilous song—an indecent song—a 
popular song—which the boys shall sing to you in the street, 
and come and howl through these spars at midnight!”

He had gone on raising his voice at every phrase, for all 
the while the landlord was very placidly retiring; and 
now, when the last glimmer of light had vanished from 
the arch, and the last footstep died away in the interior, 
Léon turned to his wife with a heroic countenance.

“Elvira,” said he, “I have now a duty in life. I shall destroy 
that man as Eugène Sue destroyed the concierge. Let us come 
at once to the Gendarmerie and begin our vengeance.”
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He picked up the guitar-case, which had been propped 
against the wall, and they set forth through the si-
lent and ill-lighted town with burning hearts.

The Gendarmerie was concealed beside the telegraph-
office at the bottom of a vast court, which was partly laid 
out in gardens; and here all the shepherds of the public 
lay locked in grateful sleep. It took a deal of knocking 
to waken one; and he, when he came at last to the door, 
could find no other remark but that “it was none of his 
business.” Léon reasoned with him, threatened him, be-
sought him; “here,” he said, “was Madame Berthelini 
in evening dress—a delicate woman—in an interesting 
condition“—the last was thrown in, I fancy, for effect; 
and to all this the man-at-arms made the same answer—

“It is none of my business,” said he.

“Very well,” said Léon, “then we shall go to the Commis-
sary.” Thither they went; the office was closed and dark; 
but the house was close by, and Leon was soon swinging 
the bell like a madman. The Commissary’s wife appeared 
at the window. She was a thread-paper creature, and in-
formed them that the Commissary had not yet come home.
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“Is he at the Maire’s?” demanded Léon.

She thought that was not unlikely.

“Where is the Maire’s house?” he asked.

And she gave him some rather vague in-
formation on that point.

“Stay you here, Elvira,” said Léon, “lest I should miss 
him by the way. If, when I return, I find you here no 
longer, I shall follow at once to the Black Head.”

And he set out to find the Maire’s. It took him some ten 
minutes’ wandering among blind lanes, and when he ar-
rived it was already half an hour past midnight. A long 
white garden wall overhung by some thick chestnuts, a 
door with a letter-box, and an iron bell-pull—that was 
all that could be seen of the Maire’s domicile. Léon took 
the bell-pull in both hands, and danced furiously upon 
the side-walk. 286The bell itself was just upon the other 
side of the wall; it responded to his activity, and scat-
tered an alarming clangour far and wide into the night.

A window was thrown open in a house across the street, 
and a voice inquired the cause of this untimely uproar.

“I wish the Maire,” said Léon.

“He has been in bed this hour,” returned the voice.

“He must get up again,” retorted Léon, and he 
was for tackling the bell-pull once more.

“You will never make him hear,” responded the voice. 
“The garden is of great extent, the house is at the farther 
end, and both the Maire and his housekeeper are deaf.”

“Aha!” said Léon, pausing. “The Maire is deaf, is 
he? That explains.” And he thought of the even-
ing’s concert with a momentary feeling of relief. 
“Ah!” he continued, “and so the Maire is deaf, and 
the garden vast, and the house at the far end?”

“And you might ring all night,” added the voice, “and be 
none the better for it. You would only keep me awake.”

“Thank you, neighbour,” replied the singer. “You shall sleep.”

And he made off again at his best pace for the Commis-
sary’s. Elvira was still walking to and fro before the door.

“He has not come?” asked Léon.

“Not he,” she replied.

“Good,” returned Léon. “I am sure our man’s inside. 
Let me see the guitar-case. I shall lay this siege in 
form, Elvira; I am angry; I am indignant: I am trucu-
lently inclined; but I thank my Maker I have still a 
sense of fun. The unjust judge shall be importuned in 
a serenade, Elvira. Set him up—and set him up.”

He had the case opened by this time, struck a few chords, 
and fell into an attitude which was irresistibly Spanish.

“Now,” he continued, “feel your voice. 
Are you ready? Follow me!”
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The guitar twanged, and the two voices up-
raised, in harmony and with a startling loudness, 
the chorus of a song of old Béranger’s:—

“Commissaire! Commissaire!

Colin bat sa ménagère.”

