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INTRODUCTION

Some sl�ght sketch of the l�fe and character of Stendhal �s
part�cularly necessary to an understand�ng of Le Rouge et Le No�r
(The Red and the Black) not so much as be�ng the formal stuff�ng of
wh�ch �ntroduct�ons are made, but because the book as a book
stands �n the most �nt�mate relat�on to the author's l�fe and character.
The hero, Jul�en, �s no doubt, v�ewed superf�c�ally, a cad, a
scoundrel, an assass�n, albe�t a person who w�ll alternate the mo�st
eye of the sent�mental�st w�th the feroc�ous gr�n of the beast of prey.
But Stendhal so far from putt�ng forward any excuses makes a
spec�f�c po�nt of wallow�ng def�antly �n h�s own alleged w�ckedness.



"Even assum�ng that Jul�en �s a v�lla�n and that �t �s my portra�t," he
wrote shortly after the publ�cat�on of the book, "why quarrel w�th me.
In the t�me of the Emperor, Jul�en would have passed for a very
honest man. I l�ved �n the t�me of the Emperor. So—but what does �t
matter?"
Henr� Beyle was born �n 1783 �n Grenoble �n Dauph�ny, the son of a
royal�st lawyer, s�tuated on the borderland between the gentry and
that bourgeo�s�e wh�ch our author was subsequently to chast�se w�th
that mal�ce pecul�ar to those who spr�ng themselves from the class
wh�ch they desp�se. The boy's character was a compound of
sens�b�l�ty and hard rebell�ousness, v�r�l�ty and �ntrospect�on.
Orphaned of h�s mother at the age of seven, hated by h�s father and
unpopular w�th h�s schoolmates, he spent the orthodox unhappy
ch�ldhood of the art�st�c temperament. W�nn�ng a scholarsh�p at the
Ecole Polytechn�que at the age of s�xteen he proceeded to Par�s,
where w�th character�st�c �ndependence he refused to attend the
college classes and set h�mself to study pr�vately �n h�s sol�tary
rooms.
In 1800 the �nfluence of h�s relat�ve M. Daru procured h�m a
comm�ss�on �n the French Army, and the Marengo campa�gn gave
h�m an opportun�ty of pract�s�ng that Napoleon�c worsh�p to wh�ch
throughout h�s l�fe he rema�ned cons�stently fa�thful, for the operat�on
of the ph�losoph�cal mater�al�sm of the French scept�cs on an
essent�ally log�cal and mathemat�cal m�nd soon swept away all
compet�ng cla�mants for h�s rel�g�ous adorat�on. Almost from h�s
ch�ldhood, moreover, he had abom�nated the Jesu�ts, and "Pap�sm �s
the source of all cr�mes," was throughout h�s l�fe one of h�s favour�te
max�ms.
After the army's tr�umphant entry �nto M�lan, Beyle returned to
Grenoble on furlough, whence he dashed off to Par�s �n pursu�t of a
young woman to whom he was pay�ng some attent�on, res�gned h�s
comm�ss�on �n the army and set h�mself to study "w�th the v�ew of
becom�ng a great man." It �s �n th�s per�od that we f�nd the most
marked development �n Beyle's enthus�asm of psychology. Th�s
tendency sprang pr�mar�ly no doubt from h�s own �ntrospect�on. For
throughout h�s l�fe Beyle enjoyed the �nd�sputable and at t�mes



dub�ous luxury of a double consc�ousness. He �nvar�ably carr�ed
�ns�de h�s bra�n a psycholog�cal m�rror wh�ch reflected every phrase
of h�s emot�on w�th sc�ent�f�c accuracy. And s�multaneously, the
cr�t�cal sp�r�t, half-gen�e, half-demon �ns�de h�s bra�n, would survey �n
the sem�-detached mood of a keenly �nterested spectator, the actual
emot�on �tself, applaud or condemn �t as the case m�ght be, and
t�cket the verd�ct w�th ample commentat�ons �n the psycholog�cal
reg�ster of �ts own analys�s.
But th�s trend to psychology, wh�le as we have seen, to some extent,
the natural development of mere self-analys�s was also t�nged w�th
the sp�r�t of self-preservat�on. W�th a m�nd, wh�ch �n sp�te of �ts
natural phys�cal courage was morb�dly suscept�ble to r�d�cule and
was only too frequently the dupe of the fear of be�ng duped,
Stendhal would scent an enemy �n every fr�end, and as a mere
matter of self-protect�on set h�mself to penetrate the secret of every
character w�th wh�ch he came �nto contact. One �s also just�f�ed �n
tak�ng �nto account an honest �ntellectual enthus�asm wh�ch found �ts
vent �n dec�pher�ng the rarer and more prec�ous manuscr�pts of the
"human document."
W�th the except�on of a stay �n Marse�lles, w�th h�s f�rst m�stress
Mélan�e Gu�lhert ("a charm�ng actress who had the most ref�ned
sent�ments and to whom I never gave a sou,") and a subsequent
sojourn �n Grenoble, Stendhal rema�ned �n Par�s t�ll 1806, l�v�ng so
far as was perm�tted by the modest allowance of h�s n�ggard father
the full l�fe of the l�terary temperament. The essence, however, of h�s
character was that he was at the same t�me a man of �mag�nat�on
and a man of act�on. We consequently f�nd h�m serv�ng �n the
Napoleon�c campa�gns of 1806, 1809 and 1812. He was present at
the Battle of Jena, came several t�mes �nto personal contact w�th
Napoleon, d�scharged w�th s�ngular eff�c�ency the adm�n�strat�on of
the State of Brunsw�ck, and reta�ned h�s sangfro�d and h�s bravery
dur�ng the whole of the pan�c-str�cken retreat of the Moscow
campa�gn.
It �s, moreover, to th�s per�od that we date Stendhal's l�a�son w�th
Mme. Daru the w�fe of h�s aged relat�ve, M. Daru. Th�s part�cular
�ntr�gue has, moreover, a certa�n psycholog�cal �mportance �n that



Mme. Daru const�tuted the model on whom Math�lde de la Mole was
drawn �n The Red and the Black. The student and h�stor�an
consequently who �s anx�ous to check how far the novel�st �s draw�ng
on h�s exper�ence and how far on h�s �mag�nat�on can compare w�th
prof�t the descr�pt�on of the Math�lde ep�sode �n The Red and the
Black w�th those sect�ons �n Stendhal's Journal ent�tled the L�fe and
Sent�ments of S�lenc�ous Harry, Memo�rs of my L�fe dur�ng my
Amour w�th Countess Palfy, and also w�th the posthumous fragment,
Le Consultat�on de Bant�, a p�ece of method�cal del�berat�on on the
press�ng quest�on. "Do�s-je ou ne do�s-je pas avo�r la duchesse?"
wr�tten w�th all the documentary coldness of a Government report. It
�s character�st�c that both Bans� and Jul�en dec�de �n the aff�rmat�ve
as a matter of abstract pr�nc�ple. For they both feel that they must
necessar�ly reproach themselves �n after l�fe �f they m�ss so s�gnal an
opportun�ty.
D�sgusted by the Restorat�on, Stendhal m�grated �n 1814 to M�lan,
h�s favour�te town �n Europe, whose r�ch and var�ed l�fe he savoured
to the full from the celebrated �ces �n the entreates of the opera, to
the rec�procated �nterest of Mme. Angel�na P�etragrua (the Duchesse
de Sanserer�na of the Chartreuse of Parma), "a subl�me wanton à la
Lucrez�a Borg�a" who would appear to have dece�ved h�m
systemat�cally. It was �n M�lan that Stendhal f�rst began to wr�te for
publ�cat�on, produc�ng �n 1814 The L�ves of Haydn and Mozart, and
�n 1817 a ser�es of travel sketches, Rome, Naples, Florence, wh�ch
was publ�shed �n London.
It was �n M�lan also than Stendhal f�rst nursed the abstract thr�lls of
h�s grand pass�on for Mét�lde Countess Dunbowska, whose angel�c
sweetness would seem to have served at any rate to some extent as
a prototype to the character of Mme. de Rênal. In 1821 the novel�st
was expelled from M�lan on the apparently unfounded accusat�on of
be�ng a French spy. It �s typ�cal of that m�xture of brutal sensual�ty
and raref�ed sent�mental�sm wh�ch �s one of the most fasc�nat�ng
features of Stendhal's character, that even though he had never
loved more than the lady's heart, he should have rema�ned for three
years fa�thful to th�s m�stress of h�s �deal.



In 1822 Stendhal publ�shed h�s treat�se, De l'Amour, a pract�cal
sc�ent�f�c treat�se on the erot�c emot�on by an author who possessed
the unusual advantage of be�ng at the same t�me an acute
psycholog�st and a br�ll�ant man of the world, who could test abstract
theor�es by concrete pract�ce and could co-ord�nate what he had felt
�n h�mself and observe �n others �nto broad general pr�nc�ples.
In 1825 Stendhal plung�ng v�gorously �nto the controversy between
the Class�c�sts and the Romant�c�sts, publ�shed h�s celebrated
pamphlet, Rac�ne and Shakespeare, �n wh�ch he v�nd�cated w�th
successful cr�spness the cla�ms of l�ve verse aga�nst stereotyped
couplets and of modern analys�s aga�nst h�stor�cal trad�t�on. H�s next
work was the L�fe of Ross�n�, whom he had known personally �n
M�lan, wh�le �n 1827 he publ�shed h�s f�rst novel Armance, wh�ch,
wh�le not equal to the author's greatest work, g�ve none the less
good prom�se of that analyt�cal dash wh�ch he was subsequently to
man�fest. After Armance come the well-known Promenades Rome,
wh�le the Stendhal�an masterp�ece Le Rouge et Le No�r was
presented �n 1830 to an unapprec�at�ve publ�c.
Enthus�asm for th�s book �s the �nfall�ble test of your true
Stendhal�an. Some cr�t�cs may prefer, poss�bly, the more James�an
del�cacy of Armance, and others fort�f�ed by the example of Goethe
may avow the�r pred�lect�on for The Chartreuse de Parme w�th all the
jeune prem�er charm of �ts am�able hero. But �n our v�ew no book by
Stendhal �s capable of g�v�ng the reader such �ntellectual thr�lls as
that work wh�ch has been adjudged to be h�s greatest by Balzac, by
Ta�ne, by Bourget. Certa�nly no other book by Stendhal than that
wh�ch has conjured up Roug�stes �n all countr�es �n Europe has been
the object of a cult �n �tself. We doubt, moreover, �f there �s any other
modern book whether by Stendhal or any one else, wh�ch has
actually been learnt by heart by �ts devotees, who, �f we may borrow
the story told by M. Paul Bourget, are accustomed to challenge the
authent�c�ty of each other's knowledge by start�ng off w�th some
random passage only to f�nd �t �mmed�ately taken up, as though the
book had been the very B�ble �tself.
The more personal appeal of what �s perhaps the greatest romance
of the �ntellect ever wr�tten l�es �n the character of Jul�en, �ts v�lla�n-



hero. In v�ew of the �dent�f�cat�on of Jul�en w�th Stendhal h�mself to
wh�ch we have already alluded, �t �s only fa�r to state that Stendhal
does not appear to have ever been a tutor �n a bourgeo�s fam�ly, nor
does h�story relate h�s ever hav�ng made any attempt at the hom�c�de
of a woman. So far, �n fact, as what we may call the external phys�cal
bas�s of the story �s concerned, the mater�al �s suppl�ed not by the l�fe
of the author, but by the l�fe of a young student of Besançon, of the
name of Berthet, who duly exp�ated on the threshold that cr�me
wh�ch suppl�ed the plot of th�s �mmortal novel. But the soul, the bra�n
of Jul�en �s not Berthet but Beyle. And what �ndeed �s the whole book
�f not a v�nd�cat�on of beyl�sme, �f we may use the word, co�ned by
the man h�mself for h�s own outlook on l�fe? For the procedure of
Stendhal would seem to have placed h�s own self �n h�s hero's
shoes, to have l�ved �n �mag�nat�on h�s whole l�fe, and to have
recorded h�s exper�ence w�th a wealth of analyt�c deta�l, wh�ch �n
sp�te of some arrogance, �s yet both honest and sc�ent�f�c.
And the l�fe of th�s scoundrel, th�s �ngrate, th�s assass�n, certa�nly
seems to have been em�nently worth l�v�ng. In �ts l�ne, �ndeed, �t
const�tutes a ver�table tr�umph of �deal�sm, a pos�t�ve monument of
"self-help." For judged by the code of the Revolut�on, when the
career was open to talents, the goodness or badness of a man was
determ�ned by the use he made of h�s opportun�t�es. Eff�c�ency was
the supreme test of v�rtue, as was fa�lure the one brand of
unworth�ness. And measured by these values Jul�en ranks h�gh as
an eth�cal sa�nt. For does he not sacr�f�ce everyth�ng to the forg�v�ng
of h�s character and the hammer�ng out of h�s career? He �s by
nature nervous, he forces h�mself to be courageous, f�ght�ng a duel
or captur�ng a woman, less out of th�rst for blood or hunger for flesh,
than because he th�nks �t due to h�s own parvenu self-respect to g�ve
h�mself some concrete proof on h�s own moral force. "Pose and
affect�on" w�ll sneer those enem�es whom he w�ll have to-day as
assuredly as he had them �n h�s l�fet�me, the smug bourgeo�s and
Valenods of our present age. But the sp�r�t of Jul�en w�ll retort, "I
made myself master of my affectat�on and I succeeded �n my pose."
And w�ll he not have log�c on h�s s�de? For what after all �s pose but
the pursu�t of a subject�ve �deal, grotesque no doubt �n fa�lure, but
d�gn�f�ed by �ts success. And as M. Gault�er has shown �n h�s book



on Bovarysme, �s not all human progress s�mply the del�berate
change from what one �s, �nto what one �s not yet, but what
nevertheless one has a tendency to be? V�ewed from th�s standpo�nt
Jul�en's character �s what one feels just�f�ed �n call�ng a bonâ f�de
pose. For speak�ng broadly h�s character �s two-fold, half-sens�t�ve
tenderness, half feroc�ous amb�t�on, and h�s pose s�mply cons�sts �n
the subord�nat�on of h�s softer qual�t�es for the more effect�ve
real�zat�on of h�s harder. Cons�dered on these l�nes Le Rouge et Le
No�r stands pre-em�nent �n European l�terature as the tragedy of
energy and amb�t�on, the ep�c of the struggle for ex�stence, the
modern B�ble of N�etzschean self-d�sc�pl�ne. And from the sheer
romant�c aspect also the book has �ts own pecul�ar charm. How truly
poet�c, for �nstance, are the passages where Jul�en takes h�s own
m�nd alone �nto the mounta�ns, plots out h�s own fate, and
symbol�zes h�s own sol�tary l�fe �n the lonely c�rcl�ngs of a predatory
hawk.
Jul�en's enem�es w�ll no doubt taunt h�m w�th h�s �ntrospect�on, wh�le
they po�nt to a character d�storted, so they say, by the eternal m�rror
of �ts own consc�ousness. Yet �t should be remembered that Jul�en
l�ved �n an age when �ntrospect�on had, so to speak, been only
recently �nvented, and Byron�sm and Werther�sm were the stock food
of art�st�c temperaments. In the case of Jul�en, moreover, even
though h�s own cr�t�c�sms on h�s own acts were to some extent as
�mportant to h�m as the actual acts themselves, h�s �ntrospect�on was
more a strength than a weakness and never blunted the edge of h�s
drast�c act�on. Compare, for �nstance, the character of Jul�en w�th the
character of Robert Greslou, the hero of Bourget's Le D�sc�ple, and
the nearest analogue to Jul�en �n f�n de s�ècle l�terature, and one w�ll
apprec�ate at once the d�fference between health and decadence,
v�r�l�ty and hyster�a.
One of the most essent�al features of the book, however, �s the sw�ng
of the pendulum between Jul�en's amb�t�on and Jul�en's tenderness.
For our hunter �s qu�te frequently caught �n h�s own traps, so that he
falls genu�nely �n love w�th the woman whom, as a matter of abstract
pr�nc�ple, he had spec�f�cally set h�mself to conquer. The book
consequently as a romance of love, ranks almost as h�gh as �t does



as a romance of amb�t�on. The f�nal �dyll �n pr�son w�th Mme. de
Rênal, �n part�cular, �s one of the sweetest and purest �n l�terature,
pa�nted �n colours too true ever to be flor�d, steeped �n a sent�ment
too deep ever to be mawk�sh. As moreover, orthodox and suburban
m�nds tend to regard all French novels as spec�f�cally devoted to
obscene wallow�ngs, �t seems only relevant to ment�on that Stendhal
at any rate never f�nds �n sensual�sm any �nsp�rat�on for ecstat�c
rhapsod�es, and that he narrates the most spec�f�c ep�sodes �n the
chastest style �mag�nable.
Though too the s�n�ster f�gure of the carpenter's son looms large over
the book, the character�zat�on of all the other personages �s
portrayed w�th consummate br�ll�ancy. For Stendhal stand�ng f�rst
outs�de h�s characters w�th all the scept�cal scrut�ny of a detached
observer, then goes deep �ns�de them so that he descr�bes not
merely what they do, but why they do �t, not merely what they th�nk,
but why they th�nk �t, wh�le he ass�gns the�r respect�ve share to
�nnate d�spos�t�on, acc�dent, and env�ronment, and cr�t�c�zes h�s
creat�ons w�th an �rony that �s only occas�onally benevolent. For �t
must be confessed that Stendhal approves of extremely few people.
True sc�on of the m�ddle-classes he hates the bourgeo�s because he
�s bourgeo�s, and the ar�stocrat because he �s ar�stocrat.
Nevertheless, as a gallery of the most var�ed characters, patr�c�ans
and plebe�ans, prudes and profl�gates, Jesu�ts and Jansen�sts, K�ngs
and coachmen, b�shops and bourgeo�s, whose mutual d�fference
acts as a most effect�ve fo�l to each other's real�ty, Le Rouge et Le
No�r w�ll beat any novel outs�de Balzac.
We would ment�on �n part�cular those two contrasted f�gures, Mme.
de Rênal the bourgeo�se pass�onée, and Mat�lde de la Mole the
noble damozel who enters �nto her �ntr�gue out of a del�berate w�sh to
emulate the explo�ts of a romant�c ancestress. But after all these
�nd�v�duals stand out not so much because the�r character�zat�on �s
better than that of the�r fellow-personages, but because �t �s more
elaborate. Even such m�nor characters, for �nstance, as de Fr�la�r, the
lasc�v�ous Jesu�t, No�raud, the avar�c�ous gaoler, Mme. de
Fervaques, the amor�st�c prude, are all �n the�r respect�ve ways real,



v�v�d, conv�nc�ng, no mere padded f�gures of the �mag�nat�on, but
observed actual�t�es swung from the l�ved l�fe on the wr�tten page.
The style of Stendhal �s not�ceable from �ts s�mpl�c�ty, clear and cold,
devo�d of all l�terary art�f�ce, character�st�c of h�s analyt�c purpose. He
�s strenuous �n h�s avo�dance of affect�on. Though, however, he
never holds out h�s style as an aesthet�c del�ght �n �tself, he reaches
occas�onally passages of a rare and s�mple beauty. We would refer
�n part�cular to the descr�pt�on of Jul�en �n the mounta�ns, wh�ch we
have already ment�oned, and to the short but �mpress�ve death
scene. H�s hab�t, however, of us�ng language as a means and never
as an end, occas�onally revenges �tself upon h�m �n places where the
style, though �ntell�g�ble, �s none the less slovenly, anacoluth�c,
almost Thucyd�dean.
After the publ�cat�on of Le Rouge et Le No�r Stendhal was forced by
h�s f�nanc�al embarrassment to leave Par�s and take up the post of
consul at Tr�este. Dr�ven from th�s pos�t�on by the �ntr�gues of a
v�nd�ct�ve Church he was transferred to C�v�ta Vecch�a where he
rema�ned t�ll 1835, solac�ng h�s ennu� by the comp�lat�on of h�s
autob�ography and th�nk�ng ser�ously of marr�age w�th the r�ch and
h�ghly respectable daughter of h�s laundress. He then returned to
Par�s where he rema�ned t�ll 1842, where he d�ed suddenly at the
age of f�fty-n�ne �n the full sw�ng of all h�s mental and phys�cal
act�v�t�es.
H�s later works �ncluded, La Chartreuse de Parme, Luc�en, Leuwen
and Lam�el, of wh�ch the Chartreuse �s the most celebrated, but
Lam�el certa�nly the most spr�ghtly. But �t �s on Le Rouge et Le No�r
that h�s fame as a novel�st �s the most f�rmly based. It �s w�th th�s
most personal document, th�s record of h�s exper�ences and
emot�ons that he l�ves �dent�f�ed, just as D'Annunz�o w�ll l�ve �dent�f�ed
w�th Il Fuoco or Mr. Wells w�th the New Mach�avell�. Le Rouge et Le
No�r �s the greatest novel of �ts age and one of the greatest novels of
the whole n�neteenth century. It �s full to the br�m of �ntellect and
adventure, �ntrospect�on and act�on, youth, romance, tenderness,
cyn�c�sm and rebell�on. It �s �n a word the �ntellectual qu�ntessence of
the Napoleon�c era.



HORACE B. SAMUEL,
TEMPLE,
Oct., 1913.

THE RED AND THE BLACK

A CHRONICLE OF 1830

CHAPTER I

A SMALL TOWN

Put thousands together less bad,
But the cage less gay.—Hobbes.

The l�ttle town of Verr�ères can pass for one of the prett�est �n
Franche-Comté. Its wh�te houses w�th the�r po�nted red-t�led roofs
stretch along the slope of a h�ll, whose sl�ghtest undulat�ons are
marked by groups of v�gorous chestnuts. The Doubs flows to w�th�n
some hundred feet above �ts fort�f�cat�ons, wh�ch were bu�lt long ago
by the Span�ards, and are now �n ru�ns.
Verr�ères �s sheltered on the north by a h�gh mounta�n wh�ch �s one
of the branches of the Jura. The jagged peaks of the Verra are
covered w�th snow from the beg�nn�ng of the October frosts. A torrent
wh�ch rushes down from the mounta�ns traverses Verr�ères before
throw�ng �tself �nto the Doubs, and suppl�es the mot�ve power for a
great number of saw m�lls. The �ndustry �s very s�mple, and secures
a certa�n prosper�ty to the major�ty of the �nhab�tants who are more



peasant than bourgeo�s. It �s not, however, the wood saws wh�ch
have enr�ched th�s l�ttle town. It �s the manufacture of pa�nted t�les,
called Mulhouse t�les, that �s respons�ble for that general affluence
wh�ch has caused the façades of nearly all the houses �n Verr�ères to
be rebu�lt s�nce the fall of Napoleon.
One has scarcely entered the town, before one �s stunned by the d�n
of a str�dent mach�ne of terr�fy�ng aspect. Twenty heavy hammers
wh�ch fall w�th a no�se that makes the paved floor tremble, are l�fted
up by a wheel set �n mot�on by the torrent. Each of these hammers
manufactures every day I don't know how many thousands of na�ls.
The l�ttle p�eces of �ron wh�ch are rap�dly transformed �nto na�ls by
these enormous hammers, are put �n pos�t�on by fresh pretty young
g�rls. Th�s labour so rough at f�rst s�ght �s one of the �ndustr�es wh�ch
most surpr�ses the traveller who penetrates for the f�rst t�me the
mounta�ns wh�ch separate France and Helvet�a. If when he enters
Verr�ères, the traveller asks who owns th�s f�ne na�l factory wh�ch
deafens everybody who goes up the Grande-Rue, he �s answered �n
a drawl�ng tone "Eh! �t belongs to M. the Mayor."
And �f the traveller stops a few m�nutes �n that Grande-Rue of
Verr�ères wh�ch goes on an upward �ncl�ne from the bank of the
Doubs to nearly as far as the summ�t of the h�ll, �t �s a hundred to one
that he w�ll see a b�g man w�th a busy and �mportant a�r.
When he comes �n s�ght all hats are qu�ckly taken off. H�s ha�r �s
gr�zzled and he �s dressed �n grey. He �s a Kn�ght of several Orders,
has a large forehead and an aqu�l�ne nose, and �f you take h�m all
round, h�s features are not devo�d of certa�n regular�ty. One m�ght
even th�nk on the f�rst �nspect�on that �t comb�nes w�th the d�gn�ty of
the v�llage mayor that part�cular k�nd of comfortableness wh�ch �s
appropr�ate to the age of forty-e�ght or f�fty. But soon the traveller
from Par�s w�ll be shocked by a certa�n a�r of self-sat�sfact�on and
self-complacency m�ngled w�th an almost �ndef�nable narrowness
and lack of �nsp�rat�on. One real�ses at last that th�s man's talent �s
l�m�ted to see�ng that he �s pa�d exactly what he �s owed, and �n
pay�ng h�s own debts at the latest poss�ble moment.



Such �s M. de Rênal, the mayor of Verr�ères. After hav�ng crossed
the road w�th a solemn step, he enters the mayoral res�dence and
d�sappears from the eye of the traveller. But �f the latter cont�nues to
walk a hundred steps further up, he w�ll perce�ve a house w�th a fa�rly
f�ne appearance, w�th some magn�f�cent gardens beh�nd an �ron gr�ll
belong�ng to the house. Beyond that �s an hor�zon l�ne formed by the
h�lls of Burgundy, wh�ch seem �deally made to del�ght the eyes. Th�s
v�ew causes the traveller to forget that pest�lent�al atmosphere of
petty money-grubb�ng by wh�ch he �s beg�nn�ng to be suffocated.
He �s told that th�s house belongs to M. de Rênal. It �s to the prof�ts
wh�ch he has made out of h�s b�g na�l factory that the mayor of
Verr�ères owes th�s f�ne res�dence of hewn stone wh�ch he �s just
f�n�sh�ng. H�s fam�ly �s sa�d to be Span�sh and anc�ent, and �s alleged
to have been establ�shed �n the country well before the conquest of
Lou�s XIV.
S�nce 1815, he blushes at be�ng a manufacturer: 1815 made h�m
mayor of Verr�ères. The terraced walls of th�s magn�f�cent garden
wh�ch descends to the Doubs, plateau by plateau, also represent the
reward of M. de Rênal's prof�c�ency �n the �ron-trade. Do not expect
to f�nd �n France those p�cturesque gardens wh�ch surround the
manufactur�ng towns of Germany, l�ke Le�ps�c, Frankfurt and
Nurenburgh, etc. The more walls you bu�ld �n Franche-Comté and
the more you fort�fy your estate w�th p�les of stone, the more cla�m
you w�ll acqu�re on the respect of your ne�ghbours. Another reason
for the adm�rat�on due to M. de Rênal's gardens and the�r numerous
walls, �s the fact that he has purchased, through sheer power of the
purse, certa�n small parcels of the ground on wh�ch they stand. That
saw-m�ll, for �nstance, whose s�ngular pos�t�on on the banks of the
Doubs struck you when you entered Verr�ères, and where you not�ce
the name of SOREL wr�tten �n g�gant�c characters on the ch�ef beam
of the roof, used to occupy s�x years ago that prec�se space on
wh�ch �s now reared the wall of the fourth terrace �n M. de Rênal's
gardens.
Proud man that he was, the mayor had none the less to negot�ate
w�th that tough, stubborn peasant, old Sorel. He had to pay h�m �n
good sol�d golden lou�s before he could �nduce h�m to transfer h�s



workshop elsewhere. As to the publ�c stream wh�ch suppl�ed the
mot�ve power for the saw-m�ll, M. de Rênal obta�ned �ts d�vers�on,
thanks to the �nfluence wh�ch he enjoyed at Par�s. Th�s favour was
accorded h�m after the elect�on of 182-.
He gave Sorel four acres for every one he had prev�ously held, f�ve
hundred yards lower down on the banks of the Doubs. Although th�s
pos�t�on was much more advantageous for h�s p�ne-plank trade,
father Sorel (as he �s called s�nce he has become r�ch) knew how to
explo�t the �mpat�ence and man�a for landed ownersh�p wh�ch
an�mated h�s ne�ghbour to the tune of s�x thousand francs.
It �s true that th�s arrangement was cr�t�c�sed by the w�seacres of the
local�ty. One day, �t was on a Sunday four years later, as M. de Rênal
was com�ng back from church �n h�s mayor's un�form, he saw old
Sorel sm�l�ng at h�m, as he stared at h�m some d�stance away
surrounded by h�s three sons. That sm�le threw a fatal flood of l�ght
�nto the soul of the mayor. From that t�me on, he �s of op�n�on that he
could have obta�ned the exchange at a cheaper rate.
In order to w�n the publ�c esteem of Verr�ères �t �s essent�al that,
though you should bu�ld as many walls as you can, you should not
adopt some plan �mported from Italy by those masons who cross the
passes of the Jura �n the spr�ng on the�r way to Par�s. Such an
�nnovat�on would br�ng down upon the head of the �mprudent bu�lder
an eternal reputat�on for wrongheadedness, and he w�ll be lost for
ever �n the s�ght of those w�se, well-balanced people who d�spense
publ�c esteem �n Franche-Comté.
As a matter of fact, these prudent people exerc�se �n the place the
most offens�ve despot�sm. It �s by reason of th�s awful word, that
anyone who has l�ved �n that great republ�c wh�ch �s called Par�s,
f�nds l�v�ng �n l�ttle towns qu�te �ntolerable. The tyranny of publ�c
op�n�on (and what publ�c op�n�on!) �s as stup�d �n the l�ttle towns of
France as �n the Un�ted States of Amer�ca.

CHAPTER II



A MAYOR

Importance! What �s �t, s�r after all? The respect of fools, the
wonder of ch�ldren, the envy of the r�ch, the contempt of the
w�se man.—Barnave

Happ�ly for the reputat�on of M. de Rênal as an adm�n�strator an
�mmense wall of support was necessary for the publ�c promenade
wh�ch goes along the h�ll, a hundred steps above the course of the
Doubs. Th�s adm�rable pos�t�on secures for the promenade one of
the most p�cturesque v�ews �n the whole of France. But the ra�n
water used to make furrows �n the walk every spr�ng, caused d�tches
to appear, and rendered �t generally �mpract�cable. Th�s nu�sance,
wh�ch was felt by the whole town, put M. de Rênal �n the happy
pos�t�on of be�ng compelled to �mmortal�se h�s adm�n�strat�on by
bu�ld�ng a wall twenty feet h�gh and th�rty to forty yards long.
The parapet of th�s wall, wh�ch occas�oned M. de Rênal three
journeys to Par�s (for the last M�n�ster of the Inter�or but one had
declared h�mself the mortal enemy of the promenade of Verr�ères), �s
now ra�sed to a he�ght of four feet above the ground, and as though
to defy all m�n�sters whether past or present, �t �s at present adorned
w�th t�les of hewn stone.
How many t�mes have my looks plunged �nto the valley of the Doubs,
as I thought of the Par�s balls wh�ch I had abandoned on the
prev�ous n�ght, and leant my breast aga�nst the great blocks of stone,
whose beaut�ful grey almost verged on blue. Beyond the left bank,
there w�nd f�ve or s�x valleys, at the bottom of wh�ch I could see qu�te
d�st�nctly several small streams. There �s a v�ew of them fall�ng �nto
the Doubs, after a ser�es of cascades. The sun �s very warm �n these
mounta�ns. When �t beats stra�ght down, the pens�ve traveller on the
terrace f�nds shelter under some magn�f�cent plane trees. They owe
the�r rap�d growth and the�r f�ne verdure w�th �ts almost blu�sh shade
to the new so�l, wh�ch M. the mayor has had placed beh�nd h�s
�mmense wall of support for (�n sp�te of the oppos�t�on of the



Mun�c�pal Counc�l) he has enlarged the promenade by more than s�x
feet (and although he �s an Ultra and I am a L�beral, I pra�se h�m for
�t), and that �s why both �n h�s op�n�on and �n that of M. Valenod, the
fortunate D�rector of the workhouse of Verr�ères, th�s terrace can
brook compar�son w�th that of Sa�nt-Germa�n en Laye.
I f�nd personally only one th�ng at wh�ch to cav�l �n the COURS DE
LA FIDELITE, (th�s off�c�al name �s to be read �n f�fteen to twenty
places on those �mmortal t�les wh�ch earned M. de Rênal an extra
cross.) The gr�evance I f�nd �n the Cours de la F�dél�té �s the
barbarous manner �n wh�ch the author�t�es have cut these v�gorous
plane trees and cl�pped them to the qu�ck. In fact they really
resemble w�th the�r dwarfed, rounded and flattened heads the most
vulgar plants of the vegetable garden, wh�le they are really capable
of atta�n�ng the magn�f�cent development of the Engl�sh plane trees.
But the w�sh of M. the mayor �s despot�c, and all the trees belong�ng
to the mun�c�pal�ty are ruthlessly pruned tw�ce a year. The local
L�berals suggest, but they are probably exaggerat�ng, that the hand
of the off�c�al gardener has become much more severe, s�nce M. the
V�car Maslon started appropr�at�ng the cl�pp�ngs. Th�s young
eccles�ast�c was sent to Besançon some years ago to keep watch on
the abbé Chélan and some cures �n the ne�ghbour�ng d�str�cts. An
old Surgeon-Major of Napoleon's Ital�an Army, who was l�v�ng �n
ret�rement at Verr�ères, and who had been �n h�s t�me descr�bed by
M. the mayor as both a Jacob�n and a Bonapart�ste, dared to
compla�n to the mayor one day of the per�od�cal mut�lat�on of these
f�ne trees.
"I l�ke the shade," answered M. de Rênal, w�th just a t�nge of that
hauteur wh�ch becomes a mayor when he �s talk�ng to a surgeon,
who �s a member of the Leg�on of Honour. "I l�ke the shade, I have
my trees cl�pped �n order to g�ve shade, and I cannot conce�ve that a
tree can have any other purpose, prov�ded of course �t �s not br�ng�ng
�n any prof�t, l�ke the useful walnut tree."
Th�s �s the great word wh�ch �s all dec�s�ve at Verr�ères. "BRINGING
IN PROFIT," th�s word alone sums up the hab�tual trend of thought of
more than three-quarters of the �nhab�tants.



Br�ng�ng �n prof�t �s the cons�derat�on wh�ch dec�des everyth�ng �n th�s
l�ttle town wh�ch you thought so pretty. The stranger who arr�ves �n
the town �s fasc�nated by the beauty of the fresh deep valleys wh�ch
surround �t, and he �mag�nes at f�rst that the �nhab�tants have an
apprec�at�on of the beaut�ful. They talk only too frequently of the
beauty of the�r country, and �t cannot be den�ed that they lay great
stress on �t, but the reason �s that �t attracts a number of strangers,
whose money enr�ches the �nn-keepers, a process wh�ch br�ngs �n
prof�t to the town, ow�ng to the mach�nery of the octro�.
It was on a f�ne, autumn day that M. de Rênal was tak�ng a
promenade on the Cours de la F�dél�té w�th h�s w�fe on h�s arm.
Wh�le l�sten�ng to her husband (who was talk�ng �n a somewhat
solemn manner) Madame de Rênal followed anx�ously w�th her eyes
the movements of three l�ttle boys. The eldest, who m�ght have been
eleven years old, went too frequently near the parapet and looked as
though he was go�ng to cl�mb up �t. A sweet vo�ce then pronounced
the name of Adolphe and the ch�ld gave up h�s amb�t�ous project.
Madame de Rênal seemed a woman of th�rty years of age but st�ll
fa�rly pretty.
"He may be sorry for �t, may th�s f�ne gentleman from Par�s," sa�d M.
de Rênal, w�th an offended a�r and a face even paler than usual. "I
am not w�thout a few fr�ends at court!" But though I want to talk to
you about the prov�nces for two hundred pages, I lack the requ�s�te
barbar�ty to make you undergo all the long-w�ndedness and
c�rcumlocut�ons of a prov�nc�al d�alogue.
Th�s f�ne gentleman from Par�s, who was so od�ous to the mayor of
Verr�ères, was no other than the M. Appert, who had two days
prev�ously managed to f�nd h�s way not only �nto the pr�son and
workhouse of Verr�ères, but also �nto the hosp�tal, wh�ch was
gratu�tously conducted by the mayor and the pr�nc�pal propr�etors of
the d�str�ct.
"But," sa�d Madame de Rênal t�m�dly, "what harm can th�s Par�s
gentleman do you, s�nce you adm�n�ster the poor fund w�th the
utmost scrupulous honesty?"



"He only comes to throw blame and afterwards he w�ll get some
art�cles �nto the L�beral press."
"You never read them, my dear."
"But they always talk to us about those Jacob�n art�cles, all that
d�stracts us and prevents us from do�ng good.[1] Personally, I shall
never forg�ve the curé."

[1] H�stor�cally true.

CHAPTER III

THE POOR FUND

A v�rtuous curé who does not �ntr�gue �s a prov�dence for the
v�llage.—Fleury

It should be ment�oned that the curé of Verr�ères, an old man of
n�nety, who owed to the brac�ng mounta�n a�r an �ron const�tut�on and
an �ron character, had the r�ght to v�s�t the pr�son, the hosp�tal and
the workhouse at any hour. It had been at prec�sely s�x o'clock �n the
morn�ng that M. Appert, who had a Par�s recommendat�on to the
curé, had been shrewd enough to arr�ve at a l�ttle �nqu�s�t�ve town.
He had �mmed�ately gone on to the curé's house.
The curé Chélan became pens�ve as he read the letter wr�tten to h�m
by the M. le Marqu�s de La Mole, Peer of France, and the r�chest
landed propr�etor of the prov�nce.
"I am old and beloved here," he sa�d to h�mself �n a wh�sper, "they
would not dare!" Then he suddenly turned to the gentleman from
Par�s, w�th eyes, wh�ch �n sp�te of h�s great age, shone w�th that
sacred f�re wh�ch betokens the del�ght of do�ng a f�ne but sl�ghtly
dangerous act.



"Come w�th me, s�r," he sa�d, "but please do not express any op�n�on
of the th�ngs wh�ch we shall see, �n the presence of the ja�ler, and
above all not �n the presence of the super�ntendents of the
workhouse."
M. Appert real�sed that he had to do w�th a man of sp�r�t. He followed
the venerable curé, v�s�ted the hosp�tal and workhouse, put a lot of
quest�ons, but �n sp�te of somewhat extraord�nary answers, d�d not
�ndulge �n the sl�ghtest express�on of censure.
Th�s v�s�t lasted several hours; the curé �nv�ted M. Appert to d�ne, but
the latter made the excuse of hav�ng some letters to wr�te; as a
matter of fact, he d�d not w�sh to comprom�se h�s generous
compan�on to any further extent. About three o'clock these
gentlemen went to f�n�sh the�r �nspect�on of the workhouse and then
returned to the pr�son. There they found the ja�ler by the gate, a k�nd
of g�ant, s�x feet h�gh, w�th bow legs. H�s �gnoble face had become
h�deous by reason of h�s terror.
"Ah, mons�eur," he sa�d to the curé as soon as he saw h�m, "�s not
the gentleman whom I see there, M. Appert?"
"What does that matter?" sa�d the curé.
"The reason �s that I rece�ved yesterday the most spec�f�c orders,
and M. the Prefect sent a message by a gendarme who must have
galloped dur�ng the whole of the n�ght, that M. Appert was not to be
allowed �n the pr�sons."
"I can tell you, M. No�roud," sa�d the curé, "that the traveller who �s
w�th me �s M. Appert, but do you or do you not adm�t that I have the
r�ght to enter the pr�son at any hour of the day or n�ght accompan�ed
by anybody I choose?"
"Yes, M. the curé," sa�d the ja�ler �n a low vo�ce, lower�ng h�s head
l�ke a bull-dog, �nduced to a grudg�ng obed�ence by fear of the st�ck,
"only, M. the curé, I have a w�fe and ch�ldren, and shall be turned out
�f they �nform aga�nst me. I only have my place to l�ve on."
"I, too, should be sorry enough to lose m�ne," answered the good
curé, w�th �ncreas�ng emot�on �n h�s vo�ce.



"What a d�fference!" answered the ja�ler keenly. "As for you, M. le
curé, we all know that you have e�ght hundred francs a year, good
sol�d money."
Such were the facts wh�ch, commented upon and exaggerated �n
twenty d�fferent ways, had been ag�tat�ng for the last two days all the
od�ous pass�ons of the l�ttle town of Verr�ères.
At the present t�me they served as the text for the l�ttle d�scuss�on
wh�ch M. de Rênal was hav�ng w�th h�s w�fe. He had v�s�ted the curé
earl�er �n the morn�ng accompan�ed by M. Valenod, the d�rector of
the workhouse, �n order to convey the�r most emphat�c d�spleasure.
M. Chélan had no protector, and felt all the we�ght of the�r words.
"Well, gentlemen, I shall be the th�rd curé of e�ghty years of age who
has been turned out �n th�s d�str�ct. I have been here for f�fty-s�x
years. I have bapt�zed nearly all the �nhab�tants of the town, wh�ch
was only a hamlet when I came to �t. Every day I marry young people
whose grandparents I have marr�ed �n days gone by. Verr�ères �s my
fam�ly, but I sa�d to myself when I saw the stranger, 'Th�s man from
Par�s may as a matter of fact be a L�beral, there are only too many of
them about, but what harm can he do to our poor and to our
pr�soners?'"
The reproaches of M. de Rênal, and above all, those of M. Valenod,
the d�rector of the workhouse, became more and more an�mated.
"Well, gentlemen, turn me out then," the old curé excla�med �n a
trembl�ng vo�ce; "I shall st�ll cont�nue to l�ve �n the d�str�ct. As you
know, I �nher�ted forty-e�ght years ago a p�ece of land that br�ngs �n
e�ght hundred francs a year; I shall l�ve on that �ncome. I do not save
anyth�ng out of my l�v�ng, gentlemen; and that �s perhaps why, when
you talk to me about �t, I am not part�cularly fr�ghtened."
M. de Rênal always got on very well w�th h�s w�fe, but he d�d not
know what to answer when she t�m�dly repeated the phrase of M. le
curé, "What harm can th�s Par�s gentleman do the pr�soners?" He
was on the po�nt of qu�te los�ng h�s temper when she gave a cry. Her
second son had mounted the parapet of the terrace wall and was
runn�ng along �t, although the wall was ra�sed to a he�ght of more



than twenty feet above the v�neyard on the other s�de. The fear of
fr�ghten�ng her son and mak�ng h�m fall prevented Madame de Rênal
speak�ng to h�m. But at last the ch�ld, who was sm�l�ng at h�s own
pluck, looked at h�s mother, saw her pallor, jumped down on to the
walk and ran to her. He was well scolded.
Th�s l�ttle event changed the course of the conversat�on.
"I really mean to take Sorel, the son of the sawyer, �nto the house,"
sa�d M. de Rênal; "he w�ll look after the ch�ldren, who are gett�ng too
naughty for us to manage. He �s a young pr�est, or as good as one, a
good Lat�n scholar, and w�ll make the ch�ldren get on. Accord�ng to
the curé, he has a steady character. I w�ll g�ve h�m three hundred
francs a year and h�s board. I have some doubts as to h�s moral�ty,
for he used to be the favour�te of that old Surgeon-Major, Member of
the Leg�on of Honour, who went to board w�th the Sorels, on the
pretext that he was the�r cous�n. It �s qu�te poss�ble that that man was
really s�mply a secret agent of the L�berals. He sa�d that the
mounta�n a�r d�d h�s asthma good, but that �s someth�ng wh�ch has
never been proved. He has gone through all Buonaparte's
campa�gns �n Italy, and had even, �t was sa�d, voted aga�nst the
Emp�re �n the pleb�sc�te. Th�s L�beral taught the Sorel boy Lat�n, and
left h�m a number of books wh�ch he had brought w�th h�m. Of
course, �n the ord�nary way, I should have never thought of allow�ng
a carpenter's son to come �nto contact w�th our ch�ldren, but the curé
told me, the very day before the scene wh�ch has just estranged us
for ever, that Sorel has been study�ng theology for three years w�th
the �ntent�on of enter�ng a sem�nary. He �s, consequently, not a
L�beral, and he certa�nly �s a good Lat�n scholar.
"Th�s arrangement w�ll be conven�ent �n more than one way,"
cont�nued M. de Rênal, look�ng at h�s w�fe w�th a d�plomat�c a�r. "That
Valenod �s proud enough of h�s two f�ne Norman horses wh�ch he
has just bought for h�s carr�age, but he hasn't a tutor for h�s ch�ldren."
"He m�ght take th�s one away from us."
"You approve of my plan, then?" sa�d M. de Rênal, thank�ng h�s w�fe
w�th a sm�le for the excellent �dea wh�ch she had just had. "Well,
that's settled."



"Good grac�ous, my dear, how qu�ckly you make up your m�nd!"
"It �s because I'm a man of character, as the curé found out r�ght
enough. Don't let us dece�ve ourselves; we are surrounded by
L�berals �n th�s place. All those cloth merchants are jealous of me, I
am certa�n of �t; two or three are becom�ng r�ch men. Well, I should
rather fancy �t for them to see M. de Rênal's ch�ldren pass along the
street as they go out for the�r walk, escorted by the�r tutor. It w�ll
�mpress people. My grandfather often used to tell us that he had a
tutor when he was young. It may run me �nto a hundred crowns, but
that ought to be looked upon as an expense necessary for keep�ng
up our pos�t�on."
Th�s sudden resolut�on left Madame de Rênal qu�te pens�ve. She
was a b�g, well-made woman, who had been the beauty of the
country, to use the local express�on. She had a certa�n a�r of
s�mpl�c�ty and youthfulness �n her deportment. Th�s na�ve grace, w�th
�ts �nnocence and �ts v�vac�ty, m�ght even have recalled to a Par�s�an
some suggest�on of the sweets he had left beh�nd h�m. If she had
real�sed th�s part�cular phase of her success, Madame de Rênal
would have been qu�te ashamed of �t. All coquetry, all affectat�on,
were absolutely al�en to her temperament. M. Valenod, the r�ch
d�rector of the workhouse, had the reputat�on of hav�ng pa�d her
court, a fact wh�ch had cast a s�ngular glamour over her v�rtue; for
th�s M. Valenod, a b�g young man w�th a square, sturdy frame, flor�d
face, and b�g, black wh�skers, was one of those coarse, bluster�ng,
and no�sy people who pass �n the prov�nces for a "f�ne man."
Madame de Rênal, who had a very shy, and apparently a very
uneven temperament, was part�cularly shocked by M. Valenod's lack
of repose, and by h�s bo�sterous loudness. Her aloofness from what,
�n the Verr�ères' jargon, was called "hav�ng a good t�me," had earned
her the reputat�on of be�ng very proud of her b�rth. In fact, she never
thought about �t, but she had been extremely glad to f�nd the
�nhab�tants of the town v�s�t her less frequently. We shall not deny
that she passed for a fool �n the eyes of the�r good lad�es because
she d�d not wheedle her husband, and allowed herself to m�ss the
most splend�d opportun�t�es of gett�ng f�ne hats from Par�s or
Besançon. Prov�ded she was allowed to wander �n her beaut�ful



garden, she never compla�ned. She was a naïve soul, who had
never educated herself up to the po�nt of judg�ng her husband and
confess�ng to herself that he bored her. She supposed, w�thout
actually formulat�ng the thought, that there was no greater
sweetness �n the relat�onsh�p between husband and w�fe than she
herself had exper�enced. She loved M. de Rênal most when he
talked about h�s projects for the�r ch�ldren. The elder he had dest�ned
for the army, the second for the law, and the th�rd for the Church. To
sum up, she found M. de Rênal much less bor�ng than all the other
men of her acqua�ntance.
Th�s conjugal op�n�on was qu�te sound. The Mayor of Verr�ères had a
reputat�on for w�t, and above all, a reputat�on for good form, on the
strength of half-a-dozen "chestnuts" wh�ch he had �nher�ted from an
uncle. Old Capta�n de Rênal had served, before the Revolut�on, �n
the �nfantry reg�ment of M. the Duke of Orleans, and was adm�tted to
the Pr�nce's salons when he went to Par�s. He had seen Madame de
Montesson, the famous Madame de Genl�s, M. Ducret, the �nventor,
of the Pala�s-Royal. These personages would crop up only too
frequently �n M. de Rênal's anecdotes. He found �t, however, more
and more of a stra�n to remember stor�es wh�ch requ�red such
del�cacy �n the tell�ng, and for some t�me past �t had only been on
great occas�ons that he would trot out h�s anecdotes concern�ng the
House of Orleans. As, moreover, he was extremely pol�te, except on
money matters, he passed, and justly so, for the most ar�stocrat�c
personage �n Verr�ères.

CHAPTER IV

A FATHER AND A SON

E sara m�a colpa
Se cos� è?



—Mach�avell�.

"My w�fe really has a head on her shoulders," sa�d the mayor of
Verr�ères at s�x o'clock the follow�ng morn�ng, as he went down to the
saw-m�ll of Father Sorel. "It had never occurred to me that �f I do not
take l�ttle Abbé Sorel, who, they say, knows Lat�n l�ke an angel, that
restless sp�r�t, the d�rector of the workhouse, m�ght have the same
�dea and snatch h�m away from me, though of course I told her that �t
had, �n order to preserve my proper super�or�ty. And how smugly, to
be sure, would he talk about h�s ch�ldren's tutor!... The quest�on �s,
once the tutor's m�ne, shall he wear the cassock?"
M. de Rênal was absorbed �n th�s problem when he saw a peasant �n
the d�stance, a man nearly s�x feet tall, who s�nce dawn had
apparently been occup�ed �n measur�ng some p�eces of wood wh�ch
had been put down alongs�de the Doubs on the tow�ng-path. The
peasant d�d not look part�cularly pleased when he saw M. the Mayor
approach, as these p�eces of wood obstructed the road, and had
been placed there �n breach of the rules.
Father Sorel (for �t was he) was very surpr�sed, and even more
pleased at the s�ngular offer wh�ch M. de Rênal made h�m for h�s son
Jul�en. None the less, he l�stened to �t w�th that a�r of sulky d�scontent
and apathy wh�ch the subtle �nhab�tants of these mounta�ns know so
well how to assume. Slaves as they have been s�nce the t�me of the
Span�sh Conquest, they st�ll preserve th�s feature, wh�ch �s also
found �n the character of the Egypt�an fellah.
Sorel's answer was at f�rst s�mply a long-w�nded rec�tat�on of all the
formulas of respect wh�ch he knew by heart. Wh�le he was repeat�ng
these empty words w�th an uneasy sm�le, wh�ch accentuated all the
natural d�s�ngenuousness, �f not, �ndeed, knav�shness of h�s
phys�ognomy, the act�ve m�nd of the old peasant tr�ed to d�scover
what reason could �nduce so �mportant a man to take �nto h�s house
h�s good-for-noth�ng of a son. He was very d�ssat�sf�ed w�th Jul�en,
and �t was for Jul�en that M. de Rênal offered the undreamt-of salary
of 300 fcs. a year, w�th board and even cloth�ng. Th�s latter cla�m,



wh�ch Father Sorel had had the gen�us to spr�ng upon the mayor,
had been granted w�th equal suddenness by M. de Rênal.
Th�s demand made an �mpress�on on the mayor. It �s clear, he sa�d to
h�mself, that s�nce Sorel �s not bes�de h�mself w�th del�ght over my
proposal, as �n the ord�nary way he ought to be, he must have had
offers made to h�m elsewhere, and whom could they have come
from, �f not from Valenod. It was �n va�n that M. de Rênal pressed
Sorel to cl�nch the matter then and there. The old peasant, astute
man that he was, stubbornly refused to do so. He wanted, he sa�d, to
consult h�s son, as �f �n the prov�nces, forsooth, a r�ch father
consulted a penn�less son for any other reason than as a mere
matter of form.
A water saw-m�ll cons�sts of a shed by the s�de of a stream. The roof
�s supported by a framework rest�ng on four large t�mber p�llars. A
saw can be seen go�ng up and down at a he�ght of e�ght to ten feet �n
the m�ddle of the shed, wh�le a p�ece of wood �s propelled aga�nst
th�s saw by a very s�mple mechan�sm. It �s a wheel whose mot�ve-
power �s suppl�ed by the stream, wh�ch sets �n mot�on th�s double
p�ece of mechan�sm, the mechan�sm of the saw wh�ch goes up and
down, and the mechan�sm wh�ch gently pushes the p�ece of wood
towards the saw, wh�ch cuts �t up �nto planks.
Approach�ng h�s workshop, Father Sorel called Jul�en �n h�s
stentor�an vo�ce; nobody answered. He only saw h�s g�ant elder
sons, who, armed w�th heavy axes, were cutt�ng up the p�ne planks
wh�ch they had to carry to the saw. They were engrossed �n follow�ng
exactly the black mark traced on each p�ece of wood, from wh�ch
every blow of the�r axes threw off enormous shav�ngs. They d�d not
hear the�r father's vo�ce. The latter made h�s way towards the shed.
He entered �t and looked �n va�n for Jul�en �n the place where he
ought to have been by the s�de of the saw. He saw h�m f�ve or s�x
feet h�gher up, s�tt�ng astr�de one of the rafters of the roof. Instead of
watch�ng attent�vely the act�on of the mach�nery, Jul�en was read�ng.
Noth�ng was more ant�-pathet�c to old Sorel. He m�ght poss�bly have
forg�ven Jul�en h�s puny phys�que, �ll adapted as �t was to manual
labour, and d�fferent as �t was from that of h�s elder brothers; but he
hated th�s read�ng man�a. He could not read h�mself.



It was �n va�n that he called Jul�en two or three t�mes. It was the
young man's concentrat�on on h�s book, rather than the d�n made by
the saw, wh�ch prevented h�m from hear�ng h�s father's terr�ble vo�ce.
At last the latter, �n sp�te of h�s age, jumped n�mbly on to the tree that
was undergo�ng the act�on of the saw, and from there on to the
cross-bar that supported the roof. A v�olent blow made the book
wh�ch Jul�en held, go fly�ng �nto the stream; a second blow on the
head, equally v�olent, wh�ch took the form of a box on the ears, made
h�m lose h�s balance. He was on the po�nt of fall�ng twelve or f�fteen
feet lower down �nto the m�ddle of the levers of the runn�ng
mach�nery wh�ch would have cut h�m to p�eces, but h�s father caught
h�m as he fell, �n h�s left hand.
"So that's �t, �s �t, lazy bones! always go�ng to read your damned
books are you, when you're keep�ng watch on the saw? You read
them �n the even�ng �f you want to, when you go to play the fool at
the curé's, that's the proper t�me."
Although stunned by the force of the blow and bleed�ng profusely,
Jul�en went back to h�s off�c�al post by the s�de of the saw. He had
tears �n h�s eyes, less by reason of the phys�cal pa�n than on account
of the loss of h�s beloved book.
"Get down, you beast, when I am talk�ng to you," the no�se of the
mach�nery prevented Jul�en from hear�ng th�s order. H�s father, who
had gone down d�d not w�sh to g�ve h�mself the trouble of cl�mb�ng up
on to the mach�nery aga�n, and went to fetch a long fork used for
br�ng�ng down nuts, w�th wh�ch he struck h�m on the shoulder. Jul�en
had scarcely reached the ground, when old Sorel chased h�m
roughly �n front of h�m and pushed h�m roughly towards the house.
"God knows what he �s go�ng to do w�th me," sa�d the young man to
h�mself. As he passed, he looked sorrowfully �nto the stream �nto
wh�ch h�s book had fallen, �t was the one that he held dearest of all,
the Memor�al of St. Helena.
He had purple cheeks and downcast eyes. He was a young man of
e�ghteen to n�neteen years old, and of puny appearance, w�th
�rregular but del�cate features, and an aqu�l�ne nose. The b�g black
eyes wh�ch betokened �n the�r tranqu�l moments a temperament at



once f�ery and reflect�ve were at the present moment an�mated by an
express�on of the most feroc�ous hate. Dark chestnut ha�r, wh�ch
came low down over h�s brow, made h�s forehead appear small and
gave h�m a s�n�ster look dur�ng h�s angry moods. It �s doubtful �f any
face out of all the �nnumerable var�et�es of the human phys�ognomy
was ever d�st�ngu�shed by a more arrest�ng �nd�v�dual�ty.
A supple well-kn�t f�gure, �nd�cated ag�l�ty rather than strength. H�s a�r
of extreme pens�veness and h�s great pallor had g�ven h�s father the
�dea that he would not l�ve, or that �f he d�d, �t would only be to be a
burden to h�s fam�ly. The butt of the whole house, he hated h�s
brothers and h�s father. He was regularly beaten �n the Sunday
sports �n the publ�c square.
A l�ttle less than a year ago h�s pretty face had begun to w�n h�m
some sympathy among the young g�rls. Un�versally desp�sed as a
weakl�ng, Jul�en had adored that old Surgeon-Major, who had one
day dared to talk to the mayor on the subject of the plane trees.
Th�s Surgeon had somet�mes pa�d Father Sorel for tak�ng h�s son for
a day, and had taught h�m Lat�n and H�story, that �s to say the 1796
Campa�gn �n Italy wh�ch was all the h�story he knew. When he d�ed,
he had bequeathed h�s Cross of the Leg�on of Honour, h�s arrears of
half pay, and th�rty or forty volumes, of wh�ch the most prec�ous had
just fallen �nto the publ�c stream, wh�ch had been d�verted ow�ng to
the �nfluence of M. the Mayor.
Scarcely had he entered the house, when Jul�en felt h�s shoulder
gr�pped by h�s father's powerful hand; he trembled, expect�ng some
blows.
"Answer me w�thout ly�ng," cr�ed the harsh vo�ce of the old peasant
�n h�s ears, wh�le h�s hand turned h�m round and round, l�ke a ch�ld's
hand turns round a lead sold�er. The b�g black eyes of Jul�en f�lled
w�th tears, and were confronted by the small grey eyes of the old
carpenter, who looked as �f he meant to read to the very bottom of
h�s soul.



CHAPTER V

A NEGOTIATION

Cunctando rest�tu�t rem.—Enn�us.

"Answer me w�thout l�es, �f you can, you damned dog, how d�d you
get to know Madame de Rênal? When d�d you speak to her?"
"I have never spoken to her," answered Jul�en, "I have only seen that
lady �n church."
"You must have looked at her, you �mpudent rascal."
"Not once! you know, I only see God �n church," answered Jul�en,
w�th a l�ttle hypocr�t�cal a�r, well su�ted, so he thought, to keep off the
parental claws.
"None the less there's someth�ng that does not meet the eye,"
answered the cunn�ng peasant. He was then s�lent for a moment.
"But I shall never get anyth�ng out of you, you damned hypocr�te," he
went on. "As a matter of fact, I am go�ng to get r�d of you, and my
saw-m�ll w�ll go all the better for �t. You have nobbled the curate, or
somebody else, who has got you a good place. Run along and pack
your traps, and I w�ll take you to M. de Rênal's, where you are go�ng
to be tutor to h�s ch�ldren."
"What shall I get for that?"
"Board, cloth�ng, and three hundred francs salary."
"I do not want to be a servant."
"Who's talk�ng of be�ng a servant, you brute, do you th�nk I want my
son to be a servant?"
"But w�th whom shall I have my meals?"
Th�s quest�on d�scomforted old Sorel, who felt he m�ght poss�bly
comm�t some �mprudence �f he went on talk�ng. He burst out aga�nst



Jul�en, flung �nsult after �nsult at h�m, accused h�m of gluttony, and
left h�m to go and consult h�s other sons.
Jul�en saw them afterwards, each one lean�ng on h�s axe and
hold�ng counsel. Hav�ng looked at them for a long t�me, Jul�en saw
that he could f�nd out noth�ng, and went and stat�oned h�mself on the
other s�de of the saw �n order to avo�d be�ng surpr�sed. He wanted to
th�nk over th�s unexpected p�ece of news, wh�ch changed h�s whole
l�fe, but he felt h�mself unable to cons�der the matter prudently, h�s
�mag�nat�on be�ng concentrated �n wonder�ng what he would see �n
M. de Rênal's f�ne mans�on.
"I must g�ve all that up," he sa�d to h�mself, "rather than let myself be
reduced to eat�ng w�th the servants. My father would l�ke to force me
to �t. I would rather d�e. I have f�fteen francs and e�ght sous of
sav�ngs. I w�ll run away to-n�ght; I w�ll go across country by paths
where there are no gendarmes to be feared, and �n two days I shall
be at Besançon. I w�ll enl�st as a sold�er there, and, �f necessary, I
w�ll cross �nto Sw�tzerland. But �n that case, no more advancement, �t
w�ll be all up w�th my be�ng a pr�est, that f�ne career wh�ch may lead
to anyth�ng."
Th�s abhorrence of eat�ng w�th the servants was not really natural to
Jul�en; he would have done th�ngs qu�te, �f not more, d�sagreeable �n
order to get on. He der�ved th�s repugnance from the Confess�ons of
Rousseau. It was the only book by whose help h�s �mag�nat�on
endeavoured to construct the world. The collect�on of the Bullet�ns of
the Grand Army, and the Memor�al of St. Helena completed h�s
Koran. He would have d�ed for these three works. He never bel�eved
�n any other. To use a phrase of the old Surgeon-Major, he regarded
all the other books �n the world as packs of l�es, wr�tten by rogues �n
order to get on.
Jul�en possessed both a f�ery soul and one of those aston�sh�ng
memor�es wh�ch are so often comb�ned w�th stup�d�ty.
In order to w�n over the old curé Chélan, on whose good grace he
real�zed that h�s future prospects depended, he had learnt by heart
the New Testament �n Lat�n. He also knew M. de Ma�stre's book on
The Pope, and bel�eved �n one as l�ttle as he d�d �n the other.



Sorel and h�s son avo�ded talk�ng to each other to-day as though by
mutual consent. In the even�ng Jul�en went to take h�s theology
lesson at the curé's, but he d�d not cons�der that �t was prudent to
say anyth�ng to h�m about the strange proposal wh�ch had been
made to h�s father. "It �s poss�bly a trap," he sa�d to h�mself, "I must
pretend that I have forgotten all about �t."
Early next morn�ng, M. de Rênal had old Sorel summoned to h�m. He
eventually arr�ved, after keep�ng M. de Rênal wa�t�ng for an hour-
and-a-half, and made, as he entered the room, a hundred apolog�es
�nterspersed w�th as many bows. After hav�ng run the gauntlet of all
k�nds of object�ons, Sorel was g�ven to understand that h�s son would
have h�s meals w�th the master and m�stress of the house, and that
he would eat alone �n a room w�th the ch�ldren on the days when
they had company. The more clearly Sorel real�zed the genu�ne
eagerness of M. the Mayor, the more d�ff�cult�es he felt �ncl�ned to
ra�se. Be�ng moreover full of m�strust and aston�shment, he asked to
see the room where h�s son would sleep. It was a b�g room, qu�te
decently furn�shed, �nto wh�ch the servants were already engaged �n
carry�ng the beds of the three ch�ldren.
Th�s c�rcumstance expla�ned a lot to the old peasant. He asked
�mmed�ately, w�th qu�te an a�r of assurance, to see the su�t wh�ch
would be g�ven to h�s son. M. de Rênal opened h�s desk and took out
one hundred francs.
"Your son w�ll go to M. Durand, the draper, w�th th�s money and w�ll
get a complete black su�t."
"And even suppos�ng I take h�m away from you," sa�d the peasant,
who had suddenly forgotten all h�s respectful formal�t�es, "w�ll he st�ll
keep th�s black su�t?"
"Certa�nly!"
"Well," sa�d Sorel, �n a drawl�ng vo�ce, "all that rema�ns to do �s to
agree on just one th�ng, the money wh�ch you w�ll g�ve h�m."
"What!" excla�med M. de Rênal, �nd�gnantly, "we agreed on that
yesterday. I shall g�ve h�m three hundred francs, I th�nk that �s a lot,
and probably too much."



"That �s your offer and I do not deny �t," sa�d old Sorel, speak�ng st�ll
very slowly; and by a stroke of gen�us wh�ch w�ll only aston�sh those
who do not know the Franche-Comté peasants, he f�xed h�s eyes on
M. de Rênal and added, "We shall get better terms elsewhere."
The Mayor's face exh�b�ted the utmost consternat�on at these words.
He pulled h�mself together however and after a cunn�ng conversat�on
of two hours' length, where every s�ngle word on both s�des was
carefully we�ghed, the subtlety of the peasant scored a v�ctory over
the subtlety of the r�ch man, whose l�vel�hood was not so dependent
on h�s faculty of cunn�ng. All the numerous st�pulat�ons wh�ch were to
regulate Jul�en's new ex�stence were duly formulated. Not only was
h�s salary f�xed at four hundred francs, but they were to be pa�d �n
advance on the f�rst of each month.
"Very well, I w�ll g�ve h�m th�rty-f�ve francs," sa�d M. de Rênal.
"I am qu�te sure," sa�d the peasant, �n a fawn�ng vo�ce, "that a r�ch,
generous man l�ke the M. mayor would go as far as th�rty-s�x francs,
to make up a good round sum."
"Agreed!" sa�d M. de Rênal, "but let th�s be f�nal." For the moment h�s
temper gave h�m a tone of genu�ne f�rmness. The peasant saw that �t
would not do to go any further.
Then, on h�s s�de, M. de Rênal managed to score. He absolutely
refused to g�ve old Sorel, who was very anx�ous to rece�ve �t on
behalf of h�s son, the th�rty-s�x francs for the f�rst month. It had
occurred to M. de Rênal that he would have to tell h�s w�fe the f�gure
wh�ch he had cut throughout these negot�at�ons.
"Hand me back the hundred francs wh�ch I gave you," he sa�d
sharply. "M. Durand owes me someth�ng, I w�ll go w�th your son to
see about a black cloth su�t."
After th�s man�festat�on of f�rmness, Sorel had the prudence to return
to h�s respectful formulas; they took a good quarter of an hour.
F�nally, see�ng that there was noth�ng more to be ga�ned, he took h�s
leave. He f�n�shed h�s last bow w�th these words:
"I w�ll send my son to the Château." The Mayor's off�c�als called h�s
house by th�s des�gnat�on when they wanted to humour h�m.



