
One 

One day Maurice Ravel, who was very small, 

became lost in the coat pocket of a perfume salesman 

named Philippe Bazin.  Ravel fell into Bazin’s pocket 

while they were having lunch at a restaurant on the 

Boulevard Raspail.  Ravel had excused himself to go to 

the lavatory, when he tripped over a spoon and toppled 

headfirst into the pocket of Bazin’s raincoat, which had 

slipped off the chair to the floor. 

Bazin was pulling several bills from his wallet 

and failed to notice that his friend had disappeared.  He 

waited a few minutes, tapping his fingers on the table. 

The waiter returned with the change.  Bazin continued 

to wait.  When Ravel didn’t return, he stood up and 

pulled the raincoat around his shoulders.  Maurice must 

have gone off by himself, he decided. 

It was raining on the Boulevard Raspail, and the 

drops fell against Bazin’s raincoat in loud patters. Inside 

the pocket, Ravel had fallen into a stupor.  His eyes were 

open but he just as well could have been asleep. 

Actually, he was very much awake.  The sound of 

the rain falling against Bazin’s coat made him think 

about music.  He pulled out a pad and pencil; it was 

murky inside the pocket, but he could see well enough 
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to make a few notes.  The patter of the raindrops 

blended with the honk of traffic and the thunk of 

Bazin’s shoes against the pavement. 

At the perfume shop on the Boulevard St. 

Michel, Bazin took off the raincoat and hung it on a peg 

in his office.  The coat was old, the sleeves were frayed, 

the lining was full of holes.  Maurice remained inside the 

pocket for the rest of the afternoon.  He was quite 

content, though around four o’clock he got thirsty for a 

cup of tea. 

It was quiet in the office. Monsieur Bazin was out 

in the shop, attending to customers.  Fragrant smells 

from faraway places seeped under the door and down 

into the pocket.  About the time he grew thirsty for a 

cup of tea, Maurice heard another sound—a crinkly 

popping like a string of fireworks.  Now what’s that? he 

wondered, rumpling his bushy eyebrows. 

Crinkle . . . crupple . . . pop . . . part . . . fzzz. 

When he realized what it was, he laughed 

outloud.  Bazin’s raincoat was very old, and the fibers 

inside the fabric were pulling away from one another. 

The interlocking threads that held the coat together 

were slowly breaking apart, and before long the sleeves 

and the lining and the collar would lose their shape and 

dangle in tattered trips to the ground. 
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At six that evening Monsieur Bazin came into the 

office and put on the raincoat.  “Bonsoir,” he called to 

his two clerks, and walked twelve blocks to his 

apartment.  As the elevator rattled to the fourth floor, he 

whistled a popular song and thought about his pretty 

wife and the glass of wine he would drink as soon as he 

slipped off his shoes and settled into his favorite 

armchair by the window. 

At the door he fumbled in the raincoat pocket for 

the key and touched something fleshy and warm.  At 

first he thought it was a mouse, but when he pulled it 

out, he saw that it was his friend Maurice Ravel. 

“Maurice!” he exclaimed.  “What are you doing in 

there?” 

“Listening to some unusual sounds,” Maurice 

replied, blinking at the light in the hallway.  “Really, 

Philippe, your raincoat makes the most interesting 

music in wet weather.” 
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Two 

Maurice lived alone in an apartment on the top 

floor of a building overlooking the Luxembourg 

Gardens.  The ceilings were high.  In spring, when the 

wind blew, Maurice liked to fly kites inside the rooms. 

He opened the windows and the door to the hallway, 

creating a brisk draft.  He invited all the children in the 

building, and they flew kites around the apartment. 

These were wonderful times for Maurice.  The 

top floor of the building rang with cries of delight.  It 

took a lot of skill to fly a kite in a room with a sixteen-

foot ceiling, and Maurice sponsored contests and 

awarded prizes to the child who could keep his or her 

kite up the longest.  Afterwards, he served punch and 

cookies and played menuets on the piano. 