The stones of Castel-le-Gâchis thrilled at this audacious in-
novation. Hitherto had the night been sacred to repose and 
night-caps; and now what was this? Window after window 
was opened; matches scratched, and candles began to flicker; 
swollen, sleepy faces peered forth into the starlight. There 
were the two figures before the Commissary’s house, each 
bolt upright, with head thrown back and eyes interrogating 
the starry heavens; the guitar wailed, shouted, and rever-
berated like half an orchestra; and the voices, with a crisp 
and spirited delivery, hurled the appropriate burden at the 
Commissary’s window. All the echoes repeated the func-

tionary’s name. It was more like an entr’acte in a farce of 
Molière’s than a passage of real life in Castel-le-Gâchis.

The Commissary, if he was not the first, was not the last 
of the neighbours to yield to the influence of music, and 
furiously threw open the window of his bedroom. He was 
beside himself with rage. He leaned far over the window-
sill, raving and gesticulating; the tassel of his white night-
cap danced like a thing of life: he opened his mouth to 
dimensions hitherto unprecedented, and yet his voice, 
instead of escaping from it in a roar, came forth shrill and 
choked and tottering. A little more serenading, and it was 
clear he would be better acquainted with the apoplexy.

I scorn to reproduce his language; he touched upon too many 
serious topics by the way for a quiet story-teller. Although he 
was known for a man who was prompt with his tongue, and 
had a power of strong expression at command, he excelled 
himself so remarkably this night that one maiden lady, who 
had got out of bed like the rest to hear the serenade, was 
obliged to shut her window at the 288second clause. Even 
what she had heard disquieted her conscience; and next day 
she said she scarcely reckoned as a maiden lady any longer.

Léon tried to explain his predicament, but he received 
nothing but threats of arrest by way of answer.

“If I come down to you!” cried the Commissary.

“Ay,” said Léon, “do!”

“I will not!” cried the Commissary.

“You dare not!” answered Léon.

At that the Commissary closed his window.

“All is over,” said the singer. “The serenade was perhaps 
ill-judged. These boors have no sense of humour.”

“Let us get away from here,” said Elvira, with a shiver. 
“All these people looking—it is so rude and so brutal.” And 
then giving way once more to passion—“Brutes!” she cried 
aloud to the candle-lit spectators—“brutes! brutes! brutes!”

“Sauve qui peut,” said Léon. “You have done it now!”

And taking the guitar in one hand and the case in the other, 
he led the way with something too precipitate to be merely 
called precipitation from the scene of this absurd adventure.

CHAPTER IV

To the west of Castel-le-Gâchis four rows of venerable 
lime-trees formed, in this starry night, a twilit avenue with 
two side aisles of pitch darkness. Here and there stone 
benches were disposed between the trunks. There was not a 
breath of wind; a heavy atmosphere of perfume hung about 
the alleys; and every leaf stood stock-still upon its twig. 
Hither, after vainly knocking at an inn or two, the Berthelinis 
came at length to pass the night. After an amiable conten-
tion, Léon insisted on giving his coat to Elvira, and they sat 
down together on the first bench in silence. Léon 289made 
a cigarette, which he smoked to an end, looking up into 
the trees, and beyond them at the constellations, of which 
he tried vainly to recall the names. The silence was broken 
by the church bell; it rang the four quarters on a light and 
tinkling measure; then followed a single deep stroke that died 
slowly away with a thrill; and stillness resumed its empire.

“One,” said Léon. “Four hours till daylight. It is warm; 
it is starry; I have matches and tobacco. Do not let us 
exaggerate, Elvira—the experience is positively charm-
ing. I feel a glow within me; I am born again. This is the 
poetry of life. Think of Cooper’s novels, my dear.”

“Léon,” she said fiercely, “how can you talk such 
wicked, infamous nonsense? To pass all night out 
of doors—it is like a nightmare! We shall die!”

“You suffer yourself to be led away,” he replied soothingly. 
“It is not unpleasant here; only you brood. Come, now, 
let us repeat a scene. Shall we try Alceste and Célimène? 
No? Or a passage from the Two Orphans? Come, now, it 
will occupy your mind; I will play up to you as I never 
have played before; I feel art moving in my bones.”

“Hold your tongue,” she cried, “or you will drive me mad! 

Will nothing solemnise you—not even this hideous situation?”

“Oh, hideous!” objected Léon. “Hideous is not the word. Why, 
where would you be? ‘Dites, la jeune belle, où voulez-vous 
aller?’” he carolled. “Well, now,” he went on, opening the gui-
tar-case, “there’s another idea for you—sing. Sing ‘Dites, la 
jeune belle’! It will compose your spirits, Elvira, I am sure.”