When he got back to h�s workshop, �t was �n va�n that Sorel sought
h�s son. Susp�c�ous of what m�ght happen, Jul�en had gone out �n the
m�ddle of the n�ght. He w�shed to place h�s Cross of the Leg�on of
Honour and h�s books �n a place of safety. He had taken everyth�ng
to a young wood-merchant named Fouqué, who was a fr�end of h�s,
and who l�ved �n the h�gh mounta�n wh�ch commands Verr�ères.
"God knows, you damned lazy bones," sa�d h�s father to h�m when
he re-appeared, "�f you w�ll ever be suff�c�ently honourable to pay me
back the pr�ce of your board wh�ch I have been advanc�ng to you for
so many years. Take your rags and clear out to M. the Mayor's."
Jul�en was aston�shed at not be�ng beaten and hastened to leave.
He had scarcely got out of s�ght of h�s terr�ble father when he
slackened h�s pace. He cons�dered that �t would ass�st the rôle
played by h�s hypocr�sy to go and say a prayer �n the church.
The word hypocr�sy surpr�ses you? The soul of the peasant had had
to go through a great deal before arr�v�ng at th�s horr�ble word.
Jul�en had seen �n the days of h�s early ch�ldhood certa�n Dragoons
of the 6th[1] w�th long wh�te cloaks and hats covered w�th long black
plumed helmets who were return�ng from Italy, and t�ed up the�r
horses to the gr�lled w�ndow of h�s father's house. The s�ght had
made h�m mad on the m�l�tary profess�on. Later on he had l�stened
w�th ecstasy to the narrat�ons of the battles of Lod�, Arcola and R�vol�
w�th wh�ch the old surgeon-major had regaled h�m. He observed the
ardent gaze wh�ch the old man used to d�rect towards h�s cross.
But when Jul�en was fourteen years of age they commenced to bu�ld
a church at Verr�ères wh�ch, �n v�ew of the smallness of the town, has
some cla�m to be called magn�f�cent. There were four marble
columns �n part�cular, the s�ght of wh�ch �mpressed Jul�en. They
became celebrated �n the d�str�ct ow�ng to the mortal hate wh�ch they
ra�sed between the Just�ce of the Peace and the young v�car who
had been sent from Besançon and who passed for a spy of the
congregat�on. The Just�ce of the Peace was on the po�nt of los�ng h�s
place, so sa�d the publ�c op�n�on at any rate. Had he not dared to
have a d�fference w�th the pr�est who went every fortn�ght to
Besançon; where he saw, so they sa�d, my Lord the B�shop.



In the meanwh�le the Just�ce of the Peace, who was the father of a
numerous fam�ly, gave several sentences wh�ch seemed unjust: all
these sentences were �nfl�cted on those of the �nhab�tants who read
the "Const�tut�onnel." The r�ght party tr�umphed. It �s true �t was only
a quest�on of sums of three or f�ve francs, but one of these l�ttle f�nes
had to be pa�d by a na�l-maker, who was god-father to Jul�en. Th�s
man excla�med �n h�s anger "What a change! and to th�nk that for
more than twenty years the Just�ce of the Peace has passed for an
honest man."
The Surgeon-Major, Jul�en's fr�end, d�ed. Suddenly Jul�en left off
talk�ng about Napoleon. He announced h�s �ntent�on of becom�ng a
pr�est, and was always to be seen �n h�s father's workshop occup�ed
�n learn�ng by heart the Lat�n B�ble wh�ch the curé had lent h�m. The
good old man was aston�shed at h�s progress, and passed whole
even�ngs �n teach�ng h�m theology. In h�s soc�ety Jul�en d�d not
man�fest other than p�ous sent�ments. Who could not poss�bly guess
that beneath th�s g�rl�sh face, so pale and so sweet, lurked the
unbreakable resolut�on to r�sk a thousand deaths rather than fa�l to
make h�s fortune. Mak�ng h�s fortune pr�mar�ly meant to Jul�en gett�ng
out of Verr�ères: he abhorred h�s nat�ve country; everyth�ng that he
saw there froze h�s �mag�nat�on.
He had had moments of exultat�on s�nce h�s earl�est ch�ldhood. He
would then dream w�th gusto of be�ng presented one day to the
pretty women of Par�s. He would manage to attract the�r attent�on by
some dazzl�ng feat: why should he not be loved by one of them just
as Buonaparte, when st�ll poor, had been loved by the br�ll�ant
Madame de Beauharna�s. For many years past Jul�en had scarcely
passed a s�ngle year of h�s l�fe w�thout rem�nd�ng h�mself that
Buonaparte, the obscure and penn�less l�eutenant, had made h�mself
master of the whole world by the power of h�s sword. Th�s �dea
consoled h�m for h�s m�sfortune, wh�ch he cons�dered to be great,
and rendered such joyful moments as he had doubly �ntense.
The bu�ld�ng of the church and the sentences pronounced by the
Just�ce of the Peace suddenly enl�ghtened h�m. An �dea came to h�m
wh�ch made h�m almost mad for some weeks, and f�nally took



complete possess�on of h�m w�th all the mag�c that a f�rst �dea
possesses for a pass�onate soul wh�ch bel�eves that �t �s or�g�nal.
"At the t�me when Buonaparte got h�mself talked about, France was
fr�ghtened of be�ng �nvaded; m�l�tary d�st�nct�on was necessary and
fash�onable. Nowadays, one sees pr�ests of forty w�th salar�es of
100,000 francs, that �s to say, three t�mes as much as Napoleon's
famous generals of a d�v�s�on. They need persons to ass�st them.
Look at that Just�ce of the Peace, such a good sort and such an
honest man up to the present and so old too; he sacr�f�ces h�s
honour through the fear of �ncurr�ng the d�spleasure of a young v�car
of th�rty. I must be a pr�est."
On one occas�on, �n the m�ddle of h�s new-found p�ety (he had
already been study�ng theology for two years), he was betrayed by a
sudden burst of f�re wh�ch consumed h�s soul. It was at M. Chélan's.
The good curé had �nv�ted h�m to a d�nner of pr�ests, and he actually
let h�mself pra�se Napoleon w�th enthus�asm. He bound h�s r�ght arm
over h�s breast, pretend�ng that he had d�slocated �t �n mov�ng a
trunk of a p�ne-tree and carr�ed �t for two months �n that pa�nful
pos�t�on. After th�s pa�nful penance, he forgave h�mself. Th�s �s the
young man of e�ghteen w�th a puny phys�que, and scarcely look�ng
more than seventeen at the outs�de, who entered the magn�f�cent
church of Verr�ères carry�ng a l�ttle parcel under h�s arm.
He found �t gloomy and deserted. All the transepts �n the bu�ld�ng
had been covered w�th cr�mson cloth �n celebrat�on of a feast. The
result was that the sun's rays produced an effect of dazzl�ng l�ght of
the most �mpress�ve and rel�g�ous character. Jul�en shuddered.
F�nd�ng h�mself alone �n the church, he establ�shed h�mself �n the
pew wh�ch had the most magn�f�cent appearance. It bore the arms of
M. de Rênal.
Jul�en not�ced a p�ece of pr�nted paper spread out on the stool, wh�ch
was apparently �ntended to be read, he cast h�s eyes over �t and
saw:—"Deta�ls of the execut�on and the last moments of Lou�s
Jenrel, executed at Besançon the...." The paper was torn. The two
f�rst words of a l�ne were leg�ble on the back, they were, "The F�rst
Step."



"Who could have put th�s paper there?" sa�d Jul�en. "Poor fellow!" he
added w�th a s�gh, "the last syllable of h�s name �s the same as
m�ne," and he crumpled up the paper. As he left, Jul�en thought he
saw blood near the Host, �t was holy water wh�ch the pr�ests had
been spr�nkl�ng on �t, the reflect�on of the red curta�ns wh�ch covered
the w�ndows made �t look l�ke blood.
F�nally, Jul�en felt ashamed of h�s secret terror. "Am I go�ng to play
the coward," he sa�d to h�mself: "To Arms!" Th�s phrase, repeated so
often �n the old Surgeon-Major's battle stor�es, symbol�zed hero�sm
to Jul�en. He got up rap�dly and walked to M. de Rênal's house. As
soon as he saw �t twenty yards �n front of h�m he was se�zed, �n sp�te
of h�s f�ne resolut�on, w�th an overwhelm�ng t�m�d�ty. The �ron gr�ll was
open. He thought �t was magn�f�cent. He had to go �ns�de.
Jul�en was not the only person whose heart was troubled by h�s
arr�val �n the house. The extreme t�m�d�ty of Madame de Rênal was
fluttered when she thought of th�s stranger whose funct�ons would
necess�tate h�s com�ng between her and her ch�ldren. She was
accustomed to see�ng her sons sleep �n her own room. She had
shed many tears that morn�ng, when she had seen the�r beds carr�ed
�nto the apartment �ntended for the tutor. It was �n va�n that she
asked her husband to have the bed of Stan�slas-Xav�er, the
youngest, carr�ed back �nto her room.
Womanly del�cacy was carr�ed �n Madame de Rênal to the po�nt of
excess. She conjured up �n her �mag�nat�on the most d�sagreeable
personage, who was coarse, badly groomed and encharged w�th the
duty of scold�ng her ch�ldren s�mply because he happened to know
Lat�n, and only too ready to flog her sons for the�r �gnorance of that
barbarous language.



[1] The author was sub-l�eutenant �n the 6th Dragoons �n 1800.

CHAPTER VI

ENNUI

Non so p�ú cosa son
Cosa fac�o.

MOZART (F�garo).

Madame de Rênal was go�ng out of the salon by the fold�ng w�ndow
wh�ch opened on to the garden w�th that v�vac�ty and grace wh�ch
was natural to her when she was free from human observat�on,
when she not�ced a young peasant near the entrance gate. He was
st�ll almost a ch�ld, extremely pale, and looked as though he had
been cry�ng. He was �n a wh�te sh�rt and had under h�s arm a
perfectly new su�t of v�olet fr�eze.
The l�ttle peasant's complex�on was so wh�te and h�s eyes were so
soft, that Madame de Rênal's somewhat romant�c sp�r�t thought at
f�rst that �t m�ght be a young g�rl �n d�sgu�se, who had come to ask
some favour of the M. the Mayor. She took p�ty on th�s poor creature,
who had stopped at the entrance of the door, and who apparently d�d
not dare to ra�se �ts hand to the bell. Madame de Rênal approached,
forgett�ng for the moment the b�tter chagr�n occas�oned by the tutor's
arr�val. Jul�en, who was turned towards the gate, d�d not see her
advance. He trembled when a soft vo�ce sa�d qu�te close to h�s ear:
"What do you want here, my ch�ld."
Jul�en turned round sharply and was so struck by Madame de
Rênal's look, full of grac�ousness as �t was, that up to a certa�n po�nt
he forgot to be nervous. Overcome by her beauty he soon forgot



everyth�ng, even what he had come for. Madame de Rênal repeated
her quest�on.
"I have come here to be tutor, Madame," he sa�d at last, qu�te
ashamed of h�s tears wh�ch he was dry�ng as best as he could.
Madame de Rênal rema�ned s�lent. They had a v�ew of each other at
close range. Jul�en had never seen a human be�ng so well-dressed,
and above all he had never seen a woman w�th so dazzl�ng a
complex�on speak to h�m at all softly. Madame de Rênal observed
the b�g tears wh�ch had l�ngered on the cheeks of the young peasant,
those cheeks wh�ch had been so pale and were now so p�nk. Soon
she began to laugh w�th all the mad ga�ety of a young g�rl, she made
fun of herself, and was unable to real�se the extent of her happ�ness.
So th�s was that tutor whom she had �mag�ned a d�rty, badly dressed
pr�est, who was com�ng to scold and flog her ch�ldren.
"What! Mons�eur," she sa�d to h�m at last, "you know Lat�n?"
The word "Mons�eur" aston�shed Jul�en so much that he reflected for
a moment.
"Yes, Madame," he sa�d t�m�dly.
Madame de Rênal was so happy that she plucked up the courage to
say to Jul�en, "You w�ll not scold the poor ch�ldren too much?"
"I scold them!" sa�d Jul�en �n aston�shment; "why should I?"
"You won't, w�ll you, Mons�eur," she added after a l�ttle s�lence, �n a
soft vo�ce whose emot�on became more and more �ntense. "You w�ll
be n�ce to them, you prom�se me?"
To hear h�mself called "Mons�eur" aga�n �n all ser�ousness by so well
dressed a lady was beyond all Jul�en's expectat�ons. He had always
sa�d to h�mself �n all the castles of Spa�n that he had bu�lt �n h�s
youth, that no real lady would ever condescend to talk to h�m except
when he had a f�ne un�form. Madame de Rênal, on her s�de, was
completely taken �n by Jul�en's beaut�ful complex�on, h�s b�g black
eyes, and h�s pretty ha�r, wh�ch was more than usually curly,
because he had just plunged h�s head �nto the bas�n of the publ�c
founta�n �n order to refresh h�mself. She was over-joyed to f�nd that



th�s s�n�ster tutor, whom she had feared to f�nd so harsh and severe
to her ch�ldren, had, as a matter of fact, the t�m�d manner of a g�rl.
The contrast between her fears and what she now saw, proved a
great event for Madame de Rênal's peaceful temperament. F�nally,
she recovered from her surpr�se. She was aston�shed to f�nd herself
at the gate of her own house talk�ng �n th�s way and at such close
quarters to th�s young and somewhat scant�ly dressed man.
"Let us go �n, Mons�eur," she sa�d to h�m w�th a certa�n a�r of
embarrassment.
Dur�ng Madame de Rênal's whole l�fe she had never been so deeply
moved by such a sense of pure pleasure. Never had so grac�ous a
v�s�on followed �n the wake of her d�sconcert�ng fears. So these
pretty ch�ldren of whom she took such care were not after all to fall
�nto the hands of a d�rty grumbl�ng pr�est. She had scarcely entered
the vest�bule when she turned round towards Jul�en, who was
follow�ng her trembl�ng. H�s aston�shment at the s�ght of so f�ne a
house proved but an add�t�onal charm �n Madame de Rênal's eyes.
She could not bel�eve her own eyes. It seemed to her, above all, that
the tutor ought to have a black su�t.
"But �s �t true, Mons�eur," she sa�d to h�m, stopp�ng once aga�n, and
�n mortal fear that she had made a m�stake, so happy had her
d�scovery made her. "Is �t true that you know Lat�n?" These words
offended Jul�en's pr�de, and d�ss�pated the charm�ng atmosphere
wh�ch he had been enjoy�ng for the last quarter of an hour.
"Yes, Madame," he sa�d, try�ng to assume an a�r of coldness, "I know
Lat�n as well as the curé, who has been good enough to say
somet�mes that I know �t even better."
Madame de Rênal thought that Jul�en looked extremely w�cked. He
had stopped two paces from her. She approached and sa�d to h�m �n
a wh�sper:
"You won't beat my ch�ldren the f�rst few days, w�ll you, even �f they
do not know the�r lessons?"
The softness and almost suppl�cat�on of so beaut�ful a lady made
Jul�en suddenly forget what he owed to h�s reputat�on as a Lat�n�st.



Madame de Rênal's face was close to h�s own. He smelt the
perfume of a woman's summer cloth�ng, a qu�te aston�sh�ng
exper�ence for a poor peasant. Jul�en blushed extremely, and sa�d
w�th a s�gh �n a falter�ng vo�ce:
"Fear noth�ng, Madame, I w�ll obey you �n everyth�ng."
It was only now, when her anx�ety about her ch�ldren had been
rel�eved once and for all, that Madame de Rênal was struck by
Jul�en's extreme beauty. The comparat�ve effem�nancy of h�s
features and h�s a�r of extreme embarrassment d�d not seem �n any
way r�d�culous to a woman who was herself extremely t�m�d. The
male a�r, wh�ch �s usually cons�dered essent�al to a man's beauty,
would have terr�f�ed her.
"How old are you, s�r," she sa�d to Jul�en.
"Nearly n�neteen."
"My elder son �s eleven," went on Madame de Rênal, who had
completely recovered her conf�dence. "He w�ll be almost a chum for
you. You w�ll talk sens�bly to h�m. H�s father started beat�ng h�m
once. The ch�ld was �ll for a whole week, and yet �t was only a l�ttle
tap."
What a d�fference between h�m and me, thought Jul�en. Why, �t was
only yesterday that my father beat me. How happy these r�ch people
are. Madame de Rênal, who had already begun to observe the f�ne
nuances of the work�ngs �n the tutor's m�nd, took th�s f�t of sadness
for t�m�d�ty and tr�ed to encourage h�m.
"What �s your name, Mons�eur?" she sa�d to h�m, w�th an accent and
a grac�ousness whose charm Jul�en apprec�ated w�thout be�ng able
to expla�n.
"I am called Jul�en Sorel, Madame. I feel nervous of enter�ng a
strange house for the f�rst t�me �n my l�fe. I have need of your
protect�on and I want you to make many allowances for me dur�ng
the f�rst few days. I have never been to the college, I was too poor. I
have never spoken to anyone else except my cous�n who was
Surgeon-Major, Member of the Leg�on of Honour, and M. the curé
Chélan. He w�ll g�ve you a good account of me. My brothers always



used to beat me, and you must not bel�eve them �f they speak badly
of me to you. You must forg�ve my faults, Madame. I shall always
mean everyth�ng for the best."
Jul�en had rega�ned h�s conf�dence dur�ng th�s long speech. He was
exam�n�ng Madame de Rênal. Perfect grace works wonders when �t
�s natural to the character, and above all, when the person whom �t
adorns never th�nks of try�ng to affect �t. Jul�en, who was qu�te a
conno�sseur �n fem�n�ne beauty, would have sworn at th�s part�cular
moment that she was not more than twenty. The rash �dea of k�ss�ng
her hand �mmed�ately occurred to h�m. He soon became fr�ghtened
of h�s �dea. A m�nute later he sa�d to h�mself, �t w�ll be an act of
coward�ce �f I do not carry out an act�on wh�ch may be useful to me,
and lessen the contempt wh�ch th�s f�ne lady probably has for a poor
workman just taken away from the saw-m�ll. Poss�bly Jul�en was a
l�ttle encouraged through hav�ng heard some young g�rls repeat on
Sundays dur�ng the last s�x months the words "pretty boy."
Dur�ng th�s �nternal debate, Madame de Rênal was g�v�ng h�m two or
three h�nts on the way to commence handl�ng the ch�ldren. The
stra�n Jul�en was putt�ng on h�mself made h�m once more very pale.
He sa�d w�th an a�r of constra�nt.
"I w�ll never beat your ch�ldren, Madame. I swear �t before God." In
say�ng th�s, he dared to take Madame de Rênal's hand and carry �t to
h�s l�ps. She was aston�shed at th�s act, and after reflect�ng, became
shocked. As the weather was very warm, her arm was qu�te bare
underneath the shawl, and Jul�en's movement �n carry�ng her hand
to h�s l�ps ent�rely uncovered �t. After a few moments she scolded
herself. It seemed to her that her anger had not been qu�ck enough.
M. de Rênal, who had heard vo�ces, came out of h�s study, and
assum�ng the same a�r of paternal majesty w�th wh�ch he celebrated
marr�ages at the mayoral off�ce, sa�d to Jul�en:
"It �s essent�al for me to have a few words w�th you before my
ch�ldren see you." He made Jul�en enter a room and �ns�sted on h�s
w�fe be�ng present, although she w�shed to leave them alone. Hav�ng
closed the door M. Rênal sat down.



"M. the curé has told me that you are a worthy person, and
everybody here w�ll treat you w�th respect. If I am sat�sf�ed w�th you I
w�ll later on help you �n hav�ng a l�ttle establ�shment of your own. I do
not w�sh you to see e�ther anyth�ng more of your relat�ves or your
fr�ends. The�r tone �s bound to be prejud�c�al to my ch�ldren. Here are
th�rty-s�x francs for the f�rst month, but I �ns�st on your word not to
g�ve a sou of th�s money to your father."
M. de Rênal was p�qued aga�nst the old man for hav�ng proved the
shrewder barga�ner.
"Now, Mons�eur, for I have g�ven orders for everybody here to call
you Mons�eur, and you w�ll apprec�ate the advantage of hav�ng
entered the house of real gentle folk, now, Mons�eur, �t �s not
becom�ng for the ch�ldren to see you �n a jacket." "Have the servants
seen h�m?" sa�d M. de Rênal to h�s w�fe.
"No, my dear," she answered, w�th an a�r of deep pens�veness.
"All the better. Put th�s on," he sa�d to the surpr�sed young man,
g�v�ng h�m a frock-coat of h�s own. "Let us now go to M. Durand's the
draper."
When M. de Rênal came back w�th the new tutor �n h�s black su�t
more than an hour later, he found h�s w�fe st�ll seated �n the same
place. She felt calmed by Jul�en's presence. When she exam�ned
h�m she forgot to be fr�ghtened of h�m. Jul�en was not th�nk�ng about
her at all. In sp�te of all h�s d�strust of dest�ny and mank�nd, h�s soul
at th�s moment was as s�mple as that of a ch�ld. It seemed as though
he had l�ved through years s�nce the moment, three hours ago, when
he had been all atremble �n the church. He not�ced Madame de
Rênal's fr�g�d manner and real�sed that she was very angry, because
he had dared to k�ss her hand. But the proud consc�ousness wh�ch
was g�ven to h�m by the feel of clothes so d�fferent from those wh�ch
he usually wore, transported h�m so v�olently and he had so great a
des�re to conceal h�s exultat�on, that all h�s movements were marked
by a certa�n spasmod�c �rrespons�b�l�ty. Madame de Rênal looked at
h�m w�th aston�shment.



"Mons�eur," sa�d M. de Rênal to h�m, "d�gn�ty above all �s necessary �f
you w�sh to be respected by my ch�ldren."
"S�r," answered Jul�en, "I feel awkward �n my new clothes. I am a
poor peasant and have never wore anyth�ng but jackets. If you allow
�t, I w�ll ret�re to my room."
"What do you th�nk of th�s 'acqu�s�t�on?'" sa�d M. de Rênal to h�s w�fe.
Madame de Rênal concealed the truth from her husband, obey�ng an
almost �nst�nct�ve �mpulse wh�ch she certa�nly d�d not own to herself.
"I am not as fasc�nated as you are by th�s l�ttle peasant. Your favours
w�ll result �n h�s not be�ng able to keep h�s place, and you w�ll have to
send h�m back before the month �s out."
"Oh, well! we'll send h�m back then, he cannot run me �nto more than
a hundred francs, and Verr�ères w�ll have got used to see�ng M. de
Rênal's ch�ldren w�th a tutor. That result would not have been
ach�eved �f I had allowed Jul�en to wear a workman's clothes. If I do
send h�m back, I shall of course keep the complete black su�t wh�ch I
have just ordered at the draper's. All he w�ll keep �s the ready-made
su�t wh�ch I have just put h�m �nto at the ta�lor's."
The hour that Jul�en spent �n h�s room seemed only a m�nute to
Madame de Rênal. The ch�ldren who had been told about the�r new
tutor began to overwhelm the�r mother w�th quest�ons. Eventually
Jul�en appeared. He was qu�te another man. It would be �ncorrect to
say that he was grave—he was the very �ncarnat�on of grav�ty. He
was �ntroduced to the ch�ldren and spoke to them �n a manner that
aston�shed M. de Rênal h�mself.
"I am here, gentlemen, he sa�d, as he f�n�shed h�s speech, to teach
you Lat�n. You know what �t means to rec�te a lesson. Here �s the
Holy B�ble, he sa�d, show�ng them a small volume �n th�rty-two mo.,
bound �n black. It deals espec�ally w�th the h�story of our Lord Jesus
Chr�st and �s the part wh�ch �s called the New Testament. I shall often
make you rec�te your lesson, but do you make me now rec�te m�ne."
Adolphe, the eldest of the ch�ldren, had taken up the book. "Open �t
anywhere you l�ke," went on Jul�en and tell me the f�rst word of any



verse, "I w�ll then rec�te by heart that sacred book wh�ch governs our
conduct towards the whole world, unt�l you stop me."
Adolphe opened the book and read a word, and Jul�en rec�ted the
whole of the page as eas�ly as though he had been talk�ng French.
M. de Rênal looked at h�s w�fe w�th an a�r of tr�umph The ch�ldren,
see�ng the aston�shment of the�r parents, opened the�r eyes w�de. A
servant came to the door of the draw�ng-room; Jul�en went on talk�ng
Lat�n. The servant f�rst rema�ned mot�onless, and then d�sappeared.
Soon Madame's house-ma�d, together w�th the cook, arr�ved at the
door. Adolphe had already opened the book at e�ght d�fferent places,
wh�le Jul�en went on rec�t�ng all the t�me w�th the same fac�l�ty. "Great
heavens!" sa�d the cook, a good and devout g�rl, qu�te aloud, "what a
pretty l�ttle pr�est!" M. de Rênal's self-esteem became uneasy.
Instead of th�nk�ng of exam�n�ng the tutor, h�s m�nd was concentrated
�n rack�ng h�s memory for some other Lat�n words. Eventually he
managed to spout a phrase of Horace. Jul�en knew no other Lat�n
except h�s B�ble. He answered w�th a frown. "The holy m�n�stry to
wh�ch I dest�ne myself has forb�dden me to read so profane a poet."
M. de Rênal quoted qu�te a large number of alleged verses from
Horace. He expla�ned to h�s ch�ldren who Horace was, but the
adm�r�ng ch�ldren, scarcely attended to what he was say�ng: they
were look�ng at Jul�en.
The servants were st�ll at the door. Jul�en thought that he ought to
prolong the test—"M. Stan�slas-Xav�er also," he sa�d to the youngest
of the ch�ldren, "must g�ve me a passage from the holy book."
L�ttle Stan�slas, who was qu�te flattered, read �nd�fferently the f�rst
word of a verse, and Jul�en sa�d the whole page.
To put the f�n�sh�ng touch on M. de Rênal's tr�umph, M. Valenod, the
owner of the f�ne Norman horses, and M. Charcot de Maug�ron, the
sub-prefect of the d�str�ct came �n when Jul�en was rec�t�ng. Th�s
scene earned for Jul�en the t�tle of Mons�eur; even the servants d�d
not dare to refuse �t to h�m.
That even�ng all Verr�ères flocked to M. de Rênal's to see the
prod�gy. Jul�en answered everybody �n a gloomy manner and kept



h�s own d�stance. H�s fame spread so rap�dly �n the town that a few
hours afterwards M. de Rênal, fear�ng that he would be taken away
by somebody else, proposed to that he should s�gn an engagement
for two years.
"No, Mons�eur," Jul�en answered coldly, "�f you w�shed to d�sm�ss me,
I should have to go. An engagement wh�ch b�nds me w�thout
�nvolv�ng you �n any obl�gat�on �s not an equal one and I refuse �t."
Jul�en played h�s cards so well, that �n less than a month of h�s
arr�val at the house, M. de Rênal h�mself respected h�m. As the curé
had quarrelled w�th both M. de Rênal and M. Valenod, there was no
one who could betray Jul�en's old pass�on for Napoleon. He always
spoke of Napoleon w�th abhorrence.

CHAPTER VII

THE ELECTIVE AFFINITIES

They only manage to touch the heart by wound�ng �t.—A Modern.

The ch�ldren adored h�m, but he d�d not l�ke them �n the least. H�s
thoughts were elsewhere. But noth�ng wh�ch the l�ttle brats ever d�d
made h�m lose h�s pat�ence. Cold, just and �mpass�ve, and none the
less l�ked, �nasmuch h�s arr�val had more or less dr�ven ennu� out of
the house, he was a good tutor. As for h�mself, he felt noth�ng but
hate and abhorrence for that good soc�ety �nto wh�ch he had been
adm�tted; adm�tted, �t �s true at the bottom of the table, a
c�rcumstance wh�ch perhaps expla�ned h�s hate and h�s abhorrence.
There were certa�n 'full-dress' d�nners at wh�ch he was scarcely able
to control h�s hate for everyth�ng that surrounded h�m. One St. Lou�s
feast day �n part�cular, when M. Valenod was monopol�z�ng the
conversat�on of M. de Rênal, Jul�en was on the po�nt of betray�ng



h�mself. He escaped �nto the garden on the pretext of f�nd�ng the
ch�ldren. "What pra�se of honesty," he excla�med. "One would say
that was the only v�rtue, and yet th�nk how they respect and grovel
before a man who has almost doubled and trebled h�s fortune s�nce
he has adm�n�stered the poor fund. I would bet anyth�ng that he
makes a prof�t even out of the mon�es wh�ch are �ntended for the
foundl�ngs of these poor creatures whose m�sery �s even more
sacred than that of others. Oh, Monsters! Monsters! And I too, am a
k�nd of foundl�ng, hated as I am by my father, my brothers, and all
my fam�ly."
Some days before the feast of St. Lou�s, when Jul�en was tak�ng a
sol�tary walk and rec�t�ng h�s brev�ary �n the l�ttle wood called the
Belvedere, wh�ch dom�nates the Cours de la F�dél�té, he had
endeavoured �n va�n to avo�d h�s two brothers whom he saw com�ng
along �n the d�stance by a lonely path. The jealousy of these coarse
workmen had been provoked to such a p�tch by the�r brother's f�ne
black su�t, by h�s a�r of extreme respectab�l�ty, and by the s�ncere
contempt wh�ch he had for them, that they had beaten h�m unt�l he
had fa�nted and was bleed�ng all over.
Madame de Rênal, who was tak�ng a walk w�th M. de Rênal and the
sub-prefect, happened to arr�ve �n the l�ttle wood. She saw Jul�en
ly�ng on the ground and thought that he was dead. She was so
overcome that she made M. Valenod jealous.
H�s alarm was premature. Jul�en found Madame de Rênal very
pretty, but he hated her on account of her beauty, for that had been
the f�rst danger wh�ch had almost stopped h�s career.
He talked to her as l�ttle as poss�ble, �n order to make her forget the
transport wh�ch had �nduced h�m to k�ss her hand on the f�rst day.
Madame de Rênal's housema�d, El�sa, had lost no t�me �n fall�ng �n
love w�th the young tutor. She often talked about h�m to her m�stress.
El�sa's love had earned for Jul�en the hatred of one of the men-
servants. One day he heard the man say�ng to El�sa, "You haven't a
word for me now that th�s d�rty tutor has entered the household." The
�nsult was undeserved, but Jul�en w�th the �nst�nct�ve van�ty of a
pretty boy redoubled h�s care of h�s personal appearance. M.



Valenod's hate also �ncreased. He sa�d publ�cly, that �t was not
becom�ng for a young abbé to be such a fop.
Madame de Rênal observed that Jul�en talked more frequently than
usual to Mademo�selle El�sa. She learnt that the reason of these
�nterv�ews was the poverty of Jul�en's extremely small wardrobe. He
had so l�ttle l�nen that he was obl�ged to have �t very frequently
washed outs�de the house, and �t was �n these l�ttle matters that El�sa
was useful to h�m. Madame de Rênal was touched by th�s extreme
poverty wh�ch she had never suspected before. She was anx�ous to
make h�m presents, but she d�d not dare to do so. Th�s �nner confl�ct
was the f�rst pa�nful emot�on that Jul�en had caused her. T�ll then
Jul�en's name had been synonymous w�th a pure and qu�te
�ntellectual joy. Tormented by the �dea of Jul�en's poverty, Madame
de Rênal spoke to her husband about g�v�ng h�m some l�nen for a
present.
"What nonsense," he answered, "the very �dea of g�v�ng presents to
a man w�th whom we are perfectly sat�sf�ed and who �s a good
servant. It w�ll only be �f he �s rem�ss that we shall have to st�mulate
h�s zeal."
Madame de Rênal felt hum�l�ated by th�s way of look�ng at th�ngs,
though she would never have not�ced �t �n the days before Jul�en's
arr�val. She never looked at the young abbé's att�re, w�th �ts
comb�nat�on of s�mpl�c�ty and absolute cleanl�ness, w�thout say�ng to
herself, "The poor boy, how can he manage?"
L�ttle by l�ttle, �nstead of be�ng shocked by all Jul�en's def�c�enc�es,
she p�t�ed h�m for them.
Madame de Rênal was one of those prov�nc�al women whom one �s
apt to take for fools dur�ng the f�rst fortn�ght of acqua�ntancesh�p. She
had no exper�ence of the world and never bothered to keep up the
conversat�on. Nature had g�ven her a ref�ned and fast�d�ous soul,
wh�le that �nst�nct for happ�ness wh�ch �s �nnate �n all human be�ngs
caused her, as a rule, to pay no attent�on to the acts of the coarse
persons �n whose m�dst chance had thrown her. If she had rece�ved
the sl�ghtest educat�on, she would have been not�ceable for the
spontane�ty and v�vac�ty of her m�nd, but be�ng an he�ress, she had



been brought up �n a Convent of Nuns, who were pass�onate
devotees of the Sacred Heart of Jesus and an�mated by a v�olent
hate for the French as be�ng the enem�es of the Jesu�ts. Madame de
Rênal had had enough sense to forget qu�ckly all the nonsense
wh�ch she had learned at the convent, but had subst�tuted noth�ng
for �t, and �n the long run knew noth�ng. The flatter�es wh�ch had
been lav�shed on her when st�ll a ch�ld, by reason of the great fortune
of wh�ch she was the he�ress, and a dec�ded tendency to pass�onate
devot�on, had g�ven her qu�te an �nner l�fe of her own. In sp�te of her
pose of perfect affab�l�ty and her el�m�nat�on of her �nd�v�dual w�ll
wh�ch was c�ted as a model example by all the husbands �n Verr�ères
and wh�ch made M. de Rênal feel very proud, the moods of her m�nd
were usually d�ctated by a sp�r�t of the most haughty d�scontent.
Many a pr�ncess who has become a bye-word for pr�de has g�ven
�nf�n�tely more attent�on to what her court�ers have been do�ng
around her than d�d th�s apparently gentle and demure woman to
anyth�ng wh�ch her husband e�ther sa�d or d�d. Up to the t�me of
Jul�en's arr�val she had never really troubled about anyth�ng except
her ch�ldren. The�r l�ttle malad�es, the�r troubles, the�r l�ttle joys,
occup�ed all the sens�b�l�ty of that soul, who, dur�ng her whole l�fe,
had adored no one but God, when she had been at the Sacred Heart
of Besançon.
A fever�sh attack of one of her sons would affect her almost as
deeply as �f the ch�ld had d�ed, though she would not de�gn to
conf�de �n anyone. A burst of coarse laughter, a shrug of the
shoulders, accompan�ed by some plat�tude on the folly of women,
had been the only welcome her husband had vouchsafed to those
conf�dences about her troubles, wh�ch the need of unburden�ng
herself had �nduced her to make dur�ng the f�rst years of the�r
marr�age. Jokes of th�s k�nd, and above all, when they were d�rected
at her ch�ldren's a�lments, were exqu�s�te torture to Madame de
Rênal. And these jokes were all she found to take the place of those
exaggerated sugary flatter�es w�th wh�ch she had been regaled at the
Jesu�t Convent where she had passed her youth. Her educat�on had
been g�ven her by suffer�ng. Too proud even to talk to her fr�end,
Madame Derv�lle, about troubles of th�s k�nd, she �mag�ned that all



men were l�ke her husband, M. Valenod, and the sub-prefect, M.
Charcot de Maug�ron. Coarseness, and the most brutal callousness
to everyth�ng except f�nanc�al ga�n, precedence, or orders, together
w�th bl�nd hate of every argument to wh�ch they objected, seemed to
her as natural to the male sex as wear�ng boots and felt hats.
After many years, Madame de Rênal had st�ll fa�led to accl�mat�ze
herself to those mon�ed people �n whose soc�ety she had to l�ve.
Hence the success of the l�ttle peasant Jul�en. She found �n the
sympathy of th�s proud and noble soul a sweet enjoyment wh�ch had
all the glamour and fasc�nat�on of novelty.
Madame de Rênal soon forgave h�m that extreme �gnorance, wh�ch
const�tuted but an add�t�onal charm, and the roughness of h�s
manner wh�ch she succeeded �n correct�ng. She thought that he was
worth l�sten�ng to, even when the conversat�on turned on the most
ord�nary events, even �n fact when �t was only a quest�on of a poor
dog wh�ch had been crushed as he crossed the street by a peasant's
cart go�ng at a trot. The s�ght of the dog's pa�n made her husband
�ndulge �n h�s coarse laugh, wh�le she not�ced Jul�en frown, w�th h�s
f�ne black eyebrows wh�ch were so beaut�fully arched.
L�ttle by l�ttle, �t seemed to her that generos�ty, nob�l�ty of soul and
human�ty were to be found �n nobody else except th�s young abbé.
She felt for h�m all the sympathy and even all the adm�rat�on wh�ch
those v�rtues exc�te �n well-born souls.
If the scene had been Par�s, Jul�en's pos�t�on towards Madame de
Rênal would have been soon s�mpl�f�ed. But at Par�s, love �s a
creature of novels. The young tutor and h�s t�m�d m�stress would
soon have found the eluc�dat�on of the�r pos�t�on �n three or four
novels, and even �n the couplets of the Gymnase Theatre. The
novels wh�ch have traced out for them the part they would play, and
showed them the model wh�ch they were to �m�tate, and Jul�en would
sooner or later have been forced by h�s van�ty to follow that model,
even though �t had g�ven h�m no pleasure and had perhaps actually
gone aga�nst the gra�n.



If the scene had been la�d �n a small town �n Aveyron or the
Pyrenees, the sl�ghtest ep�sode would have been rendered cruc�al by
the f�ery cond�t�on of the atmosphere. But under our more gloomy
sk�es, a poor young man who �s only amb�t�ous because h�s natural
ref�nement makes h�m feel the necess�ty of some of those joys wh�ch
only money can g�ve, can see every day a woman of th�rty who �s
s�ncerely v�rtuous, �s absorbed �n her ch�ldren, and never goes to
novels for her examples of conduct. Everyth�ng goes slowly,
everyth�ng happens gradually, �n the prov�nces where there �s far
more naturalness.
Madame de Rênal was often overcome to the po�nt of tears when
she thought of the young tutor's poverty. Jul�en surpr�sed her one
day actually cry�ng.
"Oh Madame! has any m�sfortune happened to you?"
"No, my fr�end," she answered, "call the ch�ldren, let us go for a
walk."
She took h�s arm and leant on �t �n a manner that struck Jul�en as
s�ngular. It was the f�rst t�me she had called Jul�en "My fr�end."
Towards the end of the walk, Jul�en not�ced that she was blush�ng
v�olently. She slackened her pace.
"You have no doubt heard," she sa�d, w�thout look�ng at h�m, "that I
am the only he�ress of a very r�ch aunt who l�ves at Besançon. She
loads me w�th presents.... My sons are gett�ng on so wonderfully that
I should l�ke to ask you to accept a small present as a token of my
grat�tude. It �s only a matter of a few lou�s to enable you to get some
l�nen. But—" she added, blush�ng st�ll more, and she left off speak�ng
—
"But what, Madame?" sa�d Jul�en.
"It �s unnecessary," she went on lower�ng her head, "to ment�on th�s
to my husband."
"I may not be b�g, Madame, but I am not mean," answered Jul�en,
stopp�ng, and draw�ng h�mself up to h�s full he�ght, w�th h�s eyes
sh�n�ng w�th rage, "and th�s �s what you have not real�sed suff�c�ently.



I should be lower than a men�al �f I were to put myself �n the pos�t�on
of conceal�ng from M de. Rênal anyth�ng at all hav�ng to do w�th my
money."
Madame de Rênal was thunderstruck.
"The Mayor," went on Jul�en, "has g�ven me on f�ve occas�ons sums
of th�rty-s�x francs s�nce I have been l�v�ng �n h�s house. I am ready to
show any account-book to M. de Rênal and anyone else, even to M.
Valenod who hates me."
As the result of th�s outburst, Madame de Rênal rema�ned pale and
nervous, and the walk ended w�thout e�ther one or the other f�nd�ng
any pretext for renew�ng the conversat�on. Jul�en's proud heart had
found �t more and more �mposs�ble to love Madame de Rênal.
As for her, she respected h�m, she adm�red h�m, and she had been
scolded by h�m. Under the pretext of mak�ng up for the �nvoluntary
hum�l�at�on wh�ch she had caused h�m, she �ndulged �n acts of the
most tender sol�c�tude. The novelty of these attent�ons made
Madame de Rênal happy for e�ght days. The�r effect was to appease
to some extent Jul�en's anger. He was far from see�ng anyth�ng �n
them �n the nature of a fancy for h�mself personally.
"That �s just what r�ch people are," he sa�d to h�mself—"they snub
you and then they th�nk they can make up for everyth�ng by a few
monkey tr�cks."
Madame de Rênal's heart was too full, and at the same t�me too
�nnocent, for her not too tell her husband, �n sp�te of her resolut�ons
not to do so, about the offer she had made to Jul�en, and the manner
�n wh�ch she had been rebuffed.
"How on earth," answered M. de Rênal, keenly p�qued, "could you
put up w�th a refusal on the part of a servant,"—and, when Madame
de Rênal protested aga�nst the word "Servant," "I am us�ng, madam,
the words of the late Pr�nce of Condé, when he presented h�s
Chamberla�ns to h�s new w�fe. 'All these people' he sa�d 'are
servants.' I have also read you th�s passage from the Memo�rs of
Besenval, a book wh�ch �s �nd�spensable on all quest�ons of
et�quette. 'Every person, not a gentleman, who l�ves �n your house



and rece�ves a salary �s your servant.' I'll go and say a few words to
M. Jul�en and g�ve h�m a hundred francs."
"Oh, my dear," sa�d Madame De Rênal trembl�ng, "I hope you won't
do �t before the servants!"
"Yes, they m�ght be jealous and r�ghtly so," sa�d her husband as he
took h�s leave, th�nk�ng of the greatness of the sum.
Madame de Rênal fell on a cha�r almost fa�nt�ng �n her angu�sh. He �s
go�ng to hum�l�ate Jul�en, and �t �s my fault! She felt an abhorrence
for her husband and h�d her face �n her hands. She resolved that
henceforth she would never make any more conf�dences.
When she saw Jul�en aga�n she was trembl�ng all over. Her chest
was so cramped that she could not succeed �n pronounc�ng a s�ngle
word. In her embarrassment she took h�s hands and pressed them.
"Well, my fr�end," she sa�d to h�m at last, "are you sat�sf�ed w�th my
husband?"
"How could I be otherw�se," answered Jul�en, w�th a b�tter sm�le, "he
has g�ven me a hundred francs."
Madame de Rênal looked at h�m doubtfully.
"G�ve me your arm," she sa�d at last, w�th a courageous �ntonat�on
that Jul�en had not heard before.
She dared to go as far as the shop of the bookseller of Verr�ères, �n
sp�te of h�s awful reputat�on for L�beral�sm. In the shop she chose ten
lou�s worth of books for a present for her sons. But these books were
those wh�ch she knew Jul�en was want�ng. She �ns�sted on each
ch�ld wr�t�ng h�s name then and there �n the bookseller's shop �n
those books wh�ch fell to h�s lot. Wh�le Madame de Rênal was
rejo�c�ng over the k�nd reparat�on wh�ch she had had the courage to
make to Jul�en, the latter was overwhelmed w�th aston�shment at the
quant�ty of books wh�ch he saw at the bookseller's. He had never
dared to enter so profane a place. H�s heart was palp�tat�ng. Instead
of try�ng to guess what was pass�ng �n Madame de Rênal's heart he
pondered deeply over the means by wh�ch a young theolog�cal
student could procure some of those books. Eventually �t occurred to



h�m that �t would be poss�ble, w�th tact, to persuade M. de Rênal that
one of the proper subjects of h�s sons' curr�culum would be the
h�story of the celebrated gentlemen who had been born �n the
prov�nce. After a month of careful preparat�on Jul�en w�tnessed the
success of th�s �dea. The success was so great that he actually
dared to r�sk ment�on�ng to M. de Rênal �n conversat�on, a matter
wh�ch the noble mayor found d�sagreeable from qu�te another po�nt
of v�ew. The suggest�on was to contr�bute to the fortune of a L�beral
by tak�ng a subscr�pt�on at the bookseller's. M. de Rênal agreed that
�t would be w�se to g�ve h�s elder son a f�rst hand acqua�ntance w�th
many works wh�ch he would hear ment�oned �n conversat�on when
he went to the M�l�tary School.
But Jul�en saw that the mayor had determ�ned to go no further. He
suspected some secret reason but could not guess �t.
"I was th�nk�ng, s�r," he sa�d to h�m one day, "that �t would be h�ghly
undes�rable for the name of so good a gentleman as a Rênal to
appear on a bookseller's d�rty ledger." M. de Rênal's face cleared.
"It would also be a black mark," cont�nued Jul�en �n a more humble
tone, "aga�nst a poor theology student �f �t ever leaked out that h�s
name had been on the ledger of a bookseller who let out books. The
L�berals m�ght go so far as to accuse me of hav�ng asked for the
most �nfamous books. Who knows �f they w�ll not even go so far as to
wr�te the t�tles of those perverse volumes after my name?" But Jul�en
was gett�ng off the track. He not�ced that the Mayor's phys�ognomy
was re-assum�ng �ts express�on of embarrassment and d�spleasure.
Jul�en was s�lent. "I have caught my man," he sa�d to h�mself.
It so happened that a few days afterwards the elder of the ch�ldren
asked Jul�en, �n M. de Rênal's presence, about a book wh�ch had
been advert�sed �n the Quot�d�enne.
"In order to prevent the Jacob�n Party hav�ng the sl�ghtest pretext for
a score," sa�d the young tutor, "and yet g�ve me the means of
answer�ng M. de Adolphe's quest�on, you can make your most
men�al servant take out a subscr�pt�on at the booksellers."



"That's not a bad �dea," sa�d M. de Rênal, who was obv�ously very
del�ghted.
"You w�ll have to st�pulate all the same," sa�d Jul�en �n that solemn
and almost melancholy manner wh�ch su�ts some people so well
when they see the real�zat�on of matters wh�ch they have des�red for
a long t�me past, "you w�ll have to st�pulate that the servant should
not take out any novels. Those dangerous books, once they got �nto
the house, m�ght corrupt Madame de Rênal's ma�ds, and even the
servant h�mself."
"You are forgett�ng the pol�t�cal pamphlets," went on M. de Rênal w�th
an �mportant a�r. He was anx�ous to conceal the adm�rat�on w�th
wh�ch the cunn�ng "m�ddle course" dev�sed by h�s ch�ldren's tutor had
f�lled h�m.
In th�s way Jul�en's l�fe was made up of a ser�es of l�ttle acts of
d�plomacy, and the�r success gave h�m far more food for thought
than the marked man�festat�on of favour�t�sm wh�ch he could have
read at any t�me �n Madame de Rênal's heart, had he so w�shed.
The psycholog�cal pos�t�on �n wh�ch he had found h�mself all h�s l�fe
was renewed aga�n �n the mayor of Verr�ères' house. Here �n the
same way as at h�s father's saw-m�ll, he deeply desp�sed the people
w�th whom he l�ved, and was hated by them. He saw every day �n
the conversat�on of the sub-perfect, M. Valenod and the other fr�ends
of the fam�ly, about th�ngs wh�ch had just taken place under the�r
very eyes, how l�ttle �deas corresponded to real�ty. If an act�on
seemed to Jul�en worthy of adm�rat�on, �t was prec�sely that very
act�on wh�ch would br�ng down upon �tself the censure of the people
w�th whom he l�ved. H�s �nner mental reply always was, "What beasts
or what fools!" The joke was that, �n sp�te of all h�s pr�de, he often
understood absolutely noth�ng what they were talk�ng about.
Throughout h�s whole l�fe he had only spoken s�ncerely to the old
Surgeon-Major.
The few �deas he had were about Buonaparte's Ital�an Campa�gns or
else surgery. H�s youthful courage revelled �n the c�rcumstant�al
deta�ls of the most terr�ble operat�ons. He sa�d to h�mself.



"I should not have fl�nched."
The f�rst t�me that Madame de Rênal tr�ed to enter �nto conversat�on
�ndependently of the ch�ldren's educat�on, he began to talk of
surg�cal operat�ons. She grew pale and asked h�m to leave off. Jul�en
knew noth�ng beyond that.
So �t came about that, though he passed h�s l�fe �n Madame de
Rênal's company, the most s�ngular s�lence would re�gn between
them as soon as they were alone.
When he was �n the salon, she not�ced �n h�s eyes, �n sp�te of all the
humbleness of h�s demeanour, an a�r of �ntellectual super�or�ty
towards everyone who came to v�s�t her. If she found herself alone
w�th h�m for a s�ngle moment, she saw that he was palpably
embarrassed. Th�s made her feel uneasy, for her woman's �nst�nct
caused her to real�se that th�s embarrassment was not �nsp�red by
any tenderness.
Ow�ng to some myster�ous �dea, der�ved from some tale of good
soc�ety, such as the old Surgeon-Major had seen �t, Jul�en felt
hum�l�ated whenever the conversat�on langu�shed on any occas�on
when he found h�mself �n a woman's soc�ety, as though the part�cular
pause were h�s own spec�al fault. Th�s sensat�on was a hundred
t�mes more pa�nful �n tête-à-tête. H�s �mag�nat�on, full as �t was of the
most extravagant and most Span�sh �deas of what a man ought to
say when he �s alone w�th a woman, only suggested to the troubled
youth th�ngs wh�ch were absolutely �mposs�ble. H�s soul was �n the
clouds. Nevertheless he was unable to emerge from th�s most
hum�l�at�ng s�lence. Consequently, dur�ng h�s long walks w�th
Madame de Rênal and the ch�ldren, the sever�ty of h�s manner was
accentuated by the po�gnancy of h�s suffer�ngs. He desp�sed h�mself
terr�bly. If, by any luck, he made h�mself speak, he came out w�th the
most absurd th�ngs. To put the f�n�sh�ng touch on h�s m�sery, he saw
h�s own absurd�ty and exaggerated �ts extent, but what he d�d not
see was the express�on �n h�s eyes, wh�ch were so beaut�ful and
betokened so ardent a soul, that l�ke good actors, they somet�mes
gave charm to someth�ng wh�ch �s really devo�d of �t.



Madame de Rênal not�ced that when he was alone w�th her he never
chanced to say a good th�ng except when he was taken out of
h�mself by some unexpected event, and consequently forgot to try
and turn a compl�ment. As the fr�ends of the house d�d not spo�l her
by regal�ng her w�th new and br�ll�ant �deas, she enjoyed w�th del�ght
all the flashes of Jul�en's �ntellect.
After the fall of Napoleon, every appearance of gallantry has been
severely ex�led from prov�nc�al et�quette. People are fr�ghtened of
los�ng the�r jobs. All rascals look to the rel�g�ous order for support,
and hypocr�sy has made f�rm progress even among the L�beral
classes. One's ennu� �s doubled. The only pleasures left are read�ng
and agr�culture.
Madame de Rênal, the r�ch he�ress of a devout aunt, and marr�ed at
s�xteen to a respectable gentleman, had never felt or seen �n her
whole l�fe anyth�ng that had the sl�ghtest resemblance �n the whole
world to love. Her confessor, the good curé Chélan, had once
ment�oned love to her, �n d�scuss�ng the advances of M. de Valenod,
and had drawn so loathsome a p�cture of the pass�on that the word
now stood to her for noth�ng but the most abject debauchery. She
had regarded love, such as she had come across �t, �n the very small
number of novels w�th wh�ch chance had made her acqua�nted, as
an except�on �f not �ndeed as someth�ng absolutely abnormal. It was,
thanks to th�s �gnorance, that Madame de Rênal, although
�ncessantly absorbed �n Jul�en, was perfectly happy, and never
thought of reproach�ng herself �n the sl�ghtest.

CHAPTER VIII

LITTLE EPISODES

"Then there were s�ghs, the deeper for
suppress�on,



And stolen glances sweeter for the ft,
And burn�ng blushes, though for no

transgress�on."
Don Juan,

c. I, st. 74.

It was only when Madame de Rênal began to th�nk of her ma�d El�sa
that there was some sl�ght change �n that angel�c sweetness wh�ch
she owed both to her natural character and her actual happ�ness.
The g�rl had come �nto a fortune, went to confess herself to the curé
Chélan and confessed to h�m her plan of marry�ng Jul�en. The curé
was truly rejo�ced at h�s fr�end's good fortune, but he was extremely
surpr�sed when Jul�en resolutely �nformed h�m that Mademo�selle
El�sa's offer could not su�t h�m.
"Beware, my fr�end, of what �s pass�ng w�th�n your heart," sa�d the
curé w�th a frown, "I congratulate you on your m�ss�on, �f that �s the
only reason why you desp�se a more than ample fortune. It �s f�fty-s�x
years s�nce I was f�rst curé of Verr�ères, and yet I shall be turned out,
accord�ng to all appearances. I am d�stressed by �t, and yet my
�ncome amounts to e�ght hundred francs. I �nform you of th�s deta�l
so that you may not be under any �llus�ons as to what awa�ts you �n
your career as a pr�est. If you th�nk of pay�ng court to the men who
enjoy power, your eternal damnat�on �s assured. You may make your
fortune, but you w�ll have to do harm to the poor, flatter the sub-
prefect, the mayor, the man who enjoys prest�ge, and pander to h�s
pass�on; th�s conduct, wh�ch �n the world �s called knowledge of l�fe,
�s not absolutely �ncompat�ble w�th salvat�on so far as a layman �s
concerned; but �n our career we have to make a cho�ce; �t �s a
quest�on of mak�ng one's fortune e�ther �n th�s world or the next;
there �s no m�ddle course. Come, my dear fr�end, reflect, and come
back �n three days w�th a def�n�te answer. I am pa�ned to detect that
there �s at the bottom of your character a sombre pass�on wh�ch �s
far from �nd�cat�ng to me that moderat�on and that perfect
renunc�at�on of earthly advantages so necessary for a pr�est; I augur
well of your �ntellect, but allow me to tell you," added the good curé



w�th tears �n h�s eyes, "I tremble for your salvat�on �n your career as a
pr�est."
Jul�en was ashamed of h�s emot�on; he found h�mself loved for the
f�rst t�me �n h�s l�fe; he wept w�th del�ght; and went to h�de h�s tears �n
the great woods beh�nd Verr�ères.
"Why am I �n th�s pos�t�on?" he sa�d to h�mself at last, "I feel that I
would g�ve my l�fe a hundred t�mes over for th�s good curé Chélan,
and he has just proved to me that I am noth�ng more than a fool. It �s
espec�ally necessary for me to dece�ve h�m, and he manages to f�nd
me out. The secret ardour wh�ch he refers to �s my plan of mak�ng
my fortune. He th�nks I am unworthy of be�ng a pr�est, that too, just
when I was �mag�n�ng that my sacr�f�ce of f�fty lou�s would g�ve h�m
the very h�ghest �dea of my p�ety and devot�on to my m�ss�on."
"In future," cont�nued Jul�en, "I w�ll only reckon on those elements �n
my character wh�ch I have tested. Who could have told me that I
should f�nd any pleasure �n shedd�ng tears? How I should l�ke some
one to conv�nce me that I am s�mply a fool!"
Three days later, Jul�en found the excuse w�th wh�ch he ought to
have been prepared on the f�rst day; the excuse was a p�ece of
calumny, but what d�d �t matter? He confessed to the curé, w�th a
great deal of hes�tat�on, that he had been persuaded from the
suggested un�on by a reason he could not expla�n, �nasmuch as �t
tended to damage a th�rd party. Th�s was equ�valent to �mpeach�ng
El�sa's conduct. M. Chélan found that h�s manner betrayed a certa�n
worldly f�re wh�ch was very d�fferent from that wh�ch ought to have
an�mated a young acolyte.
"My fr�end," he sa�d to h�m aga�n, "be a good country c�t�zen,
respected and educated, rather than a pr�est w�thout a true m�ss�on."
So far as words were concerned, Jul�en answered these new
remonstrances very well. He managed to f�nd the words wh�ch a
young and ardent sem�nar�st would have employed, but the tone �n
wh�ch he pronounced them, together w�th the th�nly concealed f�re
wh�ch blazed �n h�s eye, alarmed M. Chélan.



You must not have too bad an op�n�on of Jul�en's prospects. He
�nvented w�th correctness all the words su�table to a prudent and
cunn�ng hypocr�sy. It was not bad for h�s age. As for h�s tone and h�s
gestures, he had spent h�s l�fe w�th country people; he had never
been g�ven an opportun�ty of see�ng great models. Consequently, as
soon as he was g�ven a chance of gett�ng near such gentlemen, h�s
gestures became as adm�rable as h�s words.
Madame de Rênal was aston�shed that her ma�d's new fortune d�d
not make her more happy. She saw her repeatedly go�ng to the curé
and com�ng back w�th tears �n her eyes. At last El�sa talked to her of
her marr�age.
Madame de Rênal thought she was �ll. A k�nd of fever prevented her
from sleep�ng. She only l�ved when e�ther ma�d or Jul�en were �n
s�ght. She was unable to th�nk of anyth�ng except them and the
happ�ness wh�ch they would f�nd �n the�r home. Her �mag�nat�on
dep�cted �n the most fasc�nat�ng colours the poverty of the l�ttle
house, where they were to l�ve on the�r �ncome of f�fty lou�s a year.
Jul�en could qu�te well become an advocate at Bray, the sub-
prefecture, two leagues from Verr�ères. In that case she would see
h�m somet�mes. Madame de Rênal s�ncerely bel�eved she would go
mad. She sa�d so to her husband and f�nally fell �ll. That very even�ng
when her ma�d was attend�ng her, she not�ced that the g�rl was
cry�ng. She abhorred El�sa at that moment, and started to scold her;
she then begged her pardon. El�sa's tears redoubled. She sa�d �f her
m�stress would allow her, she would tell her all her unhapp�ness.
"Tell me," answered Madame de Rênal.
"Well, Madame, he refuses me, some w�cked people must have
spoken badly about me. He bel�eves them."
"Who refuses you?" sa�d Madame de Rênal, scarcely breath�ng.
"Who else, Madame, but M. Jul�en," answered the ma�d sobb�ng. "M.
the curé had been unable to overcome h�s res�stance, for M. the curé
th�nks that he ought not to refuse an honest g�rl on the pretext that
she has been a ma�d. After all, M. Jul�en's father �s noth�ng more



than a carpenter, and how d�d he h�mself earn h�s l�v�ng before he
was at Madame's?"
Madame de Rênal stopped l�sten�ng; her excess�ve happ�ness had
almost depr�ved her of her reason. She made the g�rl repeat several
t�mes the assurance that Jul�en had refused her, w�th a pos�t�veness
wh�ch shut the door on the poss�b�l�ty of h�s com�ng round to a more
prudent dec�s�on.
"I w�ll make a last attempt," she sa�d to her ma�d. "I w�ll speak to M.
Jul�en."
The follow�ng day, after breakfast, Madame de Rênal �ndulged �n the
del�ghtful luxury of plead�ng her r�val's cause, and of see�ng El�sa's
hand and fortune stubbornly refused for a whole hour.
Jul�en gradually emerged from h�s caut�ously worded answers, and
f�n�shed by answer�ng w�th sp�r�t Madame de Rênal's good adv�ce.
She could not help be�ng overcome by the torrent of happ�ness
wh�ch, after so many days of despa�r, now �nundated her soul. She
felt qu�te �ll. When she had recovered and was comfortably �n her
own room she sent everyone away. She was profoundly aston�shed.
"Can I be �n love w�th Jul�en?" she f�nally sa�d to herself. Th�s
d�scovery, wh�ch at any other t�me would have plunged her �nto
remorse and the deepest ag�tat�on, now only produced the effect of a
s�ngular, but as �t were, �nd�fferent spectacle. Her soul was
exhausted by all that she had just gone through, and had no more
sens�b�l�ty to pass�on left.
Madame de Rênal tr�ed to work, and fell �nto a deep sleep; when she
woke up she d�d not fr�ghten herself so much as she ought to have.
She was too happy to be able to see anyth�ng wrong �n anyth�ng.
Na�ve and �nnocent as she was, th�s worthy prov�nc�al woman had
never tortured her soul �n her endeavours to extract from �t a l�ttle
sens�b�l�ty to some new shade of sent�ment or unhapp�ness. Ent�rely
absorbed as she had been before Jul�en's arr�val w�th that mass of
work wh�ch falls to the lot of a good m�stress of a household away
from Par�s, Madame de Rênal thought of pass�on �n the same way �n



wh�ch we th�nk of a lottery: a certa�n decept�on, a happ�ness sought
after by fools.
The d�nner bell rang. Madame de Rênal blushed v�olently. She heard
the vo�ce of Jul�en who was br�ng�ng �n the ch�ldren. Hav�ng grown
somewhat adro�t s�nce her fall�ng �n love, she compla�ned of an awful
headache �n order to expla�n her redness.
"That's just l�ke what all women are," answered M. de Rênal w�th a
coarse laugh. "Those mach�nes have always got someth�ng or other
to be put r�ght."
Although she was accustomed to th�s type of w�t, Madame de Rênal
was shocked by the tone of vo�ce. In order to d�stract herself, she
looked at Jul�en's phys�ognomy; he would have pleased her at th�s
part�cular moment, even �f he had been the ugl�est man �mag�nable.
M. de Rênal, who always made a po�nt of copy�ng the hab�ts of the
gentry of the court, establ�shed h�mself at Vergy �n the f�rst f�ne days
of the spr�ng; th�s �s the v�llage rendered celebrated by the trag�c
adventure of Gabr�elle. A hundred paces from the p�cturesque ru�n of
the old Goth�c church, M. de Rênal owns an old château w�th �ts four
towers and a garden des�gned l�ke the one �n the Tu�ler�es w�th a
great many edg�ng verges of box and avenues of chestnut trees
wh�ch are cut tw�ce �n the year. An adjacent f�eld, crowded w�th apple
trees, served for a promenade. E�ght or ten magn�f�cent walnut trees
were at the end of the orchard. The�r �mmense fol�age went as h�gh
as perhaps e�ghty feet.
"Each of these cursed walnut trees," M. de Rênal was �n the hab�t of
say�ng, whenever h�s w�fe adm�red them, "costs me the harvest of at
least half an acre; corn cannot grow under the�r shade."
Madame de Rênal found the s�ght of the country novel: her
adm�rat�on reached the po�nt of enthus�asm. The sent�ment by wh�ch
she was an�mated gave her both �deas and resolut�on. M. de Rênal
had returned to the town, for mayoral bus�ness, two days after the�r
arr�val �n Vergy. But Madame de Rênal engaged workmen at her own
expense. Jul�en had g�ven her the �dea of a l�ttle sanded path wh�ch
was to go round the orchard and under the b�g walnut trees, and



render �t poss�ble for the ch�ldren to take the�r walk �n the very
earl�est hours of the morn�ng w�thout gett�ng the�r feet wet from the
dew. Th�s �dea was put �nto execut�on w�th�n twenty-four hours of �ts
be�ng conce�ved. Madame de Rênal ga�ly spent the whole day w�th
Jul�en �n superv�s�ng the workmen.
When the Mayor of Verr�ères came back from the town he was very
surpr�sed to f�nd the avenue completed. H�s arr�val surpr�sed
Madame de Rênal as well. She had forgotten h�s ex�stence. For two
months he talked w�th �rr�tat�on about the boldness �nvolved �n
mak�ng so �mportant a repa�r w�thout consult�ng h�m, but Madame de
Rênal had had �t executed at her own expense, a fact wh�ch
somewhat consoled h�m.
She spent her days �n runn�ng about the orchard w�th her ch�ldren,
and �n catch�ng butterfl�es. They had made b�g hoods of clear gauze
w�th wh�ch they caught the poor lep�doptera. Th�s �s the barbarous
name wh�ch Jul�en taught Madame de Rênal. For she had had M.
Godart's f�ne work ordered from Besançon, and Jul�en used to tell
her about the strange hab�ts of the creatures.
They ruthlessly transf�xed them by means of p�ns �n a great
cardboard box wh�ch Jul�en had prepared.
Madame de Rênal and Jul�en had at last a top�c of conversat�on; he
was no longer exposed to the awful torture that had been
occas�oned by the�r moments of s�lence.
They talked �ncessantly and w�th extreme �nterest, though always
about very �nnocent matters. Th�s gay, full, act�ve l�fe, pleased the
fancy of everyone, except Mademo�selle El�sa who found herself
overworked. Madame had never taken so much trouble w�th her
dress, even at carn�val t�me, when there �s a ball at Verr�ères, she
would say; she changes her gowns two or three t�mes a day.
As �t �s not our �ntent�on to flatter anyone, we do not propose to deny
that Madame de Rênal, who had a superb sk�n, arranged her gowns
�n such a way as to leave her arms and her bosom very exposed.
She was extremely well made, and th�s style of dress su�ted her
del�ghtfully.



"You have never been so young, Madame," her Verr�ères fr�ends
would say to her, when they came to d�nner at Vergy (th�s �s one of
the local express�ons).
It �s a s�ngular th�ng, and one wh�ch few amongst us w�ll bel�eve, but
Madame de Rênal had no spec�f�c object �n tak�ng so much trouble.
She found pleasure �n �t and spent all the t�me wh�ch she d�d not
pass �n hunt�ng butterfl�es w�th the ch�ldren and Jul�en, �n work�ng
w�th El�sa at mak�ng gowns, w�thout g�v�ng the matter a further
thought. Her only exped�t�on to Verr�ères was caused by her des�re
to buy some new summer gowns wh�ch had just come from
Mulhouse.
She brought back to Vergy a young woman who was a relat�ve of
hers. S�nce her marr�age, Madame de Rênal had gradually become
attached to Madame Derv�lle, who had once been her school mate at
the Sacré Cœur.
Madame Derv�lle laughed a great deal at what she called her
cous�n's mad �deas: "I would never have thought of them alone," she
sa�d. When Madame de Rênal was w�th her husband, she was
ashamed of those sudden �deas, wh�ch, are called sall�es �n Par�s,
and thought them qu�te s�lly: but Madame Derv�lle's presence gave
her courage. She would start to tell�ng her thoughts �n a t�m�d vo�ce,
but after the lad�es had been alone for a long t�me, Madame de
Rênal's bra�n became more an�mated, and a long morn�ng spent
together by the two fr�ends passed l�ke a second, and left them �n the
best of sp�r�ts. On th�s part�cular journey, however, the acute
Madame Derv�lle thought her cous�n much less merry, but much
more happy than usual.
Jul�en, on h�s s�de, had s�nce com�ng to the country l�ved l�ke an
absolute ch�ld, and been as happy as h�s pup�ls �n runn�ng after the
butterfl�es. After so long a per�od of constra�nt and wary d�plomacy,
he was at last alone and far from human observat�on; he was
�nst�nct�vely free from any apprehens�on on the score of Madame de
Rênal, and abandoned h�mself to the sheer pleasure of be�ng al�ve,
wh�ch �s so keen at so young an age, espec�ally among the most
beaut�ful mounta�ns �n the world.