The piano sat by itself in a corner surrounded 

by hanging plants and potted ferns.  To get to it, Maurice 

had to pick his way through a patch of humid jungle. 

The piano had been built especially for him by a master 

craftsman in Strasbourg.  It was about the size of a Royal 

manual typewriter.  When properly struck, the tiny onyx 

and ivory keys produced a full-bodied tone. 

An old woman named Tull served as Maurice’s 

housekeeper.  Tull was from Brittany, and she spoke 
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with a thick accent.  She wore tacky dresses and 

shapeless wigs; wiry hairs dribbled from the warts on 

her chin.  She kept the place tidy and made sure that 

Maurice ate properly. 

Tull guarded Maurice’s privacy; it was important 

that he wasn’t disturbed, especially when he was 

composing.  Maurice was soft-hearted and had trouble 

telling people he couldn’t see them.  He was such a 

charming fellow, so generous and well-mannered, that 

everyone wanted to be with him.  He received so many 

invitations he had a difficult time deciding which to 

accept and which to turn down.  Maurice was so pleased 

with the invitations that he wanted to accept them all, 

which he couldn’t do, even if he had a hundred lifetimes 

to live. 
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Three 

One winter the weather in Paris was particularly 

grim.  Grey day followed grey day, putting Maurice in a 

foul humor.  His spirits sank lower than the worms 

sleeping under the dead grass in the Luxembourg 

Gardens.  Then something unexpected occurred—he 

gave up going out altogether.  He refused to answer the 

telephone or open envelopes containing dinner 

invitations. When Tull placed them on the piano, 

Maurice tossed them out the window. 

In the morning after crawling out of bed he 

brushed his teeth and wrapped a quilt around his 

shoulders.  He made himself a cup of rosehips tea and 

curled up in an old slipper on the windowsill.  Outside, 

pigeons flapped and fluttered through the dreary air. 

Now and then one landed on the windowsill and 

strutted around, looking for food.  Maurice fed them 

bread crumbs and dried beans and sliced apples and 

raisins.  The greedy pigeons ate everything he offered, 

including cashews and cream cheese. Coos of 

contentment poured from their throats. 

So profound was Maurice’s depression, he ceased 

composing altogether.  His ears felt as dull and wooden 

as the heavy sabots that Tull wore around the apartment.  
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Instead of sitting at the piano picking out new melodies, 

Maurice spent the day cutting figures out of stiff 

construction paper, curious figures with twisted faces 

and humpbacked bodies, which Tull tacked up on the 

kitchen walls. 

Tull liked the figures.  They reminded her of the 

people in her native village in Brittany.  She gave them 

names and whispered little endearments when she 

passed them in the kitchen.  Sometimes she asked about 

their families.  Their presence helped make the sad 

winter days more bearable. 

One evening in March, Andre Beauchamp 

knocked on the door.  Andre was a fop, or what is more 

politely called a “dandy.”  He dressed flamboyantly and 

liked to say funny things to older women that made 

them laugh and want to give him money. 

Tull wouldn’t let him in.  “He dasent waant t’see 

eny wun t’day,” she growled through the crack of the 

door. 

“Just announce my name, please,” Andre said, 

trying to control his temper. 

“He’s not faelin’ as goot as he shoot,” she 

explained, pushing against the door from the inside. 

“Tull,” croaked a feeble voice.  “Who is it?” 

“It is I . . . Andre Beauchamp!” boomed an 

A Little Story about Maurice Ravel

17



operatic voice.  

“Let him in.” 

 “Y’shure? “ 

“Yes . . . yes.” 

With a swirl of his silk-lined cape, Andre rushed 

in, followed by the clump clump clump of Tull’s heavy 

shoes.   

“Maurice . . . Maurice . . . Maurice!” he sang.  

“Where have you been keeping yourself?” 