And without waiting an answer he began to strum 
the symphony. The first chords awoke a young man 
who was lying asleep upon a neighbouring bench.

“Hullo!” cried the young man, “who are you?”

“Under which king, Bezonian?” de-
claimed the artist. “Speak or die!”
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Or if it was not exactly that, it was something to 
much the same purpose from a French tragedy.

The young man drew near in the twilight. He was a 
tall, powerful, gentlemanly fellow, with a somewhat 
puffy face, dressed in a grey tweed suit, with a deer-
stalker hat of the same material; and as he now came 
forward he carried a knapsack slung upon one arm.

“Are you camping out here too?” he asked, with a 
strong English accent. “I’m not sorry for company.”

Léon explained their misadventure; and the other told 
them that he was a Cambridge undergraduate on a walk-
ing tour, that he had run short of money, could no longer 
pay for his night’s lodging, had already been camping 
out for two nights, and feared he should require to con-
tinue the same manœuvre for at least two nights more.

“Luckily, it’s jolly weather,” he concluded.

“You hear that, Elvira,” said Léon.—“Madame 
Berthelini,” he went on, “is ridiculously affected by this 
trifling occurrence. For my part, I find it romantic and 
far from uncomfortable; or at least,” he added, shift-
ing on the stone bench, “not quite so uncomfortable 
as might have been expected. But pray be seated.”

“Yes,” returned the undergraduate, sitting down, 
“it’s rather nice than otherwise when once you’re 
used to it; only it’s devilish difficult to get washed. 
I like the fresh air and these stars and things.”

“Aha!” said Léon, “Monsieur is an artist.”

“An artist?” returned the other, with a 
blank stare. “Not if I know it!”

“Pardon me,” said the actor. “What you said 
this moment about the orbs of heaven—“

“Oh, nonsense!” cried the Englishman. “A fellow 
may admire the stars and be anything he likes.”

“You have an artist’s nature, however, Mr. 
—— I beg your pardon; may I, without indiscre-
tion, inquire your name?” asked Léon.

“My name is Stubbs,” replied the Englishman.
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“I thank you,” returned Léon. “Mine is Berthelini—Léon 
Berthelini, ex-artist of the theatres of Montrouge, Belleville, 
and Montmartre. Humble as you see me, I have created 
with applause more than one important rôle. The Press were 
unanimous in praise of my Howling Devil of the Mountains, 
in the piece of the same name. Madame, whom I now present 
to you, is herself an artist, and I must not omit to state, a 
better artist than her husband. She also is a creator; she cre-
ated nearly twenty successful songs at one of the principal 
Parisian music-halls. But to continue: I was saying you had an 
artist’s nature, Monsieur Stubbs, and you must permit me to 
be a judge in such a question. I trust you will not falsify your 
instincts; let me beseech you to follow the career of an artist.”

“Thank you,” returned Stubbs, with a chuck-
le. “I’m going to be a banker.”

“No,” said Leon, “do not say so. Not that. A man 
with such a nature as yours should not derogate so 
far. What are a few privations here and there, so long 
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ward with his customary grace; it was a moment which 
would have earned him a round of cheering on the stage. 
Elvira and Stubbs advanced behind him, like a cou-
ple of Admetus’s sheep following the god Apollo.

“Sir,” said Léon, “the hour is unpardonably late, and our little 
serenade has the air of an impertinence. Believe me, sir, it 
is an appeal. Monsieur is an artist, I perceive. We are here 
three artists benighted and without shelter, one a woman—
a delicate woman—in evening dress—in an interesting 
situation. This will not fail to touch the woman’s heart of 
Madame, whom I perceive indistinctly behind Monsieur 
her husband, and whose face speaks eloquently of a well-
regulated mind. Ah! Monsieur, Madame—one 298 generous 
movement, and you make three people happy! Two or three 
hours beside your fire—I ask it of Monsieur in the name of 
Art—I ask it of Madame by the sanctity of womanhood.”

The two, as by a tacit consent, drew back from the door.

“Come in,” said the man.

“Entrez, Madame,” said the woman.

The door opened directly upon the kitchen of the house, 
which was to all appearance the only sitting-room. The 
furniture was both plain and scanty; but there were one or 
two landscapes on the wall, handsomely framed, as if they 
had already visited the committee-rooms of an exhibition 
and been thence extruded. Léon walked up to the pictures 
and represented the part of a connoisseur before each in 
turn, with his usual dramatic insight and force. The master 
of the house, as if irresistibly attracted, followed him from 
canvas to canvas with the lamp. Elvira was led directly 
to the fire, where she proceeded to warm herself, while 
Stubbs stood in the middle of the floor and followed the 
proceedings of Léon with mild astonishment in his eyes.