Ever s�nce Madame Derv�lle's arr�val, Jul�en thought that she was h�s
fr�end; he took the f�rst opportun�ty of show�ng her the v�ew from the
end of the new avenue, under the walnut tree; as a matter of fact �t �s
equal, �f not super�or, to the most wonderful v�ews that Sw�tzerland
and the Ital�an lakes can offer. If you ascend the steep slope wh�ch
commences some paces from there, you soon arr�ve at great
prec�p�ces fr�nged by oak forests, wh�ch almost jut on to the r�ver. It
was to the peaked summ�ts of these rocks that Jul�en, who was now
happy, free, and k�ng of the household �nto the barga�n, would take
the two fr�ends, and enjoy the�r adm�rat�on these subl�me v�ews.
"To me �t's l�ke Mozart's mus�c," Madame Derv�lle would say.
The country around Verr�ères had been spo�lt for Jul�en by the
jealousy of h�s brothers and the presence of a tyranous and angry
father. He was free from these b�tter memor�es at Vergy; for the f�rst
t�me �n h�s l�fe, he fa�led to see an enemy. When, as frequently
happened, M. de Rênal was �n town, he ventured to read; soon,
�nstead of read�ng at n�ght t�me, a procedure, moreover, wh�ch
�nvolved carefully h�d�ng h�s lamp at the bottom of a flower-pot turned
ups�de down, he was able to �ndulge �n sleep; �n the day, however, �n
the �ntervals between the ch�ldren's lessons, he would come among
these rocks w�th that book wh�ch was the one gu�de of h�s conduct
and object of h�s enthus�asm. He found �n �t s�multaneously
happ�ness, ecstasy and consolat�on for h�s moments of
d�scouragement.
Certa�n remarks of Napoleon about women, several d�scuss�ons
about the mer�ts of the novels wh�ch were fash�onable �n h�s re�gn,
furn�shed h�m now for the f�rst t�me w�th some �deas wh�ch any other
young man of h�s age would have had for a long t�me.
The dog days arr�ved. They started the hab�t of spend�ng the
even�ngs under an �mmense p�ne tree some yards from the house.
The darkness was profound. One even�ng, Jul�en was speak�ng and
gest�culat�ng, enjoy�ng to the full the pleasure of be�ng at h�s best
when talk�ng to young women; �n one of h�s gestures, he touched the
hand of Madame de Rênal wh�ch was lean�ng on the back of one of



those cha�rs of pa�nted wood, wh�ch are so frequently to be seen �n
gardens.
The hand was qu�ckly removed, but Jul�en thought �t a po�nt of duty
to secure that that hand should not be removed when he touched �t.
The �dea of a duty to be performed and the consc�ousness of h�s
stult�f�cat�on, or rather of h�s soc�al �nfer�or�ty, �f he should fa�l �n
ach�ev�ng �t, �mmed�ately ban�shed all pleasure from h�s heart.

CHAPTER IX

AN EVENING IN THE COUNTRY

M. Guér�n's D�do, a charm�ng sketch!—Strombeck.

H�s express�on was s�ngular when he saw Madame de Rênal the
next day; he watched her l�ke an enemy w�th whom he would have to
f�ght a duel. These looks, wh�ch were so d�fferent from those of the
prev�ous even�ng, made Madame de Rênal lose her head; she had
been k�nd to h�m and he appeared angry. She could not take her
eyes off h�s.
Madame Derv�lle's presence allowed Jul�en to devote less t�me to
conversat�on, and more t�me to th�nk�ng about what he had �n h�s
m�nd. H�s one object all th�s day was to fort�fy h�mself by read�ng the
�nsp�red book that gave strength to h�s soul.
He cons�derably curta�led the ch�ldren's lessons, and when Madame
de Rênal's presence had effectually brought h�m back to the pursu�t
of h�s amb�t�on, he dec�ded that she absolutely must allow her hand
to rest �n h�s that even�ng.
The sett�ng of the sun wh�ch brought the cruc�al moment nearer and
nearer made Jul�en's heart beat �n a strange way. N�ght came. He



not�ced w�th a joy, wh�ch took an �mmense we�ght off h�s heart, that �t
was go�ng to be very dark. The sky, wh�ch was laden w�th b�g clouds
that had been brought along by a sultry w�nd, seemed to herald a
storm. The two fr�ends went for the�r walk very late. All they d�d that
n�ght struck Jul�en as strange. They were enjoy�ng that hour wh�ch
seems to g�ve certa�n ref�ned souls an �ncreased pleasure �n lov�ng.
At last they sat down, Madame de Rênal bes�de Jul�en, and Madame
Derv�lle near her fr�end. Engrossed as he was by the attempt wh�ch
he was go�ng to make, Jul�en could th�nk of noth�ng to say. The
conversat�on langu�shed.
"Shall I be as nervous and m�serable over my f�rst duel?" sa�d Jul�en
to h�mself; for he was too susp�c�ous both of h�mself and of others,
not to real�se h�s own mental state.
In h�s mortal angu�sh, he would have preferred any danger
whatsoever. How many t�mes d�d he not w�sh some matter to crop up
wh�ch would necess�tate Madame de Rênal go�ng �nto the house and
leav�ng the garden! The v�olent stra�n on Jul�en's nerves was too
great for h�s vo�ce not to be cons�derably changed; soon Madame de
Rênal's vo�ce became nervous as well, but Jul�en d�d not not�ce �t.
The awful battle rag�ng between duty and t�m�d�ty was too pa�nful, for
h�m to be �n a pos�t�on to observe anyth�ng outs�de h�mself. A quarter
to ten had just struck on the château clock w�thout h�s hav�ng
ventured anyth�ng. Jul�en was �nd�gnant at h�s own coward�ce, and
sa�d to h�mself, "at the exact moment when ten o'clock str�kes, I w�ll
perform what I have resolved to do all through the day, or I w�ll go up
to my room and blow out my bra�ns."
After a f�nal moment of expectat�on and anx�ety, dur�ng wh�ch Jul�en
was rendered almost bes�de h�mself by h�s excess�ve emot�on, ten
o'clock struck from the clock over h�s head. Each stroke of the fatal
clock reverberated �n h�s bosom, and caused an almost phys�cal
pang.
F�nally, when the last stroke of ten was st�ll reverberat�ng, he
stretched out h�s hand and took Madame de Rênal's, who
�mmed�ately w�thdrew �t. Jul�en, scarcely know�ng what he was do�ng,
se�zed �t aga�n. In sp�te of h�s own exc�tement, he could not help



be�ng struck by the �cy coldness of the hand wh�ch he was tak�ng; he
pressed �t convuls�vely; a last effort was made to take �t away, but �n
the end the hand rema�ned �n h�s.
H�s soul was �nundated w�th happ�ness, not that he loved Madame
de Rênal, but an awful torture had just ended. He thought �t
necessary to say someth�ng, to avo�d Madame Derv�lle not�c�ng
anyth�ng. H�s vo�ce was now strong and r�ng�ng. Madame de
Rênal's, on the contrary, betrayed so much emot�on that her fr�end
thought she was �ll, and suggested her go�ng �n. Jul�en scented
danger, "�f Madame de Rênal goes back to the salon, I shall relapse
�nto the awful state �n wh�ch I have been all day. I have held the hand
far too short a t�me for �t really to count as the scor�ng of an actual
advantage."
At the moment when Madame Derv�lle was repeat�ng her suggest�on
to go back to the salon, Jul�en squeezed v�gorously the hand that
was abandoned to h�m.
Madame de Rênal, who had started to get up, sat down aga�n and
sa�d �n a fa�nt vo�ce,
"I feel a l�ttle �ll, as a matter of fact, but the open a�r �s do�ng me
good."
These words conf�rmed Jul�en's happ�ness, wh�ch at the present
moment was extreme; he spoke, he forgot to pose, and appeared
the most charm�ng man �n the world to the two fr�ends who were
l�sten�ng to h�m. Nevertheless, there was a sl�ght lack of courage �n
all th�s eloquence wh�ch had suddenly come upon h�m. He was
mortally afra�d that Madame Derv�lle would get t�red of the w�nd
before the storm, wh�ch was beg�nn�ng to r�se, and want to go back
alone �nto the salon. He would then have rema�ned tête-à-tête w�th
Madame de Rênal. He had had, almost by acc�dent that bl�nd
courage wh�ch �s suff�c�ent for act�on; but he felt that �t was out of h�s
power to speak the s�mplest word to Madame de Rênal. He was
certa�n that, however sl�ght her reproaches m�ght be, he would
nevertheless be worsted, and that the advantage he had just won
would be destroyed.



Luck�ly for h�m on th�s even�ng, h�s mov�ng and emphat�c speeches
found favour w�th Madame Derv�lle, who very often found h�m as
clumsy as a ch�ld and not at all amus�ng. As for Madame de Rênal,
w�th her hand �n Jul�en's, she d�d not have a thought; she s�mply
allowed herself to go on l�v�ng.
The hours spent under th�s great p�ne tree, planted by Charles the
Bold accord�ng to the local trad�t�on, were a real per�od of happ�ness.
She l�stened w�th del�ght to the sough�ng of the w�nd �n the th�ck
fol�age of the p�ne tree and to the no�se of some stray drops wh�ch
were beg�nn�ng to fall upon the leaves wh�ch were lowest down.
Jul�en fa�led to not�ce one c�rcumstance wh�ch, �f he had, would have
qu�ckly reassured h�m; Madame de Rênal, who had been obl�ged to
take away her hand, because she had got up to help her cous�n to
p�ck up a flower-pot wh�ch the w�nd had knocked over at her feet,
had scarcely sat down aga�n before she gave h�m her hand w�th
scarcely any d�ff�culty and as though �t had already been a pre-
arranged th�ng between them.
M�dn�ght had struck a long t�me ago; �t was at last necessary to leave
the garden; they separated. Madame de Rênal swept away as she
was, by the happ�ness of lov�ng, was so completely �gnorant of the
world that she scarcely reproached herself at all. Her happ�ness
depr�ved her of her sleep. A leaden sleep overwhelmed Jul�en who
was mortally fat�gued by the battle wh�ch t�m�d�ty and pr�de had
waged �n h�s heart all through the day.
He was called at f�ve o'clock on the follow�ng day and scarcely gave
Madame de Rênal a s�ngle thought.
He had accompl�shed h�s duty, and a hero�c duty too. The
consc�ousness of th�s f�lled h�m w�th happ�ness; he locked h�mself �n
h�s room, and abandoned h�mself w�th qu�te a new pleasure to
read�ng explo�ts of h�s hero.
When the breakfast bell sounded, the read�ng of the Bullet�ns of the
Great Army had made h�m forget all h�s advantages of the prev�ous
day. He sa�d to h�mself fl�ppantly, as he went down to the salon, "I
must tell that woman that I am �n love w�th her." Instead of those
looks br�mful of pleasure wh�ch he was expect�ng to meet, he found



the stern v�sage of M. de Rênal, who had arr�ved from Verr�ères two
hours ago, and d�d not conceal h�s d�ssat�sfact�on at Jul�en's hav�ng
passed the whole morn�ng w�thout attend�ng to the ch�ldren. Noth�ng
could have been more sord�d than th�s self-�mportant man when he
was �n a bad temper and thought that he could safely show �t.
Each harsh word of her husband p�erced Madame de Rênal's heart.
As for Jul�en, he was so plunged �n h�s ecstasy, and st�ll so
engrossed by the great events wh�ch had been pass�ng before h�s
eyes for several hours, that he had some d�ff�culty at f�rst �n br�ng�ng
h�s attent�on suff�c�ently down to l�sten to the harsh remarks wh�ch M.
de Rênal was address�ng to h�m. He sa�d to h�m at last, rather
abruptly,
"I was �ll."
The tone of th�s answer would have stung a much less sens�t�ve man
than the mayor of Verr�ères. He half thought of answer�ng Jul�en by
turn�ng h�m out of the house stra�ght away. He was only restra�ned
by the max�m wh�ch he had prescr�bed for h�mself, of never hurry�ng
unduly �n bus�ness matters.
"The young fool," he sa�d to h�mself shortly afterwards, "has won a
k�nd of reputat�on �n my house. That man Valenod may take h�m �nto
h�s fam�ly, or he may qu�te well marry El�sa, and �n e�ther case, he
w�ll be able to have the laugh of me �n h�s heart."
In sp�te of the w�sdom of these reflect�ons, M. de Rênal's
d�ssat�sfact�on d�d not fa�l to vent �tself any the less by a str�ng of
coarse �nsults wh�ch gradually �rr�tated Jul�en. Madame de Rênal
was on the po�nt of burst�ng �nto tears. Breakfast was scarcely over,
when she asked Jul�en to g�ve her h�s arm for a walk. She leaned on
h�m affect�onately. Jul�en could only answer all that Madame de
Rênal sa�d to h�m by wh�sper�ng.
"That's what r�ch people are l�ke!"
M. de Rênal was walk�ng qu�te close to them; h�s presence
�ncreased Jul�en's anger. He suddenly not�ced that Madame de
Rênal was lean�ng on h�s arm �n a manner wh�ch was somewhat



marked. Th�s horr�f�ed h�m, and he pushed her v�olently away and
d�sengaged h�s arm.
Luck�ly, M. de Rênal d�d not see th�s new p�ece of �mpert�nence; �t
was only not�ced by Madame Derv�lle. Her fr�end burst �nto tears. M.
de Rênal now started to chase away by a shower of stones a l�ttle
peasant g�rl who had taken a pr�vate path cross�ng a corner of the
orchard. "Mons�eur Jul�en, restra�n yourself, I pray you. Remember
that we all have our moments of temper," sa�d madame Derv�lle
rap�dly.
Jul�en looked at her coldly w�th eyes �n wh�ch the most supreme
contempt was dep�cted.
Th�s look aston�shed Madame Derv�lle, and �t would have surpr�sed
her even more �f she had apprec�ated �ts real express�on; she would
have read �n �t someth�ng l�ke a vague hope of the most atroc�ous
vengeance. It �s, no doubt, such moments of hum�l�at�on wh�ch have
made Robesp�erres.
"Your Jul�en �s very v�olent; he fr�ghtens me," sa�d Madame Derv�lle
to her fr�end, �n a low vo�ce.
"He �s r�ght to be angry," she answered. "What does �t matter �f he
does pass a morn�ng w�thout speak�ng to the ch�ldren, after the
aston�sh�ng progress wh�ch he has made them make. One must
adm�t that men are very hard."
For the f�rst t�me �n her l�fe Madame de Rênal exper�enced a k�nd of
des�re for vengeance aga�nst her husband. The extreme hatred of
the r�ch by wh�ch Jul�en was an�mated was on the po�nt of explod�ng.
Luck�ly, M. de Rênal called h�s gardener, and rema�ned occup�ed
w�th h�m �n barr�ng by faggots of thorns the pr�vate road through the
orchard. Jul�en d�d not vouchsafe any answer to the k�ndly
cons�derat�on of wh�ch he was the object dur�ng all the rest of the
walk. M. de Rênal had scarcely gone away before the two fr�ends
made the excuse of be�ng fat�gued, and each asked h�m for an arm.
Walk�ng as he d�d between these two women whose extreme
nervousness f�lled the�r cheeks w�th a blush�ng embarrassment, the



haughty pallor and sombre, resolute a�r of Jul�en formed a strange
contrast. He desp�sed these women and all tender sent�ments.
"What!" he sa�d to h�mself, "not even an �ncome of f�ve hundred
francs to f�n�sh my stud�es! Ah! how I should l�ke to send them
pack�ng."
And absorbed as he was by these stern �deas, such few courteous
words of h�s two fr�ends as he de�gned to take the trouble to
understand, d�spleased h�m as devo�d of sense, s�lly, feeble, �n a
word—fem�n�ne.
As the result of speak�ng for the sake of speak�ng and of
endeavour�ng to keep the conversat�on al�ve, �t came about that
Madame de Rênal ment�oned that her husband had come from
Verr�ères because he had made a barga�n for the May straw w�th
one of h�s farmers. (In th�s d�str�ct �t �s the May straw w�th wh�ch the
bed mattresses are f�lled).
"My husband w�ll not rejo�n us," added Madame de Rênal; "he w�ll
occupy h�mself w�th f�n�sh�ng the re-stuff�ng of the house mattresses
w�th the help of the gardener and h�s valet. He has put the May straw
th�s morn�ng �n all the beds on the f�rst storey; he �s now at the
second."
Jul�en changed colour. He looked at Madame de Rênal �n a s�ngular
way, and soon managed somehow to take her on one s�de, doubl�ng
h�s pace. Madame Derv�lle allowed them to get ahead.
"Save my l�fe," sa�d Jul�en to Madame de Rênal; "only you can do �t,
for you know that the valet hates me desperately. I must confess to
you, madame, that I have a portra�t. I have h�dden �t �n the mattress
of my bed."
At these words Madame de Rênal �n her turn became pale.
"Only you, Madame, are able at th�s moment to go �nto my room, feel
about w�thout the�r not�c�ng �n the corner of the mattress; �t �s nearest
the w�ndow. You w�ll f�nd a small, round box of black cardboard, very
glossy."



"Does �t conta�n a portra�t?" sa�d Madame de Rênal, scarcely able to
hold herself upr�ght.
Jul�en not�ced her a�r of d�scouragement, and at once proceeded to
explo�t �t.
"I have a second favour to ask you, madame. I entreat you not to
look at that portra�t; �t �s my secret."



"It �s a secret," repeated Madame de Rênal �n a fa�nt vo�ce.
But though she had been brought up among people who are proud
of the�r fortune and apprec�at�ve of noth�ng except money, love had
already �nst�lled generos�ty �nto her soul. Truly wounded as she was,
�t was w�th an a�r of the most s�mple devot�on that Madame de Rênal
asked Jul�en the quest�ons necessary to enable her to fulf�l her
comm�ss�on.
"So" she sa�d to h�m as she went away, "�t �s a l�ttle round box of
black cardboard, very glossy."
"Yes, Madame," answered Jul�en, w�th that hardness wh�ch danger
g�ves to men.
She ascended the second storey of the château as pale as though
she had been go�ng to her death. Her m�sery was completed by the
sensat�on that she was on the verge of fall�ng �ll, but the necess�ty of
do�ng Jul�en a serv�ce restored her strength.
"I must have that box," she sa�d to herself, as she doubled her pace.
She heard her husband speak�ng to the valet �n Jul�en's very room.
Happ�ly, they passed �nto the ch�ldren's room. She l�fted up the
mattress, and plunged her hand �nto the stuff�ng so v�olently that she
bru�sed her f�ngers. But, though she was very sens�t�ve to sl�ght pa�n
of th�s k�nd, she was not consc�ous of �t now, for she felt almost
s�multaneously the smooth surface of the cardboard box. She se�zed
�t and d�sappeared.
She had scarcely recovered from the fear of be�ng surpr�sed by her
husband than the horror w�th wh�ch th�s box �nsp�red her came w�th�n
an ace of pos�t�vely mak�ng her feel �ll.
"So Jul�en �s �n love, and I hold here the portra�t of the woman whom
he loves!"
Seated on the cha�r �n the ante-chamber of h�s apartment, Madame
de Rênal fell a prey to all the horrors of jealousy. Her extreme
�gnorance, moreover, was useful to her at th�s juncture; her
aston�shment m�t�gated her gr�ef. Jul�en se�zed the box w�thout
thank�ng her or say�ng a s�ngle word, and ran �nto h�s room, where



he l�t a f�re and �mmed�ately burnt �t. He was pale and �n a state of
collapse. He exaggerated the extent of the danger wh�ch he had
undergone.
"F�nd�ng Napoleon's portra�t," he sa�d to h�mself, "�n the possess�on
of a man who professes so great a hate for the usurper! Found, too,
by M. de Rênal, who �s so great an ultra, and �s now �n a state of
�rr�tat�on, and, to complete my �mprudence, l�nes wr�tten �n my own
handwr�t�ng on the wh�te cardboard beh�nd the portra�t, l�nes, too,
wh�ch can leave no doubt on the score of my excess�ve adm�rat�on.
And each of these transports of love �s dated. There was one the day
before yesterday."
"All my reputat�on collapsed and shattered �n a moment," sa�d Jul�en
to h�mself as he watched the box burn, "and my reputat�on �s my only
asset. It �s all I have to l�ve by—and what a l�fe to, by heaven!"
An hour afterwards, th�s fat�gue, together w�th the p�ty wh�ch he felt
for h�mself made h�m �ncl�ned to be more tender. He met Madame de
Rênal and took her hand, wh�ch he k�ssed w�th more s�ncer�ty than
he had ever done before. She blushed w�th happ�ness and almost
s�multaneously rebuffed Jul�en w�th all the anger of jealousy. Jul�en's
pr�de wh�ch had been so recently wounded made h�m act fool�shly at
th�s juncture. He saw �n Madame de Rênal noth�ng but a r�ch woman,
he d�sda�nfully let her hand fall and went away. He went and walked
about med�tat�vely �n the garden. Soon a b�tter sm�le appeared on h�s
l�ps.
"Here I am walk�ng about as serenely as a man who �s master of h�s
own t�me. I am not bother�ng about the ch�ldren! I am expos�ng
myself to M. de Rênal's hum�l�at�ng remarks, and he w�ll be qu�te
r�ght." He ran to the ch�ldren's room. The caresses of the youngest
ch�ld, whom he loved very much, somewhat calmed h�s agony.
"He does not desp�se me yet," thought Jul�en. But he soon
reproached h�mself for th�s allev�at�on of h�s agony as though �t were
a new weakness. The ch�ldren caress me just �n the same way �n
wh�ch they would caress the young hunt�ng-hound wh�ch was bought
yesterday.



CHAPTER X

A GREAT HEART AND A SMALL FORTUNE

But pass�on most d�sembles, yet
betrays,

Even by �ts darkness, as the blackest
sky

Foretells the heav�est tempest.
Don Juan, c.

4, st. 75.

M. De Rênal was go�ng through all the rooms �n the château, and he
came back �nto the ch�ldren's room w�th the servants who were
br�ng�ng back the stuff�ngs of the mattresses. The sudden entry of
th�s man had the effect on Jul�en of the drop of water wh�ch makes
the pot overflow.
Look�ng paler and more s�n�ster than usual, he rushed towards h�m.
M. de Rênal stopped and looked at h�s servants.
"Mons�eur," sa�d Jul�en to h�m, "Do you th�nk your ch�ldren would
have made the progress they have made w�th me w�th any other
tutor? If you answer 'No,'" cont�nued Jul�en so qu�ckly that M. de
Rênal d�d not have t�me to speak, "how dare you reproach me w�th
neglect�ng them?"
M. de Rênal, who had scarcely recovered from h�s fr�ght, concluded
from the strange tone he saw th�s l�ttle peasant assume, that he had
some advantageous offer �n h�s pocket, and that he was go�ng to
leave h�m.
The more he spoke the more Jul�en's anger �ncreased, "I can l�ve
w�thout you, Mons�eur," he added.



"I am really sorry to see you so upset," answered M. de Rênal
shudder�ng a l�ttle. The servants were ten yards off engaged �n
mak�ng the beds.
"That �s not what I mean, Mons�eur," repl�ed Jul�en qu�te bes�de
h�mself. "Th�nk of the �nfamous words that you have addressed to
me, and before women too."
M. de Rênal understood only too well what Jul�en was ask�ng, and a
pa�nful confl�ct tore h�s soul. It happened that Jul�en, who was really
mad w�th rage, cr�ed out,
"I know where to go, Mons�eur, when I leave your house."
At these words M. de Rênal saw Jul�en �nstalled w�th M. Valenod.
"Well, s�r," he sa�d at last w�th a s�gh, just as though he had called �n
a surgeon to perform the most pa�nful operat�on, "I accede to your
request. I w�ll g�ve you f�fty francs a month. Start�ng from the day
after to-morrow wh�ch �s the f�rst of the month."
Jul�en wanted to laugh, and stood there dumbfounded. All h�s anger
had van�shed.
"I do not desp�se the brute enough," he sa�d to h�mself. "I have no
doubt that that �s the greatest apology that so base a soul can
make."
The ch�ldren who had l�stened to th�s scene w�th gap�ng mouths, ran
�nto the garden to tell the�r mother that M. Jul�en was very angry, but
that he was go�ng to have f�fty francs a month.
Jul�en followed them as a matter of hab�t w�thout even look�ng at M.
de Rênal whom he left �n a cons�derable state of �rr�tat�on.
"That makes one hundred and s�xty-e�ght francs," sa�d the mayor to
h�mself, "that M. Valenod has cost me. I must absolutely speak a few
strong words to h�m about h�s contract to prov�de for the foundl�ngs."
A m�nute afterwards Jul�en found h�mself oppos�te M. de Rênal.
"I want to speak to M. Chélan on a matter of consc�ence. I have the
honour to �nform you that I shall be absent some hours."



"Why, my dear Jul�en," sa�d M. de Rênal sm�l�ng w�th the falsest
express�on poss�ble, "take the whole day, and to-morrow too �f you
l�ke, my good fr�end. Take the gardener's horse to go to Verr�ères."
"He �s on the very po�nt," sa�d M. de Rênal to h�mself, "of g�v�ng an
answer to Valenod. He has prom�sed me noth�ng, but I must let th�s
hot-headed young man have t�me to cool down."
Jul�en qu�ckly went away, and went up �nto the great forest, through
wh�ch one can manage to get from Vergy to Verr�ères. He d�d not
w�sh to arr�ve at M. Chélan's at once. Far from w�sh�ng to cramp
h�mself �n a new pose of hypocr�sy he needed to see clear �n h�s own
soul, and to g�ve aud�ence to the crowd of sent�ments wh�ch were
ag�tat�ng h�m.
"I have won a battle," he sa�d to h�mself, as soon as he saw that he
was well �n the forest, and far from all human gaze. "So I have won a
battle."
Th�s express�on shed a rosy l�ght on h�s s�tuat�on, and restored h�m
to some seren�ty.
"Here I am w�th a salary of f�fty francs a month, M. de Rênal must be
prec�ous afra�d, but what of?"
Th�s med�tat�on about what could have put fear �nto the heart of that
happy, powerful man aga�nst whom he had been bo�l�ng w�th rage
only an hour back, completed the restorat�on to seren�ty of Jul�en's
soul. He was almost able to enjoy for a moment the del�ghtful beauty
of the woods am�dst wh�ch he was walk�ng. Enormous blocks of bare
rocks had fallen down long ago �n the m�ddle of the forest by the
mounta�n s�de. Great cedars towered almost as h�gh as these rocks
whose shade caused a del�c�ous freshness w�th�n three yards of
places where the heat of the sun's rays would have made �t
�mposs�ble to rest.
Jul�en took breath for a moment �n the shade of these great rocks,
and then he began aga�n to cl�mb. Travers�ng a narrow path that was
scarcely marked, and was only used by the goat herds, he soon
found h�mself stand�ng upon an �mmense rock w�th the complete
certa�nty of be�ng far away from all mank�nd. Th�s phys�cal pos�t�on



made h�m sm�le. It symbol�sed to h�m the pos�t�on he was burn�ng to
atta�n �n the moral sphere. The pure a�r of these lovely mounta�ns
f�lled h�s soul w�th seren�ty and even w�th joy. The mayor of Verr�ères
st�ll cont�nued to typ�fy �n h�s eyes all the wealth and all the
arrogance of the earth; but Jul�en felt that the hatred that had just
thr�lled h�m had noth�ng personal about �t �n sp�te of all the v�olence
wh�ch he had man�fested. If he had left off see�ng M. de Rênal he
would �n e�ght days have forgotten h�m, h�s castle, h�s dogs, h�s
ch�ldren and all h�s fam�ly. "I forced h�m, I don't know how, to make
the greatest sacr�f�ce. What? more than f�fty crowns a year, and only
a m�nute before I managed to extr�cate myself from the greatest
danger; so there are two v�ctor�es �n one day. The second one �s
devo�d of mer�t, I must f�nd out the why and the wherefore. But these
labor�ous researches are for to-morrow."
Stand�ng up on h�s great rock, Jul�en looked at the sky wh�ch was all
af�re w�th an August sun. The grasshoppers sang �n the f�eld about
the rock; when they held the�r peace there was un�versal s�lence
around h�m. He saw twenty leagues of country at h�s feet. He not�ced
from t�me to t�me some hawk, wh�ch launch�ng off from the great
rocks over h�s head was descr�b�ng �n s�lence �ts �mmense c�rcles.
Jul�en's eye followed the b�rd of prey mechan�cally. Its tranqu�l
powerful movements struck h�m. He env�ed that strength, that
�solat�on.
"Would Napoleon's dest�ny be one day h�s?"

CHAPTER XI

AN EVENING

Yet Jul�a's very coldness st�ll was k�nd,
And tremulously gently her small hand
W�thdrew �tself from h�s, but left beh�nd



A l�ttle pressure, thr�ll�ng, and so bland,
And sl�ght, so very sl�ght that to the m�nd,
'Twas but a doubt.

Don Juan, c. I. st,
71.

It was necessary, however, to put �n an appearance at Verr�ères. As
Jul�en left the curé house he was fortunate enough to meet M.
Valenod, whom he hastened to tell of the �ncrease �n h�s salary.
On return�ng to Vergy, Jul�en wa�ted t�ll n�ght had fallen before go�ng
down �nto the garden. H�s soul was fat�gued by the great number of
v�olent emot�ons wh�ch had ag�tated h�m dur�ng the day. "What shall I
say to them?" he reflected anx�ously, as he thought about the lad�es.
He was far from real�s�ng that h�s soul was just �n a mood to d�scuss
those tr�v�al c�rcumstances wh�ch usually monopol�se all fem�n�ne
�nterests. Jul�en was often un�ntell�g�ble to Madame Derv�lle, and
even to her fr�end, and he �n h�s turn only half understood all that
they sa�d to h�m. Such was the effect of the force and, �f I may
venture to use such language, the greatness of the transports of
pass�on wh�ch overwhelmed the soul of th�s amb�t�ous youth. In th�s
s�ngular be�ng �t was storm nearly every day.
As he entered the garden th�s even�ng, Jul�en was �ncl�ned to take an
�nterest �n what the pretty cous�ns were th�nk�ng. They were wa�t�ng
for h�m �mpat�ently. He took h�s accustomed seat next to Madame de
Rênal. The darkness soon became profound. He attempted to take
hold of a wh�te hand wh�ch he had seen some t�me near h�m, as �t
leant on the back of a cha�r. Some hes�tat�on was shewn, but
eventually the hand was w�thdrawn �n a manner wh�ch �nd�cated
d�spleasure. Jul�en was �ncl�ned to g�ve up the attempt as a bad job,
and to cont�nue h�s conversat�on qu�te ga�ly, when he heard M. de
Rênal approach�ng.
The coarse words he had uttered �n the morn�ng were st�ll r�ng�ng �n
Jul�en's ears. "Would not tak�ng possess�on of h�s w�fe's hand �n h�s
very presence," he sa�d to h�mself, "be a good way of scor�ng off that



creature who has all that l�fe can g�ve h�m. Yes! I w�ll do �t. I, the very
man for whom he has ev�denced so great a contempt."
From that moment the tranqu�ll�ty wh�ch was so al�en to Jul�en's real
character qu�ckly d�sappeared. He was obsessed by an anx�ous
des�re that Madame de Rênal should abandon her hand to h�m.
M. de Rênal was talk�ng pol�t�cs w�th vehemence; two or three
commerc�al men �n Verr�ères had been grow�ng d�st�nctly r�cher than
he was, and were go�ng to annoy h�m over the elect�ons. Madame
Derv�lle was l�sten�ng to h�m. Irr�tated by these t�rades, Jul�en brought
h�s cha�r nearer Madame de Rênal. All h�s movements were
concealed by the darkness. He dared to put h�s hand very near to
the pretty arm wh�ch was left uncovered by the dress. He was
troubled and had lost control of h�s m�nd. He brought h�s face near to
that pretty arm and dared to put h�s l�ps on �t.
Madame de Rênal shuddered. Her husband was four paces away.
She hastened to g�ve her hand to Jul�en, and at the same t�me to
push h�m back a l�ttle. As M. de Rênal was cont�nu�ng h�s �nsults
aga�nst those ne'er-do-wells and Jacob�ns who were grow�ng so r�ch,
Jul�en covered the hand wh�ch had been abandoned to h�m w�th
k�sses, wh�ch were e�ther really pass�onate or at any rate seemed so
to Madame de Rênal. But the poor woman had already had the
proofs on that same fatal day that the man whom she adored,
w�thout own�ng �t to herself, loved another! Dur�ng the whole t�me
Jul�en had been absent she had been the prey to an extreme
unhapp�ness wh�ch had made her reflect.
"What," she sa�d to herself, "Am I go�ng to love, am I go�ng to be �n
love? Am I, a marr�ed woman, go�ng to fall �n love? But," she sa�d to
herself, "I have never felt for my husband th�s dark madness, wh�ch
never perm�ts of my keep�ng Jul�en out of my thoughts. After all, he
�s only a ch�ld who �s full of respect for me. Th�s madness w�ll be
fleet�ng. In what way do the sent�ments wh�ch I may have for th�s
young man concern my husband? M. de Rênal would be bored by
the conversat�ons wh�ch I have w�th Jul�en on �mag�nat�ve subjects.
As for h�m, he s�mply th�nks of h�s bus�ness. I am not tak�ng anyth�ng
away from h�m to g�ve to Jul�en."



No hypocr�sy had sull�ed the pur�ty of that naïve soul, now swept
away by a pass�on such as �t had never felt before. She dece�ved
herself, but w�thout know�ng �t. But none the less, a certa�n �nst�nct of
v�rtue was alarmed. Such were the combats wh�ch were ag�tat�ng her
when Jul�en appeared �n the garden. She heard h�m speak and
almost at the same moment she saw h�m s�t down by her s�de. Her
soul was as �t were transported by th�s charm�ng happ�ness wh�ch
had for the last fortn�ght surpr�sed her even more than �t had allured.
Everyth�ng was novel for her. None the less, she sa�d to herself after
some moments, "the mere presence of Jul�en �s qu�te enough to blot
out all h�s wrongs." She was fr�ghtened; �t was then that she took
away her hand.
H�s pass�onate k�sses, the l�ke of wh�ch she had never rece�ved
before, made her forget that perhaps he loved another woman. Soon
he was no longer gu�lty �n her eyes. The cessat�on of that po�gnant
pa�n wh�ch susp�c�on had engendered and the presence of a
happ�ness that she had never even dreamt of, gave her ecstas�es of
love and of mad ga�ety. The even�ng was charm�ng for everyone,
except the mayor of Verr�ères, who was unable to forget h�s parvenu
manufacturers. Jul�en left off th�nk�ng about h�s black amb�t�on, or
about those plans of h�s wh�ch were so d�ff�cult to accompl�sh. For
the f�rst t�me �n h�s l�fe he was led away by the power of beauty. Lost
�n a sweetly vague rever�e, qu�te al�en to h�s character, and softly
press�ng that hand, wh�ch he thought �deally pretty, he half l�stened
to the rustle of the leaves of the p�ne trees, swept by the l�ght n�ght
breeze, and to the dogs of the m�ll on the Doubs, who barked �n the
d�stance.
But th�s emot�on was one of pleasure and not pass�on. As he entered
h�s room, he only thought of one happ�ness, that of tak�ng up aga�n
h�s favour�te book. When one �s twenty the �dea of the world and the
f�gure to be cut �n �t dom�nate everyth�ng.
He soon, however, la�d down the book. As the result of th�nk�ng of
the v�ctor�es of Napoleon, he had seen a new element �n h�s own
v�ctory. "Yes," he sa�d to h�mself, "I have won a battle. I must explo�t
�t. I must crush the pr�de of that proud gentleman wh�le he �s �n
retreat. That would be real Napoleon. I must ask h�m for three days'



hol�day to go and see my fr�end Fouqué. If he refuses me I w�ll
threaten to g�ve h�m not�ce, but he w�ll y�eld the po�nt."
Madame de Rênal could not sleep a w�nk. It seemed as though, unt�l
th�s moment, she had never l�ved. She was unable to d�stract her
thoughts from the happ�ness of feel�ng Jul�an cover her hand w�th h�s
burn�ng k�sses.
Suddenly the awful word adultery came �nto her m�nd. All the
loathesomeness w�th wh�ch the v�lest debauchery can �nvest sensual
love presented �tself to her �mag�nat�on. These �deas essayed to
pollute the d�v�nely tender �mage wh�ch she was fash�on�ng of Jul�en,
and of the happ�ness of lov�ng h�m. The future began to be pa�nted �n
terr�ble colours. She began to regard herself as contempt�ble.
That moment was awful. Her soul was arr�v�ng �n unknown countr�es.
Dur�ng the even�ng she had tasted a novel happ�ness. Now she
found herself suddenly plunged �n an atroc�ous unhapp�ness. She
had never had any �dea of such suffer�ngs; they troubled her reason.
She thought for a moment of confess�ng to her husband that she
was apprehens�ve of lov�ng Jul�en. It would be an opportun�ty of
speak�ng of h�m. Fortunately her memory threw up a max�m wh�ch
her aunt had once g�ven her on the eve of her marr�age. The max�m
dealt w�th the danger of mak�ng conf�dences to a husband, for a
husband �s after all a master. She wrung her hands �n the excess of
her gr�ef. She was dr�ven th�s way and that by clash�ng and pa�nful
�deas. At one moment she feared that she was not loved. The next
the awful �dea of cr�me tortured her, as much as �f she had to be
exposed �n the p�llory on the follow�ng day �n the publ�c square of
Verr�ères, w�th a placard to expla�n her adultery to the populace.
Madame de Rênal had no exper�ence of l�fe. Even �n the full
possess�on of her facult�es, and when fully exerc�s�ng her reason,
she would never have apprec�ated any d�st�nct�on between be�ng
gu�lty �n the eyes of God, and f�nd�ng herself publ�cly overwhelmed
w�th the crudest marks of un�versal contempt.
When the awful �dea of adultery, and of all the d�sgrace wh�ch �n her
v�ew that cr�me brought �n �ts tra�n, left her some rest, she began to



dream of the sweetness of l�v�ng �nnocently w�th Jul�en as �n the days
that had gone by.
She found herself confronted w�th the horr�ble �dea that Jul�en loved
another woman. She st�ll saw h�s pallor when he had feared to lose
her portra�t, or to comprom�se her by expos�ng �t to v�ew. For the f�rst
t�me she had caught fear on that tranqu�l and noble v�sage. He had
never shewn such emot�on to her or her ch�ldren. Th�s add�t�onal
angu�sh reached the max�mum of unhapp�ness wh�ch the human
soul �s capable of endur�ng. Unconsc�ously, Madame de Rênal
uttered cr�es wh�ch woke up her ma�d. Suddenly she saw the
br�ghtness of a l�ght appear near her bed, and recogn�zed El�sa. "Is �t
you he loves?" she excla�med �n her del�r�um.
Fortunately, the ma�d was so aston�shed by the terr�ble trouble �n
wh�ch she found her m�stress that she pa�d no attent�on to th�s
s�ngular express�on. Madame de Rênal apprec�ated her �mprudence.
"I have the fever," she sa�d to her, "and I th�nk I am a l�ttle del�r�ous."
Completely woken up by the necess�ty of controll�ng herself, she
became less unhappy. Reason rega�ned that supreme control wh�ch
the sem�-somnolent state had taken away. To free herself from her
ma�d's cont�nual stare, she ordered her ma�d to read the paper, and
�t was as she l�stened to the monotonous vo�ce of th�s g�rl, read�ng a
long art�cle from the Quot�d�enne that Madame de Rênal made the
v�rtuous resolut�on to treat Jul�en w�th absolute coldness when she
saw h�m aga�n.

CHAPTER XII

A JOURNEY

Elegant people are to be found �n Par�s. People of character
may ex�st �n the prov�nces.—S�èyes



At f�ve o'clock the follow�ng day, before Madame de Rênal was
v�s�ble, Jul�en obta�ned a three days' hol�day from her husband.
Contrary to h�s expectat�on Jul�en found h�mself des�rous of see�ng
her aga�n. He kept th�nk�ng of that pretty hand of hers. He went down
�nto the garden, but Madame de Rênal kept h�m wa�t�ng for a long
t�me. But �f Jul�en had loved her, he would have seen her forehead
glued to the pane beh�nd the half-closed bl�nds on the f�rst floor. She
was look�ng at h�m. F�nally, �n sp�te of her resolut�ons, she dec�ded to
go �nto the garden. Her hab�tual pallor had been succeeded by more
l�vely hues. Th�s woman, s�mple as she was, was man�festly
ag�tated; a sent�ment of constra�nt, and even of anger, altered that
express�on of profound seren�ty wh�ch seemed, as �t were, to be
above all the vulgar �nterests of l�fe and gave so much charm to that
d�v�ne face.
Jul�en approached her w�th eagerness, adm�r�ng those beaut�ful
arms wh�ch were just v�s�ble through a hast�ly donned shawl. The
freshness of the morn�ng a�r seemed to accentuate st�ll more the
br�ll�ance of her complex�on wh�ch the ag�tat�on of the past n�ght
rendered all the more suscept�ble to all �mpress�ons. Th�s demure
and pathet�c beauty, wh�ch was, at the same t�me, full of thoughts
wh�ch are never found �n the �nfer�or classes, seemed to reveal to
Jul�en a faculty �n h�s own soul wh�ch he had never before real�sed.
Engrossed �n h�s adm�rat�on of the charms on wh�ch h�s greedy gaze
was r�veted, Jul�en took for granted the fr�endly welcome wh�ch he
was expect�ng to rece�ve. He was all the more aston�shed at the �cy
coldness wh�ch she endeavoured to man�fest to h�m, and through
wh�ch he thought he could even d�st�ngu�sh the �ntent�on of putt�ng
h�m �n h�s place.
The sm�le of pleasure d�ed away from h�s l�ps as he remembered h�s
rank �n soc�ety, espec�ally from the po�nt of v�ew of a r�ch and noble
he�ress. In a s�ngle moment h�s face exh�b�ted noth�ng but
haught�ness and anger aga�nst h�mself. He felt v�olently d�sgusted
that he could have put off h�s departure for more than an hour,
s�mply to rece�ve so hum�l�at�ng a welcome.
"It �s only a fool," he sa�d to h�mself, "who �s angry w�th others; a
stone falls because �t �s heavy. Am I go�ng to be a ch�ld all my l�fe?



How on earth �s �t that I manage to contract the charm�ng hab�t of
show�ng my real self to those people s�mply �n return for the�r
money? If I want to w�n the�r respect and that of my own self, I must
shew them that �t �s s�mply a bus�ness transact�on between my
poverty and the�r wealth, but that my heart �s a thousand leagues
away from the�r �nsolence, and �s s�tuated �n too h�gh a sphere to be
affected by the�r petty marks of favour or d�sda�n."
Wh�le these feel�ngs were crowd�ng the soul of the young tutor, h�s
mob�le features assumed an express�on of feroc�ty and �njured pr�de.
Madame de Rênal was extremely troubled. The v�rtuous coldness
that she had meant to put �nto her welcome was succeeded by an
express�on of �nterest—an �nterest an�mated by all the surpr�se
brought about by the sudden change wh�ch she had just seen. The
empty morn�ng plat�tudes about the�r health and the f�neness of the
day suddenly dr�ed up. Jul�en's judgment was d�sturbed by no
pass�on, and he soon found a means of man�fest�ng to Madame de
Rênal how l�ght was the fr�endly relat�onsh�p that he cons�dered
ex�sted between them. He sa�d noth�ng to her about the l�ttle journey
that he was go�ng to make; saluted her, and went away.
As she watched h�m go, she was overwhelmed by the sombre
haught�ness wh�ch she read �n that look wh�ch had been so grac�ous
the prev�ous even�ng. Her eldest son ran up from the bottom of the
garden, and sa�d as he k�ssed her,
"We have a hol�day, M. Jul�en �s go�ng on a journey."
At these words, Madame de Rênal felt se�zed by a deadly coldness.
She was unhappy by reason of her v�rtue, and even more unhappy
by reason of her weakness.
Th�s new event engrossed her �mag�nat�on, and she was transported
far beyond the good resolut�ons wh�ch she owed to the awful n�ght
she had just passed. It was not now a quest�on of res�st�ng that
charm�ng lover, but of los�ng h�m for ever.
It was necessary to appear at breakfast. To complete her angu�sh,
M. de Rênal and Madame Derv�lle talked of noth�ng but Jul�en's



departure. The mayor of Verr�ères had not�ced someth�ng unusual �n
the f�rm tone �n wh�ch he had asked for a hol�day.
"That l�ttle peasant has no doubt got somebody else's offer up h�s
sleeve, but that somebody else, even though �t's M. Valenod, �s
bound to be a l�ttle d�scouraged by the sum of s�x hundred francs,
wh�ch the annual salary now tots up to. He must have asked
yesterday at Verr�ères for a per�od of three days to th�nk �t over, and
our l�ttle gentleman runs off to the mounta�ns th�s morn�ng so as not
to be obl�ged to g�ve me an answer. Th�nk of hav�ng to reckon w�th a
wretched workman who puts on a�rs, but that's what we've come to."
"If my husband, who does not know how deeply he has wounded
Jul�en, th�nks that he w�ll leave us, what can I th�nk myself?" sa�d
Madame de Rênal to herself. "Yes, that �s all dec�ded." In order to be
able at any rate to be free to cry, and to avo�d answer�ng Madame
Derv�lle's quest�ons, she pleaded an awful headache, and went to
bed.
"That's what women are," repeated M. de Rênal, "there �s always
someth�ng out of order �n those compl�cated mach�nes," and he went
off jeer�ng.
Wh�le Madame de Rênal was a prey to all the po�gnancy of the
terr�ble pass�on �n wh�ch chance had �nvolved her, Jul�en went
merr�ly on h�s way, surrounded by the most beaut�ful v�ews that
mounta�n scenery can offer. He had to cross the great cha�n north of
Vergy. The path wh�ch he followed rose gradually among the b�g
beech woods, and ran �nto �nf�n�te sp�rals on the slope of the h�gh
mounta�n wh�ch forms the northern boundary of the Doubs valley.
Soon the traveller's v�ew, as he passed over the lower slopes
bound�ng the course of the Doubs towards the south, extends as far
as the fert�le pla�ns of Burgundy and Beaujola�s. However �nsens�ble
was the soul of th�s amb�t�ous youth to th�s k�nd of beauty, he could
not help stopp�ng from t�me to t�me to look at a spectacle at once so
vast and so �mpress�ve.
F�nally, he reached the summ�t of the great mounta�n, near wh�ch he
had to pass �n order to arr�ve by th�s cross-country route at the
sol�tary valley where l�ved h�s fr�end Fouqué, the young wood



merchant. Jul�en was �n no hurry to see h�m; e�ther h�m, or any other
human be�ng. H�dden l�ke a b�rd of prey am�d the bare rocks wh�ch
crowned the great mounta�n, he could see a long way off anyone
com�ng near h�m. He d�scovered a l�ttle grotto �n the m�ddle of the
almost vert�cal slope of one of the rocks. He found a way to �t, and
was soon ensconced �n th�s retreat. "Here," he sa�d, "w�th eyes
br�ll�ant w�th joy, men cannot hurt me." It occurred to h�m to �ndulge �n
the pleasure of wr�t�ng down those thoughts of h�s wh�ch were so
dangerous to h�m everywhere else. A square stone served h�m for a
desk; h�s pen flew. He saw noth�ng of what was around h�m. He
not�ced at last that the sun was sett�ng beh�nd the d�stant mounta�ns
of Beaujola�s.
"Why shouldn't I pass the n�ght here?" he sa�d to h�mself. "I have
bread, and I am free." He felt a sp�r�tual exultat�on at the sound of
that great word. The necess�ty of play�ng the hypocr�te resulted �n h�s
not be�ng free, even at Fouqué's. Lean�ng h�s head on h�s two
hands, Jul�en stayed �n the grotto, more happy than he had ever
been �n h�s l�fe, thr�lled by h�s dreams, and by the bl�ss of h�s
freedom. W�thout real�s�ng �t, he saw all the rays of the tw�l�ght
become success�vely ext�ngu�shed. Surrounded by th�s �mmense
obscur�ty, h�s soul wandered �nto the contemplat�on of what he
�mag�ned that he would one day meet �n Par�s. F�rst �t was a woman,
much more beaut�ful and possessed of a much more ref�ned
temperament than anyth�ng he could have found �n the prov�nces.
He loved w�th pass�on, and was loved. If he separated from her for
some �nstants, �t was only to cover h�mself w�th glory, and to deserve
to be loved st�ll more.
A young man brought up �n the env�ronment of the sad truths of
Par�s soc�ety, would, on reach�ng th�s po�nt �n h�s romance, even �f
we assume h�m possessed of Jul�en's �mag�nat�on, have been
brought back to h�mself by the cold �rony of the s�tuat�on. Great
deeds would have d�sappeared from out h�s ken together w�th hope
of ach�ev�ng them and have been succeeded by the plat�tude. "If one
leave one's m�stress one runs alas! the r�sk of be�ng dece�ved two or
three t�mes a day." But the young peasant saw noth�ng but the lack
of opportun�ty between h�mself and the most hero�c feats.



But a deep n�ght had succeeded the day, and there were st�ll two
leagues to walk before he could descend to the cab�n �n wh�ch
Fouqué l�ved. Before leav�ng the l�ttle cave, Jul�en made a l�ght and
carefully burnt all that he had wr�tten. He qu�te aston�shed h�s fr�end
when he knocked at h�s door at one o'clock �n the morn�ng. He found
Fouqué engaged �n mak�ng up h�s accounts. He was a young man of
h�gh stature, rather badly made, w�th b�g, hard features, a never-
end�ng nose, and a large fund of good nature concealed beneath th�s
repuls�ve appearance.
"Have you quarelled w�th M. de Rênal then that you turn up
unexpectedly l�ke th�s?" Jul�en told h�m, but �n a su�table way, the
events of the prev�ous day.
"Stay w�th me," sa�d Fouqué to h�m. "I see that you know M. de
Rênal, M. Valenod, the sub-prefect Maugron, the curé Chélan. You
have understood the subtlet�es of the character of those people. So
there you are then, qu�te qual�f�ed to attend auct�ons. You know
ar�thmet�c better than I do; you w�ll keep my accounts; I make a lot �n
my bus�ness. The �mposs�b�l�ty of do�ng everyth�ng myself, and the
fear of tak�ng a rascal for my partner prevents me da�ly from
undertak�ng excellent bus�ness. It's scarcely a month s�nce I put
M�chaud de Sa�nt-Amand, whom I haven't seen for s�x years, and
whom I ran across at the sale at Pontarl�er �n the way of mak�ng s�x
thousand francs. Why shouldn't �t have been you who made those
s�x thousand francs, or at any rate three thousand. For �f I had had
you w�th me that day, I would have ra�sed the b�dd�ng for that lot of
t�mber and everybody else would soon have run away. Be my
partner."
Th�s offer upset Jul�en. It spo�lt the tra�n of h�s mad dreams. Fouqué
showed h�s accounts to Jul�en dur�ng the whole of the supper—
wh�ch the two fr�ends prepared themselves l�ke the Homer�c heroes
(for Fouqué l�ved alone) and proved to h�m all the advantages
offered by h�s t�mber bus�ness. Fouqué had the h�ghest op�n�on of
the g�fts and character of Jul�en.
When, f�nally, the latter was alone �n h�s l�ttle room of p�newood, he
sa�d to h�mself: "It �s true I can make some thousands of francs here



and then take up w�th advantage the profess�on of a sold�er, or of a
pr�est, accord�ng to the fash�on then prevalent �n France. The l�ttle
hoard that I shall have amassed w�ll remove all petty d�ff�cult�es. In
the sol�tude of th�s mounta�n I shall have d�ss�pated to some extent
my awful �gnorance of so many of the th�ngs wh�ch make up the l�fe
of all those men of fash�on. But Fouqué has g�ven up all thoughts of
marr�age, and at the same t�me keeps tell�ng me that sol�tude makes
h�m unhappy. It �s clear that �f he takes a partner who has no cap�tal
to put �nto h�s bus�ness, he does so �n the hopes of gett�ng a
compan�on who w�ll never leave h�m."
"Shall I dece�ve my fr�end," excla�med Jul�en petulantly. Th�s be�ng
who found hypocr�sy and complete callousness h�s ord�nary means
of self-preservat�on could not, on th�s occas�on, endure the �dea of
the sl�ghtest lack of del�cate feel�ng towards a man whom he loved.
But suddenly Jul�en was happy. He had a reason for a refusal. What!
Shall I be coward enough to waste seven or e�ght years. I shall get to
twenty-e�ght �n that way! But at that age Bonaparte had ach�eved h�s
greatest feats. When I shall have made �n obscur�ty a l�ttle money by
frequent�ng t�mber sales, and earn�ng the good graces of some
rascally under-strappers who w�ll guarantee that I shall st�ll have the
sacred f�re w�th wh�ch one makes a name for oneself?
The follow�ng morn�ng, Jul�en w�th cons�derable sangfro�d, sa�d �n
answer to the good Fouqué, who regarded the matter of the
partnersh�p as settled, that h�s vocat�on for the holy m�n�stry of the
altars would not perm�t h�m to accept �t. Fouqué d�d not return to the
subject.
"But just th�nk," he repeated to h�m, "I'll make you my partner, or �f
you prefer �t, I'll g�ve you four thousand francs a year, and you want
to return to that M. de Rênal of yours, who desp�ses you l�ke the mud
on h�s shoes. When you have got two hundred lou�s �n front of you,
what �s to prevent you from enter�ng the sem�nary? I'll go further: I
w�ll undertake to procure for you the best l�v�ng �n the d�str�ct, for,"
added Fouqué, lower�ng h�s vo�ce, I supply f�rewood to M. le ——, M.
le ——, M. ——. I prov�de them w�th f�rst qual�ty oak, but they only
pay me for pla�n wood, but never was money better �nvested.



Noth�ng could conquer Jul�en's vocat�on. Fouqué f�n�shed by th�nk�ng
h�m a l�ttle mad. The th�rd day, �n the early morn�ng, Jul�en left h�s
fr�end, and passed the day amongst the rocks of the great mounta�n.
He found h�s l�ttle cave aga�n, but he had no longer peace of m�nd.
H�s fr�end's offers had robbed h�m of �t. He found h�mself, not
between v�ce and v�rtue, l�ke Hercules, but between med�ocr�ty
coupled w�th an assured prosper�ty, and all the hero�c dreams of h�s
youth. "So I have not got real determ�nat�on after all," he sa�d to
h�mself, and �t was h�s doubt on th�s score wh�ch pa�ned h�m the
most. "I am not of the stuff of wh�ch great men are made, because I
fear that e�ght years spent �n earn�ng a l�vel�hood w�ll depr�ve me of
that subl�me energy wh�ch �nsp�res the accompl�shment of
extraord�nary feats."

CHAPTER XIII

THE OPEN WORK STOCKINGS

A novel: a m�rror wh�ch one takes out on one's walk
along the h�gh road.—Sa�nt-Réal.

When Jul�en perce�ved the p�cturesque ru�ns of the old church at
Vergy, he not�ced that he had not g�ven a s�ngle thought to Madame
de Rênal s�nce the day before yesterday. The other day, when I took
my leave, that woman made me real�se the �nf�n�te d�stance wh�ch
separated us; she treated me l�ke a labourer's son. No doubt she
w�shed to s�gn�fy her repentance for hav�ng allowed me to hold her
hand the even�ng before.
... It �s, however very pretty, �s that hand. What a charm, what a
nob�l�ty �s there �n that woman's express�on!



The poss�b�l�ty of mak�ng a fortune w�th Fouqué gave a certa�n fac�l�ty
to Jul�en's log�c. It was not spo�lt qu�te so frequently by the �rr�tat�on
and the keen consc�ousness of h�s poverty and low estate �n the
eyes of the world. Placed as �t were on a h�gh promontory, he was
able to exerc�se h�s judgment, and had a command�ng v�ew, so to
speak, of both extreme poverty and that competence wh�ch he st�ll
called wealth. He was far from judg�ng h�s pos�t�on really
ph�losoph�cally, but he had enough penetrat�on to feel d�fferent after
th�s l�ttle journey �nto the mounta�n.
He was struck w�th the extreme uneas�ness w�th wh�ch Madame de
Rênal l�stened to the br�ef account wh�ch she had asked for of h�s
journey. Fouqué had had plans of marr�age, and unhappy love
affa�rs, and long conf�dences on th�s subject had formed the staple of
the two fr�ends' conversat�on. Hav�ng found happ�ness too soon,
Fouqué had real�sed that he was not the only one who was loved. All
these accounts had aston�shed Jul�en. He had learnt many new
th�ngs. H�s sol�tary l�fe of �mag�nat�on and susp�c�on had kept h�m
remote from anyth�ng wh�ch could enl�ghten h�m.
Dur�ng h�s absence, l�fe had been noth�ng for Madame de Rênal but
a ser�es of tortures, wh�ch, though d�fferent, were all unbearable. She
was really �ll.
"Now m�nd," sa�d Madame Derv�lle to her when she saw Jul�en
arr�ve, "you don't go �nto the garden th�s even�ng �n your weak state;
the damp a�r w�ll make your compla�nt tw�ce as bad."
Madame Derv�lle was surpr�sed to see that her fr�end, who was
always scolded by M. de Rênal by reason of the excess�ve s�mpl�c�ty
of her dress, had just got some open-work stock�ngs and some
charm�ng l�ttle shoes wh�ch had come from Par�s. For three days
Madame de Rênal's only d�stract�on had been to cut out a summer
dress of a pretty l�ttle mater�al wh�ch was very fash�onable, and get �t
made w�th express speed by El�sa. Th�s dress could scarcely have
been f�n�shed a few moments before Jul�en's arr�val, but Madame de
Rênal put �t on �mmed�ately. Her fr�end had no longer any doubt.
"She loves," unhappy woman, sa�d Madame Derv�lle to herself. She
understood all the strange symptoms of the malady.



She saw her speak to Jul�en. The most v�olent blush was succeeded
by pallor. Anx�ety was dep�cted �n her eyes, wh�ch were r�veted on
those of the young tutor. Madame de Rênal expected every m�nute
that he would g�ve an explanat�on of h�s conduct, and announce that
he was e�ther go�ng to leave the house or stay there. Jul�en carefully
avo�ded that subject, and d�d not even th�nk of �t. After terr�ble
struggles, Madame de Rênal eventually dared to say to h�m �n a
trembl�ng vo�ce that m�rrored all her pass�on:
"Are you go�ng to leave your pup�ls to take another place?"
Jul�en was struck by Madame de Rênal's hes�tat�ng vo�ce and look.
"That woman loves me," he sa�d to h�mself! "But after th�s temporary
moment of weakness, for wh�ch her pr�de �s no doubt reproach�ng
her, and as soon as she has ceased fear�ng that I shall leave, she
w�ll be as haughty as ever." Th�s v�ew of the�r mutual pos�t�on passed
through Jul�en's m�nd as rap�dly as a flash of l�ghtn�ng. He answered
w�th some hes�tat�on,
"I shall be extremely d�stressed to leave ch�ldren who are so n�ce
and so well-born, but perhaps �t w�ll be necessary. One has dut�es to
oneself as well."
As he pronounced the express�on, "well-born" (�t was one of those
ar�stocrat�c phrases wh�ch Jul�en had recently learnt), he became
an�mated by a profound feel�ng of ant�pathy.
"I am not well-born," he sa�d to h�mself, "�n that woman's eyes."
As Madame de Rênal l�stened to h�m, she adm�red h�s gen�us and
h�s beauty, and the h�nted poss�b�l�ty of h�s departure p�erced her
heart. All her fr�ends at Verr�ères who had come to d�ne at Vergy
dur�ng Jul�en's absence had compl�mented her almost jealously on
the aston�sh�ng man whom her husband had had the good fortune to
unearth. It was not that they understood anyth�ng about the progress
of ch�ldren. The feat of know�ng h�s B�ble by heart, and what �s more,
of know�ng �t �n Lat�n, had struck the �nhab�tants of Verr�ères w�th an
adm�rat�on wh�ch w�ll last perhaps a century.
Jul�en, who never spoke to anyone, was �gnorant of all th�s. If
Madame de Rênal had possessed the sl�ghtest presence of m�nd,



she would have compl�mented h�m on the reputat�on wh�ch he had
won, and Jul�en's pr�de, once sat�sf�ed, he would have been sweet
and am�able towards her, espec�ally as he thought her new dress
charm�ng. Madame de Rênal was also pleased w�th her pretty dress,
and w�th what Jul�en had sa�d to her about �t, and wanted to walk
round the garden. But she soon confessed that she was �ncapable of
walk�ng. She had taken the traveller's arm, and the contact of that
arm, far from �ncreas�ng her strength, depr�ved her of �t completely.
It was n�ght. They had scarcely sat down before Jul�en, ava�l�ng
h�mself of h�s old pr�v�lege, dared to br�ng h�s l�ps near h�s pretty
ne�ghbour's arm, and to take her hand. He kept th�nk�ng of the
boldness wh�ch Fouqué had exh�b�ted w�th h�s m�stresses and not of
Madame de Rênal; the word "well-born" was st�ll heavy on h�s heart.
He felt h�s hand pressed, but exper�enced no pleasure. So far from
h�s be�ng proud, or even grateful for the sent�ment that Madame de
Rênal was betray�ng that even�ng by only too ev�dent s�gns, he was
almost �nsens�ble to her beauty, her elegance, and her freshness.
Pur�ty of soul, and the absence of all hateful emot�on, doubtless
prolong the durat�on of youth. It �s the face wh�ch ages f�rst w�th the
major�ty of women.
Jul�en sulked all the even�ng. Up to the present he had only been
angry w�th the soc�al order, but from that t�me that Fouqué had
offered h�m an �gnoble means of obta�n�ng a competency, he was
�rr�tated w�th h�mself. Jul�en was so engrossed �n h�s thoughts, that,
although from t�me to t�me he sa�d a few words to the lad�es, he
eventually let go Madame de Rênal's hand w�thout not�c�ng �t. Th�s
act�on overwhelmed the soul of the poor woman. She saw �n �t her
whole fate.
If she had been certa�n of Jul�en's affect�on, her v�rtue would poss�bly
have found strength to res�st h�m. But trembl�ng lest she should lose
h�m for ever, she was d�stracted by her pass�on to the po�nt of tak�ng
aga�n Jul�en's hand, wh�ch he had left �n h�s absent-m�ndedness
lean�ng on the back of the cha�r. Th�s act�on woke up th�s amb�t�ous
youth; he would have l�ked to have had for w�tnesses all those proud
nobles who had regarded h�m at meals, when he was at the bottom
of the table w�th the ch�ldren, w�th so condescend�ng a sm�le. "That



woman cannot desp�se me; �n that case," he sa�d to h�mself. "I ought
to shew my apprec�at�on of her beauty. I owe �t to myself to be her
lover." That �dea would not have occurred to h�m before the na�ve
conf�dences wh�ch h�s fr�end had made.
The sudden resolut�on wh�ch he had just made formed an agreeable
d�stract�on. He kept say�ng to h�mself, "I must have one of those two
women;" he real�sed that he would have very much preferred to have
pa�d court to Madame Derv�lle. It was not that she was more
agreeable, but that she had always seen h�m as the tutor
d�st�ngu�shed by h�s knowledge, and not as the journeyman
carpenter w�th h�s cloth jacket folded under h�s arm as he had f�rst
appeared to Madame de Rênal.
It was prec�sely as a young workman, blush�ng up to the wh�tes of
h�s eyes, stand�ng by the door of the house and not dar�ng to r�ng,
that he made the most allur�ng appeal to Madame de Rênal's
�mag�nat�on.
As he went on rev�ew�ng h�s pos�t�on, Jul�en saw that the conquest of
Madame Derv�lle, who had probably not�ced the taste wh�ch
Madame de Rênal was man�fest�ng for h�m, was out of the quest�on.
He was thus brought back to the latter lady. "What do I know of the
character of that woman?" sa�d Jul�en to h�mself. "Only th�s: before
my journey, I used to take her hand, and she used to take �t away.
To-day, I take my hand away, and she se�zes and presses �t. A f�ne
opportun�ty to pay her back all the contempt she had had for me.
God knows how many lovers she has had, probably she �s only
dec�d�ng �n my favour by reason of the eas�ness of ass�gnat�ons."
Such, alas, �s the m�sfortune of an excess�ve c�v�l�sat�on. The soul of
a young man of twenty, possessed of any educat�on, �s a thousand
leagues away from that abandon w�thout wh�ch love �s frequently but
the most ted�ous of dut�es.
"I owe �t all the more to myself," went on the petty van�ty of Jul�en, "to
succeed w�th that woman, by reason of the fact that �f I ever make a
fortune, and I am reproached by anyone w�th my men�al pos�t�on as
a tutor, I shall then be able to g�ve out that �t was love wh�ch got me
the post."



Jul�en aga�n took h�s hand away from Madame de Rênal, and then
took her hand aga�n and pressed �t. As they went back to the
draw�ng-room about m�dn�ght, Madame de Rênal sa�d to h�m �n a
wh�sper.
"You are leav�ng us, you are go�ng?"
Jul�en answered w�th a s�gh.
"I absolutely must leave, for I love you pass�onately. It �s wrong ...
how wrong �ndeed for a young pr�est?" Madame de Rênal leant upon
h�s arm, and w�th so much abandon that her cheek felt the warmth of
Jul�en's.
The n�ghts of these two persons were qu�te d�fferent. Madame de
Rênal was exalted by the ecstac�es of the h�ghest moral pleasure. A
coquett�sh young g�rl, who loves early �n l�fe, gets hab�tuated to the
trouble of love, and when she reaches the age of real pass�on, f�nds
the charm of novelty lack�ng. As Madame de Rênal had never read
any novels, all the ref�nements of her happ�ness were new to her. No
mournful truth came to ch�ll her, not even the spectre of the future.
She �mag�ned herself as happy �n ten years' t�me as she was at the
present moment. Even the �dea of v�rtue and of her sworn f�del�ty to
M. de Rênal, wh�ch had ag�tated her some days past, now presented
�tself �n va�n, and was sent about �ts bus�ness l�ke an �mportunate
v�s�tor. "I w�ll never grant anyth�ng to Jul�en," sa�d Madame de Rênal;
"we w�ll l�ve �n the future l�ke we have been l�v�ng for the last month.
He shall be a fr�end."

CHAPTER XIV

THE ENGLISH SCISSORS

A young g�rl of s�xteen had a p�nk complex�on, and
yet used red rouge.—Pol�dor�.



Fouqué's offer had, as a matter of fact, taken away all Jul�en's
happ�ness; he could not make up h�s m�nd to any def�n�te course.
"Alas! perhaps I am lack�ng �n character. I should have been a bad
sold�er of Napoleon. At least," he added, "my l�ttle �ntr�gue w�th the
m�stress of the house w�ll d�stract me a l�ttle."
Happ�ly for h�m, even �n th�s l�ttle subord�nate �nc�dent, h�s �nner
emot�ons qu�te fa�led to correspond w�th h�s fl�ppant words. He was
fr�ghtened of Madame de Rênal because of her pretty dress. In h�s
eyes, that dress was a vanguard of Par�s. H�s pr�de refused to leave
anyth�ng to chance and the �nsp�rat�on of the moment. He made
h�mself a very m�nute plan of campa�gn, moulded on the conf�dences
of Fouqué, and a l�ttle that he had read about love �n the B�ble. As he
was very nervous, though he d�d not adm�t �t to h�mself, he wrote
down th�s plan.
Madame de Rênal was alone w�th h�m for a moment �n the draw�ng-
room on the follow�ng morn�ng.
"Have you no other name except Jul�en," she sa�d.
Our hero was at a loss to answer so natter�ng a quest�on. Th�s
c�rcumstance had not been ant�c�pated �n h�s plan. If he had not been
stup�d enough to have made a plan, Jul�en's qu�ck w�t would have
served h�m well, and the surpr�se would only have �ntens�f�ed the
qu�ckness of h�s percept�on.
He was clumsy, and exaggerated h�s clums�ness, Madame de Rênal
qu�ckly forgave h�m. She attr�buted �t to a charm�ng frankness. And
an a�r of frankness was the very th�ng wh�ch �n her v�ew was just
lack�ng �n th�s man who was acknowledged to have so much gen�us.
"That l�ttle tutor of yours �nsp�res me w�th a great deal of susp�c�on,"
sa�d Madame Derv�lle to her somet�mes. "I th�nk he looks as �f he
were always th�nk�ng, and he never acts w�thout calculat�on. He �s a
sly fox."
Jul�en rema�ned profoundly hum�l�ated by the m�sfortune of not
hav�ng known what answer to make to Madame de Rênal.



