AN ENCOUNTER & DISTANT MEMORY RECOLLECTED
The moonlight cast a cold shadow over the streets of Paris.  All those with unnecessary business were already off the streets.  Inspector Javert was one of the few braving the cold, he was watching the shadows, knowing this was the perfect night for the scoundrels and thieves to be out in force haunting the streets like ghouls.

He walked down the Rue Plumet and came to a sudden halt outside number 55,  a movement in the shadows had caught his eye. He said  ‘show yourself, and declare your business’  

Nothing happened, but he could feel eyes watching him. 

‘There is no escaping the law, if your business is worthy then you have nothing to fear’

Again there was silence, he was about to investigate further when out of the shadows came a girl.  She was extremely thin, dressed in clothes which  barely offered  protection from the biting cold.  The moonlight showed her face, scared yet defiant, an old hand at this type of confrontation but still fully aware that she was presently at the disadvantage.   Her long hair was loosely draped around her face, her eyes were dark and soulless, life had drained from her features and although she was young Javert believed her old beyond her years.  Yet at the same time he saw an air of freedom in her look.  She said in a rough voice ‘I am returning home Inspector, that is all’

Javert paused and seemed not to hear her, without further enquiry he said ‘be on you way’.  She did not need to be asked  twice, a lesson learned from her mother many years before, and silently disappeared into the shadows.  This action was out of character for Javert, he lived by the law and never swayed in his resolve, yet to let her go without questioning was strange indeed.  He was not even able to really explain to himself  his actions, only that her face had reminded him, momentarily, of someone else.  The kindest face he had ever known, who had left him as a child, in the prison of his birth, to go to a better place.  

Within moments Javert was himself and continued down the Rue Plumet, the incident apparently forgotten.

‘The corpses removed from the barricade formed a horrible pile a few paces from them.  Among the dead could be distinguished a livid face, dishevelled hair, a pierced hand and a half naked female bosom, it was Eponine.  Javert looked askance at this dead girl and said with profound calmness.

‘It seems to me I know this girl’ 

(Les Miserables, Victor Hugo - Sampson Low & Marston Co., c 1910)
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