“You should see them by daylight,” said the artist.

“I promise myself that pleasure,” said Léon. 
“You possess, sir, if you will permit me an ob-
servation, the art of composition to a T.”

“You are very good,” returned the other. “But 
should you not draw nearer to the fire?”

“With all my heart,” said Léon.

And the whole party was soon gathered at the table over a 
hasty and not an elegant cold supper, washed down with 
the least of small wines. Nobody liked the meal, but no-
body complained; they put a good face upon it, one and 
all, and made a great clattering of knives and forks. To 
see Léon eating a single cold sausage was to see a tri-
umph; by the time he had done he had got through as much 
pantomime as would have sufficed for a baron of beef, 
and he had the relaxed expression of the over-eaten.
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As Elvira had naturally taken a place by the side of Léon, 
and Stubbs as naturally, although I believe unconsciously, by 
the side of Elvira, the host and hostess were left together. Yet 
it was to be noted that they never addressed a word to each 
other, nor so much as suffered their eyes to meet. The inter-
rupted skirmish still survived in ill-feeling; and the instant 
the guests departed it would break forth again as bitterly as 
ever. The talk wandered from this to that subject—for with 
one accord the party had declared it was too late to go to 
bed; but those two never relaxed towards each other; Goneril 
and Regan in a sisterly tiff were not more bent on enmity.

It chanced that Elvira was so much tired by all the little 
excitements of the night, that for once she laid aside her com-
pany manners, which were both easy and correct, and in the 
most natural manner in the world leaned her head on Léon’s 
shoulder. At the same time, fatigue suggesting tenderness, she 
locked the fingers of her right hand into those of her hus-
band’s left; and, half-closing her eyes, dozed off into a golden 
borderland between sleep and waking. But all the time she 
was not unaware of what was passing, and saw the painter’s 
wife studying her with looks between contempt and envy.

It occurred to Léon that his constitution demanded the use 
of some tobacco; and he undid his fingers from Elvira’s in 
order to roll a cigarette. It was gently done, and he took care 
that his indulgence should in no other way disturb his wife’s 
position. But it seemed to catch the eye of the painter’s wife 
with a special significancy. She looked straight before her 

for an instant, and then, with a swift and stealthy move-
ment, took hold of her husband’s hand below the table. 
Alas! she might have spared herself the dexterity. For the 
poor fellow was so overcome by this caress that he stopped 
with his mouth open in the middle of a word, and by the 
expression of his face plainly declared to all the company 
that his thoughts had been diverted into softer channels.
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If it had not been rather amiable, it would have been ab-
surdly droll. His wife at once withdrew her touch; but 
it was plain she had to exert some force. Thereupon the 
young man coloured and looked for a moment beautiful.

Léon and Elvira both observed the by-play, and a shock 
passed from one to the other; for they were inveterate match-
makers, especially between those who were already married.

“I beg your pardon,” said Léon suddenly. “I see no use in 
pretending. Before we came in here we heard sounds indicat-
ing—if I may so express myself—an imperfect harmony.”

“Sir——” began the man.

But the woman was beforehand.

“It is quite true,” she said. “I see no cause to be ashamed. If 
my husband is mad I shall at least do my utmost to prevent 
the consequences. Picture to yourself, Monsieur and Mad-
ame,” she went on, for she passed Stubbs over, “that this 
wretched person—a dauber, an incompetent, not fit to be a 
sign-painter—receives this morning an admirable offer from 
an uncle—an uncle of my own, my mother’s brother, and 
tenderly beloved—of a clerkship with nearly a hundred and 
fifty pounds a year, and that he—picture to yourself!—he 
refuses it! Why? For the sake of Art, he says. Look at his 
art, I say—look at it! Is it fit to be seen? Ask him—is it fit 
to be sold? And it is for this, Monsieur and Madame, that 
he condemns me to the most deplorable existence, without 
luxuries, without comforts, in a vile suburb of a country town. 
O non!” she cried, “non—je ne me tairai pas—c’est plus fort 
que moi! I take these gentlemen and this lady for judges—is 
this kind? is it decent? is it manly? Do I not deserve bet-
ter at his hands after having married him and“—(a visible 
hitch)—“done everything in the world to please him?”