"A man l�ke I am ought to make up for th�s check!" and se�z�ng the
moment when they were pass�ng from one room to another, he
thought �t was h�s duty to g�ve Madame de Rênal a k�ss.
Noth�ng could have been less tactful, noth�ng less agreeable, and
noth�ng more �mprudent both for h�m and for her. They were w�th�n
an �nch of be�ng not�ced. Madame de Rênal thought h�m mad. She
was fr�ghtened, and above all, shocked. Th�s stup�d�ty rem�nded her
of M. Valenod.
"What would happen to me," she sa�d to herself, "�f I were alone w�th
h�m?" All her v�rtue returned, because her love was wan�ng.
She so arranged �t that one of her ch�ldren always rema�ned w�th her.
Jul�en found the day very ted�ous, and passed �t ent�rely �n clums�ly
putt�ng �nto operat�on h�s plan of seduct�on. He d�d not look at
Madame de Rênal on a s�ngle occas�on w�thout that look hav�ng a
reason, but nevertheless he was not suff�c�ently stup�d to fa�l to see
that he was not succeed�ng at all �n be�ng am�able, and was
succeed�ng even less �n be�ng fasc�nat�ng.
Madame de Rênal d�d not recover from her aston�shment at f�nd�ng
h�m so awkward and at the same t�me so bold. "It �s the t�m�d�ty of
love �n men of �ntellect," she sa�d to herself w�th an �nexpress�ble joy.
"Could �t be poss�ble that he had never been loved by my r�val?"
After breakfast Madame de Rênal went back to the draw�ng-room to
rece�ve the v�s�t of M. Charcot de Maug�ron, the sub-prefect of Bray.
She was work�ng at a l�ttle frame of fancy-work some d�stance from
the ground. Madame Derv�lle was at her s�de; that was how she was
placed when our hero thought �t su�table to advance h�s boot �n the
full l�ght and press the pretty foot of Madame de Rênal, whose open-
work stock�ngs, and pretty Par�s shoe were ev�dently attract�ng the
looks of the gallant sub-prefect.
Madame de Rênal was very much afra�d, and let fall her sc�ssors,
her ball of wool and her needles, so that Jul�en's movement could be
passed for a clumsy effort, �ntended to prevent the fall of the
sc�ssors, wh�ch presumably he had seen sl�de. Fortunately, these
l�ttle sc�ssors of Engl�sh steel were broken, and Madame de Rênal



d�d not spare her regrets that Jul�en had not succeeded �n gett�ng
nearer to her. "You not�ced them fall�ng before I d�d—you could have
prevented �t, �nstead, all your zealousness only succeed�ng �n g�v�ng
me a very b�g k�ck." All th�s took �n the sub-perfect, but not Madame
Derv�lle. "That pretty boy has very s�lly manners," she thought. The
soc�al code of a prov�nc�al cap�tal never forg�ves th�s k�nd of lapse.
Madame de Rênal found an opportun�ty of say�ng to Jul�en, "Be
prudent, I order you."
Jul�en apprec�ated h�s own clums�ness. He was upset. He
del�berated w�th h�mself for a long t�me, �n order to ascerta�n whether
or not he ought to be angry at the express�on "I order you." He was
s�lly enough to th�nk she m�ght have sa�d "I order you," �f �t were
some quest�on concern�ng the ch�ldren's educat�on, but �n answer�ng
my love she puts me on an equal�ty. It �s �mposs�ble to love w�thout
equal�ty ... and all h�s m�nd ran r�ot �n mak�ng common-places on
equal�ty. He angr�ly repeated to h�mself that verse of Corne�lle wh�ch
Madame Derv�lle had taught h�m some days before.

"L'amour
les égal�tés, et ne les cherche pas."

Jul�en who had never had a m�stress �n h�s whole l�fe, but yet �ns�sted
on play�ng the rôle of a Don Juan, made a shock�ng fool of h�mself all
day. He had only one sens�ble �dea. Bored w�th h�mself and Madame
de Rênal, he v�ewed w�th apprehens�on the advance of the even�ng
when he would have to s�t by her s�de �n the darkness of the garden.
He told M. de Rênal that he was go�ng to Verr�ères to see the curé.
He left after d�nner, and only came back �n the n�ght.
At Verr�ères Jul�en found M. Chélan occup�ed �n mov�ng. He had just
been depr�ved of h�s l�v�ng; the curate Maslon was replac�ng h�m.
Jul�en helped the good curé, and �t occurred to h�m to wr�te to
Fouqué that the �rres�st�ble m�ss�on wh�ch he felt for the holy m�n�stry
had prev�ously prevented h�m from accept�ng h�s k�nd offer, but that
he had just seen an �nstance of �njust�ce, and that perhaps �t would
be safer not to enter �nto Holy Orders.



Jul�en congratulated h�mself on h�s subtlety �n explo�t�ng the
d�sm�ssal of the curé of Verr�ères so as to leave h�mself a loop-hole
for return�ng to commerce �n the event of a gloomy prudence rout�ng
the sp�r�t of hero�sm from h�s m�nd.

CHAPTER XV

THE COCK'S SONG

Amour en lat�n fa�ct amour;
Or done prov�ent d'amour la mart,
Et, par avant, souley qu� moreq,
Deu�l, plours, p�eges, forfa�lz, remord.

BLASON
D'AMOUR.

If Jul�en had possessed a l�ttle of that adro�tness on wh�ch he so
gratu�tously plumed h�mself, he could have congratulated h�mself the
follow�ng day on the effect produced by h�s journey to Verr�ères. H�s
absence had caused h�s clums�ness to be forgotten. But on that day
also he was rather sulky. He had a lud�crous �dea �n the even�ng, and
w�th s�ngular courage he commun�cated �t to Madame de Rênal.
They had scarcely sat down �n the garden before Jul�en brought h�s
mouth near Madame de Rênal's ear w�thout wa�t�ng t�ll �t was
suff�c�ently dark and at the r�sk of comprom�s�ng her terr�bly, sa�d to
her,
"Madame, to-n�ght, at two o'clock, I shall go �nto your room, I must
tell you someth�ng."
Jul�en trembled lest h�s request should be granted. H�s rak�sh pose
we�ghed h�m down so terr�bly that �f he could have followed h�s own
�ncl�nat�on he would have returned to h�s room for several days and



refra�ned from see�ng the lad�es any more. He real�sed that he had
spo�led by h�s clever conduct of last even�ng all the br�ght prospects
of the day that had just passed, and was at h�s w�ts' end what to do.
Madame de Rênal answered the �mpert�nent declarat�on wh�ch
Jul�en had dared to make to her w�th �nd�gnat�on wh�ch was real and
�n no way exaggerated. He thought he could see contempt �n her
curt reply. The express�on "for shame," had certa�nly occurred �n that
wh�spered answer.
Jul�en went to the ch�ldren's room under the pretext of hav�ng
someth�ng to say to them, and on h�s return he placed h�mself bes�de
Madame Derv�lle and very far from Madame de Rênal. He thus
depr�ved h�mself of all poss�b�l�ty of tak�ng her hand. The
conversat�on was ser�ous, and Jul�en acqu�tted h�mself very well,
apart from a few moments of s�lence dur�ng wh�ch he was cudgell�ng
h�s bra�ns.
"Why can't I �nvent some pretty manœuvre," he sa�d to h�mself wh�ch
w�ll force Madame de Rênal to vouchsafe to me those unamb�guous
s�gns of tenderness wh�ch a few days ago made me th�nk that she
was m�ne.
Jul�en was extremely d�sconcerted by the almost desperate pl�ght to
wh�ch he had brought h�s affa�rs. Noth�ng, however, would have
embarrassed h�m more than success.
When they separated at m�dn�ght, h�s pess�m�sm made h�m th�nk that
he enjoyed Madame Derv�lle's contempt, and that probably he stood
no better w�th Madame de Rênal.
Feel�ng �n a very bad temper and very hum�l�ated, Jul�en d�d not
sleep. He was leagues away from the �dea of g�v�ng up all �ntr�gu�ng
and plann�ng, and of l�v�ng from day to day w�th Madame de Rênal,
and of be�ng contented l�ke a ch�ld w�th the happ�ness brought by
every day.
He racked h�s bra�ns �nvent�ng clever manœuvres, wh�ch an �nstant
afterwards he found absurd, and, to put �t shortly, was very unhappy
when two o'clock rang from the castle clock.



The no�se woke h�m up l�ke the cock's crow woke up St. Peter. The
most pa�nful ep�sode was now t�med to beg�n—he had not g�ven a
thought to h�s �mpert�nent propos�t�on, s�nce the moment when he
had made �t and �t had been so badly rece�ved.
"I have told her that I w�ll go to her at two o'clock," he sa�d to h�mself
as he got up, "I may be �nexper�enced and coarse, as the son of a
peasant naturally would be. Madame Derv�lle has g�ven me to
understand as much, but at any rate, I w�ll not be weak."
Jul�en had reason to congratulate h�mself on h�s courage, for he had
never put h�s self-control to so pa�nful a test. As he opened h�s door,
he was trembl�ng to such an extent that h�s knees gave way under
h�m, and he was forced to lean aga�nst the wall.
He was w�thout shoes; he went and l�stened at M. de Rênal's door,
and could hear h�s snor�ng. He was d�sconsolate, he had no longer
any excuse for not go�ng to her room. But, Great Heaven! What was
he to do there? He had no plan, and even �f he had had one, he felt
h�mself so nervous that he would have been �ncapable of carry�ng �t
out.
Eventually, suffer�ng a thousand t�mes more than �f he had been
walk�ng to h�s death, he entered the l�ttle corr�dor that led to Madame
de Rênal's room. He opened the door w�th a trembl�ng hand and
made a fr�ghtful no�se.
There was l�ght; a n�ght l�ght was burn�ng on the mantelp�ece. He
had not expected th�s new m�sfortune. As she saw h�m enter,
Madame de Rênal got qu�ckly out of bed. "Wretch," she cr�ed. There
was a l�ttle confus�on. Jul�en forgot h�s useless plans, and turned to
h�s natural role. To fa�l to please so charm�ng a woman appeared to
h�m the greatest of m�sfortunes. H�s only answer to her reproaches
was to throw h�mself at her feet wh�le he k�ssed her knees. As she
was speak�ng to h�m w�th extreme harshness, he burst �nto tears.
When Jul�en came out of Madame de Rênal's room some hours
afterwards, one could have sa�d, adopt�ng the convent�onal language
of the novel, that there was noth�ng left to be des�red. In fact, he
owed to the love he had �nsp�red, and to the unexpected �mpress�on



wh�ch her allur�ng charms had produced upon h�m, a v�ctory to wh�ch
h�s own clumsy tact�cs would never have led h�m.
But v�ct�m that he was of a d�storted pr�de, he pretended even �n the
sweetest moments to play the role of a man accustomed to the
subjugat�on of women: he made �ncred�ble but del�berate efforts to
spo�l h�s natural charm. Instead of watch�ng the transports wh�ch he
was br�ng�ng �nto ex�stence, and those pangs of remorse wh�ch only
set the�r keenness �nto fuller rel�ef, the �dea of duty was cont�nually
before h�s eyes. He feared a fr�ghtful remorse, and eternal r�d�cule, �f
he departed from the �deal model he proposed to follow. In a word,
the very qual�ty wh�ch made Jul�en �nto a super�or be�ng was
prec�sely that wh�ch prevented h�m from savour�ng the happ�ness
wh�ch was placed w�th�n h�s grasp. It's l�ke the case of a young g�rl of
s�xteen w�th a charm�ng complex�on who �s mad enough to put on
rouge before go�ng to a ball.
Mortally terr�f�ed by the appar�t�on of Jul�en, Madame de Rênal was
soon a prey to the most cruel alarm. The prayers and despa�r of
Jul�en troubled her keenly.
Even when there was noth�ng left for her to refuse h�m she pushed
Jul�en away from her w�th a genu�ne �nd�gnat�on, and stra�ghtway
threw herself �nto h�s arms. There was no plan apparent �n all th�s
conduct. She thought herself eternally damned, and tr�ed to h�de
from herself the s�ght of hell by load�ng Jul�en w�th the w�ldest
caresses. In a word, noth�ng would have been lack�ng �n our hero's
happ�ness, not even an ardent sens�b�l�ty �n the woman whom he
had just captured, �f he had only known how to enjoy �t. Jul�en's
departure d�d not �n any way br�ng to an end those ecstac�es wh�ch
thr�lled her �n sp�te of herself, and those troubles of remorse wh�ch
lacerated her.
"My God! be�ng happy—be�ng loved, �s that all �t comes to?" Th�s
was Jul�en's f�rst thought as he entered h�s room. He was a prey to
the aston�shment and nervous anx�ety of the man who has just
obta�ned what he has long des�red. He has been accustomed to
des�re, and has no longer anyth�ng to des�re, and nevertheless has
no memor�es. L�ke a sold�er com�ng back from parade. Jul�en was



absorbed �n rehears�ng the deta�ls of h�s conduct. "Have I fa�led �n
noth�ng wh�ch I owe to myself? Have I played my part well?"
And what a part! the part of a man accustomed to be br�ll�ant w�th
women.

CHAPTER XVI

THE DAY AFTER

He turned h�s l�ps to hers and w�th h�s hand
Called back the tangles of her wander�ng
ha�r.

Don Juan, c.
I, st. 170.

Happ�ly for Jul�en's fame, Madame de Rênal had been too ag�tated
and too aston�shed to apprec�ate the stup�d�ty of the man who had �n
a s�ngle moment become the whole to world her.
"Oh, my God!" she sa�d to herself, as she pressed h�m to ret�re when
she saw the dawn break, "�f my husband has heard the no�se, I am
lost." Jul�en, who had had the t�me to make up some phrases,
remembered th�s one,
"Would you regret your l�fe?"
"Oh, very much at a moment l�ke th�s, but I should not regret hav�ng
known you."
Jul�en thought �t �ncumbent on h�s d�gn�ty to go back to h�s room �n
broad dayl�ght and w�th del�berate �mprudence.
The cont�nuous attent�on w�th wh�ch he kept on study�ng h�s sl�ghtest
act�ons w�th the absurd �dea of appear�ng a man of exper�ence had



only one advantage. When he saw Madame de Rênal aga�n at
breakfast h�s conduct was a masterp�ece of prudence.
As for her, she could not look at h�m w�thout blush�ng up to the eyes,
and could not l�ve a moment w�thout look�ng at h�m. She real�sed her
own nervousness, and her efforts to h�de �t redoubled. Jul�en only
l�fted h�s eyes towards her once. At f�rst Madame de Rênal adm�red
h�s prudence: soon see�ng that th�s s�ngle look was not repealed, she
became alarmed. "Could �t be that he does not love me?" she sa�d to
herself. "Alas! I am qu�te old for h�m. I am ten years older than he �s."
As she passed from the d�n�ng-room to the garden, she pressed
Jul�en's hand. In the surpr�se caused by so s�ngular a mark of love,
he regarded her w�th pass�on, for he had thought her very pretty over
breakfast, and wh�le keep�ng h�s eyes downcast he had passed h�s
t�me �n th�nk�ng of the deta�ls of her charms. Th�s look consoled
Madame de Rênal. It d�d not take away all her anx�ety, but her
anx�ety tended to take away nearly completely all her remorse
towards her husband.
The husband had not�ced noth�ng at breakfast. It was not so w�th
Madame Derv�lle. She thought she saw Madame de Rênal on the
po�nt of succumb�ng. Dur�ng the whole day her bold and �nc�s�ve
fr�endsh�p regaled her cous�n w�th those �nnuendoes wh�ch were
�ntended to pa�nt �n h�deous colours the dangers she was runn�ng.
Madame de Rênal was burn�ng to f�nd herself alone w�th Jul�en. She
w�shed to ask h�m �f he st�ll loved her. In sp�te of the unalterable
sweetness of her character, she was several t�mes on the po�nt of
not�fy�ng her fr�end how off�c�ous she was.
Madame Derv�lle arranged th�ngs so adro�tly that even�ng �n the
garden, that she found herself placed between Madame de Rênal
and Jul�en. Madame de Rênal, who had thought �n her �mag�nat�on
how del�c�ous �t would be to press Jul�en's hand and carry �t to her
l�ps, was not able to address a s�ngle word to h�m.
Th�s h�tch �ncreased her ag�tat�on. She was devoured by one pang of
remorse. She had so scolded Jul�en for h�s �mprudence �n com�ng to
her room on the preced�ng n�ght, that she trembled lest he should



not come to-n�ght. She left the garden early and went and
ensconced herself �n her room, but not be�ng able to control her
�mpat�ence, she went and glued her ear to Jul�en's door. In sp�te of
the uncerta�nty and pass�on wh�ch devoured her, she d�d not dare to
enter. Th�s act�on seemed to her the greatest poss�ble meanness, for
�t forms the bas�s of a prov�nc�al proverb.
The servants had not yet all gone to bed. Prudence at last compelled
her to return to her room. Two hours of wa�t�ng were two centur�es of
torture.
Jul�en was too fa�thful to what he called h�s duty to fa�l to accompl�sh
stage by stage what he had mapped out for h�mself.
As one o'clock struck, he escaped softly from h�s room, assured
h�mself that the master of the house was soundly asleep, and
appeared �n Madame de Rênal's room. To-n�ght he exper�enced
more happ�ness by the s�de of h�s love, for he thought less
constantly about the part he had to play. He had eyes to see, and
ears to hear. What Madame de Rênal sa�d to h�m about h�s age
contr�buted to g�ve h�m some assurance.
"Alas! I am ten years older than you. How can you love me?" she
repeated vaguely, because the �dea oppressed her.
Jul�en could not real�se her happ�ness, but he saw that �t was
genu�ne and he forgot almost ent�rely h�s own fear of be�ng
r�d�culous.
The fool�sh thought that he was regarded as an �nfer�or, by reason of
h�s obscure b�rth, d�sappeared also. As Jul�en's transports reassured
h�s t�m�d m�stress, she rega�ned a l�ttle of her happ�ness, and of her
power to judge her lover. Happ�ly, he had not, on th�s occas�on, that
art�f�c�al a�r wh�ch had made the ass�gnat�on of the prev�ous n�ght a
tr�umph rather than a pleasure. If she had real�sed h�s concentrat�on
on play�ng a part that melancholy d�scovery would have taken away
all her happ�ness for ever. She could only have seen �n �t the result of
the d�fference �n the�r ages.
Although Madame de Rênal had never thought of the or�es of love,
d�fference �n age �s next to d�fference �n fortune, one of the great



commonplaces of prov�nc�al w�tt�c�sms, whenever love �s the top�c of
conversat�on.
In a few days Jul�en surrendered h�mself w�th all the ardour of h�s
age, and was desperately �n love.
"One must own," he sa�d to h�mself, "that she has an angel�c
k�ndness of soul, and no one �n the world �s prett�er."
He had almost completely g�ven up play�ng a part. In a moment of
abandon, he even confessed to her all h�s nervousness. Th�s
conf�dence ra�sed the pass�on wh�ch he was �nsp�r�ng to �ts zen�th.
"And I have no lucky r�val after all," sa�d Madame de Rênal to herself
w�th del�ght. She ventured to quest�on h�m on the portra�t �n wh�ch he
used to be so �nterested. Jul�en swore to her that �t was that of a
man.
When Madame de Rênal had enough presence of m�nd left to
reflect, she d�d not recover from her aston�shment that so great a
happ�ness could ex�st; and that she had never had anyth�ng of.
"Oh," she sa�d to herself, "�f I had only known Jul�en ten years ago
when I was st�ll cons�dered pretty."
Jul�en was far from hav�ng thoughts l�ke these. H�s love was st�ll ak�n
to amb�t�on. It was the joy of possess�ng, poor, unfortunate and
desp�sed as he was, so beaut�ful a woman. H�s acts of devot�on, and
h�s ecstac�es at the s�ght of h�s m�stress's charms f�n�shed by
reassur�ng her a l�ttle w�th regard to the d�fference of age. If she had
possessed a l�ttle of that knowledge of l�fe wh�ch the woman of th�rty
has enjoyed �n the more c�v�l�sed of countr�es for qu�te a long t�me,
she would have trembled for the durat�on of a love, wh�ch only
seemed to thr�ve on novelty and the �ntox�cat�on of a young man's
van�ty. In those moments when he forgot h�s amb�t�on, Jul�en
adm�red ecstat�cally even the hats and even the dresses of Madame
de Rênal. He could not sate h�mself w�th the pleasure of smell�ng
the�r perfume. He would open her m�rrored cupboard, and rema�n
hours on end adm�r�ng the beauty and the order of everyth�ng that he
found there. H�s love leaned on h�m and looked at h�m. He was



look�ng at those jewels and those dresses wh�ch had had been her
wedd�ng presents.
"I m�ght have marr�ed a man l�ke that," thought Madame de Rênal
somet�mes. "What a f�ery soul! What a del�ghtful l�fe one would have
w�th h�m?"
As for Jul�en, he had never been so near to those terr�ble
�nstruments of fem�n�ne art�llery. "It �s �mposs�ble," he sa�d to h�mself
"for there to be anyth�ng more beaut�ful �n Par�s." He could f�nd no
flaw �n h�s happ�ness. The s�ncere adm�rat�on and ecstac�es of h�s
m�stress would frequently make h�m forget that s�lly pose wh�ch had
rendered h�m so st�ff and almost r�d�culous dur�ng the f�rst moments
of the �ntr�gue. There were moments where, �n sp�te of h�s hab�tual
hypocr�sy, he found an extreme del�ght �n confess�ng to th�s great
lady who adm�red h�m, h�s �gnorance of a crowd of l�ttle usages. H�s
m�stress's rank seemed to l�ft h�m above h�mself. Madame de Rênal,
on her s�de, would f�nd the sweetest thr�ll of �ntellectual
voluptuousness �n thus �nstruct�ng �n a number of l�ttle th�ngs th�s
young man who was so full of gen�us, and who was looked upon by
everyone as dest�ned one day to go so far. Even the sub-prefect and
M. Valenod could not help adm�r�ng h�m. She thought �t made them
less fool�sh. As for Madame Derv�lle, she was very far from be�ng �n
a pos�t�on to express the same sent�ments. Rendered desperate by
what she thought she d�v�ned, and see�ng that her good adv�ce was
becom�ng offens�ve to a woman who had l�terally lost her head, she
left Vergy w�thout g�v�ng the explanat�on, wh�ch her fr�end carefully
refra�ned from ask�ng. Madame de Rênal shed a few tears for her,
and soon found her happ�ness greater than ever. As a result of her
departure, she found herself alone w�th her lover nearly the whole
day.
Jul�en abandoned h�mself all the more to the del�ghtful soc�ety of h�s
sweetheart, s�nce, whenever he was alone, Fouqué's fatal
propos�t�on st�ll cont�nued to ag�tate h�m. Dur�ng the f�rst days of h�s
novel l�fe there were moments when the man who had never loved,
who had never been loved by anyone, would f�nd so del�c�ous a
pleasure �n be�ng s�ncere, that he was on the po�nt of confess�ng to
Madame de Rênal that amb�t�on wh�ch up to then had been the very



essence of h�s ex�stence. He would have l�ked to have been able to
consult her on the strange temptat�on wh�ch Fouqué's offer held out
to h�m, but a l�ttle ep�sode rendered any frankness �mposs�ble.

CHAPTER XVII



THE FIRST DEPUTY

Oh, how th�s spr�ng of love resembleth
The uncerta�n glory of an Apr�l day,
Wh�ch now shows all the beauty of the

sun,
And by and by a cloud takes all away.

Two Gentlemen of
Verona.

One even�ng when the sun was sett�ng, and he was s�tt�ng near h�s
love, at the bottom of the orchard, far from all �ntruders, he med�tated
deeply. "W�ll such sweet moments" he sa�d to h�mself "last for ever?"
H�s soul was engrossed �n the d�ff�culty of dec�d�ng on a call�ng. He
lamented that great attack of unhapp�ness wh�ch comes at the end of
ch�ldhood and spo�ls the f�rst years of youth �n those who are not
r�ch.
"Ah!" he excla�med, "was not Napoleon the heaven-sent sav�our for
young Frenchmen? Who �s to replace h�m? What w�ll those
unfortunate youths do w�thout h�m, who, even though they are r�cher
than I am, have only just the few crowns necessary to procure an
educat�on for themselves, but have not at the age of twenty enough
money to buy a man and advance themselves �n the�r career."
"Whatever one does," he added, w�th a deep s�gh, "th�s fatal memory
w�ll always prevent our be�ng happy."
He suddenly saw Madame de Rênal frown. She assumed a cold and
d�sda�nful a�r. She thought h�s way of look�ng at th�ngs typ�cal of a
servant. Brought up as she was w�th the �dea that she was very r�ch,
she took �t for granted that Jul�en was so also. She loved h�m a
thousand t�mes more than l�fe and set no store by money.
Jul�en was far from guess�ng these �deas, but that frown brought h�m
back to earth. He had suff�c�ent presence of m�nd to man�pulate h�s



phrases, and to g�ve the noble lady who was s�tt�ng so near h�m on
the grass seat to understand that the words he had just repeated
had been heard by h�m dur�ng h�s journey to h�s fr�end the wood
merchant. It was the log�c of �nf�dels.
"Well, have noth�ng to do w�th those people," sa�d Madame de
Rênal, st�ll keep�ng a l�ttle of that �cy a�r wh�ch had suddenly
succeeded an express�on of the warmest tenderness.
Th�s frown, or rather h�s remorse for h�s own �mprudence, was the
f�rst check to the �llus�on wh�ch was transport�ng Jul�en. He sa�d to
h�mself, "She �s good and sweet, she has a great fancy for me, but
she has been brought up �n the enemy's camp. They must be
part�cularly afra�d of that class of men of sp�r�t who, after a good
educat�on, have not enough money to take up a career. What would
become of those nobles �f we had an opportun�ty of f�ght�ng them
w�th equal arms. Suppose me, for example, mayor of Verr�ères, and
as well mean�ng and honest as M. de Rênal �s at bottom. What short
shr�ft I should make of the v�ca�re, M. Valenod and all the�r jobber�es!
How just�ce would tr�umph �n Verr�ères. It �s not the�r talents wh�ch
would stop me. They are always fumbl�ng about."
That day Jul�en's happ�ness almost became permanent. Our hero
lacked the power of dar�ng to be s�ncere. He ought to have had the
courage to have g�ven battle, and on the spot; Madame de Rênal
had been aston�shed by Jul�en's phrase, because the men �n her
c�rcle kept on repeat�ng that the return of Robesp�erre was
essent�ally poss�ble by reason of those over-educated young
persons of the lower classes. Madame de Rênal's coldness lasted a
long�sh t�me, and struck Jul�en as marked. The reason was that the
fear that she had sa�d someth�ng �n some way or other d�sagreeable
to h�m, succeeded her annoyance for h�s own breach of taste. Th�s
unhapp�ness was v�v�dly reflected �n those features wh�ch looked so
pure and so naïve when she was happy and away from �ntruders.
Jul�en no longer dared to surrender h�mself to h�s dreams. Grow�ng
calmer and less �nfatuated, he cons�dered that �t was �mprudent to go
and see Madame de Rênal �n her room. It was better for her to come



to h�m. If a servant not�ced her go�ng about the house, a dozen
d�fferent excuses could expla�n �t.
But th�s arrangement had also �ts �nconven�ences. Jul�en had
rece�ved from Fouqué some books, wh�ch he, as a theology student
would never have dared to ask for �n a bookshop. He only dared to
open them at n�ght. He would often have found �t much more
conven�ent not to be �nterrupted by a v�s�t, the very wa�t�ng for wh�ch
had even on the even�ng before the l�ttle scene �n the orchard
completely destroyed h�s mood for read�ng.
He had Madame de Rênal to thank for understand�ng books �n qu�te
a new way. He had dared to quest�on her on a number of l�ttle th�ngs,
the �gnorance of wh�ch cuts qu�te short the �ntellectual progress of
any young man born out of soc�ety, however much natural gen�us
one may choose to ascr�be to h�m.
Th�s educat�on g�ven through sheer love by a woman who was
extremely �gnorant, was a p�ece of luck. Jul�en managed to get a
clear �ns�ght �nto soc�ety such as �t �s to-day. H�s m�nd was not
bew�ldered by the narrat�on of what �t had been once, two thousand
years ago, or even s�xty years ago, �n the t�me of Volta�re and Lou�s
XV. The scales fell from h�s eyes to h�s �nexpress�ble joy, and he
understood at last what was go�ng on �n Verr�ères.
In the f�rst place there were the very compl�cated �ntr�gues wh�ch had
been woven for the last two years around the prefect of Besançon.
They were backed up by letters from Par�s, wr�tten by the cream of
the ar�stocracy. The scheme was to make M. de Mo�rod (he was the
most devout man �n the d�str�ct) the f�rst and not the second deputy
of the mayor of Verr�ères.
He had for a compet�tor a very r�ch manufacturer whom �t was
essent�al to push back �nto the place of second deputy.
Jul�en understood at last the �nnuendoes wh�ch he had surpr�sed,
when the h�gh soc�ety of the local�ty used to come and d�ne at M. de
Rênal's. Th�s pr�v�leged soc�ety was deeply concerned w�th the
cho�ce of a f�rst deputy, wh�le the rest of the town, and above all, the
L�berals, d�d not even suspect �ts poss�b�l�ty. The factor wh�ch made



the matter �mportant was that, as everybody knows, the east s�de of
the ma�n street of Verr�ères has to be put more than n�ne feet back
s�nce that street has become a royal route.
Now �f M. de Mo�rod, who had three houses l�able to have the�r
frontage put back, succeeded �n becom�ng f�rst deputy and
consequently mayor �n the event of M. de Rênal be�ng elected to the
chamber, he would shut h�s eyes, and �t would be poss�ble to make
l�ttle �mpercept�ble repa�rs �n the houses project�ng on to the publ�c
road, as the result of wh�ch they would last a hundred years. In sp�te
of the great p�ety and proved �ntegr�ty of M. de Mo�rod, everyone was
certa�n that he would prove amenable, because he had a great many
ch�ldren. Among the houses l�able to have the�r frontage put back
n�ne belonged to the cream of Verr�ères soc�ety.
In Jul�en's eyes th�s �ntr�gue was much more �mportant than the
h�story of the battle of Fontenoy, whose name he now came across
for the f�rst t�me �n one of the books wh�ch Fouqué had sent h�m.
There had been many th�ngs wh�ch had aston�shed Jul�en s�nce the
t�me f�ve years ago when he had started go�ng to the curé's �n the
even�ng. But d�scret�on and hum�l�ty of sp�r�t be�ng the pr�mary
qual�t�es of a theolog�cal student, �t had always been �mposs�ble for
h�m to put quest�ons.
One day Madame de Rênal was g�v�ng an order to her husband's
valet who was Jul�en's enemy.
"But, Madame, to-day �s the last Fr�day �n the month," the man
answered �n a rather strange manner.
"Go," sa�d Madame de Rênal.
"Well," sa�d Jul�en, "I suppose he's go�ng to go to that corn shop
wh�ch was once a church, and has recently been restored to rel�g�on,
but what �s he go�ng to do there? That's one of the myster�es wh�ch I
have never been able to fathom."
"It's a very l�terary �nst�tut�on, but a very cur�ous one," answered
Madame de Rênal. "Women are not adm�tted to �t. All I know �s, that
everybody uses the second person s�ngular. Th�s servant, for
�nstance, w�ll go and meet M. Valenod there, and the haughty pr�g



w�ll not be a b�t offended at hear�ng h�mself addressed by Sa�nt-Jean
�n that fam�l�ar way, and w�ll answer h�m �n the same way. If you are
keen on know�ng what takes place, I w�ll ask M. de Maug�ron and M.
Valenod for deta�ls. We pay twenty francs for each servant, to
prevent the�r cutt�ng our throats one f�ne day."
T�me flew. The memory of h�s m�stress's charms d�stracted Jul�en
from h�s black amb�t�on. The necess�ty of refra�n�ng from ment�on�ng
gloomy or �ntellectual top�cs s�nce they both belonged to oppos�ng
part�es, added, w�thout h�s suspect�ng �t, to the happ�ness wh�ch he
owed her, and to the dom�n�on wh�ch she acqu�red over h�m.
On the occas�ons when the presence of the precoc�ous ch�ldren
reduced them to speak�ng the language of cold reason, Jul�en
look�ng at her w�th eyes sparkl�ng w�th love, would l�sten w�th
complete doc�l�ty to her explanat�ons of the world as �t �s. Frequently,
�n the m�ddle of an account of some cunn�ng p�ece of jobbery, w�th
reference to a road or a contract, Madame de Rênal's m�nd would
suddenly wander to the very po�nt of del�r�um. Jul�en found �t
necessary to scold her. She �ndulged when w�th h�m �n the same
�nt�mate gestures wh�ch she used w�th her own ch�ldren. The fact
was that there were days when she dece�ved herself that she loved
h�m l�ke her own ch�ld. Had she not repeatedly to answer h�s naïve
quest�ons about a thousand s�mple th�ngs that a well-born ch�ld of
f�fteen knows qu�te well? An �nstant afterwards she would adm�re h�m
l�ke her master. H�s gen�us would even go so far as to fr�ghten her.
She thought she should see more clearly every day the future great
man �n th�s young abbé. She saw h�m Pope; she saw h�m f�rst
m�n�ster l�ke R�chel�eu. "Shall I l�ve long enough to see you �n your
glory?" she sa�d to Jul�en. "There �s room for a great man; church
and state have need of one."

CHAPTER XVIII

A KING AT VERRIÈRES



Do you not deserve to be thrown as�de l�ke
a plebe�an

corpse wh�ch has no soul and whose blood
flows no

longer �n �ts ve�ns.
Sermon of the B�shop at

the Chapel of Sa�nt Clement.

On the 3rd of September at ten o'clock �n the even�ng, a gendarme
woke up the whole of Verr�ères by gallop�ng up the ma�n street. He
brought the news that H�s Majesty the K�ng of —— would arr�ve the
follow�ng Sunday, and �t was already Tuesday. The prefect
author�sed, that �s to say, demanded the form�ng of a guard of
honour. They were to exh�b�t all poss�ble pomp. An express
messenger was sent to Vergy. M. de Rênal arr�ved dur�ng the n�ght
and found the town �n a commot�on. Each �nd�v�dual had h�s own
pretens�ons; those who were less busy h�red balcon�es to see the
K�ng.
Who was to command the Guard of Honour? M. de Rênal at once
real�sed how essent�al �t was �n the �nterests of the houses l�able to
have the�r frontage put back that M. de Mo�rod should have the
command. That m�ght ent�tle h�m to the post of f�rst deputy-mayor.
There was noth�ng to say aga�nst the devoutness of M. de Mo�rod. It
brooked no compar�son, but he had never sat on a horse. He was a
man of th�rty-s�x, t�m�d �n every way, and equally fr�ghtened of fall�ng
and of look�ng r�d�culous. The mayor had summoned h�m as early as
f�ve o'clock �n the morn�ng.
"You see, mons�eur, I ask your adv�ce, as though you already occupy
that post to wh�ch all the people on the r�ght s�de want to carry you.
In th�s unhappy town, manufacturers are prosper�ng, the L�beral
party �s becom�ng possessed of m�ll�ons, �t asp�res to power; �t w�ll
manage to explo�t everyth�ng to �ts own ends. Let us consult the
�nterests of the k�ng, the �nterest of the monarchy, and above all, the



�nterest of our holy rel�g�on. Who do you th�nk, mons�eur, could be
entrusted w�th the command of the guard of honour?"
In sp�te of the terr�ble fear w�th wh�ch horses �nsp�red h�m, M. de
Mo�rod f�n�shed by accept�ng th�s honour l�ke a martyr. "I shall know
how to take the r�ght tone," he sa�d to the mayor. There was scarcely
t�me enough to get ready the un�forms wh�ch had served seven
years ago on the occas�on of the passage of a pr�nce of the blood.
At seven o'clock, Madame de Rênal arr�ved at Vergy w�th Jul�en and
the ch�ldren. She found her draw�ng room f�lled w�th L�beral lad�es
who preached the un�on of all part�es and had come to beg her to
urge her husband to grant a place to the�rs �n the guard of honour.
One of them actually asserted that �f her husband was not chosen he
would go bankrupt out of chagr�n. Madame de Rênal qu�ckly got r�d
of all these people. She seemed very engrossed.
Jul�en was aston�shed, and what was more, angry that she should
make a mystery of what was d�sturb�ng her, "I had ant�c�pated �t," he
sa�d b�tterly to h�mself. "Her love �s be�ng over-shadowed by the
happ�ness of rece�v�ng a K�ng �n her house. All th�s hubbub
overcomes her. She w�ll love me once more when the �deas of her
caste no longer trouble her bra�n."
An aston�sh�ng fact, he only loved her the more.
The decorators began to f�ll the house. He watched a long t�me for
the opportun�ty to exchange a few words. He eventually found her as
she was com�ng out of h�s own room, carry�ng one of h�s su�ts. They
were alone. He tr�ed to speak to her. She ran away, refus�ng to l�sten
to h�m. "I am an absolute fool to love a woman l�ke that, whose
amb�t�on renders her as mad as her husband."
She was madder. One of her great w�shes wh�ch she had never
confessed to Jul�en for fear of shock�ng h�m, was to see h�m leave
off, �f only for one day, h�s gloomy black su�t. W�th an adro�tness
wh�ch was truly adm�rable �n so �ngenuous a woman, she secured
f�rst from M. de Mo�rod, and subsequently, from M. the sub-perfect
de Maug�ron, an assurance that Jul�en should be nom�nated a guard
of honour �n preference to f�ve or s�x young people, the sons of very



well-off manufacturers, of whom two at least, were models of p�ety.
M. de Valenod, who reckoned on lend�ng h�s carr�age to the prett�est
women �n the town, and on show�ng off h�s f�ne Norman steeds,
consented to let Jul�en (the be�ng he hated most �n the whole world)
have one of h�s horses. But all the guards of honour, e�ther
possessed or had borrowed, one of those pretty sky-blue un�forms,
w�th two s�lver colonel epaulettes, wh�ch had shone seven years ago.
Madame de Rênal wanted a new un�form, and she only had four
days �n wh�ch to send to Besançon and get from there the un�form,
the arms, the hat, etc., everyth�ng necessary for a Guard of Honour.
The most del�ghtful part of �t was that she thought �t �mprudent to get
Jul�en's un�form made at Verr�ères. She wanted to surpr�se both h�m
and the town.
Hav�ng settled the quest�ons of the guards of honour, and of the
publ�c welcome f�n�shed, the mayor had now to organ�se a great
rel�g�ous ceremony. The K�ng of —— d�d not w�sh to pass through
Verr�ères w�thout v�s�t�ng the famous rel�c of St. Clement, wh�ch �s
kept at Bray-le-Haut barely a league from the town. The author�t�es
wanted to have a numerous attendance of the clergy, but th�s matter
was the most d�ff�cult to arrange. M. Maslon, the new curé, wanted to
avo�d at any pr�ce the presence of M. Chélan. It was �n va�n that M.
de Rênal tr�ed to represent to h�m that �t would be �mprudent to do
so. M. the Marqu�s de La Mole whose ancestors had been governors
of the prov�nce for so many generat�ons, had been chosen to
accompany the K�ng of ——. He had known the abbé Chélan for
th�rty years. He would certa�nly ask news of h�m when he arr�ved at
Verr�ères, and �f he found h�m d�sgraced he was the very man to go
and route h�m out �n the l�ttle house to wh�ch he had ret�red,
accompan�ed by all the escort that he had at h�s d�spos�t�on. What a
rebuff that would be?
"I shall be d�sgraced both here and at Besançon," answered the
abbé Maslon, "�f he appears among my clergy. A Jansen�st, by the
Lord."
"Whatever you can say, my dear abbé," repl�ed M. de Rênal, "I'll
never expose the adm�n�strat�on of Verr�ères to rece�v�ng such an
affront from M. de la Mole. You do not know h�m. He �s orthodox



enough at Court, but here �n the prov�nces, he �s a sat�r�cal w�t and
cyn�c, whose only object �s to make people uncomfortable. He �s
capable of cover�ng us w�th r�d�cule �n the eyes of the L�berals,
s�mply �n order to amuse h�mself."
It was only on the n�ght between the Saturday and the Sunday, after
three whole days of negot�at�ons that the pr�de of the abbé Maslon
bent before the fear of the mayor, wh�ch was now chang�ng �nto
courage. It was necessary to wr�te a honeyed letter to the abbé
Chélan, begg�ng h�m to be present at the ceremony �n connect�on
w�th the rel�c of Bray-le-Haut, �f of course, h�s great age and h�s
�nf�rm�ty allowed h�m to do so. M. Chélan asked for and obta�ned a
letter of �nv�tat�on for Jul�en, who was to accompany h�m as h�s sub-
deacon.
From the beg�nn�ng of the Sunday morn�ng, thousands of peasants
began to arr�ve from the ne�ghbour�ng mounta�ns, and to �nundate
the streets of Verr�ères. It was the f�nest sunsh�ne. F�nally, about
three o'clock, a thr�ll swept through all th�s crowd. A great f�re had
been perce�ved on a rock two leagues from Verr�ères. Th�s s�gnal
announced that the k�ng had just entered the terr�tory of the
department. At the same t�me, the sound of all the bells and the
repeated volleys from an old Span�sh cannon wh�ch belonged to the
town, test�f�ed to �ts joy at th�s great event. Half the populat�on
cl�mbed on to the roofs. All the women were on the balcon�es. The
guard of honour started to march, The br�ll�ant un�forms were
un�versally adm�red; everybody recogn�sed a relat�ve or a fr�end.
They made fun of the t�m�d�ty of M. de Mo�rod, whose prudent hand
was ready every s�ngle m�nute to catch hold of h�s saddle-bow. But
one remark resulted �n all the others be�ng forgotten; the f�rst caval�er
�n the n�nth l�ne was a very pretty, sl�m boy, who was not recogn�sed
at f�rst. He soon created a general sensat�on, as some uttered a cry
of �nd�gnat�on, and others were dumbfounded w�th aston�shment.
They recogn�sed �n th�s young man, who was s�tt�ng one of the
Norman horses of M. Valenod, l�ttle Sorel, the carpenter's son. There
was a unan�mous out-cry aga�nst the mayor, above all on the part of
the L�berals. What, because th�s l�ttle labourer, who masqueraded as
an abbé, was tutor to h�s brats, he had the audac�ty to nom�nate h�m



guard of honour to the prejud�ce of r�ch manufacturers l�ke so-and-so
and so-and-so! "Those gentlemen," sa�d a banker's w�fe, "ought to
put that �nsolent gutter-boy �n h�s proper place."
"He �s cunn�ng and carr�es a sabre," answered her ne�ghbour. "He
would be dastardly enough to slash them �n the face."
The conversat�on of ar�stocrat�c soc�ety was more dangerous. The
lad�es began to ask each other �f the mayor alone was respons�ble
for th�s grave �mpropr�ety. Speak�ng generally, they d�d just�ce to h�s
contempt for lack of b�rth.
Jul�en was the happ�est of men, wh�le he was the subject of so much
conversat�on. Bold by nature, he sat a horse better than the major�ty
of the young men of th�s mounta�n town. He saw that, �n the eyes of
the women, he was the top�c of �nterest.
H�s epaulettes were more br�ll�ant than those of the others, because
they were new. H�s horse pranced at every moment. He reached the
zen�th of joy.
H�s happ�ness was unbounded when, as they passed by the old
rampart, the no�se of the l�ttle cannon made h�s horse prance outs�de
the l�ne. By a great p�ece of luck he d�d not fall; from that moment he
felt h�mself a hero. He was one of Napoleon's off�cers of art�llery, and
was charg�ng a battery.
One person was happ�er than he. She had f�rst seen h�m pass from
one of the fold�ng w�ndows �n the Hôtel de V�lle. Then tak�ng her
carr�age and rap�dly mak�ng a long detour, she arr�ved �n t�me to
shudder when h�s horse took h�m outs�de the l�ne. F�nally she put her
carr�age to the gallop, left by another gate of the town, succeeded �n
rejo�n�ng the route by wh�ch the K�ng was to pass, and was able to
follow the Guard of Honour at twenty paces d�stance �n the m�dst of a
noble dust. S�x thousand peasants cr�ed "Long l�ve the K�ng," when
the mayor had the honour to harangue h�s Majesty. An hour
afterwards, when all the speeches had been l�stened to, and the
K�ng was go�ng to enter the town, the l�ttle cannon began aga�n to
d�scharge �ts spasmod�c volleys. But an acc�dent ensued, the v�ct�m
be�ng, not one of the cannoneers who had proved the�r mettle at



Le�ps�c and at Montreu�l, but the future deputy-mayor, M. de Mo�rod.
H�s horse gently la�d h�m �n the one heap of mud on the h�gh road, a
somewhat scandalous c�rcumstance, �nasmuch as �t was necessary
to extr�cate h�m to allow the K�ng to pass. H�s Majesty al�ghted at the
f�ne new church, wh�ch was decked out to-day w�th all �ts cr�mson
curta�ns. The K�ng was due to d�ne, and then afterwards take h�s
carr�age aga�n and go and pay h�s respects to the celebrated rel�c of
Sa�nt Clement. Scarcely was the K�ng �n the church than Jul�en
galloped towards the house of M. de Rênal. Once there he doffed
w�th a s�gh h�s f�ne sky-blue un�form, h�s sabre and h�s epaulettes, to
put on aga�n h�s shabby l�ttle black su�t. He mounted h�s horse aga�n,
and �n a few moments was at Bray-le-Haut, wh�ch was on the
summ�t of a very pretty h�ll. "Enthus�asm �s respons�ble for these
numbers of peasants," thought Jul�en. It was �mposs�ble to move a
step at Verr�ères, and here there were more than ten thousand round
th�s anc�ent abbey. Half ru�ned by the vandal�sm of the Revolut�on, �t
had been magn�f�cently restored s�nce the Restorat�on, and people
were already beg�nn�ng to talk of m�racles. Jul�en rejo�ned the abbé
Chélan, who scolded h�m roundly and gave h�m a cassock and a
surpl�ce. He dressed qu�ckly and followed M. Chélan, who was go�ng
to pay a call on the young b�shop of Agde. He was a nephew of M.
de la Mole, who had been recently nom�nated, and had been
charged w�th the duty of show�ng the rel�c to the K�ng. But the b�shop
was not to be found.
The clergy began to get �mpat�ent. It was awa�t�ng �ts ch�ef �n the
sombre Goth�c clo�ster of the anc�ent abbey. Twenty-four curés had
been brought together so as to represent the anc�ent chapter of
Bray-le-Haut, wh�ch before 1789 cons�sted of twenty-four canons.
The curés, hav�ng deplored the b�shop's youth for three-quarters of
an hour, thought �t f�tt�ng for the�r sen�or to v�s�t Monse�gneur to
appr�se h�m that the K�ng was on the po�nt of arr�v�ng, and that �t was
t�me to betake h�mself to the cho�r. The great age of M. Chélan gave
h�m the sen�or�ty. In sp�te of the bad temper wh�ch he was
man�fest�ng to Jul�en, he s�gned h�m to follow. Jul�en was wear�ng h�s
surpl�ce w�th d�st�nct�on. By means of some tr�ck or other of
eccles�ast�cal dress, he had made h�s f�ne curl�ng ha�r very flat, but
by a forgetfulness, wh�ch redoubled the anger of M. Chélan, the



spurs of the Guard of Honour could be seen below the long folds of
h�s cassock.
When they arr�ved at the b�shop's apartment, the tall lackeys w�th
the�r lace-fr�lls scarcely de�gned to answer the old curé to the effect
that Monse�gneur was not rece�v�ng. They made fun of h�m when he
tr�ed to expla�n that �n h�s capac�ty of sen�or member of the chapter
of Bray-le-Haut, he had the pr�v�lege of be�ng adm�tted at any t�me to
the off�c�at�ng b�shop.
Jul�en's haughty temper was shocked by the lackeys' �nsolence. He
started to traverse the corr�dors of the anc�ent abbey, and to shake
all the doors wh�ch he found. A very small one y�elded to h�s efforts,
and he found h�mself �n a cell �n the m�dst of Monse�gneur's valets,
who were dressed �n black su�ts w�th cha�ns on the�r necks. H�s
hurr�ed manner made these gentlemen th�nk that he had been sent
by the b�shop, and they let h�m pass. He went some steps further on,
and found h�mself �n an �mmense Goth�c hall, wh�ch was extremely
dark, and completely wa�nscotted �n black oak. The og�ve w�ndows
had all been walled �n w�th br�ck except one. There was noth�ng to
d�sgu�se the coarseness of th�s masonry, wh�ch offered a melancholy
contrast to the anc�ent magn�f�cence of the woodwork. The two great
s�des of th�s hall, so celebrated among Burgund�an ant�quar�es, and
bu�lt by the Duke, Charles the Bold, about 1470 �n exp�at�on of some
s�n, were adorned w�th r�chly sculptured wooden stalls. All the
myster�es of the Apocalypse were to be seen portrayed �n wood of
d�fferent colours.
Th�s melancholy magn�f�cence, debased as �t was by the s�ght of the
bare br�cks and the plaster (wh�ch was st�ll qu�te wh�te) affected
Jul�en. He stopped �n s�lence. He saw at the other extrem�ty of the
hall, near the one w�ndow wh�ch let �n the dayl�ght, a movable
mahogany m�rror. A young man �n a v�olet robe and a lace surpl�ce,
but w�th h�s head bare, was stand�ng st�ll three paces from the glass.
Th�s p�ece of furn�ture seemed strange �n a place l�ke th�s, and had
doubtless been only brought there on the prev�ous day. Jul�en
thought that the young man had the appearance of be�ng �rr�tated.
He was solemnly g�v�ng bened�ct�ons w�th h�s r�ght hand close to the
m�rror.



"What can th�s mean," he thought. "Is th�s young pr�est perform�ng
some prel�m�nary ceremony? Perhaps he �s the b�shop's secretary.
He w�ll be as �nsolent as the lackeys. Never m�nd though! Let us try."
He advanced and traversed somewhat slowly the length of the hall,
w�th h�s gaze f�xed all the t�me on the one w�ndow, and look�ng at the
young man who cont�nued w�thout any �nterm�ss�on bestow�ng slowly
an �nf�n�te number of bless�ngs.
The nearer he approached the better he could d�st�ngu�sh h�s angry
manner. The r�chness of the lace surpl�ce stopped Jul�en �n sp�te of
h�mself some paces �n front of the m�rror. "It �s my duty to speak," he
sa�d to h�mself at last. But the beauty of the hall had moved h�m, and
he was already upset by the harsh words he ant�c�pated.
The young man saw h�m �n the m�rror, turned round, and suddenly
d�scard�ng h�s angry manner, sa�d to h�m �n the gentlest tone,
"Well, Mons�eur, has �t been arranged at last?"
Jul�en was dumbfounded. As the young man began to turn towards
h�m, Jul�en saw the pectoral cross on h�s breast. It was the b�shop of
Agde. "As young as that," thought Jul�en. "At most s�x or e�ght years
older than I am!"
He was ashamed of h�s spurs.
"Monse�gneur," he sa�d at last, "I am sent by M. Chélan, the sen�or of
the chapter."
"Ah, he has been well recommended to me," sa�d the b�shop �n a
pol�shed tone wh�ch doubled Jul�en's del�ght, "But I beg your pardon,
Mons�eur, I m�stook you for the person who was to br�ng me my
m�tre. It was badly packed at Par�s. The s�lver cloth towards the top
has been terr�bly spo�led. It w�ll look awful," ended the young b�shop
sadly, "And bes�des, I am be�ng kept wa�t�ng."
"Monse�gneur, I w�ll go and fetch the m�tre �f your grace w�ll let me."
Jul�en's f�ne eyes d�d the�r work.
"Go, Mons�eur," answered the b�shop, w�th charm�ng pol�teness. "I
need �t �mmed�ately. I am gr�eved to keep the gentlemen of the
chapter wa�t�ng."



When Jul�en reached the centre of the hall, he turned round towards
the b�shop, and saw that he had aga�n commenced g�v�ng
bened�ct�ons.
"What can �t be?" Jul�en asked h�mself. "No doubt �t �s a necessary
eccles�ast�cal prel�m�nary for the ceremony wh�ch �s to take place."
When he reached the cell �n wh�ch the valets were congregated, he
saw the m�tre �n the�r hands. These gentlemen succumbed �n sp�te of
themselves to h�s �mper�ous look, and gave h�m Monse�gneur's
m�tre.
He felt proud to carry �t. As he crossed the hall he walked slowly. He
held �t w�th reverence. He found the b�shop seated before the glass,
but from t�me to t�me, h�s r�ght hand, although fat�gued, st�ll gave a
bless�ng. Jul�en helped h�m to adjust h�s m�tre. The b�shop shook h�s
head.
"Ah! �t w�ll keep on," he sa�d to Jul�en w�th an a�r of sat�sfact�on. "Do
you m�nd go�ng a l�ttle way off?"
Then the b�shop went very qu�ckly to the centre of the room, then
approached the m�rror, aga�n resumed h�s angry manner, and
gravely began to g�ve bless�ngs.
Jul�en was mot�onless w�th aston�shment. He was tempted to
understand, but d�d not dare. The b�shop stopped, and suddenly
abandon�ng h�s grave manner looked at h�m and sa�d:
"What do you th�nk of my m�tre, mons�eur, �s �t on r�ght?"
"Qu�te r�ght, Monse�gneur."
"It �s not too far back? That would look a l�ttle s�lly, but I mustn't on
the other hand wear �t down over the eyes l�ke an off�cer's shako."
"It seems to me to be on qu�te r�ght."
"The K�ng of —— �s accustomed to a venerable clergy who are
doubtless very solemn. I should not l�ke to appear lack�ng �n d�gn�ty,
espec�ally by reason of my youth."
And the b�shop started aga�n to walk about and g�ve bened�ct�ons.



"It �s qu�te clear," sa�d Jul�en, dar�ng to understand at last, "He �s
pract�s�ng g�v�ng h�s bened�ct�on."
"I am ready," the b�shop sa�d after a few moments. "Go, Mons�eur,
and adv�se the sen�or and the gentlemen of the chapter."
Soon M. Chélan, followed by the two oldest curés, entered by a b�g
magn�f�cently sculptured door, wh�ch Jul�en had not prev�ously
not�ced. But th�s t�me he rema�ned �n h�s place qu�te at the back, and
was only able to see the b�shop over the shoulders of eccles�ast�cs
who were press�ng at the door �n crowds.
The b�shop began slowly to traverse the hall. When he reached the
threshold, the curés formed themselves �nto a process�on. After a
short moment of confus�on, the process�on began to march �nton�ng
the psalm. The b�shop, who was between M. Chélan and a very old
curé, was the last to advance. Jul�en be�ng �n attendance on the
abbé Chélan managed to get qu�te near Monse�gneur. They followed
the long corr�dors of the abbey of Bray-le-Haut. In sp�te of the br�ll�ant
sun they were dark and damp. They arr�ved f�nally at the port�co of
the clo�ster. Jul�en was dumbfounded w�th adm�rat�on for so f�ne a
ceremony. H�s emot�ons were d�v�ded between thoughts of h�s own
amb�t�on wh�ch had been reawakened by the b�shop's youth and
thoughts of the latter's ref�nement and exqu�s�te pol�teness. Th�s
pol�teness was qu�te d�fferent to that of M. de Rênal, even on h�s
good days. "The h�gher you l�ft yourself towards the f�rst rank of
soc�ety," sa�d Jul�en to h�mself, "the more charm�ng manners you
f�nd."
They entered the church by a s�de door; suddenly an awful no�se
made the anc�ent walls echo. Jul�en thought they were go�ng to
crumble. It was the l�ttle p�ece of art�llery aga�n. It had been drawn at
a gallop by e�ght horses and had just arr�ved. Immed�ately on �ts
arr�val �t had been run out by the Le�ps�c cannoneers and f�red f�ve
shots a m�nute as though the Pruss�ans had been the target.
But th�s adm�rable no�se no longer produced any effect on Jul�en. He
no longer thought of Napoleon and m�l�tary glory. "To be b�shop of
Agde so young," he thought. "But where �s Agde? How much does �t
br�ng �n? Two or three hundred thousand francs, perhaps."



Monse�gneur's lackeys appeared w�th a magn�f�cent canopy. M.
Chélan took one of the poles, but as a matter of fact �t was Jul�en
who carr�ed �t. The b�shop took h�s place underneath. He had really
succeeded �n look�ng old; and our hero's adm�rat�on was now qu�te
unbounded. "What can't one accompl�sh w�th sk�ll," he thought.
The k�ng entered. Jul�en had the good fortune to see h�m at close
quarters. The b�shop began to harangue h�m w�th unct�on, w�thout
forgett�ng a l�ttle nuance of very pol�te anx�ety for h�s Majesty. We w�ll
not repeat a descr�pt�on of the ceremony of Bray-le-Haut. They f�lled
all the columns of the journals of the department for a fortn�ght on
end. Jul�en learnt from the b�shop that the k�ng was descended from
Charles the Bold.
At a later date, �t was one of Jul�en's dut�es to check the accounts of
the cost of th�s ceremony. M. de la Mole, who had succeeded �n
procur�ng a b�shopr�c for h�s nephew, had w�shed to do h�m the
favour of be�ng h�mself respons�ble for all the expenses. The
ceremony alone of Bray-le-Haute cost three thousand e�ght hundred
francs.
After the speech of the b�shop, and the answer of the k�ng, h�s
Majesty took up a pos�t�on underneath the canopy, and then knelt
very devoutly on a cush�on near the altar. The cho�r was surrounded
by stalls, and the stalls were ra�sed two steps from the pavement. It
was at the bottom of these steps that Jul�en sat at the feet of M. de
Chélan almost l�ke a tra�n-bearer s�tt�ng next to h�s card�nal �n the
S�xt�ne chapel at Rome. There was a Te Deum, floods of �ncense,
�nnumerable volleys of musketry and art�llery; the peasants were
drunk w�th happ�ness and p�ety. A day l�ke th�s undoes the work of a
hundred numbers of the Jacob�n papers.
Jul�en was s�x paces from the k�ng, who was really pray�ng w�th
devot�on. He not�ced for the f�rst t�me a l�ttle man w�th a w�tty
express�on, who wore an almost pla�n su�t. But he had a sky-blue
r�bbon over th�s very s�mple su�t. He was nearer the k�ng than many
other lords, whose clothes were embro�dered w�th gold to such an
extent that, to use Jul�en's express�on, �t was �mposs�ble to see the



cloth. He learnt some m�nutes later that �t was Mons�eur de la Mole.
He thought he looked haughty, and even �nsolent.
"I'm sure th�s marqu�s �s not so pol�te as my pretty b�shop," he
thought. "Ah, the eccles�ast�cal call�ng makes men m�ld and good.
But the k�ng has come to venerate the rel�c, and I don't see a trace of
the rel�c. Where has Sa�nt Clement got to?"
A l�ttle pr�est who sat next to h�m �nformed h�m that the venerable
rel�c was at the top of the bu�ld�ng �n a chapelle ardente.
"What �s a chapelle ardente," sa�d Jul�en to h�mself.
But he was reluctant to ask the mean�ng of th�s word. He redoubled
h�s attent�on.
The et�quette on the occas�on of a v�s�t of a sovere�gn pr�nce �s that
the canons do not accompany the b�shop. But, as he started on h�s
march to the chapelle ardente, my lord b�shop of Agde called the
abbé Chélan. Jul�en dared to follow h�m. Hav�ng cl�mbed up a long
sta�rcase, they reached an extremely small door whose Goth�c frame
was magn�f�cently g�lded. Th�s work looked as though �t had been
constructed the day before.
Twenty-four young g�rls belong�ng to the most d�st�ngu�shed fam�l�es
�n Verr�ères were assembled �n front of the door. The b�shop knelt
down �n the m�dst of these pretty ma�dens before he opened the
door. Wh�le he was pray�ng aloud, they seemed unable to exhaust
the�r adm�rat�on for h�s f�ne lace, h�s grac�ous m�en, and h�s young
and gentle face. Th�s spectacle depr�ved our hero of h�s last
remnants of reason. At th�s moment he would have fought for the
Inqu�s�t�on, and w�th a good consc�ence. The door suddenly opened.
The l�ttle chapel was blaz�ng w�th l�ght. More than a thousand
candles could be seen before the altar, d�v�ded �nto e�ght l�nes and
separated from each other by bouquets of flowers. The suave odour
of the purest �ncense edd�ed out from the door of the sanctuary. The
chapel, wh�ch had been newly g�lded, was extremely small but very
h�gh. Jul�en not�ced that there were candles more than f�fteen feet
h�gh upon the altar. The young g�rls could not restra�n a cry of
adm�rat�on. Only the twenty-four young g�rls, the two curés and



Jul�en had been adm�tted �nto the l�ttle vest�bule of the chapel. Soon
the k�ng arr�ved, followed by Mons�eur de la Mole and h�s great
Chamberla�n. The guards themselves rema�ned outs�de kneel�ng and
present�ng arms.
H�s Majesty prec�p�tated, rather than threw h�mself, on to the stool. It
was only then that Jul�en, who was keep�ng close to the g�lded door,
perce�ved over the bare arm of a young g�rl, the charm�ng statue of
St. Clement. It was h�dden under the altar, and bore the dress of a
young Roman sold�er. It had a large wound on �ts neck, from wh�ch
the blood seemed to flow. The art�st had surpassed h�mself. The
eyes, wh�ch though dy�ng were full of grace, were half closed. A
budd�ng moustache adored that charm�ng mouth wh�ch, though half
closed, seemed notw�thstand�ng to be pray�ng. The young g�rl next to
Jul�en wept warm tears at the s�ght. One of her tears fell on Jul�en's
hand.
After a moment of prayer �n the profoundest s�lence, that was only
broken by the d�stant sound of the bells of all the v�llages w�th�n a
rad�us of ten leagues, the b�shop of Agde asked the k�ng's
perm�ss�on to speak. He f�n�shed a short but very touch�ng speech
w�th a passage, the very s�mpl�c�ty of wh�ch assured �ts
effect�veness:
"Never forget, young Chr�st�an women, that you have seen one of
the greatest k�ngs of the world on h�s knees before the servants of
th�s Alm�ghty and terr�ble God. These servants, feeble, persecuted,
assass�nated as they were on earth, as you can see by the st�ll
bleed�ng wounds of Sa�nt Clement, w�ll tr�umph �n Heaven. You w�ll
remember them, my young Chr�st�an women, w�ll you not, th�s day
for ever, and w�ll detest the �nf�del. You w�ll be for ever fa�thful to th�s
God who �s so great, so terr�ble, but so good?"
W�th these words the b�shop rose author�tat�vely.
"You prom�se me?" he sa�d, l�ft�ng up h�s arm w�th an �nsp�red a�r.
"We prom�se," sa�d the young g�rls melt�ng �nto tears.
"I accept your prom�se �n the name of the terr�ble God," added the
b�shop �n a thunderous vo�ce, and the ceremony was at an end.



The k�ng h�mself was cry�ng. It was only a long t�me afterwards that
Jul�en had suff�c�ent self-possess�on to enqu�re "where were the
bones of the Sa�nt that had been sent from Rome to Ph�l�p the Good,
Duke of Burgundy?" He was told that they were h�dden �n the
charm�ng waxen f�gure.
H�s Majesty de�gned to allow the young lad�es who had accompan�ed
h�m �nto the chapel to wear a red r�bbon on wh�ch were embro�dered
these words, "HATE OF THE INFIDEL. PERPETUAL ADORATION."
Mons�eur de la Mole had ten thousand bottles of w�ne d�str�buted
among the peasants. In the even�ng at Verr�ères, the L�berals made
a po�nt of hav�ng �llum�nat�ons wh�ch were a hundred t�mes better
than those of the Royal�sts. Before leav�ng, the k�ng pa�d a v�s�t to M.
de Mo�rod.

CHAPTER XIX

THINKING PRODUCES SUFFERING

The grotesqueness of every-day events
conceals the real

unhapp�ness of the pass�ons.—
Barnave.

As he was replac�ng the usual furn�ture �n the room wh�ch M. de la
Mole had occup�ed, Jul�en found a p�ece of very strong paper folded
�n four. He read at the bottom of the f�rst page "To H�s Excellency M.
le Marqu�s de la Mole, peer of France, Cheval�er of the Orders of the
K�ng, etc. etc." It was a pet�t�on �n the rough hand-wr�t�ng of a cook.

"Mons�eur le Marqu�s, I have had rel�g�ous pr�nc�ples all my l�fe. I
was �n Lyons exposed to the bombs at the t�me of the s�ege, �n



'93 of execrable memory. I commun�cate, I go to Mass every
Sunday �n the paroch�al church. I have never m�ssed the
paschal duty, even �n '93 of execrable memory. My cook used to
keep servants before the revolut�on, my cook fasts on Fr�days. I
am un�versally respected �n Verr�ères, and I venture to say I
deserve to be so. I walk under the canopy �n the process�ons at
the s�de of the curé and of the mayor. On great occas�ons I carry
a b�g candle, bought at my own expense.
"I ask Mons�eur the marqu�s for the lottery appo�ntment of
Verr�ères, wh�ch �n one way or another �s bound to be vacant
shortly as the benef�c�ary �s very �ll, and moreover votes on the
wrong s�de at elect�ons, etc. De Chol�n."