Maurice was so depressed he could barely turn 

around in the old slipper to greet his guest.  “Right 

here,” he sighed.  “Right here.” 

“Enough of that!” Andre declared, hurling the 

cape into a chair.  “I’ve come to ask you to dine with me 

tonight at a new restaurant on the Champs Elysees!” 

Tull picked up the cape and carried it to the 

front hall closet.  Maurice shook his head.  “I don’t feel 

much like going out,” he said.  

“Oh, but you must!” Andre insisted.  “This 

place is all the rage.   Everyone will be there!” 

“Andre . . . I can’t.  I don’t want to.  I hope I’m not 

being rude, but I prefer to be left alone.” 

“Alone?” 

 “Yes.” 

Andre approached the window.  He was 
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splendidly dressed in grey spats, pin-striped trousers, 

a waistcoat with shiny silver buttons, a black felt 

jacket with a boutonniere in the lapel.  The scent of an 

exotic Russian cologne wafted off his chubby jowls.  

He stood behind Maurice, admiring the view. 

The Luxembourg Gardens were lit by a string of 

electric lights that leaked a host of glimmering halos 

into the rainy air.  Luxembourg was a little country near 

France.  Maurice had never been there, nor did he 

intend to go.  Now, if the place had been called the 

Spanish Gardens—if it had vineyards and goats and 

throbbing guitar music—he might have been interested. 

To have Spain outside his window would make any 

winter in Paris more bearable. 

Maurice was from a little town near the Spanish 

border.  His childhood had been happy.  He had played 

in the shadow of the Pyrenees Mountains, separating 

France from Spain.  Often he would look up from his 

playing and gaze at the purple mountains and wonder 

what was on the other side.  He knew the sun was 

brighter there and the air warmer.  Grapevines and olive 

trees bristled on the slopes of the terraced hillsides. 

Herds of goats tramped through the villages, kicking up 

clouds of dust.  Blossoms dangled from the trees and 

shrubs, bearing fragrant aromas.  He knew all these 
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things, even though he had never seen them with his 

own eyes.  Instead, he tried to put these feelings into 

music, with the result that a lot of his compositions 

sounded as if he knew Spain very well, when, in fact, he 

had never been there. 

“Maurice, you’re not doing yourself any good, 

hibernating like a bear.  I know the weather’s miserable, 

but Paris is still magical, even in winter.” 

Maurice had delicate, fine-boned hands, and he 

waved one of them listlessly.  “Andre . . . forgive me. 

When I’m in a funk like this, I prefer to be alone.” 

“But your friends, Maurice!  They’re wondering 

where you are!  They think you’re sick!  They think 

you’ve fallen in love!  They’re beginning to talk behind 

your back!” 

“I can’t help that,” Maurice sighed. 

“Yes, you can!  You can dispel these rumors by 

appearing with me tonight!  We’ll make a smashing 

entrance at the restaurant!  I know the majordomo! 

He’ll give us the best table in the house!” 

“I don’t think so, Andre . . .”  

 “Please!” 

“No . . . not tonight.  Maybe some other time.” 

“Oh, all right then,” Andre said huffily.  “I’ll return 

after the weather warms up and you’re ready to rouse 
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yourself from your stupor!” 

He looked around for his cape.  Tull stared at him 

blankly.   

“My cape, please!” 

Tull was staring past Andre at the paper cut-out 

of a dwarf pinned to he wall next to the window.  The 

dwarf reminded her of her brother Alfred.  Her eyes 

filled with tears.   

“My cape, s’il vous plait!” 

Tull shuffled to the closet and drew out the cape. 

Her stockings had slipped down over her ankles.  Tufts 

of hair the color of crabgrass sprouted from her legs. 

Where on earth did Maurice find this dismal 

creature? he wondered.   

“Thank you, Andre, for understanding . . .” 

Andre swished the cape around his shoulders 

and strode across the floor. 

The door closed with a jar that made Maurice 

wince. 
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