I doubt if there ever were a more embar-
rassed company at a table; every one looked like 
a fool; and the husband like the biggest.
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“The art of Monsieur, however,” said Elvira, break-
ing the silence, “is not wanting in distinction.”

“It has this distinction,” said the wife, 
“that nobody will buy it.”

“I should have supposed a clerkship——” began Stubbs.

“Art is Art,” swept in Léon. “I salute Art. It is the 
beautiful, the divine; it is the spirit of the world and 
the pride of life. But——” And the actor paused.

“A clerkship——” began Stubbs.

“I’ll tell you what it is,” said the painter. “I am an artist, and 
as this gentleman says, Art is this and the other; but of course, 
if my wife is going to make my life a piece of perdition all 
day long, I prefer to go and drown myself out of hand.”

“Go!” said his wife. “I should like to see you!”

“I was going to say,” resumed Stubbs, “that a fellow 
may be a clerk and paint almost as much as he likes. 
I know a fellow in a bank who makes capital water-
colour sketches; he even sold one for seven-and-six.”

To both the women this seemed a plank of safety; each 
hopefully interrogated the countenance of her lord; even 
Elvira, an artist herself!—but indeed there must be some-
thing permanently mercantile in the female nature. The two 
men exchanged a glance; it was tragic; not otherwise might 
two philosophers salute, as at the end of a laborious life 
each recognised that he was still a mystery to his disciples.

Léon arose.

“Art is Art,” he repeated sadly. “It is not water-colour 

sketches, nor practising on a piano. It is a life to be lived.”

“And in the meantime people starve!” observed the woman 
of the house. “If that’s a life, it is not one for me.”

“I’ll tell you what,” burst forth Léon; “you, Mad-
ame, go into another room and talk it over with my 
wife; and 302 I’ll stay here and talk it over with your 
husband. It may come to nothing, but let’s try.”

“I am very willing,” replied the young woman; and she 
proceeded to light a candle. “This way, if you please.” 
And she led Elvira upstairs into a bedroom. “The fact is,” 
said she, sitting down, “that my husband cannot paint.”

“No more can mine act,” replied Elvira.

“I should have thought he could,” re-
turned the other; “he seems clever.”

“He is so, and the best of men besides,” 
said Elvira; “but he cannot act.”

“At least he is not a sheer humbug like 
mine; he can at least sing.”

“You mistake Léon,” returned his wife warmly. “He does not 
even pretend to sing; he has too fine a taste; he does so for a 
living. And, believe me, neither of the men are humbugs. They 
are people with a mission—which they cannot carry out.”

“Humbug or not,” replied the other, “you came very near 
passing the night in the fields; and, for my part, I live in terror 
of starvation. I should think it was a man’s mission to think 
twice about his wife. But it appears not. Nothing is their mis-
sion but to play the fool. Oh!” she broke out, “is it not some-
thing dreary to think of that man of mine? If he could only do 
it, who would care? But no—not he—no more than I can!”

“Have you any children?” asked Elvira.

“No; but then I may.”

“Children change so much,” said Elvira, with a sigh.

And just then from the room below there flew up a sud-
den snapping chord on the guitar; one followed after 
another; then the voice of Léon joined in; and there was 
an air being played and sung that stopped the speech of 
the two women. The wife of the painter stood like a per-
son transfixed; Elvira, looking into her eyes, could see 
all manner of beautiful memories and kind thoughts that 
were 303 passing in and out of her soul with every note; 
it was a piece of her youth that went before her; a green 
French plain, the smell of apple-flowers, the far and shin-
ing ringlets of a river, and the words and presence of love.

“Léon has hit the nail,” thought El-
vira to herself. “I wonder how.”

The how was plain enough. Léon had asked the painter 
if there were no air connected with courtship and pleas-
ant times; and having learned what he wished, and al-
lowed an interval to pass, he had soared forth into

“O mon amante,
O mon désir,
Sachons cueillir
L’heure charmante!”
“Pardon me, Madame,” said the painter’s wife, 
“your husband sings admirably well.”

“He sings that with some feeling,” replied El-
vira critically, although she was a little moved her-
self, for the song cut both ways in the upper cham-
ber; “but it is as an actor and not as a musician.”

“Life is very sad,” said the other; “it so 
wastes away under one’s fingers.”

“I have not found it so,” replied Elvira. “I think the 
good parts of it last and grow greater every day.”

“Frankly, how would you advise me?”