In the marg�n of th�s pet�t�on was a recommendat�on s�gned "de
Mo�rod" wh�ch began w�th th�s l�ne, "I have had the honour, the
worthy person who makes th�s request."
"So even that �mbec�le de Chol�n shows me the way to go about
th�ngs," sa�d Jul�en to h�mself.
E�ght days after the passage of the K�ng of —— through Verr�ères,
the one quest�on wh�ch predom�nated over the �nnumerable
falsehoods, fool�sh conjectures, and r�d�culous d�scuss�ons, etc., etc.,
wh�ch had had success�vely for the�r object the k�ng, the Marqu�s de
la Mole, the ten thousand bottles of w�ne, the fall of poor de Mo�rod,
who, hop�ng to w�n a cross, only left h�s room a week after h�s fall,
was the absolute �ndecency of hav�ng fo�sted Jul�en Sorel, a
carpenter's son, �nto the Guard of Honour. You should have heard on
th�s po�nt the r�ch manufacturers of pr�nted cal�co, the very persons
who used to bawl themselves hoarse �n preach�ng equal�ty, morn�ng
and even�ng �n the café. That haughty woman, Madame de Rênal,
was of course respons�ble for th�s abom�nat�on. The reason? The
f�ne eyes and fresh complex�on of the l�ttle abbé Sorel expla�ned
everyth�ng else.
A short t�me after the�r return to Vergy, Stan�slas, the youngest of the
ch�ldren, caught the fever; Madame de Rênal was suddenly attacked
by an awful remorse. For the f�rst t�me she reproached herself for her



love w�th some log�c. She seemed to understand as though by a
m�racle the enorm�ty of the s�n �nto wh�ch she had let herself be
swept. Up to that moment, although deeply rel�g�ous, she had never
thought of the greatness of her cr�me �n the eyes of God.
In former t�mes she had loved God pass�onately �n the Convent of
the Sacred Heart; �n the present c�rcumstances, she feared h�m w�th
equal �ntens�ty. The struggles wh�ch lacerated her soul were all the
more awful �n that her fear was qu�te �rrat�onal. Jul�en found that the
least argument �rr�tated �nstead of sooth�ng her. She saw �n the
�llness the language of hell. Moreover, Jul�en was h�mself very fond
of the l�ttle Stan�slas.
It soon assumed a ser�ous character. Then �ncessant remorse
depr�ved Madame de Rênal of even her power of sleep. She
ensconced herself �n a gloomy s�lence: �f she had opened her mouth,
�t would only have been to confess her cr�me to God and mank�nd.
"I urge you," sa�d Jul�en to her, as soon as they got alone, "not to
speak to anyone. Let me be the sole conf�dant of your suffer�ngs. If
you st�ll love me, do not speak. Your words w�ll not be able to take
away our Stan�slas' fever." But h�s consolat�ons produced no effect.
He d�d not know that Madame de Rênal had got �t �nto her head that,
�n order to appease the wrath of a jealous God, �t was necessary
e�ther to hate Jul�en, or let her son d�e. It was because she felt she
could not hate her lover that she was so unhappy.
"Fly from me," she sa�d one day to Jul�en. "In the name of God leave
th�s house. It �s your presence here wh�ch k�lls my son. God
pun�shes me," she added �n a low vo�ce. "He �s just. I adm�re h�s
fa�rness. My cr�me �s awful, and I was l�v�ng w�thout remorse," she
excla�med. "That was the f�rst s�gn of my desert�on of God: I ought to
be doubly pun�shed."
Jul�en was profoundly touched. He could see �n th�s ne�ther
hypocr�sy nor exaggerat�on. "She th�nks that she �s k�ll�ng her son by
lov�ng me, and all the same the unhappy woman loves me more than
her son. I cannot doubt �t. It �s remorse for that wh�ch �s k�ll�ng her.
Those sent�ments of hers have real greatness. But how could I have



�nsp�red such a love, I who am so poor, so badly-educated, so
�gnorant, and somet�mes so coarse �n my manners?"
One n�ght the ch�ld was extremely �ll. At about two o'clock �n the
morn�ng, M. de Rênal came to see �t. The ch�ld consumed by fever,
and extremely flushed, could not recogn�se �ts father. Suddenly
Madame de Rênal threw herself at her husband's feet; Jul�en saw
that she was go�ng to confess everyth�ng and ru�n herself for ever.
Fortunately th�s extraord�nary proceed�ng annoyed M. de Rênal.
"Ad�eu! Ad�eu!" he sa�d, go�ng away.
"No, l�sten to me," cr�ed h�s w�fe on her knees before h�m, try�ng to
hold h�m back. "Hear the whole truth. It �s I who am k�ll�ng my son. I
gave h�m l�fe, and I am tak�ng �t back. Heaven �s pun�sh�ng me. In the
eyes of God I am gu�lty of murder. It �s necessary that I should ru�n
and hum�l�ate myself. Perhaps that sacr�f�ce w�ll appease the Lord."
If M. de Rênal had been a man of any �mag�nat�on, he would then
have real�zed everyth�ng.
"Romant�c nonsense," he cr�ed, mov�ng h�s w�fe away as she tr�ed to
embrace h�s knees. "All that �s romant�c nonsense! Jul�en, go and
fetch the doctor at daybreak," and he went back to bed. Madame de
Rênal fell on her knees half-fa�nt�ng, repell�ng Jul�en's help w�th a
hyster�cal gesture.
Jul�en was aston�shed.
"So th�s �s what adultery �s," he sa�d to h�mself. "Is �t poss�ble that
those scoundrels of pr�ests should be r�ght, that they who comm�t so
many s�ns themselves should have the pr�v�lege of know�ng the true
theory of s�n? How droll!"
For twenty m�nutes after M. de Rênal had gone back to bed, Jul�en
saw the woman he loved w�th her head rest�ng on her son's l�ttle
bed, mot�onless, and almost unconsc�ous. "There," he sa�d to
h�mself, "�s a woman of super�or temperament brought to the depths
of unhapp�ness s�mply because she has known me."
"T�me moves qu�ckly. What can I do for her? I must make up my
m�nd. I have not got s�mply myself to cons�der now. What do I care



for men and the�r buffooner�es? What can I do for her? Leave her?
But I should be leav�ng her alone and a prey to the most awful gr�ef.
That automaton of a husband �s more harm to her than good. He �s
so coarse that he �s bound to speak harshly to her. She may go mad
and throw herself out of the w�ndow."
"If I leave her, �f I cease to watch over her, she w�ll confess
everyth�ng, and who knows, �n sp�te of the legacy wh�ch she �s bound
to br�ng h�m, he w�ll create a scandal. She may confess everyth�ng
(great God) to that scoundrel of an abbé who makes the �llness of a
ch�ld of s�x an excuse for not budg�ng from th�s house, and not
w�thout a purpose e�ther. In her gr�ef and her fear of God, she forgets
all she knows of the man; she only sees the pr�est."
"Go away," sa�d Madame de Rênal suddenly to h�m, open�ng her
eyes.
"I would g�ve my l�fe a thousand t�mes to know what could be of most
use to you," answered Jul�en. "I have never loved you so much, my
dear angel, or rather �t �s only from th�s last moment that I beg�n to
adore you as you deserve to be adored. What would become of me
far from you, and w�th the consc�ousness that you are unhappy
ow�ng to what I have done? But don't let my suffer�ng come �nto the
matter. I w�ll go—yes, my love! But �f I leave you, dear; �f I cease to
watch over you, to be �ncessantly between you and your husband,
you w�ll tell h�m everyth�ng. You w�ll ru�n yourself. Remember that he
w�ll hound you out of h�s house �n d�sgrace. Besançon w�ll talk of the
scandal. You w�ll be sa�d to be absolutely �n the wrong. You w�ll
never l�ft up your head aga�n after that shame."
"That's what I ask," she cr�ed, stand�ng up. "I shall suffer, so much
the better."
"But you w�ll also make h�m unhappy through that awful scandal."
"But I shall be hum�l�at�ng myself, throw�ng myself �nto the m�re, and
by those means, perhaps, I shall save my son. Such a hum�l�at�on �n
the eyes of all �s perhaps to be regarded as a publ�c pen�tence. So
far as my weak judgment goes, �s �t not the greatest sacr�f�ce that I
can make to God?—perhaps He w�ll de�gn to accept my hum�l�at�on,



and to leave me my son. Show me another sacr�f�ce wh�ch �s more
pa�nful and I w�ll rush to �t."
"Let me pun�sh myself. I too am gu�lty. Do you w�sh me to ret�re to
the Trapp�st Monastery? The auster�ty of that l�fe may appease your
God. Oh, heaven, why cannot I take Stan�slas's �llness upon
myself?"
"Ah, do you love h�m then," sa�d Madame de Rênal, gett�ng up and
throw�ng herself �n h�s arms.
At the same t�me she repelled h�m w�th horror.
"I bel�eve you! I bel�eve you! Oh, my one fr�end," she cr�ed fall�ng on
her knees aga�n. "Why are you not the father of Stan�slas? In that
case �t would not be a terr�ble s�n to love you more than your son."
"Won't you allow me to stay and love you henceforth l�ke a brother?
It �s the only rat�onal atonement. It may appease the wrath of the
Most H�gh."
"Am I," she cr�ed, gett�ng up and tak�ng Jul�en's head between her
two hands, and hold�ng �t some d�stance from her. "Am I to love you
as �f you were a brother? Is �t �n my power to love you l�ke that?"
Jul�en melted �nto tears.
"I w�ll obey you," he sa�d, fall�ng at her feet. "I w�ll obey you �n
whatever you order me. That �s all there �s left for me to do. My m�nd
�s struck w�th bl�ndness. I do not see any course to take. If I leave
you you w�ll tell your husband everyth�ng. You w�ll ru�n yourself and
h�m as well. He w�ll never be nom�nated deputy after �ncurr�ng such
r�d�cule. If I stay, you w�ll th�nk I am the cause of your son's death,
and you w�ll d�e of gr�ef. Do you w�sh to try the effect of my
departure. If you w�sh, I w�ll pun�sh myself for our s�n by leav�ng you
for e�ght days. I w�ll pass them �n any retreat you l�ke. In the abbey of
Bray-le-Haut, for �nstance. But swear that you w�ll say noth�ng to
your husband dur�ng my absence. Remember that �f you speak I
shall never be able to come back."
She prom�sed and he left, but was called back at the end of two
days.



"It �s �mposs�ble for me to keep my oath w�thout you. I shall speak to
my husband �f you are not constantly there to enjo�n me to s�lence by
your looks. Every hour of th�s abom�nable l�fe seems to last a day."
F�nally heaven had p�ty on th�s unfortunate mother. L�ttle by l�ttle
Stan�slas got out of danger. But the �ce was broken. Her reason had
real�sed the extent of her s�n. She could not recover her equ�l�br�um
aga�n. Her pangs of remorse rema�ned, and were what they ought to
have been �n so s�ncere a heart. Her l�fe was heaven and hell: hell
when she d�d not see Jul�en; heaven when she was at h�s feet.
"I do not dece�ve myself any more," she would say to h�m, even
dur�ng the moments when she dared to surrender herself to h�s full
love. "I am damned, �rrevocably damned. You are young, heaven
may forg�ve you, but I, I am damned. I know �t by a certa�n s�gn. I am
afra�d, who would not be afra�d at the s�ght of hell? but at the bottom
of my heart I do not repent at all. I would comm�t my s�n over aga�n �f
I had the opportun�ty. If heaven w�ll only forbear to pun�sh me �n th�s
world and through my ch�ldren, I shall have more than I deserve. But
you, at any rate, my Jul�en," she would cry at other moments, "are
you happy? Do you th�nk I love you enough?"
The susp�c�ousness and morb�d pr�de of Jul�en, who needed, above
all, a self-sacr�f�c�ng love, altogether van�shed when he saw at every
hour of the day so great and �nd�sputable a sacr�f�ce. He adored
Madame de Rênal. "It makes no d�fference her be�ng noble, and my
be�ng a labourer's son. She loves me.... she does not regard me as
a valet charged w�th the funct�ons of a lover." That fear once
d�sm�ssed, Jul�en fell �nto all the madness of love, �nto all �ts deadly
uncerta�nt�es.
"At any rate," she would cry, see�ng h�s doubts of her love, "let me
feel qu�te happy dur�ng the three days we st�ll have together. Let us
make haste; perhaps to-morrow w�ll be too late. If heaven str�kes me
through my ch�ldren, �t w�ll be �n va�n that I shall try only to l�ve to love
you, and to be bl�nd to the fact that �t �s my cr�me wh�ch has k�lled
them. I could not surv�ve that blow. Even �f I w�shed I could not; I
should go mad."



"Ah, �f only I could take your s�n on myself as you so generously
offered to take Stan�slas' burn�ng fever!"
Th�s great moral cr�s�s changed the character of the sent�ment wh�ch
un�ted Jul�en and h�s m�stress. H�s love was no longer s�mply
adm�rat�on for her beauty, and the pr�de of possess�ng her.
Henceforth the�r happ�ness was of a qu�te super�or character. The
flame wh�ch consumed them was more �ntense. They had transports
f�lled w�th madness. Judged by the worldly standard the�r happ�ness
would have appeared �ntens�f�ed. But they no longer found that
del�c�ous seren�ty, that cloudless happ�ness, that fac�le joy of the f�rst
per�od of the�r love, when Madame de Rênal's only fear was that
Jul�en d�d not love her enough. The�r happ�ness had at t�mes the
complex�on of cr�me.
In the�r happ�est and apparently the�r most tranqu�l moments,
Madame de Rênal would suddenly cry out, "Oh, great God, I see
hell," as she pressed Jul�en's hand w�th a convuls�ve grasp. "What
horr�ble tortures! I have well deserved them." She grasped h�m and
hung on to h�m l�ke �vy onto a wall.
Jul�en would try �n va�n to calm that ag�tated soul. She would take h�s
hand, cover �t w�th k�sses. Then, relaps�ng �nto a gloomy rever�e, she
would say, "Hell �tself would be a bless�ng for me. I should st�ll have
some days to pass w�th h�m on th�s earth, but hell on earth, the death
of my ch�ldren. St�ll, perhaps my cr�me w�ll be forg�ven me at that
pr�ce. Oh, great God, do not grant me my pardon at so great a pr�ce.
These poor ch�ldren have �n no way transgressed aga�nst You. I, I
am the only culpr�t. I love a man who �s not my husband."
Jul�en subsequently saw Madame de Rênal atta�n what were
apparently moments of tranqu�ll�ty. She was endeavour�ng to control
herself; she d�d not w�sh to po�son the l�fe of the man she loved.
They found the days pass w�th the rap�d�ty of l�ghtn�ng am�d these
alternat�ng moods of love, remorse, and voluptuousness. Jul�en lost
the hab�t of reflect�ng.
Mademo�selle El�sa went to attend to a l�ttle lawsu�t wh�ch she had at
Verr�ères. She found Valenod very p�qued aga�nst Jul�en. She hated



the tutor and would often speak about h�m.
"You w�ll ru�n me, Mons�eur, �f I tell the truth," she sa�d one day to
Valenod. "All masters have an understand�ng amongst themselves
w�th regard to matters of �mportance. There are certa�n d�sclosures
wh�ch poor servants are never forg�ven."
After these stereotyped phrases, wh�ch h�s cur�os�ty managed to cut
short, Mons�eur Valenod rece�ved some �nformat�on extremely
mort�fy�ng to h�s self-conce�t.
Th�s woman, who was the most d�st�ngu�shed �n the d�str�ct, the
woman on whom he had lav�shed so much attent�on �n the last s�x
years, and made no secret of �t, more was the p�ty, th�s woman who
was so proud, whose d�sda�n had put h�m to the blush t�mes w�thout
number, had just taken for her lover a l�ttle workman masquerad�ng
as a tutor. And to f�ll the cup of h�s jealousy, Madame de Rênal
adored that lover.
"And," added the housema�d w�th a s�gh, "Jul�en d�d not put h�mself
out at all to make h�s conquest, h�s manner was as cold as ever,
even w�th Madame."
El�sa had only become certa�n �n the country, but she bel�eved that
th�s �ntr�gue dated from much further back. "That �s no doubt the
reason," she added sp�tefully, "why he refused to marry me. And to
th�nk what a fool I was when I went to consult Madame de Rênal and
begged her to speak to the tutor."
The very same even�ng, M. de Rênal rece�ved from the town,
together w�th h�s paper, a long anonymous letter wh�ch appr�sed h�m
�n the greatest deta�l of what was tak�ng place �n h�s house. Jul�en
saw h�m pale as he read th�s letter wr�tten on blue paper, and look at
h�m w�th a mal�c�ous express�on. Dur�ng all that even�ng the mayor
fa�led to throw off h�s trouble. It was �n va�n that Jul�en pa�d h�m court
by ask�ng for explanat�ons about the genealogy of the best fam�l�es
�n Burgundy.



CHAPTER XX

ANONYMOUS LETTERS

Do not g�ve dall�ance
Too much the re�n; the strongest oaths

are straw
To the f�re �' the blood.—Tempest.

As they left the draw�ng-room about m�dn�ght, Jul�en had t�me to say
to h�s love,
"Don't let us see each other to-n�ght. Your husband has susp�c�ons. I
would swear that that b�g letter he read w�th a s�gh was an
anonymous letter."
Fortunately, Jul�en locked h�mself �nto h�s room. Madame de Rênal
had the mad �dea that th�s warn�ng was only a pretext for not see�ng
her. She absolutely lost her head, and came to h�s door at the
accustomed hour. Jul�en, who had heard the no�se �n the corr�dor,
�mmed�ately blew out h�s lamp. Someone was try�ng to open the
door. Was �t Madame de Rênal? Was �t a jealous husband?
Very early next morn�ng the cook, who l�ked Jul�en, brought h�m a
book, on the cover of wh�ch he read these words wr�tten �n Ital�an:
Guardate alla pag�na 130.
Jul�en shuddered at the �mprudence, looked for page 130, and found
p�nned to �t the follow�ng letter hast�ly wr�tten, bathed w�th tears, and
full of spell�ng m�stakes. Madame de Rênal was usually very correct.
He was touched by th�s c�rcumstance, and somewhat forgot the
awfulness of the �nd�scret�on.

"So you d�d not want to rece�ve me to-n�ght? There are
moments when I th�nk that I have never read down to the depths
of your soul. Your looks fr�ghten me. I am afra�d of you. Great
God! perhaps you have never loved me? In that case let my



husband d�scover my love, and shut me up �n a pr�son �n the
country far away from my ch�ldren. Perhaps God w�lls �t so. I
shall d�e soon, but you w�ll have proved yourself a monster.
"Do you not love me? Are you t�red of my f�ts of folly and of
remorse, you w�cked man? Do you w�sh to ru�n me? I w�ll show
you an easy way. Go and show th�s letter to all Verr�ères, or
rather show �t to M. Valenod. Tell h�m that I love you, nay, do not
utter such a blasphemy, tell h�m I adore you, that �t was only on
the day I saw you that my l�fe commenced; that even �n the
maddest moments of my youth I never even dreamt of the
happ�ness that I owe to you, that I have sacr�f�ced my l�fe to you
and that I am sacr�f�c�ng my soul. You know that I am sacr�f�c�ng
much more. But does that man know the mean�ng of sacr�f�ce?
Tell h�m, I say, s�mply to �rr�tate h�m, that I w�ll defy all ev�l
tongues, that the only m�sfortune for me �n the whole world
would be to w�tness any change �n the only man who holds me
to l�fe. What a happ�ness �t would be to me to lose my l�fe, to
offer �t up as a sacr�f�ce and to have no longer any fear for my
ch�ldren.
"Have no doubt about �t, dear one, �f �t �s an anonymous letter, �t
comes from that od�ous be�ng who has persecuted me for the
last s�x years w�th h�s loud vo�ce, h�s stor�es about h�s jumps on
horseback, h�s fatu�ty, and the never end�ng catalogue of all h�s
advantages.
"Is there an anonymous letter? I should l�ke to d�scuss that
quest�on w�th you, you w�cked man; but no, you acted r�ghtly.
Clasp�ng you �n my arms perhaps for the last t�me, I should
never have been able to argue as coldly as I do, now that I am
alone. From th�s moment our happ�ness w�ll no longer be so
easy. W�ll that be a vexat�on for you? Yes, on those days when
you haven't rece�ved some amus�ng book from M. Fouqué. The
sacr�f�ce �s made; to-morrow, whether there �s or whether there
�s not any anonymous letter, I myself w�ll tell my husband I have
rece�ved an anonymous letter and that �t �s necessary to g�ve
you a golden br�dge at once, f�nd some honourable excuse, and
send you back to your parents w�thout delay.



"Alas, dear one, we are go�ng to be separated for a fortn�ght,
perhaps a month! Go, I w�ll do you just�ce, you w�ll suffer as
much as I, but anyway, th�s �s the only means of d�spos�ng of
th�s anonymous letter. It �s not the f�rst that my husband has
rece�ved, and on my score too. Alas! how I used to laugh over
them!
"My one a�m �s to make my husband th�nk that the letter comes
from M. Valenod; I have no doubt that he �s �ts author. If you
leave the house, make a po�nt of establ�sh�ng yourself at
Verr�ères; I w�ll manage that my husband should th�nk of pass�ng
a fortn�ght there �n order to prove to the fools there was no
coldness between h�m and me. Once at Verr�ères, establ�sh t�es
of fr�endsh�p w�th everyone, even w�th the L�berals. I am sure
that all the�r lad�es w�ll seek you out.
"Do not quarrel w�th M. Valenod, or cut off h�s ears, as you sa�d
you would one day. Try, on the contrary, to �ngrat�ate yourself
w�th h�m. The essent�al po�nt �s that �t should be notor�ous �n
Verr�ères that you are go�ng to enter the household e�ther of
Valenod or of someone else to take charge of the ch�ldren's
educat�on.
"That �s what my husband w�ll never put up w�th. If he does feel
bound to res�gn h�mself to �t, well, at any rate, you w�ll be l�v�ng
�n Verr�ères and I shall be see�ng you somet�mes. My ch�ldren,
who love you so much, w�ll go and see you. Great God! I feel
that I love my ch�ldren all the more because they love you. How
�s all th�s go�ng to end? I am wander�ng.... Anyway you
understand your l�ne of conduct. Be n�ce, pol�te, but not �n any
way d�sda�nful to those coarse persons. I ask you on my knees;
they w�ll be the arb�ters of our fate. Do not fear for a moment but
that, so far as you are concerned, my husband w�ll conform to
what publ�c op�n�on lays down for h�m.
"It �s you who w�ll supply me w�th the anonymous letter. Equ�p
yourself w�th pat�ence and a pa�r of sc�ssors, cut out from a book
the words wh�ch you w�ll see, then st�ck them w�th the mouth-
glue on to the leaf of loose paper wh�ch I am send�ng you. It



comes to me from M. Valenod. Be on your guard aga�nst a
search �n your room; burn the pages of the book wh�ch you are
go�ng to mut�late. If you do not f�nd the words ready-made, have
the pat�ence to form them letter by letter. I have made the
anonymous letter too short.
ANONYMOUS LETTER.
'MADAME,

All your l�ttle go�ngs-on are known, but the persons �nterested �n
stopp�ng have been warned. I have st�ll suff�c�ent fr�endsh�p left
for you to urge you to cease all relat�ons w�th the l�ttle peasant. If
you are sens�ble enough to do th�s, your husband w�ll bel�eve
that the not�f�cat�on he has rece�ved �s m�slead�ng, and he w�ll be
left �n h�s �llus�on. Remember that I have your secret; tremble,
unhappy woman, you must now walk stra�ght before me.'
"As soon as you have f�n�shed glue�ng together the words that
make up th�s letter (have you recogn�sed the d�rector's spec�al
style of speech) leave the house, I w�ll meet you.
"I w�ll go �nto the v�llage and come back w�th a troubled face. As
a matter of fact I shall be very much troubled. Great God! What
a r�sk I run, and all because you thought you guessed an
anonymous letter. F�nally, look�ng very much upset, I shall g�ve
th�s letter to my husband and say that an unknown man handed
�t to me. As for you, go for a walk w�th the ch�ldren, on the road
to the great woods, and do not come back before d�nner-t�me.
"You w�ll be able to see the tower of the dovecot from the top of
the rocks. If th�ngs go well for us, I w�ll place a wh�te
handkerch�ef there, �n case of the contrary, there w�ll be noth�ng
at all.
"Ungrateful man, w�ll not your heart f�nd out some means of
tell�ng me that you love me before you leave for that walk.
Whatever happens, be certa�n of one th�ng: I shall never surv�ve
our f�nal separat�on by a s�ngle day. Oh, you bad mother! but
what �s the use of my wr�t�ng those two words, dear Jul�en? I do
not feel them, at th�s moment I can only th�nk of you. I have only



wr�tten them so as not to be blamed by you, but what �s the
good of decept�on now that I f�nd myself face to face w�th los�ng
you? Yes, let my soul seem monstrous to you, but do not let me
l�e to the man whom I adore. I have already dece�ved only too
much �n th�s l�fe of m�ne. Go! I forg�ve you �f you love me no
more. I have not the t�me to read over my letter. It �s a small
th�ng �n my eyes to pay for the happy days that I have just
passed �n your arms w�th the pr�ce of my l�fe. You know that they
w�ll cost me more."

CHAPTER XXI

DIALOGUE WITH A MASTER

Alas, our fra�lty �s the cause, not we;
For such as we are made of, such we be.—
Twelfth N�ght.

It was w�th a ch�ld�sh pleasure that for a whole hour Jul�en put the
words together. As he came out of h�s room, he met h�s pup�ls w�th
the�r mother. She took the letter w�th a s�mpl�c�ty and a courage
whose calmness terr�f�ed h�m.
"Is the mouth-glue dry enough yet?" she asked h�m.
"And �s th�s the woman who was so maddened by remorse?" he
thought. "What are her plans at th�s moment?" He was too proud to
ask her, but she had never perhaps pleased h�m more.
"If th�s turns out badly," she added w�th the same coolness, "I shall
be depr�ved of everyth�ng. Take charge of th�s, and bury �t �n some
place of the mounta�n. It w�ll perhaps one day be my only resource."



She gave h�m a glass case �n red morocco f�lled w�th gold and some
d�amonds.
"Now go," she sa�d to h�m.
She k�ssed the ch�ldren, embrac�ng the youngest tw�ce. Jul�en
rema�ned mot�onless. She left h�m at a rap�d pace w�thout look�ng at
h�m.
From the moment that M. de Rênal had opened the anonymous
letter h�s l�fe had been awful. He had not been so ag�tated s�nce a
duel wh�ch he had just m�ssed hav�ng �n 1816, and to do h�m just�ce,
the prospect of rece�v�ng a bullet would have made h�m less
unhappy. He scrut�n�sed the letter from every standpo�nt. "Is that not
a woman's handwr�t�ng?" he sa�d to h�mself. In that case, what
woman had wr�tten �t? He rev�ewed all those whom he knew at
Verr�ères w�thout be�ng able to f�x h�s susp�c�ons on any one. Could a
man have d�ctated that letter? Who was that man? Equal uncerta�nty
on th�s po�nt. The major�ty of h�s acqua�ntances were jealous of h�m,
and, no doubt, hated h�m. "I must consult my w�fe," he sa�d to h�mself
through hab�t, as he got up from the arm-cha�r �n wh�ch he had
collapsed.
"Great God!" he sa�d aloud before he got up, str�k�ng h�s head, "�t �s
she above all of whom I must be d�strustful. At the present moment
she �s my enemy," and tears came �nto h�s eyes through sheer
anger.
By a poet�c just�ce for that hardness of heart wh�ch const�tutes the
prov�nc�al �dea of shrewdness, the two men whom M. de Rênal
feared the most at the present moment were h�s two most �nt�mate
fr�ends.
"I have ten fr�ends perhaps after those," and he passed them �n
rev�ew, gaug�ng the degree of consolat�on wh�ch he could get from
each one. "All of them, all of them," he excla�med �n a rage, "w�ll
der�ve the most supreme pleasure from my awful exper�ence."
As luck would have �t, he thought h�mself env�ed, and not w�thout
reason. Apart from h�s superb town mans�on �n wh�ch the k�ng of
—— had recently spent the n�ght, and thus conferred on �t an



endur�ng honour, he had decorated h�s chateau at Vergy extremely
well. The façade was pa�nted wh�te and the w�ndows adorned w�th
f�ne green shutters. He was consoled for a moment by the thought of
th�s magn�f�cence. The fact was that th�s château was seen from
three or four leagues off, to the great prejud�ce of all the country
houses or so-called châteaux of the ne�ghbourhood, wh�ch had been
left �n the humble grey colour g�ven them by t�me.
There was one of h�s fr�ends on whose p�ty and whose tears M. de
Rênal could count, the churchwarden of the par�sh; but he was an
�d�ot who cr�ed at everyth�ng. Th�s man, however, was h�s only
resource. "What unhapp�ness �s comparable to m�ne," he excla�med
w�th rage. "What �solat�on!"
"Is �t poss�ble?" sa�d th�s truly p�t�able man to h�mself. "Is �t poss�ble
that I have no fr�end �n my m�sfortune of whom I can ask adv�ce? for
my m�nd �s wander�ng, I feel �t. Oh, Falcoz! oh, Ducros!" he
excla�med w�th b�tterness. Those were the names of two fr�ends of
h�s ch�ldhood whom he had dropped ow�ng to h�s snobbery �n 1814.
They were not noble, and he had w�shed to change the foot�ng of
equal�ty on wh�ch they had been l�v�ng w�th h�m s�nce the�r ch�ldhood.
One of them, Falcoz, a paper-merchant of Verr�ères, and a man of
�ntellect and sp�r�t, had bought a pr�nt�ng press �n the ch�ef town of
the department and undertaken the product�on of a journal. The
pr�estly congregat�on had resolved to ru�n h�m; h�s journal had been
condemned, and he had been depr�ved of h�s pr�nter's d�ploma. In
these sad c�rcumstances he ventured to wr�te to M. de Rênal for the
f�rst t�me for ten years. The mayor of Verr�ères thought �t h�s duty to
answer �n the old Roman style: "If the K�ng's M�n�ster were to do me
the honour of consult�ng me, I should say to h�m, ru�n ruthlessly all
the prov�nc�al pr�nters, and make pr�nt�ng a monopoly l�ke tobacco."
M. de Rênal was horr�f�ed to remember the terms of th�s letter to an
�nt�mate fr�end whom all Verr�ères had once adm�red, "Who would
have sa�d that I, w�th my rank, my fortune, my decorat�ons, would
ever come to regret �t?" It was �n these transports of rage, d�rected
now aga�nst h�mself, now aga�nst all h�s surround�ngs, that he
passed an awful n�ght; but, fortunately, �t never occurred to h�m to
spy on h�s w�fe.



"I am accustomed to Lou�se," he sa�d to h�mself, "she knows all my
affa�rs. If I were free to marry to-morrow, I should not f�nd anyone to
take her place." Then he began to plume h�mself on the �dea that h�s
w�fe was �nnocent. Th�s po�nt of v�ew d�d not requ�re any
man�festat�on of character, and su�ted h�m much better. "How many
calumn�ated women has one not seen?"
"But," he suddenly excla�med, as he walked about fever�shly, "shall I
put up w�th her mak�ng a fool of me w�th her lover as though I were a
man of no account, some mere ragamuff�n? Is all Verr�ères to make
merry over my compla�sance? What have they not sa�d about
Charm�er (he was a husband �n the d�str�ct who was notor�ously
dece�ved)? Was there not a sm�le on every l�p at the ment�on of h�s
name? He �s a good advocate, but whoever sa�d anyth�ng about h�s
talent for speak�ng? 'Oh, Charm�er,' they say, 'Bernard's Charm�er,'
he �s thus des�gnated by the name of the man who d�sgraces h�m."
"I have no daughter, thank heaven," M. de Rênal would say at other
t�mes, "and the way �n wh�ch I am go�ng to pun�sh the mother w�ll
consequently not be so harmful to my ch�ldren's household. I could
surpr�se th�s l�ttle peasant w�th my w�fe and k�ll them both; �n that
case the tragedy of the s�tuat�on would perhaps do away w�th the
grotesque element." Th�s �dea appealed to h�m. He followed �t up �n
all �ts deta�ls. "The penal code �s on my s�de, and whatever happens
our congregat�on and my fr�ends on the jury w�ll save me." He
exam�ned h�s hunt�ng-kn�fe wh�ch was qu�te sharp, but the �dea of
blood fr�ghtened h�m.
"I could thrash th�s �nsolent tutor w�th�n an �nch of h�s l�fe and hound
h�m out of the house; but what a sensat�on that would make �n
Verr�ères and even over the whole department! After Falcoz' journal
had been condemned, and when �ts ch�ef ed�tor left pr�son, I had a
hand �n mak�ng h�m lose h�s place of s�x hundred francs a year. They
say that th�s scr�bbler has dared to show h�mself aga�n �n Besançon.
He may lampoon me adro�tly and �n such a way that �t w�ll be
�mposs�ble to br�ng h�m up before the courts. Br�ng h�m up before the
courts! The �nsolent wretch w�ll �ns�nuate �n a thousand and one
ways that he has spoken the truth. A well-born man who keeps h�s
place l�ke I do, �s hated by all the plebe�ans. I shall see my name �n



all those awful Par�s papers. Oh, my God, what depths. To see the
anc�ent name of Rênal plunged �n the m�re of r�d�cule. If I ever travel I
shall have to change my name. What! abandon that name wh�ch �s
my glory and my strength. Could anyth�ng be worse than that?
"If I do not k�ll my w�fe but turn her out �n d�sgrace, she has her aunt
�n Besançon who �s go�ng to hand all her fortune over to her. My w�fe
w�ll go and l�ve �n Par�s w�th Jul�en. It w�ll be known at Verr�ères, and
I shall be taken for a dupe." The unhappy man then not�ced from the
paleness of the lampl�ght that the dawn was beg�nn�ng to appear. He
went to get a l�ttle fresh a�r �n the garden. At th�s moment he had
almost determ�ned to make no scandal, part�cularly �n v�ew of the
fact that a scandal would overwhelm w�th joy all h�s good fr�ends �n
Verr�ères.



The promenade �n the garden calmed h�m a l�ttle. "No," he
excla�med, "I shall not depr�ve myself of my w�fe, she �s too useful to
me." He �mag�ned w�th horror what h�s house would be w�thout h�s
w�fe. The only relat�ve he had was the Marqu�se of R—— old, stup�d,
and mal�c�ous.
A very sens�ble �dea occurred to h�m, but �ts execut�on requ�red a
strength of character cons�derably super�or to the small amount of
character wh�ch the poor man possessed. "If I keep my w�fe," he sa�d
to h�mself, "I know what I shall do one day; on some occas�on when
she makes me lose pat�ence, I shall reproach her w�th her gu�lt. She
�s proud, we shall quarrel, and all th�s w�ll happen before she has
�nher�ted her aunt's fortune. And how they w�ll all make fun of me
then! My w�fe loves her ch�ldren, the result w�ll be that everyth�ng w�ll
go to them. But as for me, I shall be the laugh�ng-stock of Verr�ères.
'What,' they w�ll say, 'he could not even manage to revenge h�mself
on h�s w�fe!' Would �t not be better to leave �t and ver�fy noth�ng? In
that case I t�e my hands, and cannot afterwards reproach her w�th
anyth�ng."
An �nstant afterwards M. de Rênal, once more a prey to wounded
van�ty, set h�mself labor�ously to recollect all the methods of
procedure ment�oned �n the b�ll�ard-room of the Cas�no or the
Nobles' Club �n Verr�ères, when some f�ne talker �nterrupted the pool
to d�vert h�mself at the expense of some dece�ved husband. How
cruel these pleasantr�es appeared to h�m at the present moment!
"My God, why �s my w�fe not dead! then I should be �mpregnable
aga�nst r�d�cule. Why am I not a w�dower? I should go and pass s�x
months �n Par�s �n the best soc�ety. After th�s moment of happ�ness
occas�oned by the �dea of w�dowerhood, h�s �mag�nat�on reverted to
the means of assur�ng h�mself of the truth. Should he put a sl�ght
layer of bran before the door of Jul�en's room at m�dn�ght after
everyone had gone to bed? He would see the �mpress�on of the feet
�n the follow�ng morn�ng.
"But that's no good," he suddenly excla�med w�th rage. "That
�nqu�s�t�ve El�sa w�ll not�ce �t, and they w�ll soon know all over the
house that I am jealous."



In another Cas�no tale a husband had assured h�mself of h�s
m�sfortune by ty�ng a ha�r w�th a l�ttle wax so that �t shut the door of
the gallant as effectually as a seal.
After so many hours of uncerta�nty th�s means of clear�ng up h�s fate
seemed to h�m emphat�cally the best, and he was th�nk�ng of ava�l�ng
h�mself of �t when, �n one of the turn�ngs of the avenue he met the
very woman whom he would l�ke to have seen dead. She was
com�ng back from the v�llage. She had gone to hear mass �n the
church of Vergy. A trad�t�on, extremely doubtful �n the eyes of the
cold ph�losopher, but �n wh�ch she bel�eved, alleges that the l�ttle
church was once the chapel of the château of the Lord of Vergy. Th�s
�dea obsessed Madame de Rênal all the t�me �n the church that she
had counted on spend�ng �n prayer. She kept on �mag�n�ng to herself
the spectacle of her husband k�ll�ng Jul�en when out hunt�ng as
though by acc�dent, and then mak�ng her eat h�s heart �n the
even�ng.
"My fate," she sa�d to herself, "depends on what he w�ll th�nk when
he l�stens to me. It may be I shall never get another opportun�ty of
speak�ng to h�m after th�s fatal quarter of an hour. He �s not a
reasonable person who �s governed by h�s �ntellect. In that case, w�th
the help of my weak �ntell�gence, I could ant�c�pate what he w�ll do or
say. He w�ll dec�de our common fate. He has the power. But th�s fate
depends on my adro�tness, on my sk�ll �n d�rect�ng the �deas of th�s
crank, who �s bl�nded by h�s rage and unable to see half of what
takes place. Great God! I need talent and coolness, where shall I get
�t?"
She rega�ned her calmness as though by mag�c, and she entered
the garden and saw her husband �n the d�stance. H�s d�shevelled
ha�r and d�sordered dress showed that he had not slept.
She gave h�m a letter w�th a broken seal but folded. As for h�m,
w�thout open�ng �t, he gazed at h�s w�fe w�th the eyes of a madman.
"Here's an abom�nable th�ng," she sa�d to h�m, "wh�ch an ev�l-look�ng
man who makes out that he knows you and �s under an obl�gat�on to
you, handed to me as I was pass�ng beh�nd the notary's garden. I
�ns�st on one th�ng and that �s that you send back th�s M. Jul�en to h�s



parents and w�thout delay." Madame de Rênal hastened to say these
words, perhaps a l�ttle before the psycholog�cal moment, �n order to
free herself from the awful prospect of hav�ng to say them.
She was se�zed w�th joy on see�ng that wh�ch she was occas�on�ng
to her husband. She real�sed from the f�xed stare wh�ch he was
r�vett�ng on her that Jul�en had surm�sed r�ghtly.
"What a gen�us he �s to be so br�ll�antly d�plomat�c �nstead of
succumb�ng to so real a m�sfortune," she thought. "He w�ll go very far
�n the future! Alas, h�s successes w�ll only make h�m forget me."
Th�s l�ttle act of adm�rat�on for the man whom she adored qu�te cured
her of her trouble.
She congratulated herself on her tact�cs. "I have not been unworthy
of Jul�en," she sa�d to herself w�th a sweet and secret pleasure.
M. de Rênal kept exam�n�ng the second anonymous letter wh�ch the
reader may remember was composed of pr�nted words glued on to a
paper verg�ng on blue. He d�d not say a word for fear of g�v�ng
h�mself away. "They st�ll make fun of me �n every poss�ble way," sa�d
M. de Rênal to h�mself, overwhelmed w�th exhaust�on. "St�ll more
new �nsults to exam�ne and all the t�me on account of my w�fe." He
was on the po�nt of heap�ng on her the coarsest �nsults. He was
barely checked by the prospects of the Besançon legacy. Consumed
by the need of vent�ng h�s feel�ngs on someth�ng, he crumpled up the
paper of the second anonymous letter and began to walk about w�th
huge str�des. He needed to get away from h�s w�fe. A few moments
afterwards he came back to her �n a qu�eter frame of m�nd.
"The th�ng �s to take some def�n�te l�ne and send Jul�en away," she
sa�d �mmed�ately, "after all �t �s only a labourer's son. You w�ll
compensate h�m by a few crowns and bes�des he �s clever and w�ll
eas�ly manage to f�nd a place, w�th M. Valenod for example, or w�th
the sub-prefect De Maug�ron who both have ch�ldren. In that way you
w�ll not be do�ng h�m any wrong...." "There you go talk�ng l�ke the fool
that you are," excla�med M. de Rênal �n a terr�ble vo�ce. "How can
one hope that a woman w�ll show any good sense? You never bother
yourself about common sense. How can you ever get to know



anyth�ng? Your �nd�fference and your �dleness g�ve you no energy
except for hunt�ng those m�serable butterfl�es, wh�ch we are
unfortunate to have �n our houses."
Madame de Rênal let h�m speak and he spoke for a long t�me. He
was work�ng off h�s anger, to use the local express�on.
"Mons�eur," she answered h�m at last, "I speak as a woman who has
been outraged �n her honour, that �s to say, �n what she holds most
prec�ous."
Madame de Rênal preserved an unalterable sang-fro�d dur�ng all th�s
pa�nful conversat�on on the result of wh�ch depended the poss�b�l�ty
of st�ll l�v�ng under the same roof as Jul�en. She sought for the �deas
wh�ch she thought most adapted to gu�de her husband's bl�nd anger
�nto a safe channel. She had been �nsens�ble to all the �nsult�ng
�mputat�ons wh�ch he had addressed to her. She was not l�sten�ng to
them, she was then th�nk�ng about Jul�en. "W�ll he be pleased w�th
me?"
"Th�s l�ttle peasant whom we have loaded w�th attent�ons, and even
w�th presents, may be �nnocent," she sa�d to h�m at last, "but he �s
none the less the occas�on of the f�rst affront that I have ever
rece�ved. Mons�eur, when I read th�s abom�nable paper, I vowed to
myself that e�ther he or I should leave your house."
"Do you want to make a scandal so as to d�shonour me and yourself
as well? You w�ll make th�ngs hum �n Verr�ères I can assure you."
"It �s true, the degree of prosper�ty �n wh�ch your prudent
management has succeeded �n plac�ng you yourself, your fam�ly and
the town �s the subject of general envy.... Well, I w�ll urge Jul�en to
ask you for a hol�day to go and spend the month w�th that wood-
merchant of the mounta�ns, a f�t fr�end to be sure for th�s l�ttle
labourer."
"M�nd you do noth�ng at all," resumed M. de Rênal w�th a fa�r amount
of tranqu�ll�ty. "I part�cularly �ns�st on your not speak�ng to h�m. You
w�ll put h�m �nto a temper and make h�m quarrel w�th me. You know
to what extent th�s l�ttle gentleman �s always spo�l�ng for a quarrel."



"That young man has no tact," resumed Madame de Rênal. "He may
be learned, you know all about that, but at bottom he �s only a
peasant. For my own part I never thought much of h�m s�nce he
refused to marry El�sa. It was an assured fortune; and that on the
pretext that somet�mes she had made secret v�s�ts to M. Valenod."
"Ah," sa�d M. de Rênal, l�ft�ng up h�s eyebrows �nord�nately. "What,
d�d Jul�en tell you that?"
"Not exactly, he always talked of the vocat�on wh�ch calls h�m to the
holy m�n�stry, but bel�eve me, the f�rst vocat�on for those lower-class
people �s gett�ng the�r bread and butter. He gave me to understand
that he was qu�te aware of her secret v�s�ts."
"And I—I was �gnorant," excla�med M. de Rênal, grow�ng as angry as
before and accentuat�ng h�s words. "Th�ngs take place �n my house
wh�ch I know noth�ng about.... What! has there been anyth�ng
between El�sa and Valenod?"
"Oh, that's old h�story, my dear," sa�d Madame de Rênal w�th a sm�le,
"and perhaps no harm has come of �t. It was at the t�me when your
good fr�end Valenod would not have m�nded the�r th�nk�ng at
Verr�ères that a perfectly platon�c l�ttle affect�on was grow�ng up
between h�m and me."
"I had that �dea once myself," excla�med M. de Rênal, fur�ously
str�k�ng h�s head as he progressed from d�scovery to d�scovery, "and
you told me noth�ng about �t."
"Should one set two fr�ends by the ears on account of a l�ttle f�t of
van�ty on the part of our dear d�rector? What soc�ety woman has not
had addressed to her a few letters wh�ch were both extremely w�tty
and even a l�ttle gallant?"
"He has wr�tten to you?"
"He wr�tes a great deal."
"Show me those letters at once, I order you," and M. de Rênal pulled
h�mself up to h�s s�x feet.
"I w�ll do noth�ng of the k�nd," he was answered w�th a sweetness
verg�ng on �nd�fference. "I w�ll show you them one day when you are



�n a better frame of m�nd."
"Th�s very �nstant, odds l�fe," excla�med M. de Rênal, transported
w�th rage and yet happ�er than he had been for twelve hours.
"W�ll you swear to me," sa�d Madame de Rênal qu�te gravely, "never
to quarrel w�th the d�rector of the workhouse about these letters?"
"Quarrel or no quarrel, I can take those foundl�ngs away from h�m,
but," he cont�nued fur�ously, "I want those letters at once. Where are
they?"
"In a drawer �n my secretary, but I shall certa�nly not g�ve you the
key."
"I'll manage to break �t," he cr�ed, runn�ng towards h�s w�fe's room.
He d�d break �n fact w�th a bar of �ron a costly secretary of ve�ned
mahogany wh�ch came from Par�s and wh�ch he had often been
accustomed to w�pe w�th the nap of h�s coat, when he thought he
had detected a spot.
Madame de Rênal had cl�mbed up at a run the hundred and twenty
steps of the dovecot. She t�ed the corner of a wh�te handkerch�ef to
one of the bars of �ron of the l�ttle w�ndow. She was the happ�est of
women. W�th tears �n her eyes she looked towards the great
mounta�n forest. "Doubtless," she sa�d to herself, "Jul�en �s watch�ng
for th�s happy s�gnal."
She l�stened attent�vely for a long t�me and then she cursed the
monotonous no�se of the grasshopper and the song of the b�rds.
"Had �t not been for that �mportunate no�se, a cry of joy start�ng from
the b�g rocks could have arr�ved here." Her greedy eye devoured
that �mmense slope of dark verdure wh�ch was as level as a
meadow.
"Why �sn't he clever enough," she sa�d to herself, qu�te overcome, "to
�nvent some s�gnal to tell me that h�s happ�ness �s equal to m�ne?"
She only came down from the dovecot when she was fr�ghtened of
her husband com�ng there to look for her.
She found h�m fur�ous. He was perus�ng the sooth�ng phrases of M.
de Valenod and read�ng them w�th an emot�on to wh�ch they were



but l�ttle used.
"I always come back to the same �dea," sa�d Madame de Rênal
se�z�ng a moment when a pause �n her husband's ejaculat�ons gave
her the poss�b�l�ty of gett�ng heard. "It �s necessary for Jul�en to
travel. Whatever talent he may have for Lat�n, he �s only a peasant
after all, often coarse and lack�ng �n tact. Th�nk�ng to be pol�te, he
addresses �nflated compl�ments to me every day, wh�ch are �n bad
taste. He learns them by heart out of some novel or other."
"He never reads one," excla�med M. de Rênal. "I am assured of �t.
Do you th�nk that I am the master of a house who �s so bl�nd as to be
�gnorant of what takes place �n h�s own home."
"Well, �f he doesn't read these droll compl�ments anywhere, he
�nvents them, and that's all the worse so far as he �s concerned. He
must have talked about me �n th�s tone �n Verr�ères and perhaps
w�thout go�ng so far," sa�d Madame Rênal w�th the �dea of mak�ng a
d�scovery, "he may have talked �n the same stra�n to El�sa, wh�ch �s
almost the same as �f he had sa�d �t to M. Valenod."
"Ah," excla�med M. de Rênal, shak�ng the table and the room w�th
one of the most v�olent raps ever made by a human f�st. "The
anonymous pr�nted letter and Valenod's letters are wr�tten on the
same paper."
"At last," thought Madame de Rênal. She pretended to be
overwhelmed at th�s d�scovery, and w�thout hav�ng the courage to
add a s�ngle word, went and sat down some way off on the d�van at
the bottom of the draw�ng-room.
From th�s po�nt the battle was won. She had a great deal of trouble �n
prevent�ng M. de Rênal from go�ng to speak to the supposed author
of the anonymous letter. "What, can't you see that mak�ng a scene
w�th M. Valenod w�thout suff�c�ent proof would be the most s�gnal
m�stake? You are env�ed, Mons�eur, and who �s respons�ble? Your
talents: your w�se management, your tasteful bu�ld�ngs, the dowry
wh�ch I have brought you, and above all, the substant�al legacy
wh�ch we are ent�tled to hope for from my good aunt, a legacy, the



�mportance of wh�ch �s �nord�nately exaggerated, have made you �nto
the f�rst person �n Verr�ères."
"You are forgett�ng my b�rth," sa�d M. de Rênal, sm�l�ng a l�ttle.
"You are one of the most d�st�ngu�shed gentlemen �n the prov�nce,"
repl�ed Madame de Rênal emphat�cally. "If the k�ng were free and
could g�ve b�rth �ts proper due, you would no doubt f�gure �n the
Chamber of Peers, etc. And be�ng �n th�s magn�f�cent pos�t�on, you
yet w�sh to g�ve the env�ous a fact to take hold of."
"To speak about th�s anonymous letter to M. Valenod �s equ�valent to
procla�m�ng over the whole of Verr�ères, nay, over the whole of
Besançon, over the whole prov�nce that th�s l�ttle bourgeo�s who has
been adm�tted perhaps �mprudently to �nt�macy w�th a Rênal, has
managed to offend h�m. At the t�me when those letters wh�ch you
have just taken prove that I have rec�procated M. Valenod's love, you
ought to k�ll me. I should have deserved �t a hundred t�mes over, but
not to show h�m your anger. Remember that all our ne�ghbours are
only wa�t�ng for an excuse to revenge themselves for your
super�or�ty. Remember that �n 1816 you had a hand �n certa�n
arrests.
"I th�nk that you show ne�ther cons�derat�on nor love for me,"
excla�med M. de Rênal w�th all the b�tterness evoked by such a
memory, "and I was not made a peer."
"I am th�nk�ng, my dear," resumed Madame de Rênal w�th a sm�le,
"that I shall be r�cher than you are, that I have been your compan�on
for twelve years, and that by v�rtue of those qual�f�cat�ons I am
ent�tled to have a vo�ce �n the counc�l and, above all, �n to-day's
bus�ness. If you prefer M. Jul�en to me," she added, w�th a touch of
temper wh�ch was but th�nly d�sgu�sed, "I am ready to go and pass a
w�nter w�th my aunt." These words proved a lucky shot. They
possessed a f�rmness wh�ch endeavoured to clothe �tself w�th
courtesy. It dec�ded M. de Rênal, but follow�ng the prov�nc�al custom,
he st�ll thought for a long t�me, and went aga�n over all h�s
arguments; h�s w�fe let h�m speak. There was st�ll a touch of anger �n
h�s �ntonat�on. F�nally two hours of fut�le rant exhausted the strength
of a man who had been subject dur�ng the whole n�ght to a



cont�nuous f�t of anger. He determ�ned on the l�ne of conduct he was
go�ng to follow w�th regard to M. Valenod, Jul�en and even El�sa.
Madame de Rênal was on the po�nt once or tw�ce dur�ng th�s great
scene of feel�ng some sympathy for the very real unhapp�ness of the
man who had been so dear to her for twelve years. But true pass�ons
are self�sh. Bes�des she was expect�ng h�m every �nstant to ment�on
the anonymous letter wh�ch he had rece�ved the day before and he
d�d not ment�on �t. In order to feel qu�te safe, Madame de Rênal
wanted to know the �deas wh�ch the letter had succeed�ng �n
suggest�ng to the man on whom her fate depended, for, �n the
prov�nces the husbands are the masters of publ�c op�n�on. A
husband who compla�ns covers h�mself w�th r�d�cule, an
�nconven�ence wh�ch becomes no less dangerous �n France w�th
each succeed�ng year; but �f he refuses to prov�de h�s w�fe w�th
money, she falls to the status of a labour�ng woman at f�fteen sous a
day, wh�le the v�rtuous souls have scruples about employ�ng her.
An odal�sque �n the seragl�o can love the Sultan w�th all her m�ght.
He �s all-powerful and she has no hope of steal�ng h�s author�ty by a
ser�es of l�ttle subtlet�es. The master's vengeance �s terr�ble and
bloody but mart�al and generous; a dagger thrust f�n�shes everyth�ng.
But �t �s by stabb�ng her w�th publ�c contempt that a n�neteenth-
century husband k�lls h�s w�fe. It �s by shutt�ng aga�nst her the doors
of all the draw�ng-rooms.
When Madame de Rênal returned to her room, her feel�ng of danger
was v�v�dly awakened. She was shocked by the d�sorder �n wh�ch
she found �t. The locks of all the pretty l�ttle boxes had been broken.
Many planks �n the floor had been l�fted up. "He would have no p�ty
on me," she sa�d to herself. "To th�nk of h�s spo�l�ng l�ke th�s, th�s
coloured wood floor wh�ch he l�kes so much; he gets red w�th rage
whenever one of h�s ch�ldren comes �nto �t w�th wet shoes, and now
�t �s spo�lt for ever." The spectacle of th�s v�olence �mmed�ately
ban�shed the last scruples wh�ch she was enterta�n�ng w�th respect
to that v�ctory wh�ch she had won only too rap�dly.
Jul�en came back w�th the ch�ldren a l�ttle before the d�nner-bell.
Madame de Rênal sa�d to h�m very dr�ly at dessert when the servant



had left the room:
"You have told me about your w�sh to go and spend a fortn�ght at
Verr�ères. M. de Rênal �s k�nd enough to g�ve you a hol�day. You can
leave as soon as you l�ke, but the ch�ldrens' exerc�ses w�ll be sent to
you every day so that they do not waste the�r t�me."
"I shall certa�nly not allow you more than a week," sa�d M. de Rênal
�n a very b�tter tone. Jul�en thought h�s v�sage betrayed the anx�ety of
a man who was ser�ously harassed.
"He has not yet dec�ded what l�ne to take," he sa�d to h�s love dur�ng
a moment when they were alone together �n the draw�ng-room.
Madame de Rênal rap�dly recounted to h�m all she had done s�nce
the morn�ng.
"The deta�ls are for to-n�ght," she added w�th a sm�le.
"Fem�n�ne pervers�ty," thought Jul�en, "What can be the pleasure,
what can be the �nst�nct wh�ch �nduces them to dece�ve us."
"I th�nk you are both enl�ghtened and at the same t�me bl�nded by
your love," he sa�d to her w�th some coldness. "Your conduct to-day
has been adm�rable, but �s �t prudent for us to try and see each other
to-n�ght? Th�s house �s paved w�th enem�es. Just th�nk of El�sa's
pass�onate hatred for me."
"That hate �s very l�ke the pass�onate �nd�fference wh�ch you no
doubt have for me."
"Even �f I were �nd�fferent I ought to save you from the per�l �n wh�ch I
have plunged you. If chance so w�lls �t that M. de Rênal should
speak to El�sa, she can acqua�nt h�m w�th everyth�ng �n a s�ngle
word. What �s to prevent h�m from h�d�ng near my room fully armed?"
"What, not even courage?" sa�d Madame de Rênal, w�th all the
haught�ness of a sc�on of nob�l�ty.
"I w�ll never demean myself to speak about my courage," sa�d Jul�en,
coldly, "�t would be mean to do so. Let the world judge by the facts.
But," he added, tak�ng her hand, "you have no �dea how devoted I



am to you and how over-joyed I am of be�ng able to say good-bye to
you before th�s cruel separat�on."

CHAPTER XXII

MANNERS OF PROCEDURE IN 1830

Speech has been g�ven to man to conceal h�s thought.
R.P. Malagr�da.

Jul�en had scarcely arr�ved at Verr�ères before he reproached h�mself
w�th h�s �njust�ce towards Madame de Rênal. "I should have
desp�sed her for a weakl�ng of a woman �f she had not had the
strength to go through w�th her scene w�th M. de Rênal. But she has
acqu�tted herself l�ke a d�plomat�st and I sympath�se w�th the defeat
of the man who �s my enemy. There �s a bourgeo�s prejud�ce �n my
act�on; my van�ty �s offended because M. de Rênal �s a man. Men
form a vast and �llustr�ous body to wh�ch I have the honour to belong.
I am noth�ng but a fool." M. Chélan had refused the magn�f�cent
apartments wh�ch the most �mportant L�berals �n the d�str�ct had
offered h�m, when h�s loss of h�s l�v�ng had necess�tated h�s leav�ng
the parsonage. The two rooms wh�ch he had rented were l�ttered
w�th h�s books. Jul�en, w�sh�ng to show Verr�ères what a pr�est could
do, went and fetched a dozen p�newood planks from h�s father,
carr�ed them on h�s back all along the Grande-Rue, borrowed some
tools from an old comrade and soon bu�lt a k�nd of book-case �n
wh�ch he arranged M. Chélan's books.
"I thought you were corrupted by the van�ty of the world," sa�d the old
man to h�m as he cr�ed w�th joy, "but th�s �s someth�ng wh�ch well
redeems all the ch�ld�shness of that br�ll�ant Guard of Honour un�form
wh�ch has made you so many enem�es."



M. de Rênal had ordered Jul�en to stay at h�s house. No one
suspected what had taken place. The th�rd day after h�s arr�val Jul�en
saw no less a personage than M. the sub-prefect de Maug�ron come
all the way up the sta�rs to h�s room. It was only after two long hours
of fatuous goss�p and long-w�nded lamentat�ons about the
w�ckedness of man, the lack of honesty among the people entrusted
w�th the adm�n�strat�on of the publ�c funds, the dangers of h�s poor
France, etc. etc., that Jul�en was at last vouchsafed a gl�mpse of the
object of the v�s�t. They were already on the land�ng of the sta�rcase
and the poor half d�sgraced tutor was escort�ng w�th all proper
deference the future prefect of some prosperous department, when
the latter was pleased to take an �nterest �n Jul�en's fortune, to pra�se
h�s moderat�on �n money matters, etc., etc. F�nally M. de Maug�ron,
embrac�ng h�m �n the most paternal way, proposed that he should
leave M. de Rênal and enter the household of an off�c�al who had
ch�ldren to educate and who, l�ke K�ng Ph�l�ppe, thanked Heaven not
so much that they had been granted to h�m, but for the fact that they
had been born �n the same ne�ghbourhood as M. Jul�en. The�r tutor
would enjoy a salary of 800 francs, payable not from month to
month, wh�ch �s not at all ar�stocrat�c, sa�d M. de Maug�ron, but
quarterly and always �n advance.
It was Jul�en's turn now. After he had been bored for an hour and a
half by wa�t�ng for what he had to say, h�s answer was perfect and,
above all, as long as a b�shop's charge. It suggested everyth�ng and
yet sa�d noth�ng clearly. It showed at the same t�me respect for M. de
Rênal, venerat�on for the publ�c of Verr�ères and grat�tude to the
d�st�ngu�shed sub-prefect. The sub-prefect, aston�shed at f�nd�ng h�m
more Jesu�t�cal than h�mself, tr�ed �n va�n to obta�n someth�ng
def�n�te. Jul�en was del�ghted, se�zed the opportun�ty to pract�se, and
started h�s answer all over aga�n �n d�fferent language. Never has an
eloquent m�n�ster who w�shed to make the most of the end of a
sess�on when the Chamber really seemed des�rous of wak�ng up,
sa�d less �n more words.
M. de Maug�ron had scarcely left before Jul�en began to laugh l�ke a
madman. In order to explo�t h�s Jesu�t�cal smartness, he wrote a
n�ne-page letter to M. de Rênal �n wh�ch he gave h�m an account of



all that had been sa�d to h�m and humbly asked h�s adv�ce. "But the
old scoundrel has not told me the name of the person who �s mak�ng
the offer. It �s bound to be M. Valenod who, no doubt, sees �n my
ex�le at Verr�ères the result of h�s anonymous letter."
Hav�ng sent off h�s despatch and feel�ng as sat�sf�ed as a hunter who
at s�x o'clock �n the morn�ng on a f�ne autumn day, comes out �nto a
pla�n that abounds w�th game, he went out to go and ask adv�ce of
M. Chélan. But before he had arr�ved at the good curé's, prov�dence,
w�sh�ng to shower favours upon h�m, threw �n h�s path M. de
Valenod, to whom he owned qu�te freely that h�s heart was torn �n
two; a poor lad such as he was owed an exclus�ve devot�on to the
vocat�on to wh�ch �t had pleased Heaven to call h�m. But vocat�on
was not everyth�ng �n th�s base world. In order to work worth�ly at the
v�ne of the Lord, and to be not totally unworthy of so many worthy
colleagues, �t was necessary to be educated; �t was necessary to
spend two expens�ve years at the sem�nary of Besançon; sav�ng
consequently became an �mperat�ve necess�ty, and was certa�nly
much eas�er w�th a salary of e�ght hundred francs pa�d quarterly than
w�th s�x hundred francs wh�ch one rece�ved monthly. On the other
hand, d�d not Heaven, by plac�ng h�m by the s�de of the young de
Rênals, and espec�ally by �nsp�r�ng h�m w�th a spec�al devot�on to
them, seem to �nd�cate that �t was not proper to abandon that
educat�on for another one.
Jul�en reached such a degree of perfect�on �n that part�cular k�nd of
eloquence wh�ch has succeeded the drast�c qu�ckness of the emp�re,
that he f�n�shed by bor�ng h�mself w�th the sound of h�s own words.
On reach�ng home he found a valet of M. Valenod �n full l�very who
had been look�ng for h�m all over the town, w�th a card �nv�t�ng h�m to
d�nner for that same day.
Jul�en had never been �n that man's house. Only a few days before
he had been th�nk�ng of noth�ng but the means of g�v�ng h�m a sound
thrash�ng w�thout gett�ng �nto trouble w�th the pol�ce. Although the
t�me of the d�nner was one o'clock, Jul�en thought �t was more
deferent�al to present h�mself at half-past twelve at the off�ce of M.
the d�rector of the workhouse. He found h�m parad�ng h�s �mportance



�n the m�ddle of a lot of despatch boxes. H�s large black wh�skers, h�s
enormous quant�ty of ha�r, h�s Greek bonnet placed across the top of
h�s head, h�s �mmense p�pe, h�s embro�dered sl�ppers, the b�g cha�ns
of gold crossed all over h�s breast, and the whole stock-�n-trade of a
prov�nc�al f�nanc�er who cons�ders h�mself prosperous, fa�led to
�mpose on Jul�en �n the least: They only made h�m th�nk the more of
the thrash�ng wh�ch he owed h�m.
He asked for the honour of be�ng �ntroduced to Madame Valenod.
She was dress�ng and was unable to rece�ve h�m. By way of
compensat�on he had the pr�v�lege of w�tness�ng the to�let of M. the
d�rector of the workhouse. They subsequently went �nto the
apartment of Madame Valenod, who �ntroduced her ch�ldren to h�m
w�th tears �n her eyes. Th�s lady was one of the most �mportant �n
Verr�ères, had a b�g face l�ke a man's, on wh�ch she had put rouge �n
honour of th�s great funct�on. She d�splayed all the maternal pathos
of wh�ch she was capable.
Jul�en thought all the t�me of Madame de Rênal. H�s d�strust made
h�m only suscept�ble to those assoc�at�ons wh�ch are called up by
the�r oppos�tes, but he was then affected to the verge of break�ng
down. Th�s tendency was �ncreased by the s�ght of the house of the
d�rector of the workhouse. He was shown over �t. Everyth�ng �n �t was
new and magn�f�cent, and he was told the pr�ce of every art�cle of
furn�ture. But Jul�en detected a certa�n element of sord�dness, wh�ch
smacked of stolen money �nto the barga�n. Everybody �n �t, down to
the servants, had the a�r of sett�ng h�s face �n advance aga�nst
contempt.
The collector of taxes, the super�ntendent of �nd�rect taxes, the
off�cer of gendarmer�e, and two or three other publ�c off�c�als arr�ved
w�th the�r w�ves. They were followed by some r�ch L�berals. D�nner
was announced. It occurred to Jul�en, who was already feel�ng upset,
that there were some poor pr�soners on the other s�de of the d�n�ng-
room wall, and that an �ll�c�t prof�t had perhaps been made over the�r
rat�ons of meat �n order to purchase all that gar�sh luxury w�th wh�ch
they were try�ng to overwhelm h�m.



"Perhaps they are hungry at th�s very m�nute," he sa�d to h�mself. He
felt a chok�ng �n h�s throat. He found �t �mposs�ble to eat and almost
�mposs�ble to speak. Matters became much worse a quarter of an
hour afterwards; they heard �n the d�stance some refra�ns of a
popular song that was, �t must be confessed, a l�ttle vulgar, wh�ch
was be�ng sung by one of the �nmates. M. Valenod gave a look to
one of h�s l�ver�ed servants who d�sappeared and soon there was no
more s�ng�ng to be heard. At that moment a valet offered Jul�en
some Rh�ne w�ne �n a green glass and Madame Valenod made a
po�nt of ask�ng h�m to note that th�s w�ne cost n�ne francs a bottle �n
the market. Jul�en held up h�s green glass and sa�d to M. Valenod,
"They are not s�ng�ng that wretched song any more."
"Zounds, I should th�nk not," answered the tr�umphant governor. "I
have made the rascals keep qu�et."
These words were too much for Jul�en. He had the manners of h�s
new pos�t�on, but he had not yet ass�m�lated �ts sp�r�t. In sp�te of all
h�s hypocr�sy and �ts frequent pract�ce, he felt a b�g tear dr�p down
h�s cheek.
He tr�ed to h�de �t �n the green glass, but he found �t absolutely
�mposs�ble to do just�ce to the Rh�ne w�ne. "Prevent�ng s�ng�ng he
sa�d to h�mself: Oh, my God, and you suffer �t."
Fortunately nobody not�ced h�s �ll-bred emot�on. The collector of
taxes had struck up a royal�st song. "So th�s," reflected Jul�en's
consc�ence dur�ng the hubbub of the refra�n wh�ch was sung �n
chorus, "�s the sord�d prosper�ty wh�ch you w�ll eventually reach, and
you w�ll only enjoy �t under these cond�t�ons and �n company l�ke th�s.
You w�ll, perhaps, have a post worth twenty thousand francs; but
wh�le you gorge yourself on meat, you w�ll have to prevent a poor
pr�soner from s�ng�ng; you w�ll g�ve d�nners w�th the money wh�ch
you have stolen out of h�s m�serable rat�ons and dur�ng your d�nners
he w�ll be st�ll more wretched. Oh, Napoleon, how sweet �t was to
cl�mb to fortune �n your way through the dangers of a battle, but to
th�nk of aggravat�ng the pa�n of the unfortunate �n th�s cowardly way."



