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Miscellaneous 

This passage contains a memory of how Proust reacted when his father died and did not 

realize at first that the music he heard was actually part of a tribute to Dr. Adrien Proust: 

. . . I had been taking first one and then another of the precious volumes from the shelves, 

when suddenly, at the moment when I carelessly opened one of them—it was George 

Sand’s François le Champi—I felt myself unpleasantly struck by an impression which 

seemed at first to be utterly out of harmony with the thoughts that were passing through 

my mind, until a moment later, with an emotion so strong that tears came to my eyes, I 

recognized how very much in harmony with them it was. Imagine a room in which a man 

has died, a man who has rendered great services to his country; the undertaker’s men are 

getting ready to take the coffin downstairs and the dead man’s son is holding out his hand 

to the last friends who are filing past it; suddenly the silence is broken by a flourish of 

trumpets beneath the windows and he feels outraged, thinking that this must be some plot 

to mock and insult his grief; but presently this man who until this moment has mastered 

his emotions dissolves into tears, for he realizes that what he hears is the band of a 

regiment which has come to share in his mourning and to pay honor to his father’s 

corpse. Like this dead man’s son, I had just recognized how completely in harmony with 

the thoughts in my mind was the painful impression which I had experienced when I had 

seen this title on the cover of a book in the library of the Prince de Guermantes, for it was 

a title which after a moment’s hesitation had given me the idea that literature did really 

offer us that world of mystery which I had ceased to find in it. And yet the book was not 

a very extraordinary one, it was François le Champi. But that name, like the name 

Guermantes, was for me unlike the names which I had heard for the first time only in 

later life. The memory of what had seemed to me too deep for understanding in the 

subject of François le Champi when my mother long ago had read the book aloud to me, 

had been awakened by the title, and just as the name of Guermantes, after a long period 

during which I had not seen the Guermantes, contained for me the essence of the feudal 

age, so François le Champi contained the essence of the novel, and for a second this 



memory substituted itself for the quite common-place idea of “one of George Sand’s 

novel about Berry.” [...] But alone, as I was at this moment, I was plunged by these 

names to a greater depth. —Time Regained 6: 281-82. 

 