“Frankly, I would let my husband do what he wished. He is 
obviously a very loving painter; you have not yet tried him 
as a clerk. And you know—if it were only as the possible 
father of your children—it is as well to keep him at his best.”
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“He is an excellent fellow,” said the wife.

They kept it up till sunrise with music and all manner of 
good-fellowship; and at sunrise, while the sky was still 
temperate and clear, they separated on the threshold with 
a thousand excellent wishes for each other’s welfare. 304 
Castel-le-Gâchis was beginning to send up its smoke against 
the golden east; and the church bell was ringing six.

“My guitar is a familiar spirit,” said Léon, as he 
and Elvira took the nearest way towards the inn; 
“it resuscitated a Commissary, created an Eng-
lish tourist, and reconciled a man and wife.”

Stubbs, on his part, went off into the morn-
ing with reflections of his own.

“They are all mad,” thought he, “all 
mad—but wonderfully decent.”
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as you are working for a high and noble goal?”

“This fellow’s mad,” thought Stubbs: “but the 
woman’s rather pretty, and he’s not bad fun him-
self, if you come to that.” What he said was differ-
ent: “I thought you said you were an actor?”

“I certainly did so,” replied Léon. “I am one, or, alas! I was.”

“And so you want me to be an actor, do you?” con-
tinued the undergraduate. “Why, man, I could never 
so much as learn the stuff; my memory’s like a sieve; 
and as for acting, I’ve no more idea than a cat.”

“The stage is not the only course,” said Léon. “Be a sculp-
tor, be a dancer, be a poet or a novelist; follow your heart, 
in short, and do some thorough work before you die.”

“And do you call all these things art?” inquired Stubbs.

“Why, certainly!” returned Léon. “Are they not all branches?”
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“Oh! I didn’t know,” replied the Englishman. “I 
thought an artist meant a fellow who painted.”

The singer stared at him in some surprise.

“It is the difference of language,” he said at last. “This 
Tower of Babel, when shall we have paid for it? If I could 
speak English you would follow me more readily.”

“Between you and me, I don’t believe I should,” replied 
the other. “You seem to have thought a devil of a lot about 
this business. For my part, I admire the stars, and like to 
have them shining—it’s so cheery—but hang me if I had 
an idea it had anything to do with art! It’s not in my line, 
you see. I’m not intellectual; I have no end of trouble to 
scrape through my exams., I can tell you! But I’m not 
a bad sort at bottom,” he added, seeing his interlocutor 
looked distressed even in the dim star-shine, “and I rather 
like the play, and music, and guitars, and things.”

Léon had a perception that the understand-
ing was incomplete. He changed the subject.

“And so you travel on foot?” he continued. “How 
romantic! How courageous! And how are you 
pleased with my land? How does the scenery af-
fect you among these wild hills of ours?”

“Well, the fact is,” began Stubbs—he was about to say that 
he didn’t care for scenery, which was not at all true, being, 
on the contrary, only an athletic undergraduate pretension; 
but he had begun to suspect that Berthelini liked a differ-
ent sort of meat, and substituted something else: “The fact 
is, I think it jolly. They told me it was no good up here; 
even the guide-book said so; but I don’t know what they 
meant. I think it is deuced pretty—upon my word, I do.”

At this moment, in the most unexpect-
ed manner, Elvira burst into tears.

“My voice!” she cried. “Léon, if I stay 
here longer I shall lose my voice!”

“You shall not stay another moment,” cried the actor.
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“If I have to beat in a door, if I have to burn 
the town, I shall find you shelter.”

With that, he replaced the guitar, and, comforting her 
with some caresses, drew her arm through his.

“Monsieur Stubbs,” said he, taking off his hat, “the recep-
tion I offer you is rather problematical; but let me beseech 
you to give us the pleasure of your society. You are a little 
embarrassed for the moment; you must, indeed, permit me 
to advance what may be necessary. I ask it as a favour; we 
must not part so soon after having met so strangely.”

“Oh, come, you know,” said Stubbs, “I can’t let a 
fellow like you——” And there he paused, feel-
ing somehow or other on a wrong tack.

“I do not wish to employ menaces,” continued Léon, with a 
smile; “but if you refuse, indeed I shall not take it kindly.”

“I don’t quite see my way out of it,” thought the undergradu-
ate; and then, after a pause, he said, aloud and ungraciously 
enough, “All right. I—I’m very much obliged, of course.” 
And he proceeded to follow them, thinking in his heart, “But 
it’s bad form, all the same, to force an obligation on a fellow.”