I own that the weakness wh�ch Jul�en had been man�fest�ng �n th�s
sol�loquy g�ves me a poor op�n�on of h�m. He �s worthy of be�ng the
accompl�ce of those k�d-gloved consp�rators who purport to change
the whole essence of a great country's ex�stence, w�thout w�sh�ng to
have on the�r consc�ence the most tr�v�al scratch.
Jul�en was sharply brought back to h�s role. He had not been �nv�ted
to d�ne �n such good company s�mply to moon dream�ly and say
noth�ng.
A ret�red manufacturer of cotton pr�nts, a correspond�ng member of
the Academy of Besançon and of that of Uzès, spoke to h�m from the
other end of the table and asked h�m �f what was sa�d everywhere
about h�s aston�sh�ng progress �n the study of the New Testament
was really true.
A profound s�lence was suddenly �naugurated. A New Testament �n
Lat�n was found as though by mag�c �n the possess�on of the learned
member of the two Academ�es. After Jul�en had answered, part of a
sentence �n Lat�n was read at random. Jul�en then rec�ted. H�s
memory proved fa�thful and the prod�gy was adm�red w�th all the
bo�sterous energy of the end of d�nner. Jul�en looked at the flushed
faces of the lad�es. A good many were not so pla�n. He recogn�sed
the w�fe of the collector, who was a f�ne s�nger.
"I am ashamed, as a matter of fact, to talk Lat�n so long before these
lad�es," he sa�d, turn�ng h�s eyes on her. "If M. Rub�gneau," that was
the name of the member of the two Academ�es, "w�ll be k�nd enough
to read a Lat�n sentence at random �nstead of answer�ng by follow�ng
the Lat�n text, I w�ll try to translate �t �mpromptu." Th�s second test
completed h�s glory.
Several L�berals were there, who, though r�ch, were none the less
the happy fathers of ch�ldren capable of obta�n�ng scholarsh�ps, and
had consequently been suddenly converted at the last m�ss�on. In
sp�te of th�s d�plomat�c step, M. de Rênal had never been w�ll�ng to
rece�ve them �n h�s house. These worthy people, who only knew
Jul�en by name and from hav�ng seen h�m on horseback on the day
of the k�ng of ——'s entry, were h�s most no�sy adm�rers. "When w�ll
those fools get t�red of l�sten�ng to th�s B�bl�cal language, wh�ch they



don't understand �n the least," he thought. But, on the contrary, that
language amused them by �ts strangeness and made them sm�le.
But Jul�en got t�red.
As s�x o'clock struck he got up gravely and talked about a chapter �n
L�gor�o's New Theology wh�ch he had to learn by heart to rec�te on
the follow�ng day to M. Chélan, "for," he added pleasantly, "my
bus�ness �s to get lessons sa�d by heart to me, and to say them by
heart myself."
There was much laughter and adm�rat�on; such �s the k�nd of w�t
wh�ch �s customary �n Verr�ères. Jul�en had already got up and �n
sp�te of et�quette everybody got up as well, so great �s the dom�n�on
exerc�sed by gen�us. Madame Valenod kept h�m for another quarter
of an hour. He really must hear her ch�ldren rec�te the�r catech�sms.
They made the most absurd m�stakes wh�ch he alone not�ced. He
was careful not to po�nt them out. "What �gnorance of the f�rst
pr�nc�ples of rel�g�on," he thought. F�nally he bowed and thought he
could get away; but they �ns�sted on h�s try�ng a fable of La Fonta�ne.
"That author �s qu�te �mmoral," sa�d Jul�en to Madame Valenod. A
certa�n fable on Mess�re Jean Chouart dares to pour r�d�cule on all
that we hold most venerable. He �s shrewdly blamed by the best
commentators. Before Jul�en left he rece�ved four or f�ve �nv�tat�ons
to d�nner. "Th�s young man �s an honour to the department," cr�ed all
the guests �n chorus. They even went so far as to talk of a pens�on
voted out of the mun�c�pal funds to put h�m �n the pos�t�on of
cont�nu�ng h�s stud�es at Par�s.
Wh�le th�s rash �dea was resound�ng through the d�n�ng-room Jul�en
had sw�ftly reached the front door. "You scum, you scum," he cr�ed,
three or four t�mes �n success�on �n a low vo�ce as he �ndulged �n the
pleasure of breath�ng �n the fresh a�r.
He felt qu�te an ar�stocrat at th�s moment, though he was the very
man who had been shocked for so long a per�od by the haughty
sm�le of d�sda�nful super�or�ty wh�ch he detected beh�nd all the
courtes�es addressed to h�m at M. de Rênal's. He could not help
real�s�ng the extreme d�fference. Why let us even forget the fact of �ts
be�ng money stolen from the poor �nmates, he sa�d to h�mself as he



went away, let us forget also the�r stopp�ng the s�ng�ng. M. de Rênal
would never th�nk of tell�ng h�s guests the pr�ce of each bottle of w�ne
w�th wh�ch he regales them, and as for th�s M. Valenod, and h�s
chron�c catalogu�ng of h�s var�ous belong�ngs, he cannot talk of h�s
house, h�s estate, etc., �n the presence of h�s w�fe w�thout say�ng,
"Your house, your estate."
Th�s lady, who was apparently so keenly al�ve to the del�ghts of
decorum, had just had an awful scene dur�ng the d�nner w�th a
servant who had broken a w�ne-glass and spo�lt one of her dozens;
and the servant too had answered her back w�th the utmost
�nsolence.
"What a collect�on," sa�d Jul�en to h�mself; "I would not l�ve l�ke they
do were they to g�ve me half of all they steal. I shall g�ve myself away
one f�ne day. I should not be able to restra�n myself from express�ng
the d�sgust w�th wh�ch they �nsp�re one."
It was necessary, however, to obey Madame de Rênal's �njunct�on
and be present at several d�nners of the same k�nd. Jul�en was the
fash�on; he was forg�ven h�s Guard of Honour un�form, or rather that
�nd�scret�on was the real cause of h�s successes. Soon the only
quest�on �n Verr�ères was whether M. de Rênal or M. the d�rector of
the workhouse would be the v�ctor �n the struggle for the clever
young man. These gentlemen formed, together w�th M. Maslon, a
tr�umv�rate wh�ch had tyrann�sed over the town for a number of
years. People were jealous of the mayor, and the L�berals had good
cause for compla�nt, but, after all, he was noble and born for a
super�or pos�t�on, wh�le M. Valenod's father had not left h�m s�x
hundred francs a year. H�s career had necess�tated a trans�t�on from
p�ty�ng the shabby green su�t wh�ch had been so notor�ous �n h�s
youth, to envy�ng the Norman horses, h�s gold cha�ns, h�s Par�s
clothes, h�s whole present prosper�ty.
Jul�en thought that he had d�scovered one honest man �n the
wh�rlpool of th�s novel world. He was a geometr�st named Gros, and
had the reputat�on of be�ng a Jacob�n. Jul�en, who had vowed to say
noth�ng but that wh�ch he d�sbel�eved h�mself, was obl�ged to watch
h�mself carefully when speak�ng to M. Gros. He rece�ved b�g packets



of exerc�ses from Vergy. He was adv�sed to v�s�t h�s father frequently,
and he fulf�lled h�s unpleasant duty. In a word he was patch�ng h�s
reputat�on together pretty well, when he was thoroughly surpr�sed to
f�nd h�mself woken up one morn�ng by two hands held over h�s eyes.
It was Madame de Rênal who had made a tr�p to the town, and who,
runn�ng up the sta�rs four at a t�me wh�le she left her ch�ldren play�ng
w�th a pet rabb�t, had reached Jul�en's room a moment before her
sons. Th�s moment was del�c�ous but very short: Madame de Rênal
had d�sappeared when the ch�ldren arr�ved w�th the rabb�t wh�ch they
wanted to show to the�r fr�end. Jul�en gave them all a hearty
welcome, �nclud�ng the rabb�t. He seemed at home aga�n. He felt
that he loved these ch�ldren and that he enjoyed goss�p�ng w�th
them. He was aston�shed at the sweetness of the�r vo�ces, at the
s�mpl�c�ty and d�gn�ty of the�r l�ttle ways; he felt he needed to purge
h�s �mag�nat�on of all the vulgar pract�ces and all the
unpleasantnesses among wh�ch he had been l�v�ng �n Verr�ères. For
there everyone was always fr�ghtened of be�ng scored off, and luxury
and poverty were at daggers drawn.
The people w�th whom he would d�ne would enter �nto conf�dences
over the jo�nt wh�ch were as hum�l�at�ng for themselves as they were
nauseat�ng to the hearer.
"You others, who are nobles, you are r�ght to be proud," he sa�d to
Madame de Rênal, as he gave her an account of all the d�nners
wh�ch he had put up w�th.
"You're the fash�on then," and she laughed heart�ly as she thought of
the rouge wh�ch Madame Valenod thought herself obl�ged to put on
each t�me she expected Jul�en. "I th�nk she has des�gns on your
heart," she added.
The breakfast was del�c�ous. The presence of the ch�ldren, though
apparently embarrass�ng, �ncreased as a matter of fact the
happ�ness of the party. The poor ch�ldren d�d not know how to g�ve
express�on to the joy at see�ng Jul�en aga�n. The servants had not
fa�led to tell them that he had been offered two hundred francs a
year more to educate the l�ttle Valenods.



Stan�slas-Xav�er, who was st�ll pale from h�s �llness, suddenly asked
h�s mother �n the m�ddle of the breakfast, the value of h�s s�lver cover
and of the goblet �n wh�ch he was dr�nk�ng.
"Why do you want to know that?"
"I want to sell them to g�ve the pr�ce to M. Jul�en so that he shan't be
done �f he stays w�th us."
Jul�en k�ssed h�m w�th tears �n h�s eyes. H�s mother wept
unrestra�nedly, for Jul�en took Stan�slas on h�s knees and expla�ned
to h�m that he should not use the word "done" wh�ch, when
employed �n that mean�ng was an express�on only f�t for the
servants' hall. See�ng the pleasure wh�ch he was g�v�ng to Madame
de Rênal, he tr�ed to expla�n the mean�ng of be�ng "done" by
p�cturesque �llustrat�ons wh�ch amused the ch�ldren.
"I understand," sa�d Stan�slas, "�t's l�ke the crow who �s s�lly enough
to let h�s cheese fall and be taken by the fox who has been play�ng
the flatterer."
Madame de Rênal felt mad w�th joy and covered her ch�ldren w�th
k�sses, a process wh�ch �nvolved her lean�ng a l�ttle on Jul�en.
Suddenly the door opened. It was M. de Rênal. H�s severe and
d�scontented express�on contrasted strangely w�th the sweet joy
wh�ch h�s presence d�ss�pated. Madame de Rênal grew pale, she felt
herself �ncapable of deny�ng anyth�ng. Jul�en se�zed command of the
conversat�on and commenced tell�ng M. the mayor �n a loud vo�ce
the �nc�dent of the s�lver goblet wh�ch Stan�slas wanted to sell. He
was qu�te certa�n th�s story would not be apprec�ated. M. de Rênal
f�rst of all frowned mechan�cally at the mere ment�on of money. Any
allus�on to that m�neral, he was accustomed to say, �s always a
prelude to some demand made upon my purse. But th�s was
someth�ng more than a mere money matter. H�s susp�c�ons were
�ncreased. The a�r of happ�ness wh�ch an�mated h�s fam�ly dur�ng h�s
absence was not calculated to smooth matters over w�th a man who
was a prey to so touchy a van�ty. "Yes, yes," he sa�d, as h�s w�fe
started to pra�se to h�m the comb�ned grace and cleverness of the
way �n wh�ch Jul�en gave �deas to h�s pup�ls. "I know, he renders me



hateful to my own ch�ldren. It �s easy enough for h�m to make h�mself
a hundred t�mes more loveable to them than I am myself, though
after all, I am the master. In th�s century everyth�ng tends to make
leg�t�mate author�ty unpopular. Poor France!"
Madame de Rênal had not stopped to exam�ne the f�ne shades of
the welcome wh�ch her husband gave her. She had just caught a
gl�mpse of the poss�b�l�ty of spend�ng twelve hours w�th Jul�en. She
had a lot of purchases to make �n the town and declared that she
pos�t�vely �ns�sted �n go�ng to d�ne at the tavern. She stuck to her
�dea �n sp�te of all her husband's protests and remonstrances. The
ch�ldren were del�ghted w�th the mere word tavern, wh�ch our
modern prudery denounces w�th so much gusto.
M. de Rênal left h�s w�fe �n the f�rst draper's shop wh�ch she entered
and went to pay some v�s�ts. He came back more morose than he
had been �n the morn�ng. He was conv�nced that the whole town was
busy w�th h�mself and Jul�en. As a matter of fact no one had yet
g�ven h�m any �nkl�ng as to the more offens�ve part of the publ�c
goss�p. Those �tems wh�ch had been repeated to M. the mayor dealt
exclus�vely w�th the quest�on of whether Jul�en would rema�n w�th
h�m w�th s�x hundred francs, or would accept the e�ght hundred
francs offered by M. the d�rector of the workhouse.
The d�rector, when he met M. de Rênal �n soc�ety, gave h�m the cold
shoulder. These tact�cs were not w�thout cleverness. There �s no
�mpuls�veness �n the prov�nces. Sensat�ons are so rare there that
they are never allowed to be wasted.
M. le Valenod was what �s called a hundred m�les from Par�s a
faraud; that means a coarse �mprudent type of man. H�s tr�umphant
ex�stence s�nce 1815 had consol�dated h�s natural qual�t�es. He
re�gned, so to say, �n Verr�ères subject to the orders of M. de Rênal;
but as he was much more energet�c, was ashamed of noth�ng, had a
f�nger �n everyth�ng, and was always go�ng about wr�t�ng and
speak�ng, and was obl�v�ous of all snubs, he had, although w�thout
any personal pretens�ons, eventually come to equal the mayor �n
reputat�on �n the eyes of the eccles�ast�cal author�t�es. M. Valenod
had, as �t were, sa�d to the local tradesmen "G�ve me the two b�ggest



fools among your number;" to the men of law "Show me the two
greatest dunces;" to the san�tary off�c�als "Po�nt out to me the two
b�ggest charlatans." When he had thus collected the most �mpudent
members of each separate call�ng, he had pract�cally sa�d to them,
"Let us re�gn together."
The manners of those people were offens�ve to M. de Rênal. The
coarseness of Valenod took offence at noth�ng, not even the
frequency w�th wh�ch the l�ttle abbé Maslon would g�ve the l�e to h�m
�n publ�c.
But �n the m�ddle of all th�s prosper�ty M. Valenod found �t necessary
to reassure h�mself by a number of petty acts of �nsolence on the
score of the crude truths wh�ch he well real�sed that everybody was
just�f�ed �n address�ng to h�m. H�s act�v�ty had redoubled s�nce the
fears wh�ch the v�s�t of M. Appert had left h�m. He had made three
journeys to Besançon. He wrote several letters by each cour�er; he
sent others by unknown men who came to h�s house at n�ghtfall.
Perhaps he had been wrong �n secur�ng the d�sm�ssal of the old curé
Chélan. For th�s p�ece of v�nd�ct�veness had resulted �n h�s be�ng
cons�dered an extremely mal�c�ous man by several p�ous women of
good b�rth. Bes�des, the render�ng of th�s serv�ce had placed h�m �n
absolute dependence on M. the Grand V�car de Fr�la�r from whom he
rece�ved some strange comm�ss�ons. He had reached th�s po�nt �n
h�s �ntr�gues when he had y�elded to the pleasure of wr�t�ng an
anonymous letter, and thus �ncreas�ng h�s embarrassment. H�s w�fe
declared to h�m that she wanted to have Jul�en �n her house; her
van�ty was �ntox�cated w�th the �dea.
Such be�ng h�s pos�t�on M. Valenod �mag�ned �n advance a dec�s�ve
scene w�th h�s old colleague M. de Rênal. The latter m�ght address
to h�m some harsh words, wh�ch he would not m�nd much; but he
m�ght wr�te to Besançon and even to Par�s. Some m�n�ster's cous�n
m�ght suddenly fall down on Verr�ères and take over the workhouse.
Valenod thought of com�ng to terms w�th the L�berals. It was for that
purpose that several of them had been �nv�ted to the d�nner when
Jul�en was present. He would have obta�ned powerful support
aga�nst the mayor but the elect�ons m�ght supervene, and �t was only
too ev�dent that the d�rectorsh�p of the workhouse was �ncons�stent



w�th vot�ng on the wrong s�de. Madame de Rênal had made a
shrewd guess at th�s �ntr�gue, and wh�le she expla�ned �t to Jul�en as
he gave her h�s arm to pass from one shop to another, they found
themselves gradually taken as far as the Cours de la F�dél�té where
they spent several hours nearly as tranqu�l as those at Vergy.
At the same t�me M. Valenod was try�ng to put off a def�n�te cr�s�s
w�th h�s old patron by h�mself assum�ng the aggress�ve. These
tact�cs succeeded on th�s part�cular day, but aggravated the mayor's
bad temper. Never has van�ty at close gr�ps w�th all the harshness
and meanness of a pett�fogg�ng love of money reduced a man to a
more sorry cond�t�on than that of M. de Rênal when he entered the
tavern. The ch�ldren, on the other hand, had never been more joyful
and more merry. Th�s contrast put the f�n�sh�ng touch on h�s p�que.
"So far as I can see I am not wanted �n my fam�ly," he sa�d as he
entered �n a tone wh�ch he meant to be �mpress�ve.
For answer, h�s w�fe took h�m on one s�de and declared that �t was
essent�al to send Jul�en away. The hours of happ�ness wh�ch she
had just enjoyed had g�ven her aga�n the ease and f�rmness of
demeanour necessary to follow out the plan of campa�gn wh�ch she
had been hatch�ng for a fortn�ght. The f�n�sh�ng touch to the trouble
of the poor mayor of Verr�ères was the fact that he knew that they
joked publ�cly �n the town about h�s love for cash. Valenod was as
generous as a th�ef, and on h�s s�de had acqu�tted h�mself br�ll�antly
�n the last f�ve or s�x collect�ons for the Brotherhood of St. Joseph,
the congregat�on of the V�rg�n, the congregat�on of the Holy
Sacrament, etc., etc.
M. de Rênal's name had been seen more than once at the bottom of
the l�st of gentlefolk of Verr�ères, and the surround�ng ne�ghbourhood
who were adro�tly class�f�ed �n the l�st of the collect�ng brethren
accord�ng to the amount of the�r offer�ngs. It was �n va�n that he sa�d
that he was not mak�ng money. The clergy stands no nonsense �n
such matters.



CHAPTER XXIII

SORROWS OF AN OFFICIAL

Il p�acere d� alzar la testa tutto l'anno, è ben pagato da cert� quart�
d'ora che b�sogna passar.—Cast�.

Let us leave th�s petty man to h�s petty fears; why d�d he take a man
of sp�r�t �nto h�s household when he needed someone w�th the soul
of a valet? Why can't he select h�s staff? The ord�nary trend of the
n�neteenth century �s that when a noble and powerful �nd�v�dual
encounters a man of sp�r�t, he k�lls h�m, ex�les h�m and �mpr�sons
h�m, or so hum�l�ates h�m that the other �s fool�sh enough to d�e of
gr�ef. In th�s country �t so happens that �t �s not merely the man of
sp�r�t who suffers. The great m�sfortunes of the l�ttle towns of France
and of representat�ve governments, l�ke that of New York, �s that they
f�nd �t �mposs�ble to forget the ex�stence of �nd�v�duals l�ke M. de
Rênal. It �s these men who make publ�c op�n�on �n a town of twenty
thousand �nhab�tants, and publ�c op�n�on �s terr�ble �n a country wh�ch
has a charter of l�berty. A man, though of a naturally noble and
generous d�spos�t�on, who would have been your fr�end �n the natural
course of events, but who happens to l�ve a hundred leagues off,
judges you by the publ�c op�n�on of your town wh�ch �s made by
those fools who have chanced to be born noble, r�ch and
conservat�ve. Unhappy �s the man who d�st�ngu�shes h�mself.
Immed�ately after d�nner they left for Vergy, but the next day but one
Jul�en saw the whole fam�ly return to Verr�ères. An hour had not
passed before he d�scovered to h�s great surpr�se that Madame de
Rênal had some mystery up her sleeve. Whenever he came �nto the
room she would break off her conversat�on w�th her husband and
would almost seem to des�re that he should go away. Jul�en d�d not
need to be g�ven th�s h�nt tw�ce. He became cold and reserved.
Madame de Rênal not�ced �t and d�d not ask for an explanat�on. "Is
she go�ng to g�ve me a successor," thought Jul�en. "And to th�nk of



her be�ng so fam�l�ar w�th me the day before yesterday, but that �s
how these great lad�es are sa�d to act. It's just l�ke k�ngs. One never
gets any more warn�ng than the d�sgraced m�n�ster who enters h�s
house to f�nd h�s letter of d�sm�ssal." Jul�en not�ced that these
conversat�ons wh�ch left off so abruptly at h�s approach, often dealt
w�th a b�g house wh�ch belonged to the mun�c�pal�ty of Verr�ères, a
house wh�ch though old was large and commod�ous and s�tuated
oppos�te the church �n the most busy commerc�al d�str�ct of the town.
"What connect�on can there be between th�s house and a new lover,"
sa�d Jul�en to h�mself. In h�s chagr�n he repeated to h�mself the pretty
verses of Franc�s I. wh�ch seemed novel to h�m, for Madame de
Rênal had only taught h�m them a month before:

Souvent femme var�e
B�en fol est qu� s'y f�e.

M. de Rênal took the ma�l to Besançon. Th�s journey was a matter of
two hours. He seemed extremely harassed. On h�s return he threw a
b�g grey paper parcel on the table.
"Here's that s�lly bus�ness," he sa�d to h�s w�fe. An hour afterwards
Jul�en saw the b�ll-poster carry�ng the b�g parcel. He followed h�m
eagerly. "I shall learn the secret at the f�rst street corner." He wa�ted
�mpat�ently beh�nd the b�ll-poster who was smear�ng the back of the
poster w�th h�s b�g brush. It had scarcely been put �n �ts place before
Jul�en's cur�os�ty saw the deta�led announcement of the putt�ng up
for publ�c auct�on of that b�g old house whose name had f�gured so
frequently �n M. de Rênal's conversat�ons w�th h�s w�fe. The auct�on
of the lease was announced for to-morrow at two o'clock �n the Town
Hall after the ext�nct�on of the th�rd f�re. Jul�en was very d�sappo�nted.
He found the t�me a l�ttle short. How could there be t�me to appr�se
all the other would-be purchasers. But, moreover, the b�ll, wh�ch was
dated a fortn�ght back, and wh�ch he read aga�n �n �ts ent�rety �n
three d�st�nct places, taught h�m noth�ng.
He went to v�s�t the house wh�ch was to let. The porter, who had not
seen h�m approach, was say�ng myster�ously to a ne�ghbour:
"Pooh, pooh, waste of t�me. M. Maslon has prom�sed h�m that he
shall have �t for three hundred francs; and, as the mayor k�cked, he



has been summoned to the b�shop's palace by M. the Grand V�car
de Fr�la�r."
Jul�en's arr�val seemed very much to d�sconcert the two fr�ends who
d�d not say another word. Jul�en made a po�nt of be�ng present at the
auct�on of the lease.
There was a crowd �n the badly-l�ghted hall, but everybody kept
qu�zz�ng each other �n qu�te a s�ngular way. All eyes were f�xed on a
table where Jul�en perce�ved three l�ttle l�ghted candle-ends on a t�n
plate. The usher was cry�ng out "Three hundred francs, gentlemen."
"Three hundred francs, that's a b�t too th�ck," sa�d a man to h�s
ne�ghbour �n a low vo�ce. Jul�en was between the two of them. "It's
worth more than e�ght hundred, I w�ll ra�se the b�dd�ng." "It's cutt�ng
off your nose to sp�te your face. What w�ll you ga�n by putt�ng M.
Maslon, M. Valenod, the B�shop, th�s terr�ble Grand V�car de Fr�la�r
and the whole gang on your track."
"Three hundred and twenty francs," shouted out the other.
"Damned brute," answered h�s ne�ghbour. "Why here we have a spy
of the mayor," he added, des�gnat�ng Jul�en.
Jul�en turned sharply round to pun�sh th�s remark, but the two, Franc-
comto�s, were no longer pay�ng any attent�on to h�m. The�r coolness
gave h�m back h�s own. At that moment the last candle-end went out
and the usher's drawl�ng vo�ce awarded the house to M. de St.
G�raud of the off�ce of the prefecture of —— for a term of n�ne years
and for a rent of 320 francs.
As soon as the mayor had left the hall, the goss�p began aga�n.
"Here's th�rty francs that Grogeot's recklessness �s land�ng the
mun�c�pal�ty �n for," sa�d one—"But," answered another, "M. de Sa�nt
G�raud w�ll revenge h�mself on Grogeot."
"How monstrous," sa�d a b�g man on Jul�en's left. "A house wh�ch I
myself would have g�ven e�ght hundred francs for my factory, and I
would have got a good barga�n."
"Pooh!" answered a young manufacturer, "doesn't M. de St. G�raud
belong to the congregat�on? Haven't h�s four ch�ldren got



scholarsh�ps? poor man! The commun�ty of Verr�ères must g�ve h�m
f�ve hundred francs over and above h�s salary, that �s all."
"And to say that the mayor was not able to stop �t," remarked a th�rd.
"For he's an ultra he �s, I'm glad to say, but he doesn't steal."
"Doesn't he?" answered another. "Suppose �t's s�mply a mere game
of 'snap'[1] then. Everyth�ng goes �nto a b�g common purse, and
everyth�ng �s d�v�ded up at the end of the year. But here's that l�ttle
Sorel, let's go away."
Jul�en got home �n a very bad temper. He found Madame de Rênal
very sad.
"You come from the auct�on?" she sa�d to h�m.
"Yes, madam, where I had the honour of pass�ng for a spy of M. the
Mayor."
"If he had taken my adv�ce, he would have gone on a journey."
At th�s moment Mons�eur de Rênal appeared: he looked very d�smal.
The d�nner passed w�thout a s�ngle word. Mons�eur de Rênal
ordered Jul�en to follow the ch�ldren to Vergy.
Madame de Rênal endeavoured to console her husband.
"You ought to be used to �t, my dear."
That even�ng they were seated �n s�lence around the domest�c
hearth. The crackle of the burnt p�newood was the�r only d�stract�on.
It was one of those moments of s�lence wh�ch happen �n the most
un�ted fam�l�es. One of the ch�ldren cr�ed out ga�ly,
"Somebody's r�ng�ng, somebody's r�ng�ng!"
"Zounds! suppos�ng �t's Mons�eur de Sa�nt G�raud who has come
under the pretext of thank�ng me," excla�med the mayor. "I w�ll g�ve
h�m a dress�ng down. It �s outrageous. It �s Valenod to whom he'll feel
under an obl�gat�on, and �t �s I who get comprom�sed. What shall I
say �f those damned Jacob�n journal�sts get hold of th�s anecdote,
and turn me �nto a M. Nonante C�nque."



A very good-look�ng man, w�th b�g black wh�skers, entered at th�s
moment, preceded by the servant.
"Mons�eur the mayor, I am S�gnor Geron�mo. Here �s a letter wh�ch
M. the Cheval�er de Beauvo�s�s, who �s attached to the Embassy of
Naples, gave me for you on my departure. That �s only n�ne days
ago, added S�gnor Geron�mo, ga�ly look�ng at Madame de Rênal.
Your cous�n, and my good fr�end, S�gnor de Beauvo�s�s says that you
know Ital�an, Madame."
The Neapol�tan's good humour changed th�s gloomy even�ng �nto a
very gay one. Madame de Rênal �ns�sted upon g�v�ng h�m supper.
She put the whole house on the go. She wanted to free Jul�en at any
pr�ce from the �mputat�on of esp�onage wh�ch she had heard already
tw�ce that day.
S�gnor Geron�mo was an excellent s�nger, excellent company, and
had very gay qual�t�es wh�ch, at any rate �n France, are hardly
compat�ble w�th each other. After d�nner he sang a l�ttle duet w�th
Madame de Rênal, and told some charm�ng tales. At one o'clock �n
the morn�ng the ch�ldren protested, when Jul�en suggested that they
should go to bed.
"Another of those stor�es," sa�d the eldest.
"It �s my own, S�gnor�no," answered S�gnor Geron�mo.
"E�ght years ago I was, l�ke you, a young pup�l of the Naples
Conservato�re. I mean I was your age, but I d�d not have the honour
to be the son of the d�st�ngu�shed mayor of the pretty town of
Verr�ères." Th�s phrase made M. de Rênal s�gh, and look at h�s w�fe.
"S�gnor Z�ngarell�," cont�nued the young s�nger, somewhat
exaggerat�ng h�s act�on, and thus mak�ng the ch�ldren burst �nto
laughter, "S�gnor Z�ngarell� was an excellent though severe master.
He �s not popular at the Conservato�re, but he �ns�sts on the pretence
be�ng kept up that he �s. I went out as often as I could. I used to go to
the l�ttle Theatre de San Carl�no, where I used to hear d�v�ne mus�c.
But heavens! the quest�on was to scrape together the e�ght sous
wh�ch were the pr�ce of adm�ss�on to the parterre? An enormous
sum," he sa�d, look�ng at the ch�ldren and watch�ng them laugh.



"S�gnor G�ovannone, d�rector of the San Carl�no, heard me s�ng. I
was s�xteen. 'That ch�ld �s a treasure,' he sa�d.
"'Would you l�ke me to engage you, my dear boy?' he sa�d.
"'And how much w�ll you g�ve me?'
"'Forty ducats a month.' That �s one hundred and s�xty francs,
gentlemen. I thought the gates of heaven had opened.
"'But,' I sa�d to G�ovannone, 'how shall I get the str�ct Z�ngarell� to let
me go out?'
"'Lasc�a fare a me.'"
"Leave �t to me," excla�med the eldest of the ch�ldren.
"Qu�te r�ght, my young s�r. S�gnor G�ovannone he says to me, 'F�rst
s�gn th�s l�ttle p�ece of paper, my dear fr�end.' I s�gn.
"He g�ves me three ducats. I had never seen so much money. Then
he told me what I had to do.
"Next day I asked the terr�ble Z�ngarell� for an aud�ence. H�s old valet
ushered me �n.
"'What do you want of me, you naughty boy?' sa�d Z�ngarell�.
"'Maestro,' I sa�d, 'I repent of all my faults. I w�ll never go out of the
Conservato�re by pass�ng through the �ron gr�ll. I w�ll redouble my
d�l�gence.'
"'If I were not fr�ghtened of spo�l�ng the f�nest bass vo�ce I have ever
heard, I would put you �n pr�son for a fortn�ght on bread and water,
you rascal.'
"'Maestro,' I answered, 'I w�ll be the model boy of the whole school,
credete a me, but I would ask one favour of you. If anyone comes
and asks perm�ss�on for me to s�ng outs�de, refuse. As a favour,
please say that you cannot let me.'
"'And who the dev�l do you th�nk �s go�ng to ask for a ne'er-do-well
l�ke you? Do you th�nk I should ever allow you to leave the
Conservato�re? Do you want to make fun of me? Clear out! Clear



out!' he sa�d, try�ng to g�ve me a k�ck, 'or look out for pr�son and dry
bread.'"
One th�ng aston�shed Jul�en. The sol�tary weeks passed at Verr�ères
�n de Rênal's house had been a per�od of happ�ness for h�m. He had
only exper�enced revuls�ons and sad thoughts at the d�nners to
wh�ch he had been �nv�ted. And was he not able to read, wr�te and
reflect, w�thout be�ng d�stracted, �n th�s sol�tary house? He was not
d�stracted every moment from h�s br�ll�ant rever�es by the cruel
necess�ty of study�ng the movement of a false soul �n order to
dece�ve �t by �ntr�gue and hypocr�sy.
"To th�nk of happ�ness be�ng so near to me—the expense of a l�fe
l�ke that �s small enough. I could have my cho�ce of e�ther marry�ng
Mademo�selle El�sa or of enter�ng �nto partnersh�p w�th Fouqué. But �t
�s only the traveller who has just scaled a steep mounta�n and s�ts
down on the summ�t who f�nds a perfect pleasure �n rest�ng. Would
he be happy �f he had to rest all the t�me?"
Madame de Rênal's m�nd had now reached a state of desperat�on.
In sp�te of her resolut�ons, she had expla�ned to Jul�en all the deta�ls
of the auct�on. "He w�ll make me forget all my oaths!" she thought.
She would have sacr�f�ced her l�fe w�thout hes�tat�on to save that of
her husband �f she had seen h�m �n danger. She was one of those
noble, romant�c souls who f�nd a source of perpetual remorse equal
to that occas�oned by the actual perpetrat�on of a cr�me, �n see�ng
the poss�b�l�ty of a generous act�on and not do�ng �t. None the less,
there were deadly days when she was not able to ban�sh the
�mag�nat�on of the excess�ve happ�ness wh�ch she would enjoy �f she
suddenly became a w�dow, and were able to marry Jul�en.
He loved her sons much more than the�r father d�d; �n sp�te of h�s
str�ct just�ce they were devoted to h�m. She qu�te real�sed that �f she
marr�ed Jul�en, �t would be necessary to leave that Vergy, whose
shades were so dear to her. She p�ctured herself l�v�ng at Par�s, and
cont�nu�ng to g�ve her sons an educat�on wh�ch would make them
adm�red by everyone. Her ch�ldren, herself, and Jul�en! They would
be all perfectly happy!



Strange result of marr�age such as the n�neteenth century has made
�t! The boredom of matr�mon�al l�fe makes love fade away �nev�tably,
when love has preceded the marr�age. But none the less, sa�d a
ph�losopher, marr�ed l�fe soon reduces those people who are
suff�c�ently r�ch not to have to work, to a sense of be�ng utterly bored
by all qu�et enjoyments. And among women, �t �s only ar�d souls
whom �t does not pred�spose to love.
The ph�losopher's reflect�on makes me excuse Madame de Rênal,
but she was not excused �n Verr�ères, and w�thout her suspect�ng �t,
the whole town found �ts sole top�c of �nterest �n the scandal of her
�ntr�gue. As a result of th�s great affa�r, the autumn was less bor�ng
than usual.
The autumn and part of the w�nter passed very qu�ckly. It was
necessary to leave the woods of Vergy. Good Verr�ères soc�ety
began to be �nd�gnant at the fact that �ts anathemas made so l�ttle
�mpress�on on Mons�eur de Rênal. W�th�n e�ght days, several ser�ous
personages who made up for the�r hab�tual grav�ty of demeanour by
the�r pleasure �n fulf�ll�ng m�ss�ons of th�s k�nd, gave h�m the most
cruel susp�c�ons, at the same t�me ut�l�s�ng the most measured
terms.
M. Valenod, who was play�ng a deep game, had placed El�sa �n an
ar�stocrat�c fam�ly of great repute, where there were f�ve women.
El�sa, fear�ng, so she sa�d, not to f�nd a place dur�ng the w�nter, had
only asked from th�s fam�ly about two-th�rds of what she had
rece�ved �n the house of the mayor. The g�rl h�t upon the excellent
�dea of go�ng to confess�on at the same t�me to both the old curé
Chélan, and also to the new one, so as to tell both of them �n deta�l
about Jul�en's amours.
The day after h�s arr�val, the abbé Chélan summoned Jul�en to h�m
at s�x o'clock �n the morn�ng.
"I ask you noth�ng," he sa�d. "I beg you, and �f needs be I �ns�st, that
you e�ther leave for the Sem�nary of Besançon, or for your fr�end
Fouqué, who �s always ready to prov�de you w�th a splend�d future. I
have seen to everyth�ng and have arranged everyth�ng, but you must
leave, and not come back to Verr�ères for a year."



Jul�en d�d not answer. He was cons�der�ng whether h�s honour ought
to regard �tself offended at the trouble wh�ch Chélan, who, after all,
was not h�s father, had taken on h�s behalf.
"I shall have the honour of see�ng you aga�n to-morrow at the same
hour," he sa�d f�nally to the curé.
Chélan, who reckoned on carry�ng so young a man by storm, talked
a great deal. Jul�en, cloaked �n the most complete humbleness, both
of demeanour and express�on, d�d not open h�s l�ps.
Eventually he left, and ran to warn Madame de Rênal whom he
found �n despa�r. Her husband had just spoken to her w�th a certa�n
amount of frankness. The weakness of h�s character found support
�n the prospect of the legacy, and had dec�ded h�m to treat her as
perfectly �nnocent. He had just confessed to her the strange state �n
wh�ch he had found publ�c op�n�on �n Verr�ères. The publ�c was
wrong; �t had been m�sled by jealous tongues. But, after all, what
was one to do?
Madame de Rênal was, for the moment, under the �llus�on that Jul�en
would accept the offer of Valenod and stay at Verr�ères. But she was
no longer the s�mple, t�m�d woman that she had been the preced�ng
year. Her fatal pass�on and remorse had enl�ghtened her. She soon
real�sed the pa�nful truth (wh�le at the same t�me she l�stened to her
husband), that at any rate a temporary separat�on had become
essent�al.
When he �s far from me, Jul�en w�ll revert to those amb�t�ous projects
wh�ch are so natural when one has no money. And I, Great God! I
am so r�ch, and my r�ches are so useless for my happ�ness. He w�ll
forget me. Loveable as he �s, he w�ll be loved, and he w�ll love. You
unhappy woman. What can I compla�n of? Heaven �s just. I was not
v�rtuous enough to leave off the cr�me. Fate robs me of my judgment.
I could eas�ly have br�bed El�sa �f I had wanted to; noth�ng was
eas�er. I d�d not take the trouble to reflect for a moment. The mad
�mag�nat�on of love absorbed all my t�me. I am ru�ned.
When Jul�en appr�sed Madame de Rênal of the terr�ble news of h�s
departure, he was struck w�th one th�ng. He d�d not f�nd her put



forward any self�sh object�ons. She was ev�dently mak�ng efforts not
to cry.
"We have need of f�rmness, my dear." She cut off a strand of her
ha�r. "I do no know what I shall do," she sa�d to h�m, "but prom�se me
�f I d�e, never to forget my ch�ldren. Whether you are far or near, try
to make them �nto honest men. If there �s a new revolut�on, all the
nobles w�ll have the�r throats cut. The�r father w�ll probably em�grate,
because of that peasant on the roof who got k�lled. Watch over my
fam�ly. G�ve me your hand. Ad�eu, my dear. These are our last
moments. Hav�ng made th�s great sacr�f�ce, I hope I shall have the
courage to cons�der my reputat�on �n publ�c."
Jul�en had been expect�ng despa�r. The s�mpl�c�ty of th�s farewell
touched h�m.
"No, I am not go�ng to rece�ve your farewell l�ke th�s. I w�ll leave you
now, as you yourself w�sh �t. But three days after my departure I w�ll
come back to see you at n�ght."
Madame de Rênal's l�fe was changed. So Jul�en really loved her,
s�nce of h�s own accord he had thought of see�ng her aga�n. Her
awful gr�ef became changed �nto one of the keenest transports of joy
wh�ch she had felt �n her whole l�fe. Everyth�ng became easy for her.
The certa�nty of see�ng her lover depr�ved these last moments of
the�r po�gnancy. From that moment, both Madame de Rênal's
demeanour and the express�on of her face were noble, f�rm, and
perfectly d�gn�f�ed.
M. de Rênal soon came back. He was bes�de h�mself. He eventually
ment�oned to h�s w�fe the anonymous letter wh�ch he had rece�ved
two months before.
"I w�ll take �t to the Cas�no, and shew everybody that �t has been sent
by that brute Valenod, whom I took out of the gutter and made �nto
one of the r�chest tradesmen �n Verr�ères. I w�ll d�sgrace h�m publ�cly,
and then I w�ll f�ght h�m. Th�s �s too much."
"Great Heavens! I may become a w�dow," thought Madame de
Rênal, and almost at the same t�me she sa�d to herself,



"If I do not, as I certa�nly can, prevent th�s duel, I shall be the
murderess of my own husband."
She had never expended so much sk�ll �n honor�ng h�s van�ty. W�th�n
two hours she made h�m see, and always by v�rtue of reasons wh�ch
he d�scovered h�mself, that �t was necessary to show more fr�endsh�p
than ever to M. Valenod, and even to take El�sa back �nto the
household.
Madame de Rênal had need of courage to br�ng herself to see aga�n
the g�rl who was the cause of her unhapp�ness. But th�s �dea was
one of Jul�en's. F�nally, hav�ng been put on the track three or four
t�mes, M. de Rênal arr�ved spontaneously at the conclus�on,
d�sagreeable though �t was from the f�nanc�al standpo�nt, that the
most pa�nful th�ng that could happen to h�m would be that Jul�en, �n
the m�ddle of the effervescence of popular goss�p throughout
Verr�ères, should stay �n the town as the tutor of Valenod's ch�ldren.
It was obv�ously to Jul�en's �nterest to accept the offer of the d�rector
of the workhouse. Conversely, �t was essent�al for M. de Rênal's
prest�ge that Jul�en should leave Verr�ères to enter the sem�nary of
Besançon or that of D�jon. But how to make h�m dec�de on that
course? And then how �s he go�ng to l�ve?
M. de Rênal, see�ng a monetary sacr�f�ce loom�ng �n the d�stance,
was �n deeper despa�r than h�s w�fe. As for her, she felt after th�s
�nterv�ew �n the pos�t�on of a man of sp�r�t who, t�red of l�fe, has taken
a dose of stramon�um. He only acts mechan�cally so to speak, and
takes no longer any �nterest �n anyth�ng. In th�s way, Lou�s XIV. came
to say on h�s death-bed, "When I was k�ng." An adm�rable ep�gram.
Next morn�ng, M. de Rênal rece�ved qu�te early an anonymous letter.
It was wr�tten �n a most �nsult�ng style, and the coarsest words
appl�cable to h�s pos�t�on occurred on every l�ne. It was the work of
some jealous subord�nate. Th�s letter made h�m th�nk aga�n of
f�ght�ng a duel w�th Valenod. Soon h�s courage went as far as the
�dea of �mmed�ate act�on. He left the house alone, went to the
armourer's and got some p�stols wh�ch he loaded.
"Yes, �ndeed," he sa�d to h�mself, "even though the str�ct
adm�n�strat�on of the Emperor Napoleon were to become fash�onable



aga�n, I should not have one sou's worth of jobbery to reproach
myself w�th; at the outs�de, I have shut my eyes, and I have some
good letters �n my desk wh�ch author�se me to do so."
Madame de Rênal was terr�f�ed by her husband's cold anger. It
recalled to her the fatal �dea of w�dowhood wh�ch she had so much
trouble �n repell�ng. She closeted herself w�th h�m. For several hours
she talked to h�m �n va�n. The new anonymous letter had dec�ded
h�m. F�nally she succeeded �n transform�ng the courage wh�ch had
dec�ded h�m to box Valenod's ears, �nto the courage of offer�ng s�x
hundred francs to Jul�en, wh�ch would keep h�m for one year �n a
sem�nary.
M. de Rênal cursed a thousand t�mes the day that he had had the �ll-
starred �dea of tak�ng a tutor �nto h�s house, and forgot the
anonymous letter.
He consoled h�mself a l�ttle by an �dea wh�ch he d�d not tell h�s w�fe.
W�th the exerc�se of some sk�ll, and by explo�t�ng the romant�c �deas
of the young man, he hoped to be able to �nduce h�m to refuse M.
Valenod's offer at a cheaper pr�ce.



Madame de Rênal had much more trouble �n prov�ng to Jul�en that
�nasmuch as he was sacr�f�c�ng the post of s�x hundred francs a year
�n order to enable her husband to keep up appearances, he need
have no shame about accept�ng the compensat�on. But Jul�en would
say each t�me, "I have never thought for a moment of accept�ng that
offer. You have made me so used to a ref�ned l�fe that the
coarseness of those people would k�ll me."
Cruel necess�ty bent Jul�en's w�ll w�th �ts �ron hand. H�s pr�de gave
h�m the �llus�on that he only accepted the sum offered by M. de
Rênal as a loan, and �nduced h�m to g�ve h�m a prom�ssory note,
repayable �n f�ve years w�th �nterest.
Madame de Rênal had, of course, many thousands of francs wh�ch
had been concealed �n the l�ttle mounta�n cave.
She offered them to h�m all a tremble, feel�ng only too keenly that
they would be angr�ly refused.
"Do you w�sh," sa�d Jul�en to her, "to make the memory of our love
loathsome?"
F�nally Jul�en left Verr�ères. M. de Rênal was very happy, but when
the fatal moment came to accept money from h�m the sacr�f�ce
proved beyond Jul�en's strength. He refused po�nt blank. M. de
Rênal embraced h�m around the neck w�th tears �n h�s eyes. Jul�en
had asked h�m for a test�mon�al of good conduct, and h�s enthus�asm
could f�nd no terms magn�f�cent enough �n wh�ch to extol h�s conduct.
Our hero had f�ve lou�s of sav�ngs and he reckoned on ask�ng
Fouqué for an equal sum.
He was very moved. But one league from Verr�ères, where he left so
much that was dear to h�m, he only thought of the happ�ness of
see�ng the cap�tal of a great m�l�tary town l�ke Besançon.
Dur�ng the short absence of three days, Madame de Rênal was the
v�ct�m of one of the cruellest decept�ons to wh�ch love �s l�able. Her
l�fe was tolerable, because between her and extreme unhapp�ness
there was st�ll that last �nterv�ew wh�ch she was to have w�th Jul�en.



F�nally dur�ng the n�ght of the th�rd day, she heard from a d�stance
the preconcerted s�gnal. Jul�en, hav�ng passed through a thousand
dangers, appeared before her. In th�s moment she only had one
thought—"I see h�m for the last t�me." Instead of answer�ng the
endearments of her lover, she seemed more dead than al�ve. If she
forced herself to tell h�m that she loved h�m, she sa�d �t w�th an
embarrassed a�r wh�ch almost proved the contrary. Noth�ng could r�d
her of the cruel �dea of eternal separat�on. The susp�c�ous Jul�en
thought for the moment that he was already forgotten. H�s po�nted
remarks to th�s effect were only answered by great tears wh�ch
flowed down �n s�lence, and by some hyster�cal press�ngs of the
hand.
"But," Jul�en would answer h�s m�stress's cold protestat�ons, "Great
Heavens! How can you expect me to bel�eve you? You would show
one hundred t�mes more s�ncere affect�on to Madame Derv�lle to a
mere acqua�ntance."
Madame de Rênal was petr�f�ed, and at a loss for an answer.
"It �s �mposs�ble to be more unhappy. I hope I am go�ng to d�e. I feel
my heart turn to �ce."
Those were the longest answers wh�ch he could obta�n.
When the approach of day rendered �t necessary for h�m to leave
Madame de Rênal, her tears completely ceased. She saw h�m t�e a
knotted rope to the w�ndow w�thout say�ng a word, and w�thout
return�ng her k�sses. It was �n va�n that Jul�en sa�d to her.
"So now we have reached the state of affa�rs wh�ch you w�shed for
so much. Henceforward you w�ll l�ve w�thout remorse. The sl�ghtest
�nd�spos�t�on of your ch�ldren w�ll no longer make you see them �n the
tomb."
"I am sorry that you cannot k�ss Stan�slas," she sa�d coldly.
Jul�en f�n�shed by be�ng profoundly �mpressed by the cold embraces
of th�s l�v�ng corpse. He could th�nk of noth�ng else for several
leagues. H�s soul was overwhelmed, and before pass�ng the
mounta�n, and wh�le he could st�ll see the church tower of Verr�ères
he turned round frequently.



[1] C'est p�geon qu� vole. A reference to a contemporary an�mal
game w�th a pun on the word "vole."

CHAPTER XXIV

A CAPITAL

What a no�se, what busy people! What �deas
for the
future �n a bra�n of twenty! What d�stract�on
offered by
love.—Barnave.

F�nally he saw some black walls near a d�stant mounta�n. It was the
c�tadel of Besançon. "How d�fferent �t would be for me," he sa�d w�th
a s�gh, "�f I were arr�v�ng at th�s noble m�l�tary town to be sub-
l�eutenant �n one of the reg�ments entrusted w�th �ts defence."
Besançon �s not only one of the prett�est towns �n France, �t abounds
�n people of sp�r�t and bra�ns. But Jul�en was only a l�ttle peasant,
and had no means of approach�ng d�st�ngu�shed people.
He had taken a c�v�l�an su�t at Fouqué's, and �t was �n th�s dress that
he passed the drawbr�dge. Steeped as he was �n the h�story of the
s�ege of 1674, he w�shed to see the ramparts of the c�tadel before
shutt�ng h�mself up �n the sem�nary. He was w�th�n an ace two or
three t�mes of gett�ng h�mself arrested by the sent�nel. He was
penetrat�ng �nto places wh�ch m�l�tary gen�us forb�ds the publ�c to
enter, �n order to sell twelve or f�fteen francs worth of corn every
year.
The he�ght of the walls, the depth of the d�tches, the terr�ble aspect
of the cannons had been engross�ng h�m for several hours when he
passed before the great café on the boulevard. He was mot�onless



w�th wonder; �t was �n va�n that he read the word café, wr�tten �n b�g
characters above the two �mmense doors. He could not bel�eve h�s
eyes. He made an effort to overcome h�s t�m�d�ty. He dared to enter,
and found h�mself �n a hall twenty or th�rty yards long, and w�th a
ce�l�ng at least twenty feet h�gh. To-day, everyth�ng had a fasc�nat�on
for h�m.
Two games of b�ll�ards were �n progress. The wa�ters were cry�ng out
the scores. The players ran round the tables encumbered by
spectators. Clouds of tobacco smoke came from everybody's mouth,
and enveloped them �n a blue haze. The h�gh stature of these men,
the�r rounded shoulders, the�r heavy ga�t, the�r enormous wh�skers,
the long ta�led coats wh�ch covered them, everyth�ng comb�ned to
attract Jul�en's attent�on. These noble ch�ldren of the ant�que
B�sont�um only spoke at the top of the�r vo�ce. They gave themselves
terr�ble mart�al a�rs. Jul�en stood st�ll and adm�red them. He kept
th�nk�ng of the �mmens�ty and magn�f�cence of a great cap�tal l�ke
Besançon. He felt absolutely devo�d of the requ�s�te courage to ask
one of those haughty look�ng gentlemen, who were cry�ng out the
b�ll�ard scores, for a cup of coffee.
But the young lady at the bar had not�ced the charm�ng face of th�s
young c�v�l�an from the country, who had stopped three feet from the
stove w�th h�s l�ttle parcel under h�s arm, and was look�ng at the f�ne
wh�te plaster bust of the k�ng. Th�s young lady, a b�g Franc-comto�se,
very well made, and dressed w�th the elegance su�table to the
prest�ge of the café, had already sa�d two or three t�mes �n a l�ttle
vo�ce not �ntended to be heard by any one except Jul�en, "Mons�eur,
Mons�eur." Jul�en's eyes encountered b�g blue eyes full of
tenderness, and saw that he was the person who was be�ng spoken
to.
He sharply approached the bar and the pretty g�rl, as though he had
been march�ng towards the enemy. In th�s great manœuvre the
parcel fell.
What p�ty w�ll not our prov�nc�al �nsp�re �n the young lycée scholars of
Par�s, who, at the early age of f�fteen, know already how to enter a
café w�th so d�st�ngu�shed an a�r? But these ch�ldren who have such



style at f�fteen turn commonplace at e�ghteen. The �mpass�oned
t�m�d�ty wh�ch �s met w�th �n the prov�nces, somet�mes manages to
master �ts own nervousness, and thus tra�ns the w�ll. "I must tell her
the truth," thought Jul�en, who was becom�ng courageous by d�nt of
conquer�ng h�s t�m�d�ty as he approached th�s pretty g�rl, who
de�gned to address h�m.
"Madame, th�s �s the f�rst t�me �n my l�fe that I have come to
Besançon. I should l�ke to have some bread and a cup of coffee �n
return for payment."
The young lady sm�led a l�ttle, and then blushed. She feared the
�ron�c attent�on and the jests of the b�ll�ard players m�ght be turned
aga�nst th�s pretty young man. He would be fr�ghtened and would not
appear there aga�n.
"S�t here near me," she sa�d to h�m, show�ng h�m a marble table
almost completely h�dden by the enormous mahogany counter wh�ch
extended �nto the hall.
The young lady leant over the counter, and had thus an opportun�ty
of d�splay�ng a superb f�gure. Jul�en not�ced �t. All h�s �deas changed.
The pretty young lady had just placed before h�m a cup, some sugar,
and a l�ttle roll. She hes�tated to call a wa�ter for the coffee, as she
real�sed that h�s arr�val would put an end to her tête-à-tête w�th
Jul�en.
Jul�en was pens�vely compar�ng th�s blonde and merry beauty w�th
certa�n memor�es wh�ch would often thr�ll h�m. The thought of the
pass�on of wh�ch he had been the object, nearly freed h�m from all
h�s t�m�d�ty. The pretty young woman had only one moment to save
the s�tuat�on. She read �t �n Jul�en's looks.
"Th�s p�pe smoke makes you cough; come and have breakfast to-
morrow before e�ght o'clock �n the morn�ng. I am pract�cally alone
then."
"What �s your name?" sa�d Jul�en, w�th the caress�ng sm�le of happy
t�m�d�ty.
"Amanda B�net."



"W�ll you allow me to send you w�th�n an hour's t�me a l�ttle parcel
about as b�g as th�s?"
The beaut�ful Amanda reflected a l�ttle.
"I am watched. What you ask may comprom�se me. All the same, I
w�ll wr�te my address on a card, wh�ch you w�ll put on your parcel.
Send �t boldly to me."
"My name �s Jul�en Sorel," sa�d the young man. "I have ne�ther
relat�ves nor acqua�ntances at Besançon."
"Ah, I understand," she sa�d joyfully. "You come to study law."
"Alas, no," answered Jul�en, "I am be�ng sent to the Sem�nary."
The most complete d�scouragement damped Amanda's features.
She called a wa�ter. She had courage now. The wa�ter poured out
some coffee for Jul�en w�thout look�ng at h�m.
Amanda was rece�v�ng money at the counter. Jul�en was proud of
hav�ng dared to speak: a d�spute was go�ng on at one of the b�ll�ard
tables. The cr�es and the protests of the players resounded over the
�mmense hall, and made a d�n wh�ch aston�shed Jul�en. Amanda was
dreamy, and kept her eyes lowered.
"If you l�ke, Mademo�selle," he sa�d to her suddenly w�th assurance,
"I w�ll say that I am your cous�n."
Th�s l�ttle a�r of author�ty pleased Amanda. "He's not a mere nobody,"
she thought. She spoke to h�m very qu�ckly, w�thout look�ng at h�m,
because her eye was occup�ed �n see�ng �f anybody was com�ng
near the counter.
"I come from Genl�s, near D�jon. Say that you are also from Genl�s
and are my mother's cous�n."
"I shall not fa�l to do so."
"All the gentlemen who go to the Sem�nary pass here before the café
every Thursday �n the summer at f�ve o'clock."
"If you th�nk of me when I am pass�ng, have a bunch of v�olets �n
your hand."



Amanda looked at h�m w�th an aston�shed a�r. Th�s look changed
Jul�en's courage �nto audac�ty. Nevertheless, he reddened
cons�derably, as he sa�d to her. "I feel that I love you w�th the most
v�olent love."
"Speak �n lower tones," she sa�d to h�m w�th a fr�ghtened a�r.
Jul�en was try�ng to recollect phrases out of a volume of the Nouvelle
Hélo�se wh�ch he had found at Vergy. H�s memory served h�m �n
good stead. For ten m�nutes he rec�ted the Nouvelle Hélo�se to the
del�ghted Mademo�selle Amanda. He was happy on the strength of
h�s own bravery, when suddenly the beaut�ful Franc-conto�se
assumed an �cy a�r. One of her lovers had appeared at the café door.
He approached the bar, wh�stl�ng, and swagger�ng h�s shoulders. He
looked at Jul�en. The latter's �mag�nat�on, wh�ch always �ndulged �n
extremes, suddenly br�mmed over w�th �deas of a duel. He paled
greatly, put down h�s cup, assumed an assured demeanour, and
cons�dered h�s r�val very attent�vely. As th�s r�val lowered h�s head,
wh�le he fam�l�arly poured out on the counter a glass of brandy for
h�mself, Amanda ordered Jul�en w�th a look to lower h�s eyes. He
obeyed, and for two m�nutes kept mot�onless �n h�s place, pale,
resolute, and only th�nk�ng of what was go�ng to happen. He was
truly happy at th�s moment. The r�val had been aston�shed by
Jul�en's eyes. Gulp�ng down h�s glass of brandy, he sa�d a few words
to Amanda, placed h�s two hands �n the pockets of h�s b�g ta�l coat,
and approached the b�ll�ard table, wh�stl�ng, and look�ng at Jul�en.
The latter got up transported w�th rage, but he d�d not know what to
do �n order to be offens�ve. He put down h�s l�ttle parcel, and walked
towards the b�ll�ard table w�th all the swagger he could muster.
It was �n va�n that prudence sa�d to h�m, "but your eccles�ast�cal
career w�ll be ru�ned by a duel �mmed�ately on top of your arr�val at
Besançon."
"What does �t matter. It shall never be sa�d that I let an �nsolent fellow
go scot free."
Amanda saw h�s courage. It contrasted prett�ly w�th the s�mpl�c�ty of
h�s manners. She �nstantly preferred h�m to the b�g young man w�th
the ta�l coat. She got up, and wh�le appear�ng to be follow�ng w�th her



eye somebody who was pass�ng �n the street, she went and qu�ckly
placed herself between h�m and the b�ll�ard table.
"Take care not to look askance at that gentleman. He �s my brother-
�n-law."
"What does �t matter? He looked at me."
"Do you want to make me unhappy? No doubt he looked at you, why
�t may be he �s go�ng to speak to you. I told h�m that you were a
relat�ve of my mother, and that you had arr�ved from Genl�s. He �s a
Franc-conto�s, and has never gone beyond Dôleon the Burgundy
Road, so say what you l�ke and fear noth�ng."
Jul�en was st�ll hes�tat�ng. Her barma�d's �mag�nat�on furn�shed her
w�th an abundance of l�es, and she qu�ckly added.
"No doubt he looked at you, but �t was at a moment when he was
ask�ng me who you were. He �s a man who �s boor�sh w�th everyone.
He d�d not mean to �nsult you."
Jul�en's eye followed the pretended brother-�n-law. He saw h�m buy a
t�cket for the pool, wh�ch they were play�ng at the further of the two
b�ll�ard tables. Jul�en heard h�s loud vo�ce shout�ng out �n a
threaten�ng tone, "My turn to play."
He passed sharply before Madame Amanda, and took a step
towards the b�ll�ard table. Amanda se�zed h�m by the arm.
"Come and pay me f�rst," she sa�d to h�m.
"That �s r�ght," thought Jul�en. "She �s fr�ghtened that I shall leave
w�thout pay�ng." Amanda was as ag�tated as he was, and very red.
She gave h�m the change as slowly as she could, wh�le she repeated
to h�m, �n a low vo�ce,
"Leave the café th�s �nstant, or I shall love you no more, and yet I do
love you very much."
Jul�en d�d go out, but slowly. "Am I not �n duty bound," he repeated to
h�mself, "to go and stare at that coarse person �n my turn?" Th�s
uncerta�nty kept h�m on the boulevard �n the front of the café for an



hour; he kept look�ng �f h�s man was com�ng out. He d�d not come
out, and Jul�en went away.
He had only been at Besançon some hours, and already he had
overcome one pang of remorse. The old surgeon-major had formerly
g�ven h�m some fenc�ng lessons, �n sp�te of h�s gout. That was all the
sc�ence wh�ch Jul�en could enl�st �n the serv�ce of h�s anger. But th�s
embarrassment would have been noth�ng �f he had only known how
to vent h�s temper otherw�se than by the g�v�ng of a blow, for �f �t had
come to a matter of f�st�cuffs, h�s enormous r�val would have beaten
h�m and then cleared out.
"There �s not much d�fference between a sem�nary and a pr�son,"
sa�d Jul�en to h�mself, "for a poor dev�l l�ke me, w�thout protectors
and w�thout money. I must leave my c�v�l�an clothes �n some �nn,
where I can put my black su�t on aga�n. If I ever manage to get out of
the sem�nary for a few hours, I shall be able to see Mdlle. Amanda
aga�n �n my lay clothes." Th�s reason�ng was all very f�ne. Though
Jul�en passed �n front of all the �nns, he d�d not dare to enter a s�ngle
one.
F�nally, as he was pass�ng aga�n before the Hôtel des
Ambassadeurs, h�s anx�ous eyes encountered those of a b�g woman,
st�ll fa�rly young, w�th a h�gh colour, and a gay and happy a�r. He
approached her and told h�s story.
"Certa�nly, my pretty l�ttle abbé," sa�d the hostess of the
Ambassadeurs to h�m, "I w�ll keep your lay clothes for you, and I w�ll
even have them regularly brushed. In weather l�ke th�s, �t �s not good
to leave a su�t of cloth w�thout touch�ng �t." She took a key, and
conducted h�m herself to a room, and adv�sed h�m to make out a
note of what he was leav�ng.
"Good heavens. How well you look l�ke that, M. the abbé Sorel," sa�d
the b�g woman to h�m when he came down to the k�tchen. I w�ll go
and get a good d�nner served up to you, and she added �n a low
vo�ce, "It w�ll only cost twenty sous �nstead of the f�fty wh�ch
everybody else pays, for one must really take care of your l�ttle purse
str�ngs."



"I have ten lou�s," Jul�en repl�ed w�th certa�n pr�de.
"Oh, great heavens," answered the good hostess �n alarm. "Don't
talk so loud, there are qu�te a lot of bad characters �n Besançon.
They'll steal all that from you �n less than no t�me, and above all,
never go �nto the café s, they are f�lled w�th bad characters."
"Indeed," sa�d Jul�en, to whom those words gave food for thought.
"Don't go anywhere else, except to my place. I w�ll make coffee for
you. Remember that you w�ll always f�nd a fr�end here, and a good
d�nner for twenty sous. So now you understand, I hope. Go and s�t
down at table, I w�ll serve you myself."
"I shan't be able to eat," sa�d Jul�en to her. "I am too upset. I am
go�ng to enter the sem�nary, as I leave you." The good woman,
would not allow h�m to leave before she had f�lled h�s pockets w�th
prov�s�ons. F�nally Jul�en took h�s road towards the terr�ble place.
The hostess was stand�ng at the threshold, and showed h�m the way.

CHAPTER XXV

THE SEMINARY

Three hundred and th�rty-s�x d�nners at e�ghty-f�ve cent�mes.
Three hundred and th�rty-s�x suppers at f�fty cent�mes.
Chocolate to those who are ent�tled to �t. How much prof�t can
be made on the contract?—Valenod of Besançon.

He saw �n the d�stance the �ron g�lt cross on the door. He
approached slowly. H�s legs seemed to g�ve way beneath h�m. "So
here �s th�s hell upon earth wh�ch I shall be unable to leave."
F�nally he made up h�s m�nd to r�ng. The no�se of the bell
reverberated as though through a sol�tude. At the end of ten m�nutes



a pale man, clothed �n black, came and opened the door. Jul�en
looked at h�m, and �mmed�ately lowered h�s eyes. Th�s porter had a
s�ngular phys�ognomy. The green project�ng pup�ls of h�s eyes were
as round as those of a cat. The stra�ght l�nes of h�s eyebrows
betokened the �mposs�b�l�ty of any sympathy. H�s th�n l�ps came
round �n a sem�c�rcle over project�ng teeth. None the less, h�s
phys�ognomy d�d not so much betoken cr�me as rather that perfect
callousness wh�ch �s so much more terr�fy�ng to the young. The one
sent�ment wh�ch Jul�en's rap�d gaze surm�sed �n th�s long and devout
face was a profound contempt for every top�c of conversat�on wh�ch
d�d not deal w�th th�ngs celest�al. Jul�en ra�sed h�s eyes w�th an effort,
and �n a vo�ce rendered quaver�ng by the beat�ng of h�s heart
expla�ned that he des�red to speak to M. P�rard, the d�rector of the
Sem�nary. W�thout say�ng a word the man �n black s�gned to h�m to
follow. They ascended two stor�es by a large sta�rcase w�th a
wooden ra�l, whose warped sta�rs �ncl�ned to the s�de oppos�te the
wall, and seemed on the po�nt of fall�ng. A l�ttle door w�th a b�g
cemetery cross of wh�te wood pa�nted black at the top was opened
w�th d�ff�culty, and the porter made h�m enter a dark low room, whose
wh�tewashed walls were decorated w�th two b�g p�ctures blackened
by age. In th�s room Jul�en was left alone. He was overwhelmed. H�s
heart was beat�ng v�olently. He would have been happy to have
ventured to cry. A s�lence of death re�gned over the whole house.
At the end of a quarter of an hour, wh�ch seemed a whole day to h�m,
the s�n�ster look�ng porter reappeared on the threshold of a door at
the other end of the room, and w�thout vouchsaf�ng a word, s�gned to
h�m to advance. He entered �nto a room even larger than the f�rst,
and very badly l�ghted. The walls also were wh�tened, but there was
no furn�ture. Only �n a corner near the door Jul�en saw as he passed
a wh�te wooden bed, two straw cha�rs, and a l�ttle p�newood armcha�r
w�thout any cush�ons. He perce�ved at the other end of the room,
near a small w�ndow w�th yellow panes decorated w�th badly kept
flower vases, a man seated at a table, and covered w�th a
d�lap�dated cassock. He appeared to be �n a temper, and took one
after the other a number of l�ttle squares of paper, wh�ch he arranged
on h�s table after he had wr�tten some words on them. He d�d not
not�ce Jul�en's presence. The latter d�d not move, but kept stand�ng



near the centre of the room �n the place where the porter, who had
gone out and shut the door, had left h�m.
Ten m�nutes passed �n th�s way: the badly dressed man kept on
wr�t�ng all the t�me. Jul�en's emot�on and terror were so great that he
thought he was on the po�nt of fall�ng. A ph�losopher would have
sa�d, poss�bly wrongly, "It �s a v�olent �mpress�on made by ugl�ness
on a soul �ntended by nature to love the beaut�ful."
The man who was wr�t�ng l�fted up h�s head. Jul�en only perce�ved �t
after a moment had passed, and even after see�ng �t, he st�ll
rema�ned mot�onless, as though struck dead by the terr�ble look of
wh�ch he was the v�ct�m. Jul�en's troubled eyes just managed to
make out a long face, all covered w�th red blotches except the
forehead, wh�ch man�fested a mortal pallor. Two l�ttle black eyes,
calculated to terr�fy the most courageous, shone between these red
cheeks and that wh�te forehead. The vast area of h�s forehead was
bounded by th�ck, flat, jet black ha�r.
"W�ll you come near, yes or no?" sa�d the man at last, �mpat�ently.
Jul�en advanced w�th an uneasy step, and at last, paler than he had
ever been �n h�s l�fe and on the po�nt of fall�ng, stopped three paces
from the l�ttle wh�te wooden table wh�ch was covered w�th the
squares of paper.
"Nearer," sa�d the man.
Jul�en advanced st�ll further, hold�ng out h�s hand, as though try�ng to
lean on someth�ng.
"Your name?"
"Jul�en Sorel."
"You are certa�nly very late," sa�d the man to h�m, as he r�vetted
aga�n on h�m that terr�ble gaze.
Jul�en could not endure th�s look. Hold�ng out h�s hand as though to
support h�mself, he fell all h�s length along the floor.
The man rang. Jul�en had only lost the use of h�s eyes and the power
of movement. He heard steps approach�ng.



