
nothing.	Jean	Bouchon	died	in	1869."
"Died	in	1869!"	I	repeated.
"It	is	so.	But	he	still	comes	here.	He	never

pesters	 the	 old	 customers,	 the	 inhabitants	 of
the	town—only	visitors,	strangers."

"Tell	me	all	about	him."
"Monsieur	must	 pardon	me	 now.	We	 have

many	in	the	place,	and	I	have	my	duties."
"In	that	case	I	will	drop	in	here	to-morrow

morning	 when	 you	 are	 disengaged,	 and	 I	 will
ask	you	to	inform	me	about	him.	What	is	your
name?"

"At	monsieur's	pleasure—Alphonse."
Next	 morning,	 in	 place	 of	 pursuing	 the

traces	 of	 the	Maid	 of	 Orléans,	 I	 went	 to	 the
café	 to	 hunt	 up	 Jean	 Bouchon.	 I	 found
Alphonse	with	a	duster	wiping	down	the	tables.
I	invited	him	to	a	table	and	made	him	sit	down
opposite	me.	I	will	give	his	story	in	substance,
only	 where	 advisable	 recording	 his	 exact
words.

Jean	 Bouchon	 had	 been	 a	 waiter	 at	 this



particular	 café.	 Now	 in	 some	 of	 these
establishments	the	attendants	are	wont	to	have
a	box,	into	which	they	drop	all	the	tips	that	are
received;	 and	 at	 the	 end	 of	 the	 week	 it	 is
opened,	and	the	sum	found	in	it	is	divided	pro
rata	 among	 the	 waiters,	 the	 head	 waiter
receiving	a	larger	portion	than	the	others.	This
is	 not	 customary	 in	 all	 such	 places	 of
refreshment,	but	it	is	in	some,	and	it	was	so	in
this	café.	The	average	is	pretty	constant,	except
on	 special	 occasions,	 as	 when	 a	 fête	 occurs;
and	the	waiters	know	within	a	few	francs	what
their	perquisites	will	be.

But	in	the	café	where	served	Jean	Bouchon
the	 sum	 did	 not	 reach	 the	 weekly	 total	 that
might	 have	 been	 anticipated;	 and	 after	 this
deficit	had	been	noted	for	a	couple	of	months
the	 waiters	 were	 convinced	 that	 there	 was
something	 wrong,	 somewhere	 or	 somehow.
Either	the	common	box	was	tampered	with,	or
one	of	them	did	not	put	in	his	tips	received.	A
watch	was	set,	and	 it	was	discovered	 that	Jean



Bouchon	 was	 the	 defaulter.	 When	 he	 had
received	 a	 gratuity,	 he	 went	 to	 the	 box,	 and
pretended	 to	 put	 in	 the	 coin,	 but	 no	 sound
followed,	as	would	have	been	the	case	had	one
been	dropped	in.

There	 ensued,	 of	 course,	 a	 great
commotion	 among	 the	 waiters	 when	 this	 was
discovered.	 Jean	 Bouchon	 endeavoured	 to
brave	it	out,	but	the	patron	was	appealed	to,	the
case	stated,	and	he	was	dismissed.	As	he	left	by
the	back	entrance,	one	of	the	younger	garçons
put	out	his	leg	and	tripped	Bouchon	up,	so	that
he	 stumbled	and	 fell	 headlong	down	 the	 steps
with	a	crash	on	the	stone	floor	of	the	passage.
He	fell	with	such	violence	on	his	forehead	that
he	 was	 taken	 up	 insensible.	 His	 bones	 were
fractured,	 there	 was	 concussion	 of	 the	 brain,
and	 he	 died	 within	 a	 few	 hours	 without
recovering	consciousness.

"We	 were	 all	 very	 sorry	 and	 greatly
shocked,"	 said	Alphonse;	 "we	 did	 not	 like	 the
man,	he	had	dealt	dishonourably	by	us,	but	we



wished	him	no	ill,	and	our	resentment	was	at	an
end	 when	 he	 was	 dead.	 The	 waiter	 who	 had
tripped	 him	 up	 was	 arrested,	 and	 was	 sent	 to
prison	 for	 some	months,	but	 the	accident	was
due	 to	 une	 mauvaise	 plaisanterie	 and	 no
malice	was	 in	 it,	 so	 that	 the	young	 fellow	got
off	 with	 a	 light	 sentence.	 He	 afterwards
married	a	widow	with	a	café	at	Vierzon,	and	is
there,	I	believe,	doing	well.

"Jean	 Bouchon	 was	 buried,"	 continued
Alphonse;	"and	we	waiters	attended	the	funeral
and	held	white	kerchiefs	to	our	eyes.	Our	head
waiter	 even	 put	 a	 lemon	 into	 his,	 that	 by
squeezing	it	he	might	draw	tears	from	his	eyes.
We	 all	 subscribed	 for	 the	 interment,	 that	 it
should	 be	 dignified—majestic	 as	 becomes	 a
waiter."

"And	 do	 you	 mean	 to	 tell	 me	 that	 Jean
Bouchon	has	haunted	this	café	ever	since?"

"Ever	since	1869,"	replied	Alphonse.
"And	there	is	no	way	of	getting	rid	of	him?"
"None	at	all,	monsieur.	One	of	 the	Canons



of	Bourges	came	in	here	one	evening.	We	did
suppose	 that	 Jean	 Bouchon	 would	 not
approach,	molest	an	ecclesiastic,	but	he	did.	He
took	his	pourboire	and	left	the	rest,	just	as	he
treated	 monsieur.	 Ah!	 monsieur!	 but	 Jean
Bouchon	 did	 well	 in	 1870	 and	 1871	 when
those	 pigs	 of	 Prussians	 were	 here	 in
occupation.	 The	 officers	 came	 nightly	 to	 our
café,	 and	 Jean	 Bouchon	 was	 greatly	 on	 the
alert.	 He	 must	 have	 carried	 away	 half	 of	 the
gratuities	they	offered.	It	was	a	sad	loss	to	us."

"This	is	a	very	extraordinary	story,"	said	I.
"But	it	is	true,"	replied	Alphonse.
Next	day	I	left	Orléans.	I	gave	up	the	notion

of	writing	 the	 life	 of	 Joan	 of	Arc,	 as	 I	 found
that	there	was	absolutely	no	new	material	to	be
gleaned	on	her	 history—in	 fact,	 she	 had	been
thrashed	out.

Years	 passed,	 and	 I	 had	 almost	 forgotten
about	Jean	Bouchon,	when,	the	other	day,	I	was
in	Orléans	once	more,	on	my	way	south,	and	at
once	the	whole	story	recurred	to	me.