CHAPTER V

Léon strode ahead as if he knew exactly where he was 
going; the sobs of Madame were still faintly audible, 
and no one uttered a word. A dog barked furiously in a 
courtyard as they went by; then the church clock struck 
two, and many domestic clocks followed or preceded 
it in piping tones. And just then Berthelini spied a 
light. It burned in a small house on the outskirts of the 
town, and thither the party now directed their steps.

“It is always a chance,” said Léon.
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The house in question stood back from the street behind an 
open space, part garden, part turnip-field; and several outhous-
es stood forward from either wing at right angles to the front. 
One of these had recently undergone some change. An enor-
mous window, looking towards the north, had been effected 
in the wall and roof, and Léon began to hope it was a studio.

“If it’s only a painter,” he said, with a chuckle, “ten 
to one we get as good a welcome as we want.”

“I thought painters were principally poor,” said Stubbs.

“Ah!” cried Leon, “you do not know the world 
as I do. The poorer the better for us!”

And the trio advanced into the turnip-field.

The light was in the ground floor; as one window was 
brightly illuminated and two others more faintly, it might 
be supposed that there was a single lamp in one corner of a 
large apartment; and a certain tremulousness and temporary 
dwindling showed that a live fire contributed to the effect. 
The sound of a voice now became audible; and the trespass-
ers paused to listen. It was pitched in a high, angry key, but 
had still a good, full, and masculine note in it. The utterance 
was voluble, too voluble even to be quite distinct; a stream 
of words, rising and falling, with ever and again a phrase 
thrown out by itself, as if the speaker reckoned on its virtue.

Suddenly another voice joined in. This time it was a woman’s; 
and if the man were angry, the woman was incensed to the 
degree of fury. There was that absolutely blank composure 
known to suffering males; that colourless unnatural speech 
which shows a spirit accurately balanced between homicide 
and hysterics; the tone in which the best of women sometimes 
utter words worse than death to those most dear to them. If 
Abstract Bones-and-Sepulchre were to be endowed with the 
gift of speech, thus, and not otherwise, would it discourse. 
Léon was a brave man, and I fear he was somewhat scepti-
cally given (he had been educated 295in a Papistical coun-
try), but the habit of childhood prevailed, and he crossed 
himself devoutly. He had met several women in his career. 
It was obvious that his instinct had not deceived him, for 
the male voice broke forth instantly in a towering passion.

The undergraduate, who had not understood the sig-
nificance of the woman’s contribution, pricked 
up his ears at the change upon the man.

“There’s going to be a free fight,” he opined.

There was another retort from the wom-
an, still calm, but a little higher.

“Hysterics?” asked Léon of his wife. 
“Is that the stage direction?”

“How should I know?” returned Elvira, somewhat tartly.

“Oh, woman, woman!” said Léon, beginning to open 
the guitar-case. “It is one of the burdens of my life, 
Monsieur Stubbs; they support each other; they al-
ways pretend there is no system; they say it’s nature. 
Even Madame Berthelini, who is a dramatic artist!”

“You are heartless, Léon,” said El-

vira; “that woman is in trouble.”

“And the man, my angel?” inquired Berthelini, pass-
ing the ribbon of his guitar. “And the man, m’amour?”

“He is a man,” she answered.

“You hear that?” said Léon to Stubbs. “It is not 
too late for you. Mark the intonation. And now,” 
he continued, “what are we to give them?”

“Are you going to sing?” asked Stubbs.

“I am a troubadour,” replied Léon. “I claim a welcome by 
and for my art. If I were a banker, could I do as much?”

“Well, you wouldn’t need, you know,” an-
swered the undergraduate.

“Egad,” said Léon, “but that’s true. Elvira, that is true.”

“Of course it is,” she replied. “Did you not know it?”
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“My dear,” answered Léon impressively, “I know noth-
ing but what is agreeable. Even my knowledge of life 
is a work of art superiorly composed. But what are we 
to give them? It should be something appropriate.”

Visions of “Let dogs delight” passed through the 
under-graduate’s mind; but it occurred to him that 
the poetry was English and that he did not know 
the air. Hence he contributed no suggestion.
“Something about our houselessness,” said Elvira.