He was l�fted up and placed on the l�ttle armcha�r of wh�te wood. He
heard the terr�ble man say�ng to the porter,
"He has had an ep�lept�c f�t apparently, and th�s �s the f�n�sh�ng
touch."
When Jul�en was able to open h�s eyes, the man w�th the red face
was go�ng on w�th h�s wr�t�ng. The porter had d�sappeared. "I must
have courage," sa�d our hero to h�mself, "and above all, h�de what I
feel." He felt v�olently s�ck. "If anyth�ng happens to me, God knows
what they w�ll th�nk of me."
F�nally the man stopped wr�t�ng and looked s�deways at Jul�en.
"Are you �n a f�t state to answer me?"
"Yes, s�r," sa�d Jul�en �n an enfeebled vo�ce.
"Ah, that's fortunate."
The man �n black had half got up, and was look�ng �mpat�ently for a
letter �n the drawer of h�s p�newood table, wh�ch opened w�th a gr�nd.
He found �t, sat down slowly, and look�ng aga�n at Jul�en �n a manner
calculated to suck out of h�m the l�ttle l�fe wh�ch he st�ll possessed,
sa�d,
"You have been recommended to me by M. Chélan. He was the best
curé �n the d�ocese; he was an upr�ght man �f there ever was one,
and my fr�end for th�rty years."
"Oh. It's to M. P�rard then that I have the honour of speak�ng?" sa�d
Jul�en �n a dy�ng vo�ce.
"Apparently," repl�ed the d�rector of the sem�nary, as he looked at h�m
d�sagreeably.
The gl�tter of h�s l�ttle eyes doubled and was followed by an
�nvoluntary movement of the muscles of the corner of the mouth. It
was the phys�ognomy of the t�ger savour�ng �n advance the pleasure
of devour�ng �ts prey.
"Chélan's letter �s short," he sa�d, as though speak�ng to h�mself.
"Intell�gent� pauca. In the present t�me �t �s �mposs�ble to wr�te too
l�ttle." He read aloud:—



"I recommend to you Jul�en Sorel of th�s par�sh, whom I bapt�zed
nearly twenty years ago, the son of a r�ch carpenter who g�ves
h�m noth�ng. Jul�en w�ll be a remarkable worker �n the v�neyard
of the Lord. He lacks ne�ther memory nor �ntell�gence; he has
some faculty for reflect�on. W�ll he persevere �n h�s call�ng? Is he
s�ncere?"

"S�ncere," repeated the abbé P�rard w�th an aston�shed a�r, look�ng at
Jul�en. But the abbé's look was already less devo�d of all human�ty.
"S�ncere," he repeated, lower�ng h�s vo�ce, and resum�ng h�s read�ng:
—

"I ask you for a st�pend for Jul�en Sorel. He w�ll earn �t by
pass�ng the necessary exam�nat�ons. I have taught h�m a l�ttle
theology, that old and good theology of the Bossuets, the
Arnaults, and the Fleury's. If the person does not su�t you, send
h�m back to me. The d�rector of the workhouse, whom you know
well, offers h�m e�ght hundred to be tutor to h�s ch�ldren. My
�nner self �s tranqu�l, thanks to God. I am accustom�ng myself to
the terr�ble blow, 'Vale et me ama.'"

The abbé P�rard, speak�ng more slowly as he read the s�gnature,
pronounced w�th a s�gh the word, "Chélan."
"He �s tranqu�l," he sa�d, "�n fact h�s r�ghteousness deserves such a
recompense. May God grant �t to me �n such a case." He looked up
to heaven and made the s�gn of the cross. At the s�ght of that sacred
s�gn Jul�en felt an allev�at�on of the profound horror wh�ch had frozen
h�m s�nce h�s entry �nto the house.
"I have here three hundred and twenty-one asp�rants for the most
holy state," sa�d the abbé P�rard at last, �n a tone, wh�ch though
severe, was not mal�c�ous; "only seven or e�ght have been
recommended to me by such men as the abbé Chélan; so you w�ll
be the n�nth of these among the three hundred and twenty-one. But
my protect�on means ne�ther favour nor weakness, �t means doubled
care, and doubled sever�ty aga�nst v�ce. Go and lock that door."



Jul�an made an effort to walk, and managed not to fall. He not�ced
that a l�ttle w�ndow near the entrance door looked out on to the
country. He saw the trees; that s�ght d�d h�m as much good as the
s�ght of old fr�ends.
"'Loquer�sne l�nquam lat�nam?'" (Do you speak Lat�n?) sa�d the abbé
P�rard to h�m as he came back.
"'Ita, pater opt�me,'" (Yes, excellent Father) answered Jul�en,
recover�ng h�mself a l�ttle. But �t was certa�n that nobody �n the world
had ever appeared to h�m less excellent than had M. P�rard for the
last half hour.
The conversat�on cont�nued �n Lat�n. The express�on �n the abbé's
eyes softened. Jul�en rega�ned some self-possess�on. "How weak I
am," he thought, "to let myself be �mposed on by these appearances
of v�rtue. The man �s probably noth�ng more than a rascal, l�ke M.
Maslon," and Jul�en congratulated h�mself on hav�ng h�dden nearly
all h�s money �n h�s boots.
The abbé P�rard exam�ned Jul�en �n theology; he was surpr�sed at
the extent of h�s knowledge, but h�s aston�shment �ncreased when he
quest�oned h�m �n part�cular on sacred scr�ptures. But when �t came
to quest�ons of the doctr�nes of the Fathers, he perce�ved that Jul�en
scarcely even knew the names of Sa�nt Jerome, Sa�nt August�n,
Sa�nt Bonaventure, Sa�nt Bas�le, etc., etc.
"As a matter of fact," thought the abbé P�rard, "th�s �s s�mply that fatal
tendency to Protestant�sm for wh�ch I have always reproached
Chélan. A profound, and only too profound knowledge of the Holy
Scr�ptures."
(Jul�en had just started speak�ng to h�m, w�thout be�ng quest�oned on
the po�nt, about the real t�me when Genes�s, the Pentateuch, etc.,
has been wr�tten).
"To what does th�s never-end�ng reason�ng over the Holy Scr�ptures
lead to?" thought the abbé P�rard, "�f not to self-exam�nat�on, that �s
to say, the most awful Protestant�sm. And by the s�de of th�s
�mprudent knowledge, noth�ng about the Fathers to compensate for
that tendency."



But the aston�shment of the d�rector of the sem�nary was qu�te
unbounded when hav�ng quest�oned Jul�en about the author�ty of the
Pope, and expect�ng to hear the max�ms of the anc�ent Gall�can
Church, the young man rec�ted to h�m the whole book of M. de
Ma�stre "Strange man, that Chélan," thought the abbé P�rard. "D�d he
show h�m the book s�mply to teach h�m to make fun of �t?"
It was �n va�n that he quest�oned Jul�en and endeavoured to guess �f
he ser�ously bel�eved �n the doctr�ne of M. de Ma�stre. The young
man only answered what he had learnt by heart. From th�s moment
Jul�en was really happy. He felt that he was master of h�mself. After a
very long exam�nat�on, �t seemed to h�m that M. P�rard's sever�ty
towards h�m was only affected. Indeed, the d�rector of the sem�nary
would have embraced Jul�en �n the name of log�c, for he found so
much clearness, prec�s�on and luc�d�ty �n h�s answers, had �t not
been for the pr�nc�ples of austere grav�ty towards h�s theology pup�ls
wh�ch he had �nculcated �n h�mself for the last f�fteen years.
"Here we have a bold and healthy m�nd," he sa�d to h�mself, "but
corpus deb�le" (the body �s weak).
"Do you often fall l�ke that?" he sa�d to Jul�en �n French, po�nt�ng w�th
h�s f�nger to the floor.
"It's the f�rst t�me �n my l�fe. The porter's face unnerved me," added
Jul�en, blush�ng l�ke a ch�ld. The abbé P�rard almost sm�led.
"That's the result of va�n worldly pomp. You are apparently
accustomed to sm�l�ng faces, those ver�table theatres of falsehood.
Truth �s austere, Mons�eur, but �s not our task down here also
austere? You must be careful that your consc�ence guards aga�nst
that weakness of yours, too much sens�b�l�ty to va�n external graces."
"If you had not been recommended to me," sa�d the abbé P�rard,
resum�ng the Lat�n language w�th an obv�ous pleasure, "If you had
not been recommended by a man, by the abbé Chélan, I would talk
to you the va�n language of that world, to wh�ch �t would appear you
are only too well accustomed. I would tell you that the full st�pend
wh�ch you sol�c�t �s the most d�ff�cult th�ng �n the world to obta�n. But
the f�fty-s�x years wh�ch the abbé Chélan has spent �n apostol�c work



have stood h�m �n poor stead �f he cannot d�spose of a st�pend at the
sem�nary."
After these words, the abbé P�rard recommended Jul�en not to enter
any secret soc�ety or congregat�on w�thout h�s consent.
"I g�ve you my word of honour," sa�d Jul�en, w�th all an honest man's
expans�on of heart. The d�rector of the sem�nary sm�led for the f�rst
t�me.
"That express�on �s not used here," he sa�d to h�m. "It �s too
rem�n�scent of that va�n honour of worldly people, wh�ch leads them
to so many errors and often to so many cr�mes. You owe me
obed�ence by v�rtue of paragraph seventeen of the bull Unam
Ecces�am of St. P�us the F�fth. I am your eccles�ast�cal super�or. To
hear �n th�s house, my dear son, �s to obey. How much money, have
you?"
("So here we are," sa�d Jul�en to h�mself, "that was the reason of the
'my very dear son')."
"Th�rty-f�ve francs, my father."
"Wr�te out carefully how you use that money. You w�ll have to g�ve
me an account of �t."
Th�s pa�nful aud�ence had lasted three hours. Jul�en summoned the
porter.
"Go and �nstall Jul�en Sorel �n cell No. 103," sa�d the abbé P�rard to
the man.
As a great favour he let Jul�en have a place all to h�mself. "Carry h�s
box there," he added.
Jul�en lowered h�s eyes, and recogn�sed h�s box just �n front of h�m.
He had been look�ng at �t for three hours and had not recogn�sed �t.
As he arr�ved at No. 103, wh�ch was a l�ttle room e�ght feet square on
the top story of the house, Jul�en not�ced that �t looked out on to the
ramparts, and he perce�ved beyond them the pretty pla�n wh�ch the
Doubs d�v�des from the town.



"What a charm�ng v�ew!" excla�med Jul�en. In speak�ng l�ke th�s he
d�d not feel what the words actually expressed. The v�olent
sensat�ons wh�ch he had exper�enced dur�ng the short t�me that he
had been at Besançon had absolutely exhausted h�s strength. He sat
down near the w�ndow on the one wooden cha�r �n the cell, and fell
at once �nto a profound sleep. He d�d not hear e�ther the supper bell
or the bell for bened�ct�on. They had forgotten h�m. When the f�rst
rays of the sun woke h�m up the follow�ng morn�ng, he found h�mself
ly�ng on the floor.

CHAPTER XXVI

THE WORLD, OR WHAT THE RICH LACK

I am alone �n the world. No one de�gns to spare me a thought.
All those whom I see make the�r fortune, have an �nsolence and
hardness of heart wh�ch I do not feel �n myself. They hate me by
reason of k�ndness and good-humour. Oh, I shall d�e soon,
e�ther from starvat�on or the unhapp�ness of see�ng men so hard
of heart.—Young.

He hastened to brush h�s clothes and run down. He was late. Instead
of try�ng to just�fy h�mself Jul�en crossed h�s arms over h�s breast.
"Peccav� pater opt�me (I have s�nned, I confess my fault, oh, my
father)," he sa�d w�th a contr�te a�r.
Th�s f�rst speech was a great success. The clever ones among the
sem�nar�sts saw that they had to deal w�th a man who knew
someth�ng about the elements of the profess�on. The recreat�on hour
arr�ved, and Jul�en saw that he was the object of general cur�os�ty,
but he only man�fested reserved s�lence. Follow�ng the max�ms he
had la�d down for h�mself, he cons�dered h�s three hundred and



twenty-one comrades as enem�es. The most dangerous of all �n h�s
eyes was the abbé P�rard. A few days afterwards Jul�en had to
choose a confessor, and was g�ven a l�st.
"Great heavens! what do they take me for?" he sa�d to h�mself. "Do
they th�nk I don't understand what's what?" Then he chose the abbé
P�rard.
Th�s step proved dec�s�ve w�thout h�s suspect�ng �t.
A l�ttle sem�nar�st, who was qu�te young and a nat�ve of Verr�ères,
and who had declared h�mself h�s fr�end s�nce the f�rst day, �nformed
h�m that he would probably have acted more prudently �f he had
chosen M. Castanède, the sub-d�rector of the sem�nary.
"The abbé Castanède �s the enemy of P�rard, who �s suspected of
Jansen�sm," added the l�ttle sem�nar�st �n a wh�sper. All the f�rst steps
of our hero were, �n sp�te of the prudence on wh�ch he plumed
h�mself, as much m�stakes as h�s cho�ce of a confessor. M�sled as he
was by all the self-conf�dence of a man of �mag�nat�on, he took h�s
projects for facts, and bel�eved that he was a consummate hypocr�te.
H�s folly went so far as to reproach h�mself for h�s success �n th�s
k�nd of weakness.
"Alas, �t �s my only weapon," he sa�d to h�mself. "At another per�od I
should have earned my l�vel�hood by eloquent deeds �n the face of
the enemy."
Sat�sf�ed as he was w�th h�s own conduct, Jul�en looked around h�m.
He found everywhere the appearance of the purest v�rtue.
E�ght or ten sem�nar�sts l�ved �n the odour of sanct�ty, and had
v�s�ons l�ke Sa�nt Theresa, and Sa�nt Franc�s, when he rece�ved h�s
st�gmata on Mount Vern�a �n the Appen�nes. But �t was a great secret
and the�r fr�ends concealed �t. These poor young people who had
v�s�ons were always �n the �nf�rmary. A hundred others comb�ned an
�ndefat�gable appl�cat�on to a robust fa�th. They worked t�ll they fell �ll,
but w�thout learn�ng much. Two or three were d�st�ngu�shed by a real
talent, amongst others a student of the name of Chazel, but both
they and Jul�en felt mutually unsympathet�c.



The rest of these three hundred and twenty-one sem�nar�sts
cons�sted exclus�vely of coarse persons, who were by no means
sure of understand�ng the Lat�n words wh�ch they kept on repeat�ng
the l�velong day. Nearly all were the sons of peasants, and they
preferred to ga�n the�r l�vel�hood by rec�t�ng some Lat�n words than by
plough�ng the earth. It was after th�s exam�nat�on of h�s colleagues
that Jul�en, dur�ng the f�rst few days, prom�sed h�mself a speedy
success.
"Intell�gent people are needed �n every serv�ce," he sa�d to h�mself,
"for, after all, there �s work to be done. I should have been a
sergeant under Napoleon. I shall be a grand v�car among these
future curés."
"All these poor dev�ls," he added, "manual labourers as they have
been s�nce the�r ch�ldhood, have l�ved on curded m�lk and black
bread up t�ll they arr�ved here. They would only eat meat f�ve or s�x
t�mes a year �n the�r hovels. L�ke the Roman sold�ers who used to
f�nd war the t�me of rest, these poor peasants are enchanted w�th the
del�ghts of the sem�nary."
Jul�en could never read anyth�ng �n the�r gloomy eyes but the
sat�sfact�on of phys�cal crav�ng after d�nner, and the expectat�on of
sensual pleasure before the meal. Such were the people among
whom Jul�en had to d�st�ngu�sh h�mself; but the fact wh�ch he d�d not
know, and wh�ch they refra�ned from tell�ng h�m, was that com�ng out
f�rst �n the d�fferent courses of dogma, eccles�ast�cal h�story, etc.,
etc., wh�ch are taken at the sem�nary, const�tuted �n the�r eyes,
ne�ther more nor less than a splend�d s�n.
S�nce the t�me of Volta�re and two-chamber Government, wh�ch �s at
bottom s�mply d�strust and personal self-exam�nat�on, and g�ves the
popular m�nd that bad hab�t of be�ng susp�c�ous, the Church of
France seems to have real�sed that books are �ts real enem�es. It �s
the subm�ss�ve heart wh�ch counts for everyth�ng �n �ts eyes. It
suspects, and r�ghtly so, any success �n stud�es, even sacred ones.
What �s to prevent a super�or man from cross�ng over to the oppos�te
s�de l�ke S�èyes or Gregory. The trembl�ng Church cl�ngs on to the
Pope as �ts one chance of safety. The Pope alone �s �n a pos�t�on to



attempt to paralyse all personal self-exam�nat�on, and to make an
�mpress�on by means of the pompous p�ety of h�s court ceremon�al
on the bored and morb�d sp�r�t of fash�onable soc�ety.
Jul�en, as he began to get some gl�mpse of these var�ous truths,
wh�ch are none the less �n total contrad�ct�on to all the off�c�al
pronouncements of any sem�nary, fell �nto a profound melancholy.
He worked a great deal and rap�dly succeeded �n learn�ng th�ngs
wh�ch were extremely useful to a pr�est, extremely false �n h�s own
eyes, and devo�d of the sl�ghtest �nterest for h�m. He felt there was
noth�ng else to do.
"Am I then forgotten by the whole world," he thought. He d�d not
know that M. P�rard had rece�ved and thrown �nto the f�re several
letters w�th the D�jon stamp �n wh�ch the most l�vely pass�on would
p�erce through the most formal convent�onal�sm of style. "Th�s love
seems to be fought by great attacks of remorse. All the better,"
thought the abbé P�rard. "At any rate th�s lad has not loved an �nf�del
woman."
One day the abbé P�rard opened a letter wh�ch seemed half-blotted
out by tears. It was an ad�eu for ever. "At last," sa�d the wr�ter to
Jul�en, "Heaven has granted me the grace of hat�ng, not the author
of my fall, but my fall �tself. The sacr�f�ce has been made, dear one,
not w�thout tears as you see. The safety of those to whom I must
devote my l�fe, and whom you love so much, �s the dec�s�ve factor. A
just but terr�ble God w�ll no longer see H�s way to avenge on them
the�r mother's cr�mes. Ad�eu, Jul�en. Be just towards all men." The
end of the letter was nearly ent�rely �lleg�ble. The wr�ter gave an
address at D�jon, but at the same t�me expressed the hope that
Jul�en would not answer, or at any rate would employ language
wh�ch a reformed woman could read w�thout blush�ng. Jul�en's
melancholy, aggravated by the med�ocre nour�shment wh�ch the
contractor who gave d�nners at th�rteen cent�mes per head suppl�ed
to the sem�nary, began to affect h�s health, when Fouqué suddenly
appeared �n h�s room one morn�ng.
"I have been able to get �n at last. I have duly been f�ve t�mes to
Besançon �n order to see you. Could never get �n. I put someone by



the door to watch. Why the dev�l don't you ever go out?"
"It �s a test wh�ch I have �mposed on myself."
"I f�nd you greatly changed, but here you are aga�n. I have just
learned from a couple of good f�ve franc p�eces that I was only a fool
not to have offered them on my f�rst journey."
The conversat�on of the two fr�ends went on for ever. Jul�en changed
colour when Fouqué sa�d to h�m,
"Do you know, by the by, that your pup�ls' mother has become
pos�t�vely devout."
And he began to talk �n that off-hand manner wh�ch makes so
s�ngular an �mpress�on on the pass�onate soul, whose dearest
�nterests are be�ng destroyed w�thout the speaker hav�ng the fa�ntest
susp�c�on of �t.
"Yes, my fr�end, the most exalted devoutness. She �s sa�d to make
p�lgr�mages. But to the eternal shame of the abbé Maslon, who has
played the spy so long on that poor M. Chélan, Madame de Rênal
would have noth�ng to do w�th h�m. She goes to confess�on to D�jon
or Besançon."
"She goes to Besançon," sa�d Jul�en, flush�ng all over h�s forehead.
"Pretty often," sa�d Fouqué �n a quest�on�ng manner.
"Have you got any Const�tut�onnels on you?"
"What do you say?" repl�ed Fouqué.
"I'm ask�ng �f you've got any Const�tut�onnels?" went on Jul�en �n the
qu�etest tone �mag�nable. "They cost th�rty sous a number here."
"What!" excla�med Fouqué. "L�berals even �n the sem�nary! Poor
France," he added, assum�ng the abbé Maslon's hypocr�t�cal vo�ce
and sugary tone.
Th�s v�s�t would have made a deep �mpress�on on our hero, �f he had
not been put on the track of an �mportant d�scovery by some words
addressed to h�m the follow�ng day by the l�ttle sem�nar�st from
Verr�ères. Jul�en's conduct s�nce he had been at the sem�nary had



been noth�ng but a ser�es of false steps. He began to make b�tter fun
of h�mself.
In po�nt of fact the �mportant act�ons �n h�s l�fe had been cleverly
managed, but he was careless about deta�ls, and cleverness �n a
sem�nary cons�sts �n attent�on to deta�ls. Consequently, he had
already the reputat�on among h�s comrades of be�ng a strong-
m�nded person. He had been betrayed by a number of l�ttle act�ons.
He had been conv�cted �n the�r eyes of th�s enorm�ty, he thought and
judged for h�mself �nstead of bl�ndly follow�ng author�ty and example.
The abbé P�rard had been no help to h�m. He had not spoken to h�m
on a s�ngle occas�on apart from the confess�onal, and even there he
l�stened more than he spoke. Matters would have been very d�fferent
�f he had chosen the abbé Castanède. The moment that Jul�en
real�sed h�s folly, he ceased to be bored. He w�shed to know the
whole extent of the ev�l, and to effect th�s emerged a l�ttle from that
haughty obst�nate s�lence w�th wh�ch he had scrupulously rebuffed
h�s comrades. It was now that they took the�r revenge on h�m. H�s
advances were welcomed by a contempt verg�ng on der�s�on. He
real�sed that there had not been one s�ngle hour from the t�me of h�s
entry �nto the sem�nary, part�cularly dur�ng recreat�on t�me, wh�ch had
not resulted �n affect�ng h�m one way or another, wh�ch had not
�ncreased the number of h�s enem�es, or won for h�m the goodw�ll of
some sem�nar�st who was e�ther s�ncerely v�rtuous or of a f�bre
sl�ghtly less coarse than that of the others. The ev�l to repa�r was
�nf�n�te, and the task very d�ff�cult. Henceforth, Jul�en's attent�on was
always on guard. The problem before h�m was to map out a new
character for h�mself.
The mov�ng of h�s eyes for example, occas�oned h�m a great deal of
trouble. It �s w�th good reason that they are carr�ed lowered �n these
places.
"How presumptuous I was at Verr�ères," sa�d Jul�en to h�mself. "I
thought I l�ved; I was only prepar�ng for l�fe, and here I am at last �n
the world such as I shall f�nd �t, unt�l my part comes to an end,
surrounded by real enem�es. What �mmense d�ff�cult�es," he added,
"are �nvolved �n keep�ng up th�s hypocr�sy every s�ngle m�nute. It �s



enough to put the labours of Hercules �nto the shade. The Hercules
of modern t�mes �s the Pope S�xtus Qu�ntus, who dece�ved by h�s
modesty f�fteen years on end forty Card�nals who had seen the
l�vel�ness and haught�ness of h�s whole youth.
"So knowledge �s noth�ng here," he sa�d to h�mself w�th d�sgust.
"Progress �n doctr�ne, �n sacred h�story, etc., only seem to count.
Everyth�ng sa�d on those subjects �s only �ntended to entrap fools l�ke
me. Alas my only mer�t cons�sts �n my rap�d progress, and �n the way
�n wh�ch I grasp all the�r nonsense. Do they really value those th�ngs
at the�r true worth? Do they judge them l�ke I do. And I had the
stup�d�ty to be proud of my qu�ckness. The only result of my com�ng
out top has been to g�ve me �nveterate enem�es. Chazel, who really
knows more than I do, always throws some blunder �n h�s
compos�t�ons wh�ch gets h�m put back to the f�ft�eth place. If he
comes out f�rst, �t �s only because he �s absent-m�nded. O how useful
would one word, just one word, of M. P�rard, have been to me."
As soon as Jul�en was d�s�llus�oned, the long exerc�ses �n ascet�c
p�ety, such as the attendances �n the chapel f�ve t�mes a week, the
�ntonat�on of hymns at the chapel of the Sacré Cœur, etc., etc.,
wh�ch had prev�ously seemed to h�m so deadly bor�ng, became h�s
most �nterest�ng opportun�t�es for act�on. Thanks to a severe
�ntrospect�on, and above all, by try�ng not to overdo h�s methods,
Jul�en d�d not attempt at the outset to perform s�gn�f�cant act�ons
(that �s to say, act�ons wh�ch are proof of a certa�n Chr�st�an
perfect�on) l�ke those sem�nar�sts who served as a model to the rest.
Sem�nar�sts have a spec�al way, even of eat�ng a poached egg,
wh�ch betokens progress �n the devout l�fe.
The reader who sm�les at th�s w�ll perhaps be good enough to
remember all the m�stakes wh�ch the abbé Del�lle made over the
eat�ng of an egg when he was �nv�ted to breakfast w�th a lady of the
Court of Lou�s XVI.
Jul�en f�rst tr�ed to arr�ve at the state of non culpa, that �s to say the
state of the young sem�nar�st whose demeanour and manner of
mov�ng h�s arms, eyes, etc. wh�le �n fact w�thout any trace of
worldl�ness, do not yet �nd�cate that the person �s ent�rely absorbed



by the concept�on of the other world, and the �dea of the pure
noth�ngness of th�s one.
Jul�en �ncessantly found such phrases as these charcoaled on the
walls of the corr�dors. "What are s�xty years of ordeals balanced
aga�nst an etern�ty of del�ghts or any etern�ty of bo�l�ng o�l �n hell?"
He desp�sed them no longer. He real�sed that �t was necessary to
have them �ncessantly before h�s eyes. "What am I go�ng to do all
my l�fe," he sa�d to h�mself. "I shall sell to the fa�thful a place �n
heaven. How am I go�ng to make that place v�s�ble to the�r eyes? By
the d�fference between my appearance and that of a layman."
After several months of absolutely unrem�tt�ng appl�cat�on, Jul�en st�ll
had the appearance of th�nk�ng. The way �n wh�ch he would move h�s
eyes and hold h�s mouth d�d not betoken that �mpl�c�t fa�th wh�ch �s
ready to bel�eve everyth�ng and undergo everyth�ng, even at the cost
of martyrdom. Jul�en saw w�th anger that he was surpassed �n th�s by
the coarsest peasants. There was good reason for the�r not
appear�ng full of thought.
What pa�ns d�d he not take to acqu�re that fac�al express�on of bl�ndly
fervent fa�th wh�ch �s found so frequently �n the Ital�an convents, and
of wh�ch Le Guerch�n has left such perfect models �n h�s Church
p�ctures for the benef�t of us laymen.
On feast-days, the sem�nar�sts were regaled w�th sausages and
cabbage. Jul�en's table ne�ghbours observed that he d�d not
apprec�ate th�s happ�ness. That was looked upon as one of h�s
paramount cr�mes. H�s comrades saw �n th�s a most od�ous tra�t, and
the most fool�sh hypocr�sy. Noth�ng made h�m more enem�es.
"Look at th�s bourgeo�s, look at th�s stuck-up person," they would
say, "who pretends to desp�se the best rat�ons there are, sausages
and cabbage, shame on the v�lla�n! The haughty wretch, he �s
damned for ever."
"Alas, these young peasants, who are my comrades, f�nd the�r
�gnorance an �mmense advantage," Jul�en would excla�m �n h�s
moments of d�scouragement. "The professor has not got to del�ver
them on the�r arr�val at the sem�nary from that awful number of



worldly �deas wh�ch I brought �nto �t, and wh�ch they read on my face
whatever I do."
Jul�en watched w�th an attent�on border�ng on envy the coarsest of
the l�ttle peasants who arr�ved at the sem�nary. From the moment
when they were made to doff the�r shabby jackets to don the black
robe, the�r educat�on cons�sted of an �mmense and l�m�tless respect
for hard l�qu�d cash as they say �n Franche-Comté.
That �s the consecrated and hero�c way of express�ng the subl�me
�dea of current money.
These sem�nar�sts, l�ke the heroes �n Volta�re's novels, found the�r
happ�ness �n d�n�ng well. Jul�en d�scovered �n nearly all of them an
�nnate respect for the man who wears a su�t of good cloth. Th�s
sent�ment apprec�ates the d�str�but�ve just�ce, wh�ch �s g�ven us at
our courts, at �ts value or even above �ts true value. "What can one
ga�n," they would often repeat among themselves, "by hav�ng a law
su�t w�th 'a b�g man?'"
That �s the express�on current �n the valleys of the Jura to express a
r�ch man. One can judge of the�r respect for the r�chest ent�ty of all—
the government. Fa�lure to sm�le deferent�ally at the mere name of
M. the Prefect �s regarded as an �mprudence �n the eyes of the
Franche-Comté peasant, and �mprudence �n poor people �s qu�ckly
pun�shed by lack of bread.
After hav�ng been almost suffocated at f�rst by h�s feel�ng of
contempt, Jul�en eventually exper�enced a feel�ng of p�ty; �t often
happened that the fathers of most of h�s comrades would enter the�r
hovel �n w�nter even�ngs and fa�l to f�nd there e�ther bread, chestnuts
or potatoes.
"What �s there aston�sh�ng then?" Jul�en would say to h�mself, "�f �n
the�r eyes the happy man �s �n the f�rst place the one who has just
had a good d�nner, and �n the second place the one who possesses
a good su�t? My comrades have a last�ng vocat�on, that �s to say,
they see �n the eccles�ast�cal call�ng a long cont�nuance of the
happ�ness of d�n�ng well and hav�ng a warm su�t."



Jul�en happened to hear a young �mag�nat�ve sem�nar�st say to h�s
compan�on.
"Why shouldn't I become Pope l�ke S�xtus Qu�ntus who kept p�gs?"
"They only make Ital�ans Popes," answered h�s fr�end. "But they w�ll
certa�nly draw lots amongst us for the great v�carsh�ps, canonr�es
and perhaps b�shopr�cs. M. P—— B�shop of Châlons, �s the son of a
cooper. That's what my father �s."
One day, �n the m�ddle of a theology lesson, the Abbé P�rard
summoned Jul�en to h�m. The young fellow was del�ghted to leave
the dark, moral atmosphere �n wh�ch he had been plunged. Jul�en
rece�ved from the d�rector the same welcome wh�ch had fr�ghtened
h�m so much on the f�rst day of h�s entry.
"Expla�n to me what �s wr�tten on th�s play�ng card?" he sa�d, look�ng
at h�m �n a way calculated to make h�m s�nk �nto the earth.
Jul�en read:
"Amanda B�net of the G�raffe Café before e�ght o'clock. Say you're
from Genl�s, and my mother's cous�n."
Jul�en real�sed the �mmense danger. The sp�es of the abbé
Castanède had stolen the address.
"I was trembl�ng w�th fear the day I came here," he answered,
look�ng at the abbé P�rard's forehead, for he could not endure that
terr�ble gaze. "M. Chélan told me that th�s �s a place of �nformers and
m�sch�ef-makers of all k�nds, and that spy�ng and tale-bear�ng by one
comrade on another was encouraged by the author�t�es. Heaven
w�shes �t to be so, so as to show l�fe such as �t �s to the young
pr�ests, and f�ll them w�th d�sgust for the world and all �ts pomps."
"And �t's to me that you make these f�ne speeches," sa�d the abbé
P�rard fur�ously. "You young v�lla�n."
"My brothers used to beat me at Verr�ères," answered Jul�en coldly,
"When they had occas�on to be jealous of me."
"Indeed, �ndeed," excla�med M. P�rard, almost bes�de h�mself.
Jul�en went on w�th h�s story w�thout be�ng �n the least �nt�m�dated:—



"The day of my arr�val at Besançon I was hungry, and I entered a
café. My sp�r�t was full of revuls�on for so profane a place, but I
thought that my breakfast would cost me less than at an �nn. A lady,
who seemed to be the m�stress of the establ�shment, took p�ty on my
�nexper�ence. 'Besançon �s full of bad characters,' she sa�d to me. 'I
fear someth�ng w�ll happen to you, s�r. If some m�shap should occur
to you, have recourse to me and send to my house before e�ght
o'clock. If the porters of the sem�nary refuse to execute your errand,
say you are my cous�n and a nat�ve of Genl�s.'"
"I w�ll have all th�s chatter ver�f�ed," excla�med the abbé P�rard,
unable to stand st�ll, and walk�ng about the room.
"Back to the cell."
The abbé followed Jul�en and locked h�m �n. The latter �mmed�ately
began to exam�ne h�s trunk, at the bottom of wh�ch the fatal cards
had been so carefully h�dden. Noth�ng was m�ss�ng �n the trunk, but
several th�ngs had been d�sarranged. Nevertheless, he had never
been w�thout the key. What luck that, dur�ng the whole t�me of my
bl�ndness, sa�d Jul�en to h�mself, I never ava�led myself of the
perm�ss�on to go out that Mons�eur Castanède would offer me so
frequently, w�th a k�ndness wh�ch I now understand. Perhaps I
should have had the weakness to have changed my clothes and
gone to see the fa�r Amanda, and then I should have been ru�ned.
When they gave up hope of explo�t�ng that p�ece of �nformat�on for
the accompl�shment of h�s ru�n, they had used �t to �nform aga�nst
h�m. Two hours afterwards the d�rector summoned h�m.
"You d�d not l�e," he sa�d to h�m, w�th a less severe look, "but keep�ng
an address l�ke that �s an �nd�scret�on of a grav�ty wh�ch you are
unable to real�se. Unhappy ch�ld! It may perhaps do you harm �n ten
years' t�me."

CHAPTER XXVII



FIRST EXPERIENCE OF LIFE

The present t�me, Great God! �s the ark of the Lord; cursed be he
who touches �t.—D�derot.

The reader w�ll k�ndly excuse us �f we g�ve very few clear and def�n�te
facts concern�ng th�s per�od of Jul�en's l�fe. It �s not that we lack facts;
qu�te the contrary. But �t may be that what he saw �n the sem�nary �s
too black for the med�um colour wh�ch the author has endeavoured
to preserve throughout these pages. Those of our contemporar�es
who have suffered from certa�n th�ngs cannot remember them
w�thout a horror wh�ch paralyses every other pleasure, even that of
read�ng a tale.
Jul�en ach�eved scant success �n h�s essays at hypocr�t�cal gestures.
He exper�enced moments of d�sgust, and even of complete
d�scouragement. He was not a success, even �n a v�le career. The
sl�ghtest help from outs�de would have suff�ced to have g�ven h�m
heart aga�n, for the d�ff�culty to overcome was not very great, but he
was alone, l�ke a derel�ct sh�p �n the m�ddle of the ocean. "And when
I do succeed," he would say to h�mself, "th�nk of hav�ng to pass a
whole l�fet�me �n such awful company, gluttons who have no thought
but for the large omelette wh�ch they w�ll guzzle at d�nner-t�me, or
persons l�ke the abbé Castanède, who f�nds no cr�me too black!
They w�ll atta�n power, but, great heavens! at what cost.
"The w�ll of man �s powerful, I read �t everywhere, but �s �t enough to
overcome so great a d�sgust? The task of all the great men was easy
by compar�son. However terr�ble was the danger, they found �t f�ne,
and who can real�se, except myself, the ugl�ness of my
surround�ngs?"
Th�s moment was the most try�ng �n h�s whole l�fe. It would have
been so easy for h�m to have enl�sted �n one of the f�ne reg�ments at
the garr�son of Besançon. He could have become a Lat�n master. He
needed so l�ttle for h�s subs�stence, but �n that case no more career,



no more future for h�s �mag�nat�on. It was equ�valent to death. Here �s
one of h�s sad days �n deta�l:
"I have so often presumed to congratulate myself on be�ng d�fferent
from the other young peasants! Well, I have l�ved enough to real�se
that d�fference engenders hate," he sa�d to h�mself one morn�ng.
Th�s great truth had just been borne �n upon h�m by one of h�s most
�rr�tat�ng fa�lures. He had been work�ng for e�ght days at teach�ng a
pup�l who l�ved �n an odour of sanct�ty. He used to go out w�th h�m
�nto the courtyard and l�sten subm�ss�vely to p�eces of fatu�ty enough
to send one to sleep stand�ng. Suddenly the weather turned stormy.
The thunder growled, and the holy pup�l excla�med as he roughly
pushed h�m away.
"L�sten! Everyone for h�mself �n th�s world. I don't want to be burned
by the thunder. God may str�ke you w�th l�ghtn�ng l�ke a blasphemer,
l�ke a Volta�re."
"I deserve to be drowned �f I go to sleep dur�ng the storm," excla�med
Jul�en, w�th h�s teeth clenched w�th rage, and w�th h�s eyes opened
towards the sky now furrowed by the l�ghtn�ng. "Let us try the
conquest of some other rogue."
The bell rang for the abbé Castanède's course of sacred h�story.
That day the abbé Castanède was teach�ng those young peasants
already so fr�ghtened by the�r father's hardsh�ps and poverty, that the
Government, that ent�ty so terr�ble �n the�r eyes, possessed no real
and leg�t�mate power except by v�rtue of the delegat�on of God's
v�car on earth.
"Render yourselves worthy, by the hol�ness of your l�fe and by your
obed�ence, of the benevolence of the Pope. Be l�ke a st�ck �n h�s
hands," he added, "and you w�ll obta�n a superb pos�t�on, where you
w�ll be far from all control, and enjoy the K�ng's commands, a
pos�t�on from wh�ch you cannot be removed, and where one-th�rd of
the salary �s pa�d by the Government, wh�le the fa�thful who are
moulded by your preach�ng pay the other two-th�rds."
Castanède stopped �n the courtyard after he left the lesson-room. "It
�s part�cularly appropr�ate to say of a curé," he sa�d to the pup�ls who



formed a r�ng round h�m, "that the place �s worth as much as the
man �s worth. I myself have known par�shes �n the mounta�ns where
the surpl�ce fees were worth more than that of many town l�v�ngs.
There was qu�te as much money, w�thout count�ng the fat capons,
the eggs, fresh butter, and a thousand and one pleasant deta�ls, and
there the curé �s �nd�sputably the f�rst man. There �s not a good meal
to wh�ch he �s not �nv�ted, fêted, etc."
Castanède had scarcely gone back to h�s room before the pup�ls
spl�t up �nto knots. Jul�en d�d not form part of any of them; he was left
out l�ke a black sheep. He saw �n every knot a pup�l toss�ng a co�n �n
the a�r, and �f he managed to guess r�ght �n th�s game of heads or
ta�ls, h�s comrades would dec�de that he would soon have one of
those fat l�v�ngs.
Anecdotes ensued. A certa�n young pr�est, who had scarcely been
orda�ned a year, had g�ven a tame rabb�t to the ma�dservant of an old
curé, and had succeeded �n be�ng asked to be h�s curate. In a few
months afterwards, for the curé had qu�ckly d�ed, he had replaced
h�m �n that excellent l�v�ng. Another had succeeded �n gett�ng h�mself
des�gnated as a successor to a very r�ch town l�v�ng, by be�ng
present at all the meals of an old, paralyt�c curé, and by dexterously
carv�ng h�s poultry. The sem�nar�sts, l�ke all young people,
exaggerated the effect of those l�ttle dev�ces, wh�ch have an element
of or�g�nal�ty, and wh�ch str�ke the �mag�nat�on.
"I must take part �n these conversat�ons," sa�d Jul�en to h�mself.
When they d�d not talk about sausages and good l�v�ngs, the
conversat�on ran on the worldly aspect of eccles�ast�cal doctr�ne, on
the d�fferences of b�shops and prefects, of mayors and curés. Jul�en
caught s�ght of the concept�on of a second god, but of a god who
was much more form�dable and much more powerful than the other
one. That second god was the Pope. They sa�d among themselves,
�n a low vo�ce, however, and when they were qu�te sure that they
would not be heard by P�rard, that the reason for the Pope not tak�ng
the trouble of nom�nat�ng all the prefects and mayors of France, was
that he had entrusted that duty to the K�ng of France by ent�tl�ng h�m
a sen�or son of the Church.



It was about th�s t�me that Jul�en thought he could explo�t, for the
benef�t of h�s own reputat�on, h�s knowledge of De Ma�stre's book on
the Pope. In po�nt of fact, he d�d aston�sh h�s comrades, but �t was
only another m�sfortune. He d�spleased them by expound�ng the�r
own op�n�ons better than they could themselves. Chélan had acted
as �mprudently for Jul�en as he had for h�mself. He had g�ven h�m the
hab�t of reason�ng correctly, and of not be�ng put off by empty words,
but he had neglected to tell h�m that th�s hab�t was a cr�me �n the
person of no �mportance, s�nce every p�ece of log�cal reason�ng �s
offens�ve.
Jul�en's command of language added consequently a new cr�me to
h�s score. By d�nt of th�nk�ng about h�m, h�s colleagues succeeded �n
express�ng the horror w�th wh�ch he would �nsp�re them by a s�ngle
express�on; they n�cknamed h�m Mart�n Luther, "part�cularly," they
sa�d, "because of that �nfernal log�c wh�ch makes h�m so proud."
Several young sem�nar�sts had a fresher complex�on than Jul�en,
and could pass as better-look�ng, but he had wh�te hands, and was
unable to conceal certa�n ref�ned hab�ts of personal cleanl�ness. Th�s
advantage proved a d�sadvantage �n the gloomy house �n wh�ch
chance had cast h�m. The d�rty peasants among whom he l�ved
asserted that he had very abandoned morals. We fear that we may
weary our reader by a narrat�on of the thousand and one m�sfortunes
of our hero. The most v�gorous of h�s comrades, for example, wanted
to start the custom of beat�ng h�m. He was obl�ged to arm h�mself
w�th an �ron compass, and to �nd�cate, though by s�gns, that he would
make use of �t. S�gns cannot f�gure �n a spy's report to such good
advantage as words.

CHAPTER XXVIII

A PROCESSION



All hearts were moved. The presence of God seemed to have
descended �nto these narrow Goth�c streets that stretched �n
every d�rect�on, and were sanded by the care of the fa�thful.—
Young.

It was �n va�n that Jul�en pretended to be petty and stup�d. He could
not please; he was too d�fferent. Yet all these professors, he sa�d to
h�mself, are very clever people, men �n a thousand. Why do they not
l�ke my hum�l�ty? Only one seemed to take advantage of h�s
read�ness to bel�eve everyth�ng, and apparently to swallow
everyth�ng. Th�s was the abbé Chas-Bernard, the d�rector of the
ceremon�es of the cathedral, where, for the last f�fteen years, he had
been g�ven occas�on to hope for a canonry. Wh�le wa�t�ng, he taught
hom�let�cs at the sem�nary. Dur�ng the per�od of Jul�en's bl�ndness,
th�s class was one of those �n wh�ch he most frequently came out
top. The abbé Chas had used th�s as an opportun�ty to man�fest
some fr�endsh�p to h�m, and when the class broke up, he would be
glad to take h�m by the arm for some turns �n the garden.
"What �s he gett�ng at," Jul�en would say to h�mself. He not�ced w�th
aston�shment that, for hours on end, the abbé would talk to h�m
about the ornaments possessed by the cathedral. It had seventeen
lace chasubles, bes�des the mourn�ng vestments. A lot was hoped
from the old w�fe of the judge de Rubempré. Th�s lady, who was
n�nety years of age, had kept for at least seventy years her wedd�ng
dress of superb Lyons mater�al, embro�dered w�th gold.
"Imag�ne, my fr�end," the abbé Chas would say, stopp�ng abruptly,
and star�ng w�th amazement, "that th�s mater�al keeps qu�te st�ff.
There �s so much gold �n �t. It �s generally thought �n Besançon that
the w�ll of the judge's w�fe w�ll result �n the cathedral treasure be�ng
�ncreased by more than ten chasubles, w�thout count�ng four or f�ve
capes for the great feast. I w�ll go further," sa�d the abbé Chas,
lower�ng h�s vo�ce, "I have reasons for th�nk�ng the judge's w�fe w�ll
leave us her magn�f�cent s�lver g�lt candlest�cks, supposed to have
been bought �n Italy by Charles the Bold, Duke of Burgundy, whose
favour�te m�n�ster was one of the good lady's ancestors."



"But what �s the fellow gett�ng at w�th all th�s old clothes bus�ness,"
thought Jul�en. "These adro�t prel�m�nar�es have been go�ng on for
centur�es, and noth�ng comes of them. He must be very susp�c�ous
of me. He �s cleverer than all the others, whose secret a�m can be
guessed so eas�ly �n a fortn�ght. I understand. He must have been
suffer�ng for f�fteen years from mort�f�ed amb�t�on."
Jul�en was summoned one even�ng �n the m�ddle of the fenc�ng
lesson to the abbé P�rard, who sa�d to h�m.
"To-morrow �s the feast of Corpus Dom�n� (the Fête D�eu) the abbé
Chas-Bernard needs you to help h�m to decorate the cathedral. Go
and obey." The abbé P�rard called h�m back and added
sympathet�cally. "It depends on you whether you w�ll ut�l�se the
occas�on to go �nto the town."
"Incedo per �gnes," answered Jul�en. (I have secret enem�es).
Jul�en went to the cathedral next morn�ng w�th downcast eyes. The
s�ght of the streets and the act�v�ty wh�ch was beg�nn�ng to preva�l �n
the town d�d h�m good. In all quarters they were extend�ng the fronts
of the houses for the process�on.
All the t�me that he had passed �n the sem�nary seemed to h�m no
more than a moment. H�s thoughts were of Vergy, and of the pretty
Amanda whom he m�ght perhaps meet, for her café was not very far
off. He saw �n the d�stance the abbé Chas-Bernard on the threshold
of h�s beloved cathedral. He was a b�g man w�th a jov�al face and a
frank a�r. To-day he looked tr�umphant. "I was expect�ng you, my
dear son," he cr�ed as soon as he saw Jul�en �n the d�stance. "Be
welcome. Th�s day's duty w�ll be protracted and arduous. Let us
fort�fy ourselves by a f�rst breakfast. We w�ll have the second at ten
o'clock dur�ng h�gh mass."
"I do not w�sh, s�r," sa�d Jul�en to h�m gravely, "to be alone for a
s�ngle �nstant. De�gn to observe," he added, show�ng h�m the clock
over the�r heads, "that I have arr�ved at one m�nute to f�ve."
"So those l�ttle rascals at the sem�nary fr�ghtened you. It �s very good
of you to th�nk of them," sa�d the abbé. "But �s the road less beaut�ful
because there are thorns �n the hedges wh�ch border �t. Travellers go



on the�r way, and leave the w�cked thorns to wa�t �n va�n where they
are. And now to work my dear fr�end, to work."
The abbé Chas was r�ght �n say�ng that the task would be arduous.
There had been a great funeral ceremony at the cathedral the
prev�ous day. They had not been able to make any preparat�ons.
They had consequently only one morn�ng for dress�ng all the Goth�c
p�llars wh�ch const�tute the three naves w�th a k�nd of red damask
cloth ascend�ng to a he�ght of th�rty feet. The B�shop had fetched by
ma�l four decorators from Par�s, but these gentry were not able to do
everyth�ng, and far from g�v�ng any encouragement to the
clums�ness of the Besançon colleagues, they made �t tw�ce as great
by mak�ng fun of them.
Jul�en saw that he would have to cl�mb the ladder h�mself. H�s ag�l�ty
served h�m �n good stead. He undertook the d�rect�on of the
decorators from town. The Abbé Chas was del�ghted as he watched
h�m fl�t from ladder to ladder. When all the p�llars were dressed �n
damask, f�ve enormous bouquets of feathers had to be placed on the
great baldach�n above the grand altar. A r�ch cop�ng of g�lded wood
was supported by e�ght b�g stra�ght columns of Ital�an marble, but to
reach the centre of the baldach�n above the tabernacle �nvolved
walk�ng over an old wooden corn�ce wh�ch was forty feet h�gh and
poss�bly worm-eaten.
The s�ght of th�s d�ff�cult cross�ng had ext�ngu�shed the ga�ety of the
Par�s�an decorators, wh�ch up t�ll then had been so br�ll�ant. They
looked at �t from down below, argued a great deal, but d�d not go up.
Jul�en se�zed hold of the bouquets of feathers and cl�mbed the ladder
at a run. He placed �t neatly on the crown-shaped ornament �n the
centre of the baldach�n. When he came down the ladder aga�n, the
abbé Chas-Bernard embraced h�m �n h�s arms.
"Opt�me" excla�med the good pr�est, "I w�ll tell th�s to Monse�gneur."
Breakfast at ten o'clock was very gay. The abbé Chas had never
seen h�s church look so beaut�ful.
"Dear d�sc�ple," he sa�d to Jul�en. "My mother used to let out cha�rs �n
th�s venerable bu�ld�ng, so I have been brought up �n th�s great



ed�f�ce. The Terror of Robesp�erre ru�ned us, but when I was e�ght
years old, that was my age then, I used to serve masses �n pr�vate
houses, so you see I got my meals on mass-days. Nobody could fold
a chasuble better than I could, and I never cut the fr�nges. After the
re-establ�shment of publ�c worsh�p by Napoleon, I had the good
fortune to d�rect everyth�ng �n th�s venerable metropol�s. F�ve t�mes a
year do my eyes see �t adorned w�th these f�ne ornaments. But �t has
never been so resplendent, and the damask breadths have never
been so well t�ed or so close to the p�llars as they are to-day."



"So he �s go�ng to tell me h�s secret at last," sa�d Jul�en. "Now he �s
go�ng to talk about h�mself. He �s expand�ng." But noth�ng �mprudent
was sa�d by the man �n sp�te of h�s ev�dent exaltat�on.
"All the same he has worked a great deal," sa�d Jul�en to h�mself.
"He �s happy. What a man! What an example for me! He really takes
the cake." (Th�s was a vulgar phrase wh�ch he had learned from the
old surgeon).
As the sanctus of h�gh mass sounded, Jul�en wanted to take a
surpl�ce to follow the b�shop �n the superb process�on. "And the
th�eves, my fr�end! And the th�eves," excla�med the abbé Chas.
"Have you forgotten them? The process�on w�ll go out, but we w�ll
watch, w�ll you and I. We shall be very lucky �f we get off w�th the
loss of a couple of ells of th�s f�ne lace wh�ch surrounds the base of
the p�llars. It �s a g�ft of Madame de Rubempré. It comes from her
great-grandfather the famous Count. It �s made of real gold, my
fr�end," added the abbé �n a wh�sper, and w�th ev�dent exaltat�on.
"And all genu�ne. I entrust you w�th the watch�ng of the north w�ng.
Do not leave �t. I w�ll keep the south w�ng and the great nave for
myself. Keep an eye on the confess�onal. It �s there that the women
accompl�ces of the th�eves always spy. Look out for the moment
when we turn our backs."
As he f�n�shed speak�ng, a quarter to twelve struck. Immed�ately
afterwards the sound of the great clock was heard. It rang a full peal.
These full solemn sounds affected Jul�en. H�s �mag�nat�on was no
longer turned to th�ngs earthly. The perfume of the �ncense and of
the rose leaves thrown before the holy sacrament by l�ttle ch�ldren
d�sgu�sed as St. John �ncreased h�s exaltat�on.
Log�cally the grave sounds of the bell should only have recalled to
Jul�en's m�nd the thought of the labour of twenty men pa�d f�fty-four
cent�mes each, and poss�bly helped by f�fteen or twenty fa�thful
souls. Log�cally, he ought to have thought of the wear and tear of the
cords and of the framework and of the danger of the clock �tself,
wh�ch falls down every two centur�es, and to have cons�dered the
means of d�m�n�sh�ng the salary of the bell-r�ngers, or of pay�ng them



by some �ndulgence or other grace d�spensed from the treasures of
the Church w�thout d�m�n�sh�ng �ts purse.
Jul�en's soul exalted by these sounds w�th all the�r v�r�le fulness,
�nstead of mak�ng these w�se reflect�ons, wandered �n the realm of
�mag�nat�on. He w�ll never turn out a good pr�est or a good
adm�n�strator. Souls wh�ch get thr�lled so eas�ly are at the best only
capable of produc�ng an art�st. At th�s moment the presumpt�on of
Jul�en bursts out �nto full v�ew. Perhaps f�fty of h�s comrades �n the
sem�nary made attent�ve to the real�t�es of l�fe by the�r own
unpopular�ty and the Jacob�n�sm wh�ch they are taught to see h�d�ng
beh�nd every hedge, would have had no other thought suggested by
the great bell of the cathedral except the wages of the r�ngers. They
would have analysed w�th the gen�us of Bareme whether the
�ntens�ty of the emot�on produced among the publ�c was worth the
money wh�ch was g�ven to the r�ngers. If Jul�en had only tr�ed to th�nk
of the mater�al �nterests of the cathedral, h�s �mag�nat�on would have
transcended �ts actual object and thought of econom�z�ng forty francs
on the fabr�c and have lost the opportun�ty of avo�d�ng an expense of
twenty-f�ve cent�mes.
Wh�le the process�on slowly traversed Besançon on the f�nest day
�mag�nable, and stopped at the br�ll�ant altar-stat�ons put up by the
author�t�es, the church rema�ned �n profound s�lence. There preva�led
a sem�-obscur�ty, an agreeable freshness. It was st�ll perfumed w�th
the fragrance of flowers and �ncense.
The s�lence, the deep sol�tude, the freshness of the long naves
sweetened Jul�en's rever�e. He d�d not fear be�ng troubled by the
abbé Chas, who was engaged �n another part of the bu�ld�ng. H�s
soul had almost abandoned �ts mortal tenement, wh�ch was pac�ng
slowly the north w�ng wh�ch had been trusted to h�s surve�llance. He
was all the more tranqu�l when he had assured h�mself that there
was no one �n the confess�onal except some devout women. H�s
eyes looked �n front of h�m see�ng noth�ng.
H�s rever�e was almost broken by the s�ght of two well-dressed
women, one �n the Confess�onal, and the other on a cha�r qu�te near
her. He looked w�thout see�ng, but not�ced, however, e�ther by



reason of some vague apprec�at�on of h�s dut�es or adm�rat�on for the
ar�stocrat�c but s�mple dress of the lad�es, that there was no pr�est �n
the Confess�onal.
"It �s s�ngular," he thought, "that �f these fa�r lad�es are devout, they
are not kneel�ng before some altar, or that �f they are �n soc�ety they
have not an advantageous pos�t�on �n the f�rst row of some balcony.
How well cut that dress �s! How graceful!"
He slackened h�s pace to try and look at them. The lady who was
kneel�ng �n the Confess�onal turned her head a l�ttle hear�ng the
no�se of Jul�en's step �n th�s solemn place. Suddenly she gave a loud
cry, and felt �ll.
As the lady collapsed and fell backwards on her knees, her fr�end
who was near her hastened to help her. At the same t�me Jul�en saw
the shoulders of the lady who was fall�ng backwards. H�s eyes were
struck by a tw�sted necklace of f�ne, b�g pearls, wh�ch he knew well.
What were h�s emot�ons when he recogn�sed the ha�r of Madame de
Rênal? It was she! The lady who was try�ng to prevent her from
fall�ng was Madame Derv�lle. Jul�en was bes�de h�mself and
hastened to the�r s�de. Madame de Rênal's fall would perhaps have
carr�ed her fr�end along w�th her, �f Jul�en had not supported them.
He saw the head of Madame de Rênal, pale and ent�rely devo�d of
consc�ousness float�ng on h�s shoulder. He helped Madame Derv�lle
to lean that charm�ng head up aga�nst a straw cha�r. He knelt down.
Madame Derv�lle turned round and recogn�sed h�m.
"Away, mons�eur, away!" she sa�d to h�m, �n a tone of the most l�vely
anger. "Above all, do not let her see you aga�n. The s�ght of you
would be sure to horr�fy her. She was so happy before you came.
Your conduct �s atroc�ous. Flee! Take yourself off �f you have any
shame left."
These words were spoken w�th so much author�ty, and Jul�en felt so
weak, that he d�d take h�mself off. "She always hated me," he sa�d to
h�mself, th�nk�ng of Madame Derv�lle. At the same moment the nasal
chant�ng of the f�rst pr�ests �n the process�on wh�ch was now com�ng
back resounded �n the church. The abbé Chas-Bernard called Jul�en,



who at f�rst d�d not hear h�m, several t�mes. He came at last and took
h�s arm beh�nd a p�llar where Jul�en had taken refuge more dead
than al�ve. He wanted to present h�m to the B�shop.
"Are you feel�ng well, my ch�ld?" sa�d the abbé to h�m, see�ng h�m so
pale, and almost �ncapable of walk�ng. "You have worked too much."
The abbé gave h�m h�s arm. "Come, s�t down beh�nd me here, on the
l�ttle seat of the d�spenser of holy water; I w�ll h�de you."
They were now bes�de the ma�n door.
"Calm yourself. We have st�ll a good twenty m�nutes before
Monse�gneur appears. Try and pull yourself together. I w�ll l�ft you up
when he passes, for �n sp�te of my age, I am strong and v�gorous."
Jul�en was trembl�ng so v�olently when the B�shop passed, that the
abbé Chas gave up the �dea of present�ng h�m.
"Do not take �t too much to heart," he sa�d. "I w�ll f�nd another
opportun�ty."
The same even�ng he had s�x pounds of candles wh�ch had been
saved, he sa�d, by Jul�en's carefulness, and by the promptness w�th
wh�ch he had ext�ngu�shed them, carr�ed to the sem�nary chapel.
Noth�ng could have been nearer the truth. The poor boy was
ext�ngu�shed h�mself. He had not had a s�ngle thought after meet�ng
Madame de Rênal.

CHAPTER XXIX

THE FIRST PROMOTION

He knew h�s age, he knew h�s department, and he �s r�ch. —The
Forerunner.



Jul�en had not emerged from the deep rever�e �n wh�ch the ep�sode
�n the cathedral had plunged h�m, when the severe abbé P�rard
summoned h�m.
"M. the abbé Chas-Bernard has just wr�tten �n your favour. I am on
the whole suff�c�ently sat�sf�ed w�th your conduct. You are extremely
�mprudent and �rrespons�ble w�thout outward s�gns of �t. However, up
to the present, you have proved yourself possessed of a good and
even generous heart. Your �ntellect �s super�or. Tak�ng �t all round, I
see �n you a spark wh�ch one must not neglect.
"I am on the po�nt of leav�ng th�s house after f�fteen years of work.
My cr�me �s that I have left the sem�nar�sts to the�r free w�ll, and that I
have ne�ther protected nor served that secret soc�ety of wh�ch you
spoke to me at the Confess�onal. I w�sh to do someth�ng for you
before I leave. I would have done so two months earl�er, for you
deserve �t, had �t not been for the �nformat�on la�d aga�nst you as the
result of the f�nd�ng �n your trunk of Amanda B�net's address. I w�ll
make you New and Old Testament tutor. Jul�en was transported w�th
grat�tude and evolved the �dea of throw�ng h�mself on h�s knees and
thank�ng God. He y�elded to a truer �mpulse, and approach�ng the
abbé P�rard, took h�s hand and pressed �t to h�s l�ps.
"What �s the mean�ng of th�s?" excla�med the d�rector angr�ly, but
Jul�en's eyes sa�d even more than h�s act.
The abbé P�rard looked at h�m �n aston�shment, after the manner of a
man who has long lost the hab�t of encounter�ng ref�ned emot�ons.
The attent�on dece�ved the d�rector. H�s vo�ce altered.
"Well yes, my ch�ld, I am attached to you. Heaven knows that I have
been so �n sp�te of myself. I ought to show ne�ther hate nor love to
anyone. I see �n you someth�ng wh�ch offends the vulgar. Jealousy
and calumny w�ll pursue you �n whatever place Prov�dence may
place you. Your comrades w�ll never behold you w�thout hate, and �f
they pretend to l�ke you, �t w�ll only be to betray you w�th greater
certa�nty. For th�s there �s only one remedy. Seek help only from
God, who, to pun�sh you for your presumpt�on, has cursed you w�th
the �nev�table hatred of your comrades. Let your conduct be pure.
That �s the only resource wh�ch I can see for you. If you love truth



w�th an �rres�st�ble embrace, your enem�es w�ll sooner or later be
confounded."
It had been so long s�nce Jul�en had heard a fr�endly vo�ce that he
must be forg�ven a weakness. He burst out �nto tears.
The abbé P�rard held out h�s arms to h�m. Th�s moment was very
sweet to both of them. Jul�en was mad w�th joy. Th�s promot�on was
the f�rst wh�ch he had obta�ned. The advantages were �mmense. To
real�se them one must have been condemned to pass months on
end w�thout an �nstant's sol�tude, and �n �mmed�ate contact w�th
comrades who were at the best �mportunate, and for the most part
�nsupportable. The�r cr�es alone would have suff�ced to d�sorgan�se a
del�cate const�tut�on. The no�se and joy of these peasants, well-fed
and well-clothed as they were, could only f�nd a vent for �tself, or
bel�eve �n �ts own completeness when they were shout�ng w�th all the
strength of the�r lungs.
Now Jul�en d�ned alone, or nearly an hour later than the other
sem�nar�sts. He had a key of the garden and could walk �n �t when no
one else was there.
Jul�en was aston�shed to perce�ve that he was now hated less. He,
on the contrary, had been expect�ng that the�r hate would become
tw�ce as �ntense. That secret des�re of h�s that he should not be
spoken to, wh�ch had been only too man�fest before, and had earned
h�m so many enem�es, was no longer looked upon as a s�gn of
r�d�culous haught�ness. It became, �n the eyes of the coarse be�ngs
who surrounded h�m, a just apprec�at�on of h�s own d�gn�ty. The
hatred of h�m sens�bly d�m�n�shed, above all among the youngest of
h�s comrades, who were now h�s pup�ls, and whom he treated w�th
much pol�teness. Gradually he obta�ned h�s own follow�ng. It became
looked upon as bad form to call h�m Mart�n Luther.
But what �s the good of enumerat�ng h�s fr�ends and h�s enem�es?
The whole bus�ness �s squal�d, and all the more squal�d �n proport�on
to the truth of the p�cture. And yet the clergy supply the only teachers
of morals wh�ch the people have. What would happen to the people
w�thout them? W�ll the paper ever replace the cure?



S�nce Jul�en's new d�gn�ty, the d�rector of the sem�nary made a po�nt
of never speak�ng to h�m w�thout w�tnesses. These tact�cs were
prudent, both for the master and for the pup�l, but above all �t was
meant for a test. The �nvar�able pr�nc�ple of that severe Jansen�st
P�rard was th�s—"�f a man has mer�t �n your eyes, put obstacles �n
the way of all he des�res, and of everyth�ng wh�ch he undertakes. If
the mer�t �s real, he w�ll manage to overthrow or get round those
obstacles."
It was the hunt�ng season. It had occurred to Fouqué to send a stag
and a boar to the sem�nary as though they came from Jul�en's
parents. The dead an�mals were put down on the floor between the
k�tchen and the refectory. It was there that they were seen by all the
sem�nar�sts on the�r way to d�nner. They const�tuted a great attract�on
for the�r cur�os�ty. The boar, dead though �t was, made the youngest
ones feel fr�ghtened. They touched �ts tusks. They talked of noth�ng
else for a whole week.
Th�s g�ft, wh�ch ra�sed Jul�en's fam�ly to the level of that class of
soc�ety wh�ch deserves respect, struck a deadly blow at all jealousy.
He enjoyed a super�or�ty, consecrated by fortune. Chazel, the most
d�st�ngu�shed of the sem�nar�sts, made advances to h�m, and always
reproached h�m for not hav�ng prev�ously appr�sed them of h�s
parents' pos�t�on and had thus �nvolved them �n treat�ng money
w�thout suff�c�ent respect. A conscr�pt�on took place, from wh�ch
Jul�en, �n h�s capac�ty as sem�nar�st, was exempt. Th�s c�rcumstance
affected h�m profoundly. "So there �s just passed for ever that
moment wh�ch, twenty years earl�er, would have seen my hero�c l�fe
beg�n. He was walk�ng alone �n the sem�nary garden. He heard the
masons who were wall�ng up the clo�ster walls talk�ng between
themselves.
"Yes, we must go. There's the new conscr�pt�on. When the other was
al�ve �t was good bus�ness. A mason could become an off�cer then,
could become a general then. One has seen such th�ngs."
"You go and see now. It's only the ragamuff�ns who leave for the
army. Any one who has anyth�ng stays �n the country here."
"The man who �s born wretched stays wretched, and there you are."