“I have it,” cried Léon. And he broke forth 
into a song of Pierre Dupont’s:—

“Savez-vous où gite
Mai, ce joli mois?”
Elvira joined in; so did Stubbs, with a good ear and voice, but 
an imperfect acquaintance with the music. Léon and the guitar 
were equal to the situation. The actor dispensed his throat-
notes with prodigality and enthusiasm; and, as he looked up to 
heaven in his heroic way, tossing the black ringlets, it seemed 
to him that the very stars contributed a dumb applause to 
his efforts, and the universe lent him its silence for a chorus. 
That is one of the best features of the heavenly bodies, that 
they belong to everybody in particular; and a man like Léon, 
a chronic Endymion who managed to get along without 
encouragement, is always the world’s centre for himself.

He alone—and it is to be noted, he was the worst 
singer of the three—took the music seriously to heart, 
and judged the serenade from a high artistic point 
of view. Elvira, on the other hand, was preoccupied 
about their reception; and as for Stubbs, he consid-
ered the whole affair in the light of a broad joke.

“Know you the lair of May, the lovely month?” 
went the three voices in the turnip-field.

The inhabitants were plainly fluttered; the light moved to 
and fro, strengthening in one window, paling in another; and 
then the door was thrown open, and a man in a blouse 297 
appeared on the threshold carrying a lamp. He was a pow-
erful young fellow, with bewildered hair and beard, wear-
ing his neck open; his blouse was stained with oil-colours 
in a harlequinesque disorder; and there was something 
rural in the droop and bagginess of his belted trousers.

From immediately behind him, and indeed over his shoulder, 
a woman’s face looked out into the darkness; it was pale 
and a little weary, although still young; it wore a dwin-
dling, disappearing prettiness, soon to be quite gone, and 
the expression was both gentle and sour, and reminded one 
faintly of the taste of certain drugs. For all that, it was not a 
face to dislike; when the prettiness had vanished, it seemed 
as if a certain pale beauty might step in to take its place; 
and as both the mildness and the asperity were characters 
of youth, it might be hoped that, with years, both would 
merge into a constant, brave, and not unkindly temper.

“What is all this?” cried the man.

CHAPTER VI

Léon had his hat in his hand at once. He came for-
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GALLERY 
LORIMOTO: A COLLABORATION OF  
NAO MATSUMOTO AND LORI KIRKBRIDE

We are husband and wife, as well as artists, and we’ve lived and worked 
in Brooklyn for many years. When we decided to acquire a space for our 
home and our studios, it was a natural step to look for a building that  
could also accommodate a gallery.

Our search was largely concentrated in Bushwick, Brooklyn, due to  
the area’s industrial nature and its dense population of artists and  
galleries. Having maintained a studio there for seven years, Lori knew  
the neighborhood well. After about a year of searching, we discovered 
exactly what we both had hoped to find, just across the Brooklyn border  
in Ridgewood, Queens.

The gallery is located in a former knitting mill that had been in use from 
the early 1900s until we occupied the space. We retained some of the 
building’s quirky character and charm by keeping the original tin walls  
and ceilings.

We focus primarily on coordinated group shows that engage both the art 
community and the local neighborhood. The gallery allows us, as artists, to 
stay in constant dialog with other artists and art professionals, and it also 
provides guest curators and artists an opportunity to exhibit.

The arts community in the surrounding Bushwick-Ridgewood area is 
thriving and we are excited to have put down roots here.
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CURATOR
Brian LaRossa has spearheaded award-winning branding, books, packaging, 
and interacti ve for a variety of clients, and he has worked as an art director 
and designer at Scholasti c, the global children’s media company. He is an 
alumni of Milton Glaser’s Summer Program and a founding member of The 
Children’s Publishing Design Forum (CPDF). He also organizes lectures for 
The CPDF, and has personally hosted Michael Bierut, Seymour Chwast, 
Tina Roth Eisenberg, Louise Fili, Milton Glaser, Chip Kidd, George Lois, 
Ellen Lupton, and Debbie Millman. His illustrati ons have been recognized 
by The Society of Illustrators, American Illustrati on, and Print magazine. 

From 2007 to 2012, he exhibited his work in New York City, which 
culminated in a two-person show enti tled 1 + 1 = 11. Following that 
show he began experimenti ng with conceptual poetry. In 2013, he ghost-
authored a manifesto, founded an anonymous poetry collecti ve, and 
published an anthology of conceptual poeti cs. He has gone on to 
generate a large body of poeti c work via that collecti ve. 

Raised in Atlanta, Brian earned his bachelor’s and master’s degrees from The 
Maryland Insti tute College of Art in Balti more. He currently lives in Brooklyn 
with his wife, Allie Rex, and their twin sons, Maxwell and Theodore. 
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