"I say, �s �t true what they say, that the other �s dead?" put �n the th�rd
mason.
"Oh well, �t's the 'b�g men' who say that, you see. The other one
made them afra�d."
"What a d�fference. How the fort�f�cat�on went ahead �n h�s t�me. And
to th�nk of h�s be�ng betrayed by h�s own marshals."
Th�s conversat�on consoled Jul�en a l�ttle. As he went away, he
repeated w�th a s�gh:
"Le seul ro� dont le peuple a gardé la mémo�re."
The t�me for the exam�nat�on arr�ved. Jul�en answered br�ll�antly. He
saw that Chazel endeavoured to exh�b�t all h�s knowledge. On the
f�rst day the exam�ners, nom�nated by the famous Grand V�car de
Fr�la�r, were very �rr�tated at always hav�ng to put f�rst, or at any rate
second, on the�r l�st, that Jul�en Sorel, who had been des�gnated to
them as the Benjam�n of the Abbé P�rard. There were bets �n the
sem�nary that Jul�en would come out f�rst �n the f�nal l�st of the
exam�nat�on, a pr�v�lege wh�ch carr�ed w�th �t the honour of d�n�ng
w�th my Lord B�shop. But at the end of a s�tt�ng, deal�ng w�th the
fathers of the Church, an adro�t exam�ner, hav�ng f�rst �nterrogated
Jul�en on Sa�nt Jerome and h�s pass�on for C�cero, went on to speak
about Horace, V�rg�l and other profane authors. Jul�en had learnt by
heart a great number of passages from these authors w�thout h�s
comrades' knowledge. Swept away by h�s successes, he forgot the
place where he was, and rec�ted �n paraphrase w�th sp�r�t several
odes of Horace at the repeated request of the exam�ner. Hav�ng for
twenty m�nutes g�ven h�m enough rope to hang h�mself, the exam�ner
changed h�s express�on, and b�tterly reproached h�m for the t�me he
had wasted on these profane stud�es, and the useless or cr�m�nal
�deas wh�ch he had got �nto h�s head.
"I am a fool, s�r. You are r�ght," sa�d Jul�en modestly, real�s�ng the
adro�t stratagem of wh�ch he was the v�ct�m.
Th�s exam�ner's dodge was cons�dered d�rty, even at the sem�nary,
but th�s d�d not prevent the abbé de Fr�la�r, that adro�t �nd�v�dual who
had so cleverly organ�sed the mach�nery of the Besançon



congregat�on, and whose despatches to Par�s put fear �nto the hearts
of judges, prefect, and even the generals of the garr�son, from
plac�ng w�th h�s powerful hand the number 198 aga�nst Jul�en's
name. He enjoyed subject�ng h�s enemy, P�rard the Jansen�st, to th�s
mort�f�cat�on.
H�s ch�ef object for the last ten years had been to depr�ve h�m of the
headsh�p of the sem�nary. The abbé, who had h�mself followed the
plan wh�ch he had �nd�cated to Jul�en, was s�ncere, p�ous, devoted to
h�s dut�es and devo�d of �ntr�gue, but heaven �n �ts anger had g�ven
h�m that b�l�ous temperament wh�ch �s by nature so deeply sens�t�ve
to �nsults and to hate. None of the �nsults wh�ch were addressed to
h�m was wasted on h�s burn�ng soul. He would have handed �n h�s
res�gnat�on a hundred t�mes over, but he bel�eved that he was useful
�n the place where Prov�dence had set h�m. "I prevent the progress
of Jesu�t�sm and Idolatry," he sa�d to h�mself.
At the t�me of the exam�nat�ons, �t was perhaps nearly two months
s�nce he had spoken to Jul�en, and nevertheless, he was �ll for e�ght
days when, on rece�pt of the off�c�al letter announc�ng the result of
the compet�t�on, he saw the number 198 placed bes�de the name of
that pup�l whom he regarded as the glory of h�s town. Th�s stern
character found h�s only consolat�on �n concentrat�ng all h�s
surve�llance on Jul�en. He was del�ghted that he d�scovered �n h�m
ne�ther anger, nor v�nd�ct�veness, nor d�scouragement.
Jul�en felt a thr�ll some months afterwards when he rece�ved a letter.
It bore the Par�s post-mark. Madame de Rênal �s remember�ng her
prom�ses at last, he thought. A gentleman who s�gned h�mself Paul
Sorel, and who sa�d that he was h�s relat�ve, sent h�m a letter of
cred�t for f�ve hundred francs. The wr�ter went on to add that �f Jul�en
went on to study successfully the good Lat�n authors, a s�m�lar sum
would be sent to h�m every year.
"It �s she. It �s her k�ndness," sa�d Jul�en to h�mself, feel�ng qu�te
overcome. "She w�shes to console me. But why not a s�ngle word of
affect�on?"
He was mak�ng a m�stake �n regard to th�s letter, for Madame de
Rênal, under the �nfluence of her fr�end, Madame Derv�lle, was



abandon�ng herself absolutely to profound remorse. She would often
th�nk, �n sp�te of herself, of that s�ngular be�ng, the meet�ng w�th
whom had revolut�on�zed her l�fe. But she carefully refra�ned from
wr�t�ng to h�m.
If we were to talk the term�nology of the sem�nary, we would be able
to recogn�se a m�racle �n the send�ng of these f�ve hundred francs
and to say that heaven was mak�ng use of Mons�eur de Fr�la�r
h�mself �n order to g�ve th�s g�ft to Jul�en. Twelve years prev�ously the
abbé de Fr�la�r had arr�ved �n Besançon w�th an extremely ex�guous
portmanteau, wh�ch, accord�ng to the story, conta�ned all h�s fortune.
He was now one of the r�chest propr�etors of the department. In the
course of h�s prosper�ty, he had bought the one half of an estate,
wh�le the other half had been �nher�ted by Mons�eur de la Mole.
Consequently there was a great lawsu�t between these two
personages.
M. le Marqu�s de la Mole felt that, �n sp�te of h�s br�ll�ant l�fe at Par�s
and the off�ces wh�ch he held at Court, �t would be dangerous to f�ght
at Besançon aga�nst the Grand V�car, who was reputed to make and
unmake prefects.
Instead of sol�c�t�ng a present of f�fty thousand francs wh�ch could
have been smuggled �nto the budget under some name or other, and
of throw�ng up th�s m�serable lawsu�t w�th the abbé Fr�la�r over a
matter of f�fty thousand francs, the marqu�s lost h�s temper. He
thought he was �n the r�ght, absolutely �n the r�ght. Moreover, �f one �s
perm�tted to say so, who �s the judge who has not got a son, or at
any rate a cous�n to push �n the world?
In order to enl�ghten the bl�ndest m�nds the abbé de Fr�la�r took the
carr�age of my Lord the B�shop e�ght days after the f�rst decree wh�ch
he obta�ned, and went h�mself to convey the cross of the Leg�on of
Honour to h�s advocate. M. de la Mole, a l�ttle dumbfounded at the
demeanour of the other s�de, and apprec�at�ng also that h�s own
advocates were slacken�ng the�r efforts, asked adv�ce of the abbé
Chélan, who put h�m �n commun�cat�on w�th M. P�rard.
At the per�od of our story the relat�ons between these two men had
lasted for several years. The abbé P�rard �mported �nto th�s affa�r h�s



character�st�c pass�on. Be�ng �n constant touch w�th the Marqu�s's
advocates, he stud�ed h�s case, and f�nd�ng �t just, he became qu�te
openly the sol�c�tor of M. de la Mole aga�nst the all-powerful Grand
V�car. The latter felt outraged by such �nsolence, and on the part of a
l�ttle Jansen�st �nto the barga�n.
"See what th�s Court nob�l�ty who pretend to be so powerful really
are," would say the abbé de Fr�la�r to h�s �nt�mates. M. de la Mole
has not even sent a m�serable cross to h�s agent at Besançon, and
w�ll let h�m be tamely turned out. None the less, so they wr�te me,
th�s noble peer never lets a week go by w�thout go�ng to show off h�s
blue r�bbon �n the draw�ng-room of the Keeper of Seal, whoever �t
may be.
In sp�te of all the energy of the abbé P�rard, and although M. de la
Mole was always on the best of terms w�th the m�n�ster of just�ce,
and above all w�th h�s off�c�als, the best that he could ach�eve after
s�x careful years was not to lose h�s lawsu�t r�ght out. Be�ng as he
was �n ceaseless correspondence w�th the abbé P�rard �n connect�on
w�th an affa�r �n wh�ch they were both pass�onately �nterested, the
Marqu�s came to apprec�ate the abbé's part�cular k�nd of �ntellect.
L�ttle by l�ttle, and �n sp�te of the �mmense d�stance �n the�r soc�al
pos�t�ons, the�r correspondence assumed the tone of fr�endsh�p. The
abbé P�rard told the Marqu�s that they wanted to heap �nsults upon
h�m t�ll he should be forced to hand �n h�s res�gnat�on. In h�s anger
aga�nst what, �n h�s op�n�on, was the �nfamous stratagem employed
aga�nst Jul�en, he narrated h�s tory to the Marqu�s.
Although extremely r�ch, th�s great lord was by no means m�serly. He
had never been able to preva�l on the abbé P�rard to accept even the
re�mbursement of the postal expenses occas�oned by the lawsu�t. He
se�zed the opportun�ty of send�ng f�ve hundred francs to h�s favour�te
pup�l. M. de la Mole h�mself took the trouble of wr�t�ng the cover�ng
letter. Th�s gave the abbé food for thought. One day the latter
rece�ved a l�ttle note wh�ch requested h�m to go �mmed�ately on an
urgent matter to an �nn on the outsk�rts of Besançon. He found there
the steward of M. de la Mole.



"M. le Marqu�s has �nstructed me to br�ng you h�s carr�age," sa�d the
man to h�m. "He hopes that after you have read th�s letter you w�ll
f�nd �t conven�ent to leave for Par�s �n four or f�ve days. I w�ll employ
the t�me �n the meanwh�le �n ask�ng you to be good enough to show
me the estates of M. le Marqu�s �n the Franche-Comté, so that I can
go over them."
The letter was short:—

"R�d yourself, my good s�r, of all the ch�canery of the prov�nces
and come and breathe peaceful atmosphere of Par�s. I send you
my carr�age wh�ch has orders to awa�t your dec�s�on for four
days. I w�ll awa�t you myself at Par�s unt�l Tuesday. You only
requ�re to say so, mons�eur, to accept �n your own name one of
the best l�v�ngs �n the env�rons of Par�s. The r�chest of your
future par�sh�oners has never seen you, but �s more devoted
than you can poss�bly th�nk: he �s the Marqu�s de la Mole."

W�thout hav�ng suspected �t, the stern abbé P�rard loved th�s
sem�nary, peopled as �t was by h�s enem�es, but to wh�ch for the past
f�fteen years he had devoted all h�s thoughts. M. de la Mole's letter
had the effect on h�m of the v�s�t of the surgeon come to perform a
d�ff�cult but necessary operat�on. H�s d�sm�ssal was certa�n. He made
an appo�ntment w�th the steward for three days later. For forty-e�ght
hours he was �n a fever of uncerta�nty. F�nally he wrote to the M. de
la Mole, and composed for my Lord the B�shop a letter, a
masterp�ece of eccles�ast�cal style, although �t was a l�ttle long; �t
would have been d�ff�cult to have found more un�mpeachable
phrases, and ones breath�ng a more s�ncere respect. And
nevertheless, th�s letter, �ntended as �t was to get M. de Fr�la�r �nto
trouble w�th h�s patron, gave utterance to all the ser�ous matters of
compla�nt, and even descended to the l�ttle squal�d �ntr�gues wh�ch,
hav�ng been endured w�th res�gnat�on for s�x years, were forc�ng the
abbé P�rard to leave the d�ocese.
They stole h�s f�rewood, they po�soned h�s dog, etc., etc.
Hav�ng f�n�shed th�s letter he had Jul�en called. L�ke all the other
sem�nar�sts, he was sleep�ng at e�ght o'clock �n the even�ng.



"You know where the B�shop's Palace �s," he sa�d to h�m �n good
class�cal Lat�n. "Take th�s letter to my Lord. I w�ll not h�de from you
that I am send�ng you �nto the m�dst of the wolves. Be all ears and
eyes. Let there be no l�es �n your answers, but real�se that the man
quest�on�ng you w�ll poss�bly exper�ence a real joy �n be�ng able to
hurt you. I am very pleased, my ch�ld, at be�ng able to g�ve you th�s
exper�ence before I leave you, for I do not h�de from you that the
letter wh�ch you are bear�ng �s my res�gnat�on."
Jul�en stood mot�onless. He loved the abbé P�rard. It was �n va�n that
prudence sa�d to h�m,
"After th�s honest man's departure the Sacré-Cœur party w�ll
d�sgrace me and perhaps expel me."
He could not th�nk of h�mself. He was embarrassed by a phrase
wh�ch he was try�ng to turn �n a pol�te way, but as a matter of fact he
found h�mself w�thout the bra�ns to do so.
"Well, my fr�end, are you not go�ng?"
"Is �t because they say, mons�eur," answered Jul�an t�m�dly, "that you
have put noth�ng on one s�de dur�ng your long adm�n�strat�on. I have
s�x hundred francs."
H�s tears prevented h�m from cont�nu�ng.
"That also w�ll be not�ced," sa�d the ex-d�rector of the sem�nary
coldly. "Go to the Palace. It �s gett�ng late."
Chance would so have �t that on that even�ng, the abbé de Fr�la�r
was on duty �n the salon of the Palace. My lord was d�n�ng w�th the
prefect, so �t was to M. de Fr�la�r h�mself that Jul�en, though he d�d
not know �t, handed the letter.
Jul�en was aston�shed to see th�s abbé boldly open the letter wh�ch
was addressed to the B�shop. The face of the Grand V�car soon
expressed surpr�se, t�nged w�th a l�vely pleasure, and became tw�ce
as grave as before. Jul�en, struck w�th h�s good appearance, found
t�me to scrut�n�se h�m wh�le he was read�ng. Th�s face would have
possessed more d�gn�ty had �t not been for the extreme subtlety
wh�ch appeared �n some features, and would have gone to the fact



of actually denot�ng falseness �f the possessor of th�s f�ne
countenance had ceased to school �t for a s�ngle m�nute. The very
prom�nent nose formed a perfectly stra�ght l�ne and unfortunately
gave to an otherw�se d�st�ngu�shed prof�le, a cur�ous resemblance to
the phys�ognomy of a fox. Otherw�se th�s abbé, who appeared so
engrossed w�th Mons�eur P�rard's res�gnat�on, was dressed w�th an
elegance wh�ch Jul�en had never seen before �n any pr�est and wh�ch
pleased h�m exceed�ngly.
It was only later that Jul�en knew �n what the spec�al talent of the
abbé de Fr�la�r really cons�sted. He knew how to amuse h�s b�shop,
an am�able old man made for Par�s l�fe, and who looked upon
Besançon as ex�le. Th�s B�shop had very bad s�ght, and was
pass�onately fond of f�sh. The abbé de Fr�la�r used to take the bones
out of the f�sh wh�ch was served to my Lord. Jul�en looked s�lently at
the abbé who was reread�ng the res�gnat�on when the door suddenly
opened w�th a no�se. A r�chly dressed lackey passed �n rap�dly.
Jul�en had only t�me to turn round towards the door. He perce�ved a
l�ttle old man wear�ng a pectoral cross. He prostrated h�mself. The
B�shop addressed a benevolent sm�le to h�m and passed on. The
handsome abbé followed h�m and Jul�en was left alone �n the salon,
and was able to adm�re at h�s le�sure �ts p�ous magn�f�cence.
The B�shop of Besançon, a man whose sp�r�t had been tr�ed but not
broken by the long m�ser�es of the em�grat�on, was more than
seventy-f�ve years old and concerned h�mself �nf�n�tely l�ttle w�th what
m�ght happen �n ten years' t�me.
"Who �s that clever-look�ng sem�nar�st I th�nk I saw as I passed?"
sa�d the B�shop. "Oughtn't they to be �n bed accord�ng to my
regulat�ons."
"That one �s very w�de-awake I assure you, my Lord, and he br�ngs
great news. It �s the res�gnat�on of the only Jansen�st res�d�ng �n your
d�ocese, that terr�ble abbé P�rard real�ses at last that we mean
bus�ness."
"Well," sa�d the B�shop w�th a laugh. "I challenge you to replace h�m
w�th any man of equal worth, and to show you how much I pr�ze that
man, I w�ll �nv�te h�m to d�nner for to-morrow."



The Grand V�car tr�ed to sl�de �n a few words concern�ng the cho�ce
of a successor. The prelate, who was l�ttle d�sposed to talk bus�ness,
sa�d to h�m.
"Before we �nstall the other, let us get to know a l�ttle of the
c�rcumstances under wh�ch the present one �s go�ng. Fetch me th�s
sem�nar�st. The truth �s �n the mouth of ch�ldren."
Jul�en was summoned. "I shall f�nd myself between two �nqu�s�tors,"
he thought. He had never felt more courageous. At the moment
when he entered, two valets, better dressed than M. Valenod
h�mself, were undress�ng my lord. That prelate thought he ought to
quest�on Jul�en on h�s stud�es before quest�on�ng h�m about M.
P�rard. He talked a l�ttle theology, and was aston�shed. He soon
came to the human�t�es, to V�rg�l, to Horace, to C�cero. "It was those
names," thought Jul�en, that earned me my number 198. I have
noth�ng to lose. Let us try and sh�ne. He succeeded. The prelate,
who was an excellent human�st h�mself, was del�ghted.
At the prefect's d�nner, a young g�rl who was justly celebrated, had
rec�ted the poem of the Madele�ne. He was �n the mood to talk
l�terature, and very qu�ckly forgot the abbé P�rard and h�s affa�rs to
d�scuss w�th the sem�nar�st whether Horace was r�ch or poor. The
prelate quoted several odes, but somet�mes h�s memory was
slugg�sh, and then Jul�en would rec�te w�th modesty the whole ode:
the fact wh�ch struck the b�shop was that Jul�en never dev�ated from
the conversat�onal tone. He spoke h�s twenty or th�rty Lat�n verses as
though he had been speak�ng of what was tak�ng place �n h�s own
sem�nary. They talked for a long t�me of V�rg�l, or C�cero, and the
prelate could not help compl�ment�ng the young sem�nar�st. "You
could not have stud�ed better."
"My Lord," sa�d Jul�en, "your sem�nary can offer you 197 much less
unworthy of your h�gh esteem."
"How �s that?" sa�d the Prelate aston�shed by the number.
"I can support by off�c�al proof just what I have had the honour of
say�ng before my lord. I obta�ned the number 198 at the sem�nary's



annual exam�nat�on by g�v�ng accurate answers to the very quest�ons
wh�ch are earn�ng me at the present moment my lord's approbat�on.
"Ah, �t �s the Benjam�n of the abbé P�rard," sa�d the B�shop w�th a
laugh, as he looked at M. de Fr�la�r. "We should have been prepared
for th�s. But �t �s fa�r f�ght�ng. D�d you not have to be woken up, my
fr�end," he sa�d, address�ng h�mself to Jul�en. "To be sent here?"
"Yes, my Lord. I have only been out of the sem�nary alone once �n
my l�fe to go and help M. the abbé Chas-Bernard decorate the
cathedral on Corpus Chr�st� day.
"Opt�me," sa�d the B�shop. "So, �t �s you who showed proof of so
much courage by plac�ng the bouquets of feathers on the baldach�n.
They make me shudder. They make me fear that they w�ll cost some
man h�s l�fe. You w�ll go far, my fr�end, but I do not w�sh to cut short
your br�ll�ant career by mak�ng you d�e of hunger."
And by the order of the B�shop, b�scu�ts and w�ne were brought �n, to
wh�ch Jul�en d�d honour, and the abbé de Fr�la�r, who knew that h�s
B�shop l�ked to see people eat ga�ly and w�th a good appet�te, even
greater honour.
The prelate, more and more sat�sf�ed w�th the end of h�s even�ng,
talked for a moment of eccles�ast�cal h�story. He saw that Jul�en d�d
not understand. The prelate passed on to the moral cond�t�on of the
Roman Emp�re under the system of the Emperor Constant�ne. The
end of pagan�sm had been accompan�ed by that state of anx�ety and
of doubt wh�ch affl�cts sad and jaded sp�r�ts �n the n�neteenth century.
My Lord not�ced Jul�en's �gnorance of almost the very name of
Tac�tus. To the aston�shment of the prelate, Jul�en answered frankly
that that author was not to be found �n the sem�nary l�brary.
"I am truly very glad," sa�d the B�shop ga�ly, "You rel�eve me of an
embarrassment. I have been try�ng for the last f�ve m�nutes to f�nd a
way of thank�ng you for the charm�ng even�ng wh�ch you have g�ven
me �n a way that I could certa�nly never have expected. I d�d not
ant�c�pate f�nd�ng a teacher �n a pup�l �n my sem�nary. Although the
g�ft �s not unduly canon�cal, I want to g�ve you a Tac�tus." The prelate
had e�ght volumes �n a super�or b�nd�ng fetched for h�m, and �ns�sted



on wr�t�ng h�mself on the t�tle page of the f�rst volume a Lat�n
compl�ment to Jul�en Sorel. The B�shop plumed h�mself on h�s f�ne
Lat�n�ty. He f�n�shed by say�ng to h�m �n a ser�ous tone, wh�ch
completely clashed w�th the rest of the conversat�on.
"Young man, �f you are good, you w�ll have one day the best l�v�ng �n
my d�ocese, and one not a hundred leagues from my ep�scopal
palace, but you must be good."
Laden w�th h�s volumes, Jul�en left the palace �n a state of great
aston�shment as m�dn�ght was str�k�ng.
My Lord had not sa�d a word to h�m about the abbé P�rard. Jul�en
was part�cularly aston�shed by the B�shop's extreme pol�teness. He
had had no concept�on of such an urban�ty �n form comb�ned w�th so
natural an a�r of d�gn�ty. Jul�en was espec�ally struck by the contrast
on see�ng aga�n the gloomy abbé P�rard, who was �mpat�ently
awa�t�ng h�m.
"Qu�d t�b� d�xerunt (What have they sa�d to you)?" he cr�ed out to h�m
�n a loud vo�ce as soon as he saw h�m �n the d�stance. "Speak
French, and repeat my Lord's own words w�thout e�ther add�ng or
subtract�ng anyth�ng," sa�d the ex-D�rector of the sem�nary �n h�s
harsh tone, and w�th h�s part�cularly �nelegant manners, as Jul�en got
sl�ghtly confused �n translat�ng �nto Lat�n the speeches of the B�shop.
"What a strange present on the part of the B�shop to a young
sem�nar�st," he ventured to say as he turned over the leaves of the
superb Tac�tus, whose g�lt edges seemed to horr�fy h�m.
Two o'clock was already str�k�ng when he allowed h�s favour�te pup�l
to ret�re to h�s room after an extremely deta�led account.
"Leave me the f�rst volume of your Tac�tus," he sa�d to h�m. "Where �s
my Lord B�shop's compl�ment? Th�s Lat�n l�ne w�ll serve as your
l�ghtn�ng-conductor �n th�s house after my departure."
Er�t t�b�, f�l� m�, successor meus tanquam leo querens quem devoret.
(For my successor w�ll be to you, my son, l�ke a raven�ng l�on
seek�ng someone to devour).



The follow�ng morn�ng Jul�en not�ced a certa�n strangeness �n the
manner �n wh�ch h�s comrades spoke to h�m. It only made h�m more
reserved. "Th�s," he thought, "�s the result of M. P�rard's res�gnat�on.
It �s known over the whole house, and I pass for h�s favour�te. There
ought log�cally to be an �nsult �n the�r demeanour." But he could not
detect �t. On the contrary, there was an absence of hate �n the eyes
of all those he met along the corr�dors. "What �s the mean�ng of th�s?
It �s doubtless a trap. Let us play a wary game."
F�nally the l�ttle sem�nar�st sa�d to h�m w�th a laugh,
"Cornel�� Tac�t� opera omn�a (complete works of Tac�tus)."
On hear�ng these words, they all congratulated Jul�en env�ously, not
only on the magn�f�cent present wh�ch he had rece�ved from my lord,
but also on the two hours' conversat�on w�th wh�ch he had been
honoured. They knew even �ts m�nutest deta�ls. From that moment
envy ceased completely. They courted h�m basely. The abbé
Castanède, who had man�fested towards h�m the most extreme
�nsolence the very day before, came and took h�s arm and �nv�ted
h�m to breakfast.
By some fatal�ty �n Jul�en's character, wh�le the �nsolence of these
coarse creatures had occas�oned h�m great pa�n, the�r baseness
afforded h�m d�sgust, but no pleasure.
Towards m�d-day the abbé P�rard took leave of h�s pup�ls, but not
before address�ng to them a severe admon�t�on.
"Do you w�sh for the honours of the world," he sa�d to them. "For all
the soc�al advantages, for the pleasure of command�ng pleasures, of
sett�ng the laws at def�ance, and the pleasure of be�ng �nsolent w�th
�mpun�ty to all? Or do you w�sh for your eternal salvat�on? The most
backward of you have only got to open your eyes to d�st�ngu�sh the
true ways."
He had scarcely left before the devotees of the Sacré Cœur de
Jésus went �nto the chapel to �ntone a Te Deum. Nobody �n the
sem�nary took the ex-d�rector's admon�t�on ser�ously.
"He shows a great deal of temper because he �s los�ng h�s job," was
what was sa�d �n every quarter.



Not a s�ngle sem�nar�st was s�mple enough to bel�eve �n the
voluntary res�gnat�on of a pos�t�on wh�ch put h�m �nto such close
touch w�th the b�g contractors.
The abbé P�rard went and establ�shed h�mself �n the f�nest �nn at
Besançon, and mak�ng an excuse of bus�ness wh�ch he had not got,
�ns�sted on pass�ng a couple of days there. The B�shop had �nv�ted
h�m to d�nner, and �n order to chaff h�s Grand V�car de Fr�la�r,
endeavoured to make h�m sh�ne. They were at dessert when the
extraord�nary �ntell�gence arr�ved from Par�s that the abbé P�rard had
been appo�nted to the magn�f�cent l�v�ng of N.—— four leagues from
Par�s. The good prelate congratulated h�m upon �t. He saw �n the
whole affa�r a p�ece of good play wh�ch put h�m �n a good temper and
gave h�m the h�ghest op�n�on of the abbé's talents. He gave h�m a
magn�f�cent Lat�n cert�f�cate, and enjo�ned s�lence on the abbé de
Fr�la�r, who was ventur�ng to remonstrate.
The same even�ng, my Lord conveyed h�s adm�rat�on to the
Marqu�se de Rubempré. Th�s was great news for f�ne Besançon
soc�ety. They abandoned themselves to all k�nds of conjectures over
th�s extraord�nary favour. They already saw the abbé P�rard a
B�shop. The more subtle bra�ns thought M. de la Mole was a
m�n�ster, and �ndulged on th�s day �n sm�les at the �mper�ous a�rs that
M. the abbé de Fr�la�r adopted �n soc�ety.
The follow�ng day the abbé P�rard was almost mobbed �n the streets,
and the tradesmen came to the�r shop doors when he went to sol�c�t
an �nterv�ew w�th the judges who had had to try the Marqu�s's
lawsu�t. For the f�rst t�me �n h�s l�fe he was pol�tely rece�ved by them.
The stern Jansen�st, �nd�gnant as he was w�th all that he saw,
worked long w�th the advocates whom he had chosen for the
Marqu�s de la Mole, and left for Par�s. He was weak enough to tell
two or three college fr�ends who accompan�ed h�m to the carr�age
whose armor�al bear�ngs they adm�red, that after hav�ng
adm�n�stered the Sem�nary for f�fteen years he was leav�ng
Besançon w�th f�ve hundred and twenty francs of sav�ngs. H�s fr�ends
k�ssed h�m w�th tears �n the�r eyes, and sa�d to each other,



"The good abbé could have spared h�mself that l�e. It �s really too
r�d�culous."
The vulgar, bl�nded as they are by the love of money, were
const�tut�onally �ncapable of understand�ng that �t was �n h�s own
s�ncer�ty that the abbé P�rard had found the necessary strength to
f�ght for s�x years aga�nst Mar�e Alacoque, the Sacré Cœur de Jésus,
the Jesu�ts and h�s B�shop.

CHAPTER XXX

AN AMBITIOUS MAN

There �s only one nob�l�ty, the t�tle of duke; a marqu�s �s
r�d�culous; the word duke makes one turn round.—Ed�nburgh
Rev�ew.

The Marqu�s de la Mole rece�ved the abbé P�rard w�thout any of
those ar�stocrat�c manner�sms whose very pol�teness �s at the same
t�me so �mpert�nent to one who understands them. It would have
been a waste of t�me, and the Marqu�s was suff�c�ently exped�t�ous �n
b�g affa�rs to have no t�me to lose.
He had been �ntr�gu�ng for s�x months to get both the k�ng and
people to accept a m�n�ster who, as a matter of grat�tude, was to
make h�m a Duke. The Marqu�s had been ask�ng h�s Besançon
advocate for years on end for a clear and prec�se summary of h�s
Franche-Comté lawsu�ts. How could the celebrated advocate expla�n
to h�m what he d�d not understand h�mself? The l�ttle square of paper
wh�ch the abbé handed h�m expla�ned the whole matter.
"My dear abbé," sa�d the Marqu�s to h�m, hav�ng got through �n less
than f�ve m�nutes all pol�te formulae of personal quest�ons. "My dear
abbé, �n the m�dst of my pretended prosper�ty I lack the t�me to



occupy myself ser�ously w�th two l�ttle matters wh�ch are rather
�mportant, my fam�ly and my affa�rs. I manage the fortune of my
house on a large scale. I can carry �t far. I manage my pleasures,
and that �s the f�rst cons�derat�on �n my eyes," he added, as he saw a
look of aston�shment �n the abbé P�rard's eyes. Although a man of
common sense, the abbé was surpr�sed to hear a man talk so frankly
about h�s pleasures.
"Work doubtless ex�sts �n Par�s," cont�nued the great lord, "but �t �s
perched on the f�fth story, and as soon as I take anyone up, he takes
an apartment on the second floor, and h�s w�fe starts a day at home;
the result �s no more work and no more efforts except e�ther to be, or
appear to be, a soc�ety man. That �s the only th�ng they bother about,
as soon as they have got the�r bread and butter.
"For my lawsu�ts, yes, for every s�ngle one of them, I have, to put �t
pla�nly, advocates who quarrel to death. One d�ed of consumpt�on
the day before yesterday. Tak�ng my bus�ness all round, would you
bel�eve, mons�eur, that for three years I have g�ven up all hope of
f�nd�ng a man who de�gns, dur�ng the t�me he �s act�ng as my clerk,
to g�ve a l�ttle ser�ous thought to what he �s do�ng. Bes�des, all th�s �s
only a prel�m�nary.
"I respect you and would venture to add that, although I only see you
for the f�rst t�me to-day, I l�ke you. W�ll you be my secretary at a
salary of e�ght hundred francs or even double. I shall st�ll be the
ga�ner by �t, I swear to you, and I w�ll manage to reserve that f�ne
l�v�ng for you for the day when we shall no longer be able to agree."
The abbé refused, but the genu�ne embarrassment �n wh�ch he saw
the Marqu�s suggested an �dea to h�m towards the end of the
conversat�on.
"I have left �n the depths of my sem�nary a poor young man who, �f I
m�stake not, w�ll be harshly persecuted. If he were only a s�mple
monk he would be already �n pace. So far th�s young man only
knows Lat�n and the Holy Scr�ptures, but �t �s not �mposs�ble that he
w�ll one day exh�b�t great talent, e�ther for preach�ng or the gu�d�ng of
souls. I do not know what he w�ll do, but he has the sacred f�re. He



may go far. I thought of g�v�ng h�m to our B�shop, �f we had ever had
one who was a l�ttle of your way of cons�der�ng men and th�ngs."
"What �s your young man's extract�on?" sa�d the Marqu�s.
"He �s sa�d to be the son of a carpenter �n our mounta�ns. I rather
bel�eve he �s the natural son of some r�ch man. I have seen h�m
rece�ve an anonymous or pseudonymous letter w�th a b�ll for f�ve
hundred francs."
"Oh, �t �s Jul�en Sorel," sa�d the Marqu�s.
"How do you know h�s name?" sa�d the abbé, �n aston�shment,
redden�ng at h�s quest�on.
"That's what I'm not go�ng to tell you," answered the Marqu�s.
"Well," repl�ed the abbé, "you m�ght try mak�ng h�m your secretary.
He has energy. He has a log�cal m�nd. In a word, �t's worth try�ng."
"Why not?" sa�d the Marqu�s. "But would he be the k�nd of man to
allow h�s palm to be greased by the Prefect of Pol�ce or any one else
and then spy on me? That �s only my object�on."
After hear�ng the favourable assurances of the abbé P�rard, the
Marqu�s took a thousand franc note.
"Send th�s journey money to Jul�en Sorel. Let h�m come to me."
"One sees at once," sa�d the abbé P�rard, "that you l�ve �n Par�s. You
do not know the tyranny wh�ch we�ghs us poor prov�nc�als down, and
part�cularly those pr�ests who are not fr�endly to the Jesu�ts. They w�ll
refuse to let Jul�en Sorel leave. They w�ll manage to cloak
themselves �n the most clever excuses. They w�ll answer me that he
�s �ll, that h�s letters were lost �n the post, etc., etc."
"I w�ll get a letter from the m�n�ster to the B�shop, one of these days,"
answered the Marqu�s.
"I was forgett�ng to warn you of one th�ng," sa�d the abbé. "Th�s
young man, though of low b�rth, has a h�gh sp�r�t. He w�ll be of no use
�f you madden h�s pr�de. You w�ll make h�m stup�d."



"That pleases me," sa�d the Marqu�s. "I w�ll make h�m my son's
comrade. W�ll that be enough for you?"
Some t�me afterwards, Jul�en rece�ved a letter �n an unknown wr�t�ng,
and bear�ng the Chélon postmark. He found �n �t a draft on a
Besançon merchant, and �nstruct�ons to present h�mself at Par�s
w�thout delay. The letter was s�gned �n a f�ct�t�ous name, but Jul�en
had felt a thr�ll �n open�ng �t. A leaf of a tree had fallen down at h�s
feet. It was the agreed s�gnal between h�mself and the abbé P�rard.
W�th�n an hour's t�me, Jul�en was summoned to the B�shop's Palace,
where he found h�mself welcomed w�th a qu�te paternal
benevolence. My lord quoted Horace and at the same t�me
compl�mented h�m very adro�tly on the exalted dest�ny wh�ch awa�ted
h�m �n Par�s �n such a way as to el�c�t an explanat�on by way of
thanks. Jul�en was unable to say anyth�ng, s�mply because he d�d
not know anyth�ng, and my Lord showed h�m much cons�derat�on.
One of the l�ttle pr�ests �n the b�shopr�c wrote to the mayor, who
hastened to br�ng �n person a s�gned passport, where the name of
the traveller had been left �n blank.
Before m�dn�ght of the same even�ng, Jul�en was at Fouqué's. H�s
fr�end's shrewd m�nd was more aston�shed than pleased w�th the
future wh�ch seemed to awa�t h�s fr�end.
"You w�ll f�n�sh up," sa�d that L�beral voter, "w�th a place �n the
Government, wh�ch w�ll compel you to take some step wh�ch w�ll be
calumn�ated. It w�ll only be by your own d�sgrace that I shall have
news of you. Remember that, even from the f�nanc�al standpo�nt, �t �s
better to earn a hundred lou�s �n a good t�mber bus�ness, of wh�ch
one �s h�s own master, than to rece�ve four thousand francs from a
Government, even though �t were that of K�ng Solomon."
Jul�en saw noth�ng �n th�s except the pett�ness of sp�r�t of a country
bourgeo�s. At last he was go�ng to make an appearance �n the atre of
great events. Everyth�ng was over-shadowed �n h�s eyes by the
happ�ness of go�ng to Par�s, wh�ch he �mag�ned to be populated by
people of �ntellect, full of �ntr�gues and full of hypocr�sy, but as pol�te
as the B�shop of Besançon and the B�shop of Agde. He represented



to h�s fr�end that he was depr�ved of any free cho�ce �n the matter by
the abbé P�rard's letter.'
The follow�ng day he arr�ved at Verr�ères about noon. He felt the
happ�est of men for he counted on see�ng Madame de Rênal aga�n.
He went f�rst to h�s protector the good abbé Chélan. He met w�th a
severe welcome.
"Do you th�nk you are under any obl�gat�on to me?" sa�d M. Chélan
to h�m, w�thout answer�ng h�s greet�ng. "You w�ll take breakfast w�th
me. Dur�ng that t�me I w�ll have a horse h�red for you and you w�ll
leave Verr�ères w�thout see�ng anyone."
"Hear�ng �s obey�ng," answered Jul�en w�th a demeanour smack�ng
of the sem�nary, and the only quest�ons now d�scussed were
theology and class�cal Lat�n.
He mounted h�s horse, rode a league, and then perce�v�ng a wood
and not see�ng any one who could not�ce h�m enter, he plunged �nto
�t. At sunset, he sent away the horse. Later, he entered the cottage
of a peasant, who consented to sell h�m a ladder and to follow h�m
w�th �t to the l�ttle wood wh�ch commands the Cours de la F�dél�té at
Verr�ères.
"I have been follow�ng a poor mut�neer of a conscr�pt ... or a
smuggler," sa�d the peasant as he took leave of h�m, "but what does
�t matter? My ladder has been well pa�d for, and I myself have done a
th�ng or two �n that l�ne."
The n�ght was very black. Towards one o'clock �n the morn�ng,
Jul�en, laden w�th h�s ladder, entered Verr�ères. He descended as
soon as he could �nto the bed of the stream, wh�ch �s banked w�th�n
two walls, and traverses M. de Rênal's magn�f�cent gardens at a
depth of ten feet. Jul�en eas�ly cl�mbed up the ladder. "How w�ll the
watch dogs welcome me," he thought. "It all turns on that." The dogs
barked and galloped towards h�m, but he wh�stled softly and they
came and caressed h�m. Then cl�mb�ng from terrace to terrace he
eas�ly managed, although all the gr�lls were shut, to get as far as the
w�ndow of Madame de Rênal's bedroom wh�ch, on the garden s�de,
was only e�ght or s�x feet above the ground. There was a l�ttle heart



shaped open�ng �n the shutters wh�ch Jul�en knew well. To h�s great
d�sappo�ntment, th�s l�ttle open�ng was not �llum�nated by the flare of
a l�ttle n�ght-l�ght �ns�de.
"Good God," he sa�d to h�mself. "Th�s room �s not occup�ed by
Madame de Rênal. Where can she be sleep�ng? The fam�ly must be
at Verr�ères s�nce I have found the dogs here, but I m�ght meet M. de
Rênal h�mself, or even a stranger �n th�s room w�thout a l�ght, and
then what a scandal!" The most prudent course was to retreat, but
th�s �dea horr�f�ed Jul�en.
"If �t's a stranger, I w�ll run away for all I'm worth, and leave my ladder
beh�nd me, but �f �t �s she, what a welcome awa�ts me! I can well
�mag�ne that she has fallen �nto a mood of pen�tence and the most
exalted p�ety, but after all, she st�ll has some remembrance of me,
s�nce she has wr�tten to me." Th�s b�t of reason�ng dec�ded h�m.
W�th a beat�ng heart, but resolved none the less to see her or per�sh
�n the attempt, he threw some l�ttle pebbles aga�nst the shutter. No
answer. He leaned h�s long ladder bes�de the w�ndow, and h�mself
knocked on the shutter, at f�rst softly, and then more strongly.
"However dark �t �s, they may st�ll shoot me," thought Jul�en. Th�s
�dea made the mad adventure s�mply a quest�on of bravery.
"Th�s room �s not be�ng slept �n to-n�ght," he thought, "or whatever
person m�ght be there would have woken up by now. So far as �t �s
concerned, therefore, no further precaut�ons are needed. I must only
try not to be heard by the persons sleep�ng �n the other rooms."
He descended, placed h�s ladder aga�nst one of the shutters,
cl�mbed up aga�n, and plac�ng h�s hand through the heart-shaped
open�ng, was fortunate enough to f�nd pretty qu�ckly the w�re wh�ch �s
attached to the hook wh�ch closed the shutter. He pulled th�s w�re. It
was w�th an �neffable joy that he felt that the shutter was no longer
held back, and y�elded to h�s effort.
I must open �t b�t by b�t and let her recogn�se my vo�ce. He opened
the shutter enough to pass h�s head through �t, wh�le he repeated �n
a low vo�ce, "It's a fr�end."



He pr�cked up h�s ears and assured h�mself that noth�ng d�sturbed
the profound s�lence of the room, but there could be no doubt about
�t, there was no l�ght, even half-ext�ngu�shed, on the mantelp�ece. It
was a very bad s�gn.
"Look out for the gun-shot," he reflected a l�ttle, then he ventured to
knock aga�nst the w�ndow w�th h�s f�nger. No answer. He knocked
harder. I must f�n�sh �t one way or another, even �f I have to break the
w�ndow. When he was knock�ng very hard, he thought he could
catch a gl�mpse through the darkness of someth�ng l�ke a wh�te
shadow that was cross�ng the room. At last there was no doubt
about �t. He saw a shadow wh�ch appeared to advance w�th extreme
slowness. Suddenly he saw a cheek placed aga�nst the pane to
wh�ch h�s eye was glued.
He shuddered and went away a l�ttle, but the n�ght was so black that
he could not, even at th�s d�stance, d�st�ngu�sh �f �t were Madame de
Rênal. He was fr�ghtened of her cry�ng out at f�rst �n alarm. He heard
the dogs prowl�ng and growl�ng around the foot of the ladder. "It �s I,"
he repeated fa�rly loudly. "A fr�end."
No answer. The wh�te phantom had d�sappeared.
"De�gn to open to me. I must speak to you. I am too unhappy." And
he knocked hard enough to break the pane.
A cr�sp sound followed. The casement fasten�ng of the w�ndow
y�elded. He pushed the casement and leaped l�ghtly �nto the room.
The wh�te phantom fl�tted away from h�m. He took hold of �ts arms. It
was a woman. All h�s �deas of courage van�shed. "If �t �s she, what �s
she go�ng to say?" What were h�s emot�ons when a l�ttle cry gave
h�m to understand, that �t was Madame de Rênal?
He clasped her �n h�s arms. She trembled and scarcely had the
strength to push h�m away.
"Unhappy man. What are you do�ng?" Her agon�sed vo�ce could
scarcely art�culate the words.
Jul�en thought that her vo�ce rang w�th the most genu�ne �nd�gnat�on.



"I have come to see you after a cruel separat�on of more than
fourteen months."
"Go away, leave me at once. Oh, M. Chélan, why d�d you prevent me
wr�t�ng to h�m? I could then have foreseen th�s horror." She pushed
h�m away w�th a truly extraord�nary strength. "Heaven has de�gned to
enl�ghten me," she repeated �n a broken vo�ce. "Go away! Flee!"
"After fourteen months of unhapp�ness I shall certa�nly not leave you
w�thout a word. I want to know all you have done. Yes, I have loved
you enough to deserve th�s conf�dence. I want to know everyth�ng."
Th�s author�tat�ve tone dom�nated Madame de Rênal's heart �n sp�te
of herself. Jul�en, who was hugg�ng her pass�onately and res�st�ng
her efforts to get loose, left off clasp�ng her �n h�s arms. Th�s
reassured Madame de Rênal a l�ttle.
"I w�ll take away the ladder," he sa�d, "to prevent �t comprom�s�ng us
�n case some servant should be awakened by the no�se, and go on a
round."
"Oh leave me, leave me!" she cr�ed w�th an adm�rable anger. "What
do men matter to me! It �s God who sees the awful scene you are
now mak�ng. You are abus�ng meanly the sent�ments wh�ch I had for
you but have no longer. Do you hear, Mons�eur Jul�en?"
He took away the ladder very slowly so as not to make a no�se.
"Is your husband �n town, dear," he sa�d to her not �n order to defy
her but as a sheer matter of hab�t.
"Don't talk to me l�ke that, I beg you, or I w�ll call my husband. I feel
only too gu�lty �n not hav�ng sent you away before. I p�ty you," she
sa�d to h�m, try�ng to wound h�s, as she well knew, �rr�table pr�de.
Th�s refusal of all endearments, th�s abrupt way of break�ng so
tender a t�e wh�ch he thought st�ll subs�sted, carr�ed the transports of
Jul�en's love to the po�nt of del�r�um.
"What! �s �t poss�ble you do not love me?" he sa�d to her, w�th one of
those accents that come stra�ght from the heart and �mpose a severe
stra�n on the cold equan�m�ty of the l�stener.
She d�d not answer. As for h�m, he wept b�tterly.



In fact he had no longer the strength to speak.
"So I am completely forgotten by the one be�ng who ever loved me,
what �s the good of l�v�ng on henceforth?" As soon as he had no
longer to fear the danger of meet�ng a man all h�s courage had left
h�m; h�s heart now conta�ned no emot�on except that of love.
He wept for a long t�me �n s�lence.
He took her hand; she tr�ed to take �t away, and after a few almost
convuls�ve moments, surrendered �t to h�m. It was extremely dark;
they were both s�tt�ng on Madame de Rênal's bed.
"What a change from fourteen months ago," thought Jul�en, and h�s
tears redoubled. "So absence �s really bound to destroy all human
sent�ments."
"De�gn to tell me what has happened to you?" Jul�en sa�d at last.
"My foll�es," answered Madame de Rênal �n a hard vo�ce whose
fr�g�d �ntonat�on conta�ned �n �t a certa�n element of reproach, "were
no doubt known �n the town when you left, your conduct was so
�mprudent. Some t�me afterwards when I was �n despa�r the
venerable Chélan came to see me. He tr�ed �n va�n for a long t�me to
obta�n a confess�on. One day he took me to that church at D�jon
where I made my f�rst commun�on. In that place he ventured to
speak h�mself——" Madame de Rênal was �nterrupted by her tears.
"What a moment of shame. I confessed everyth�ng. The good man
was grac�ous enough not to overwhelm me w�th the we�ght of h�s
�nd�gnat�on. He gr�eved w�th me. Dur�ng that t�me I used to wr�te
letters to you every day wh�ch I never ventured to send. I h�d them
carefully and when I was more than usually unhappy I shut myself up
�n my room and read over my letters."
"At last M. Chélan �nduced me to hand them over to h�m, some of
them wr�tten a l�ttle more d�screetly were sent to you, you never
answered."
"I never rece�ved any letters from you, I swear!"
"Great heavens! Who can have �ntercepted them? Imag�ne my gr�ef
unt�l the day I saw you �n the cathedral. I d�d not know �f you were



st�ll al�ve."
"God granted me the grace of understand�ng how much I was
s�nn�ng towards H�m, towards my ch�ldren, towards my husband,"
went on Madame de Rênal. "He never loved me �n the way that I
then thought that you had loved me."
Jul�en rushed �nto her arms, as a matter of fact w�thout any part�cular
purpose and feel�ng qu�te bes�de h�mself. But Madame de Rênal
repelled h�m and cont�nued fa�rly f�rmly.
"My venerable fr�end, M. Chélan, made me understand that �n
marry�ng I had pl�ghted all my affect�ons, even those wh�ch I d�d not
then know, and wh�ch I had never felt before a certa�n fatal
attachment ... after the great sacr�f�ce of the letters that were so dear
to me, my l�fe has flowed on, �f not happ�ly, at any rate calmly. Do not
d�sturb �t. Be a fr�end to me, my best fr�end." Jul�en covered her hand
w�th k�sses. She perce�ved he was st�ll cry�ng. "Do not cry, you pa�n
me so much. Tell me, �n your turn, what you have been do�ng," Jul�en
was unable to speak. "I want to know the l�fe you lead at the
sem�nary," she repeated. "And then you w�ll go."
W�thout th�nk�ng about what he was say�ng Jul�en spoke of the
numberless �ntr�gues and jealous�es wh�ch he had f�rst encountered,
and then of the great seren�ty of h�s l�fe after he had been made a
tutor.
"It was then," he added, "that after a long s�lence wh�ch was no
doubt �ntended to make me real�se what I see only too clearly to-day,
that you no longer loved me and that I had become a matter of
�nd�fference to you...."
Madame de Rênal wrung her hands.
"It was then that you sent me the sum of f�ve hundred francs."
"Never," sa�d Madame de Rênal.
"It was a letter stamped Par�s and s�gned Paul Sorel so as to avert
susp�c�on."
There was a l�ttle d�scuss�on about how the letter could poss�bly
have or�g�nated.



The psycholog�cal s�tuat�on was altered. W�thout know�ng �t Jul�en
had abandoned h�s solemn tone; they were now once more on the
foot�ng of a tender affect�on. It was so dark that they d�d not see
each other but the tone of the�r vo�ces was eloquent of everyth�ng.
Jul�en clasped h�s arm round h�s love's wa�st. Th�s movement had �ts
dangers. She tr�ed to put Jul�en's arms away from her; at th�s
juncture he cleverly d�verted her attent�on by an �nterest�ng deta�l �n
h�s story. The arm was pract�cally forgotten and rema�ned �n �ts
present pos�t�on.
After many conjectures as to the or�g�n of the f�ve hundred francs
letter, Jul�en took up h�s story. He rega�ned a l�ttle of h�s self-control
as he spoke of h�s past l�fe, wh�ch compared w�th what he was now
exper�enc�ng �nterested h�m so l�ttle. H�s attent�on was now
concentrated on the f�nal outcome of h�s v�s�t. "You w�ll have to go,"
were the curt words he heard from t�me to t�me.
"What a d�sgrace for me �f I am d�sm�ssed. My remorse w�ll emb�tter
all my l�fe," he sa�d to h�mself, "she w�ll never wr�te to me. God
knows when I shall come back to th�s part of the country." From th�s
moment Jul�en's heart became rap�dly obl�v�ous of all the heavenly
del�ghts of h�s present pos�t�on.
Seated as he was close to a woman whom he adored and pract�cally
clasp�ng her �n h�s arms �n th�s room, the scene of h�s former
happ�ness, am�d a deep obscur�ty, see�ng qu�te clearly as he d�d that
she had just started cry�ng, and feel�ng that she was sobb�ng from
the heav�ng of her chest, he was unfortunate enough to turn �nto a
cold d�plomat�st, nearly as cold as �n those days when �n the
courtyard of the sem�nary he found h�mself the butt of some
mal�c�ous joke on the part of one of h�s comrades who was stronger
than he was. Jul�en protracted h�s story by talk�ng of h�s unhappy l�fe
s�nce h�s departure from Verr�ères.
"So," sa�d Madame de Rênal to herself, "after a year's absence and
depr�ved almost ent�rely of all tokens of memory wh�le I myself was
forgett�ng h�m, he only thought of the happy days that he had had �n
Verr�ères." Her sobs redoubled. Jul�en saw the success of h�s story.



He real�sed that he must play h�s last card. He abruptly ment�oned a
letter he had just rece�ved from Par�s.
"I have taken leave of my Lord B�shop."
"What! you are not go�ng back to Besançon? You are leav�ng us for
ever?"
"Yes," answered Jul�en resolutely, "yes, I am leav�ng a country where
I have been forgotten even by the woman whom I loved more than
anyone �n my l�fe; I am leav�ng �t and I shall never see �t aga�n. I am
go�ng to Par�s."
"You are go�ng to Par�s, dear," excla�med Madame de Rênal.
Her vo�ce was almost choked by her tears and showed the extrem�ty
of her trouble. Jul�en had need of th�s encouragement. He was on
the po�nt of execut�ng a manœuvre wh�ch m�ght dec�de everyth�ng
aga�nst h�m; and up to the t�me of th�s exclamat�on he could not tell
what effect he was produc�ng as he was unable to see. He no longer
hes�tated. The fear of remorse gave h�m complete control over
h�mself. He coldly added as he got up.
"Yes, madame, I leave you for ever. May you be happy. Ad�eu."
He moved some steps towards the w�ndow. He began to open �t.
Madame de Rênal rushed to h�m and threw herself �nto h�s arms. So
�t was �n th�s way that, after a d�alogue last�ng three hours, Jul�en
obta�ned what he des�red so pass�onately dur�ng the f�rst two hours.
Madame de Rênal's return to her tender feel�ngs and th�s
overshadow�ng of her remorse would have been a d�v�ne happ�ness
had they come a l�ttle earl�er; but, as they had been obta�ned by
art�f�ce, they were s�mply a pleasure. Jul�en �ns�sted on l�ght�ng the
n�ght-l�ght �n sp�te of h�s m�stress's oppos�t�on.
"Do you w�sh me then," he sa�d to her "to have no recollect�on of
hav�ng seen you. Is the love �n those charm�ng eyes to be lost to me
for ever? Is the wh�teness of that pretty hand to rema�n �nv�s�ble?
Remember that perhaps I am leav�ng you for a very long t�me."
Madame de Rênal could refuse h�m noth�ng. H�s argument made her
melt �nto tears. But the dawn was beg�nn�ng to throw �nto sharp rel�ef



the outl�nes of the p�ne trees on the mounta�n east of Verr�ères.
Instead of go�ng away Jul�en, drunk w�th pleasure, asked Madame
de Rênal to let h�m pass the day �n her room and leave the follow�ng
n�ght.
"And why not?" she answered. "Th�s fatal relapse robs me of all my
respect and w�ll mar all my l�fe," and she pressed h�m to her heart.
"My husband �s no longer the same; he has susp�c�ons, he bel�eves I
led h�m the way I wanted �n all th�s bus�ness, and shows great
�rr�tat�on aga�nst me. If he hears the sl�ghtest no�se I shall be ru�ned,
he w�ll hound me out l�ke the unhappy woman that I am."
"Ah here we have a phrase of M. Chélan's," sa�d Jul�en "you would
not have talked l�ke that before my cruel departure to the sem�nary;
�n those days you used to love me."
Jul�en was rewarded for the fr�g�d�ty wh�ch he put �nto those words.
He saw h�s love suddenly forget the danger wh�ch her husband's
presence compelled her to run, �n th�nk�ng of the much greater
danger of see�ng Jul�en doubt her love. The dayl�ght grew rap�dly
br�ghter and v�v�dly �llum�nated the room. Jul�en savoured once more
all the del�c�ousness of pr�de, when he saw th�s charm�ng woman �n
h�s arms and almost at h�s feet, the only woman whom he had ever
loved, and who had been ent�rely absorbed only a few hours before
by her fear of a terr�ble God and her devot�on to her dut�es.
Resolut�ons, fort�f�ed by a year's persuas�on, had fa�led to hold out
aga�nst h�s courage.
They soon heard a no�se �n the house. A matter that Madame de
Rênal had not thought of began to trouble her.
"That w�cked El�sa w�ll come �nto the room. What are we to do w�th
th�s enormous ladder?" she sa�d to her sweetheart, "where are we to
h�de �t? I w�ll take �t to the loft," she excla�med suddenly half playfully.
"But you w�ll have to pass through the servants' room," sa�d Jul�en �n
aston�shment.
"I w�ll leave the ladder �n the corr�dor and w�ll call the servant and
send h�m on an errand."



"Th�nk of some explanat�on to have ready �n the event of a servant
pass�ng the ladder and not�c�ng �t �n the corr�dor."
"Yes, my angel," sa�d Madame de Rênal g�v�ng h�m a k�ss "as for
you, dear, remember to h�de under the bed pretty qu�ckly �f El�sa
enters here dur�ng my absence."
Jul�en was aston�shed by th�s sudden ga�ety—"So" he thought, "the
approach of a real danger �nstead of troubl�ng her g�ves her back her
sp�r�ts before she forgets her remorse. Truly a super�or woman. Yes,
that's a heart over wh�ch �t �s glor�ous to re�gn." Jul�en was
transported w�th del�ght.
Madame de Rênal took the ladder, wh�ch was obv�ously too heavy
for her. Jul�en went to her help. He was adm�r�ng that elegant f�gure
wh�ch was so far from betoken�ng any strength when she suddenly
se�zed the ladder w�thout ass�stance and took �t up as �f �t had been a
cha�r. She took �t rap�dly �nto the corr�dor of the th�rd storey where
she la�d �t alongs�de the wall. She called a servant, and �n order to
g�ve h�m t�me to dress h�mself, went up �nto the dovecot.
F�ve m�nutes later, when she came back to the corr�dor, she found no
s�gns of the ladder. What had happened to �t? If Jul�en had been out
of the house she would not have m�nded the danger �n the least. But
suppos�ng her husband were to see the ladder just now, the �nc�dent
m�ght be awful. Madame de Rênal ran all over the house.
Madame de Rênal f�nally d�scovered the ladder under the roof where
the servant had carr�ed �t and even h�d �t.
"What does �t matter what happens �n twenty-four hours," she
thought, "when Jul�en w�ll be gone?"
She had a vague �dea that she ought to take leave of l�fe but what
mattered her duty? He was restored to her after a separat�on wh�ch
she had thought eternal. She was see�ng h�m aga�n and the efforts
he had made to reach her showed the extent of h�s love.
"What shall I say to my husband," she sa�d to h�m. "If the servant
tells h�m he found th�s ladder?" She was pens�ve for a moment.
"They w�ll need twenty-four hours to d�scover the peasant who sold �t



to you." And she threw herself �nto Jul�en's arms and clasped h�m
convuls�vely.
"Oh, �f I could only d�e l�ke th�s," she cr�ed cover�ng h�m w�th k�sses.
"But you mustn't d�e of starvat�on," she sa�d w�th a sm�le.
"Come, I w�ll f�rst h�de you �n Madame Derv�lle's room wh�ch �s
always locked." She went and watched at the other end of the
corr�dor and Jul�en ran �n. "M�nd you don't try and open �f any one
knocks," she sa�d as she locked h�m �n. "Anyway �t would only be a
frol�c of the ch�ldren as they play together."
"Get them to come �nto the garden under the w�ndow," sa�d Jul�en,
"so that I may have the pleasure of see�ng them. Make them speak."
"Yes, yes," cr�ed Madame de Rênal to h�m as she went away. She
soon returned w�th oranges, b�scu�ts and a bottle of Malaga w�ne.
She had not been able to steal any bread.
"What �s your husband do�ng?" sa�d Jul�en.
"He �s wr�t�ng out the f�gures of the barga�ns he �s go�ng to make w�th
the peasants."
But e�ght o'clock had struck and they were mak�ng a lot of no�se �n
the house. If Madame de Rênal fa�led to put �n an appearance, they
would look for her all over the house. She was obl�ged to leave h�m.
Soon she came back, �n def�ance of all prudence, br�ng�ng h�m a cup
of coffee. She was fr�ghtened lest he should d�e of starvat�on.
She managed after breakfast to br�ng the ch�ldren under the w�ndow
of Madame Derv�lle's room. He thought they had grown a great deal,
but they had begun to look common, or else h�s �deas had changed.
Madame de Rênal spoke to them about Jul�en. The elder answered
�n an affect�onate tone and regretted h�s old tutor, but he found that
the younger ch�ldren had almost forgotten h�m.
M. de Rênal d�d not go out that morn�ng; he was go�ng up and
downsta�rs �ncessantly engaged �n barga�n�ng w�th some peasants to
whom he was sell�ng potatoes.
Madame de Rênal d�d not have an �nstant to g�ve to her pr�soner
unt�l d�nner-t�me. When the bell had been rung and d�nner had been



served, �t occurred to her to steal a plate of warm soup for h�m. As
she no�selessly approached the door of the room wh�ch he occup�ed,
she found herself face to face w�th the servant who had h�d the
ladder �n the morn�ng. At the t�me he too was go�ng no�selessly along
the corr�dor, as though l�sten�ng for someth�ng. The servant took
h�mself off �n some confus�on.
Madame de Rênal boldly entered Jul�en's room. The news of th�s
encounter made h�m shudder.
"You are fr�ghtened," she sa�d to h�m, "but I would brave all the
dangers �n the world w�thout fl�nch�ng. There �s only one th�ng I fear,
and that �s the moment when I shall be alone after you have left,"
and she left h�m and ran downsta�rs.
"Ah," thought Jul�en ecstat�cally, "remorse �s the only danger wh�ch
th�s subl�me soul �s afra�d of."
At last even�ng came. Mons�eur de Rênal went to the Cas�no.
H�s w�fe had g�ven out that she was suffer�ng from an awful
headache. She went to her room, hastened to d�sm�ss El�sa and
qu�ckly got up �n order to let Jul�en out.
He was l�terally starv�ng. Madame de Rênal went to the pantry to
fetch some bread. Jul�en heard a loud cry. Madame de Rênal came
back and told h�m that when she went to the dark pantry and got
near the cupboard where they kept the bread, she had touched a
woman's arm as she stretched out her hand. It was El�sa who had
uttered the cry Jul�en had heard.



"What was she do�ng there?"
"Steal�ng some sweets or else spy�ng on us," sa�d Madame de Rênal
w�th complete �nd�fference, "but luck�ly I found a p�e and a b�g loaf of
bread."
"But what have you got there?" sa�d Jul�en po�nt�ng to the pockets of
her apron.
Madame de Rênal had forgotten that they had been f�lled w�th bread
s�nce d�nner.
Jul�en clasped her �n h�s arms w�th the most l�vely pass�on. She had
never seemed to h�m so beaut�ful. "I could not meet a woman of
greater character even at Par�s," he sa�d confusedly to h�mself. She
comb�ned all the clums�ness of a woman who was but l�ttle
accustomed to pay�ng attent�ons of th�s k�nd, w�th all the genu�ne
courage of a person who �s only afra�d of dangers of qu�te a d�fferent
sphere and qu�te a d�fferent k�nd of awfulness.
Wh�le Jul�en was enjoy�ng h�s supper w�th a hearty appet�te and h�s
sweetheart was rally�ng h�m on the s�mpl�c�ty of the meal, the door of
the room was suddenly shaken v�olently. It was M. de Rênal.
"Why have you shut yourself �n?" he cr�ed to her.
Jul�en had only just t�me to sl�p under the sofa.
On any ord�nary day Madame de Rênal would have been upset by
th�s quest�on wh�ch was put w�th true conjugal harshness; but she
real�sed that M. de Rênal had only to bend down a l�ttle to not�ce
Jul�en, for M. de Rênal had flung h�mself �nto the cha�r oppos�te the
sofa wh�ch Jul�en had been s�tt�ng �n one moment before.
Her headache served as an excuse for everyth�ng. Wh�le her
husband on h�s s�de went �nto a long-w�nded account of the b�ll�ards
pool wh�ch he had won at Cas�no, "yes, to be sure a n�neteen franc
pool," he added. She not�ced Jul�en's hat on a cha�r three paces �n
front of them. Her self-possess�on became tw�ce as great, she began
to undress, and rap�dly pass�ng one m�nute beh�nd her husband
threw her dress over the cha�r w�th the hat on �t.



At last M. de Rênal left. She begged Jul�en to start over aga�n h�s
account of h�s l�fe at the Sem�nary. "I was not l�sten�ng to you
yesterday all the t�me you were speak�ng, I was only th�nk�ng of
preva�l�ng on myself to send you away."
She was the person�f�cat�on of �nd�scret�on. They talked very loud
and about two o'clock �n the morn�ng they were �nterrupted by a
v�olent knock at the door. It was M. de Rênal aga�n.
"Open qu�ckly, there are th�eves �n the house!" he sa�d. "Sa�nt Jean
found the�r ladder th�s morn�ng."
"Th�s �s the end of everyth�ng," cr�ed Madame de Rênal, throw�ng
herself �nto Jul�en's arms. "He w�ll k�ll both of us, he doesn't bel�eve
there are any th�eves. I w�ll d�e �n your arms, and be more happy �n
my death than I ever was �n my l�fe." She made no attempt to answer
her husband who was beg�nn�ng to lose h�s temper, but started
k�ss�ng Jul�en pass�onately.
"Save Stan�slas's mother," he sa�d to her w�th an �mper�ous look. "I
w�ll jump down �nto the courtyard through the lavatory w�ndow, and
escape �n the garden; the dogs have recogn�sed me. Make my
clothes �nto a parcel and throw them �nto the garden as soon as you
can. In the meanwh�le let h�m break the door down. But above all, no
confess�on, I forb�d you to confess, �t �s better that he should suspect
rather than be certa�n."
"You w�ll k�ll yourself as you jump!" was her only answer and her only
anx�ety.
She went w�th h�m to the lavatory w�ndow; she then took suff�c�ent
t�me to h�de h�s clothes. She f�nally opened the door to her husband
who was bo�l�ng w�th rage. He looked �n the room and �n the lavatory
w�thout say�ng a word and d�sappeared. Jul�en's clothes were thrown
down to h�m; he se�zed them and ran rap�dly towards the bottom of
the garden �n the d�rect�on of the Doubs.
As he was runn�ng he heard a bullet wh�stle past h�m, and heard at
the same t�me the report of a gun.
"It �s not M. de Rênal," he thought, "he's far too bad a shot." The
dogs ran s�lently at h�s s�de, the second shot apparently broke the



paw of one dog, for he began to wh�ne p�teously. Jul�en jumped the
wall of the terrace, d�d f�fty paces under cover, and began to fly �n
another d�rect�on. He heard vo�ces call�ng and had a d�st�nct v�ew of
h�s enemy the servant f�r�ng a gun; a farmer also began to shoot
away from the other s�de of the garden. Jul�en had already reached
the bank of the Doubs where he dressed h�mself.
An hour later he was a league from Verr�ères on the Geneva road. "If
they had susp�c�ons," thought Jul�en, "they w�ll look for me on the
Par�s road."

CHAPTER XXXI

THE PLEASURES OF THE COUNTRY

O rus quando ego te asp�c�am?—Horace

"You've no doubt come to wa�t for the Par�s ma�l, Mons�eur," sa�d the
host of an �nn where he had stopped to breakfast.
"To-day or to-morrow, �t matters l�ttle," sa�d Jul�en.
The ma�l arr�ved wh�le he was st�ll pos�ng as �nd�fferent. There were
two free places.
"Why! �t's you my poor Falcoz," sa�d the traveller who was com�ng
from the Geneva s�de to the one who was gett�ng �n at the same t�me
as Jul�en.
"I thought you were settled �n the outsk�rts of Lyons," sa�d Falcoz, "�n
a del�c�ous valley near the Rhône."
"N�cely settled! I am runn�ng away."
"What! you are runn�ng away? you Sa�nt G�raud! Have you, who look
so v�rtuous, comm�tted some cr�me?" sa�d Falcoz w�th a sm�le.



"On my fa�th �t comes to the same th�ng. I am runn�ng away from the
abom�nable l�fe wh�ch one leads �n the prov�nces. I l�ke the freshness
of the woods and the country tranqu�ll�ty, as you know. You have
often accused me of be�ng romant�c. I don't want to hear pol�t�cs
talked as long as I l�ve, and pol�t�cs are hound�ng me out."
"But what party do you belong to?"
"To none and that's what ru�ns me. That's all there �s to be sa�d about
my pol�t�cal l�fe—I l�ke mus�c and pa�nt�ng. A good book �s an event
for me. I am go�ng to be forty-four. How much longer have I got to
l�ve? F�fteen—twenty—th�rty years at the outs�de. Well, I want the
m�n�sters �n th�rty years' t�me to be a l�ttle cleverer than those of to-
day but qu�te as honest. The h�story of England serves as a m�rror
for our own future. There w�ll always be a k�ng who w�ll try to
�ncrease h�s prerogat�ve. The amb�t�on of becom�ng a deputy, the
fame of M�rabeau and the hundreds of thousand francs wh�ch he
won for h�mself w�ll always prevent the r�ch people �n the prov�nce
from go�ng to sleep: they w�ll call that be�ng L�beral and lov�ng the
people. The des�re of becom�ng a peer or a gentleman of the
chamber w�ll always w�n over the ultras. On the sh�p of state every
one �s anx�ous to take over the steer�ng because �t �s well pa�d. W�ll
there be never a poor l�ttle place for the s�mple passenger?"
"Is �t the last elect�ons wh�ch are forc�ng you out of the prov�nce?"
"My m�sfortune goes further back. Four years ago I was forty and
possessed 500,000 francs. I am four years older to-day and probably
50,000 francs to the bad, as I shall lose that sum on the sale of my
chateau of Monfleury �n a superb pos�t�on near the Rhône.
"At Par�s I was t�red of that perpetual comedy wh�ch �s rendered
obl�gatory by what you call n�neteenth-century c�v�l�sat�on. I th�rsted
for good nature and s�mpl�c�ty. I bought an estate �n the mounta�ns
near the Rh�ne, there was no more beaut�ful place under the
heavens.
"The v�llage clergyman and the gentry of the local�ty pay me court for
s�x months; I �nv�te them to d�nner; I have left Par�s, I tell them, so as
to avo�d talk�ng pol�t�cs or hear�ng pol�t�cs talked for the rest of my



l�fe. As you know I do not subscr�be to any paper, the less letters the
postman brought me the happ�er I was.
"That d�d not su�t the v�car's book. I was soon the v�ct�m of a
thousand unreasonable requests, annoyances, etc. I w�shed to g�ve
two or three hundred francs a year to the poor, I was asked to g�ve �t
to the Par�s assoc�at�ons, that of Sa�nt Joseph, that of the V�rg�n, etc.
I refused. I was then �nsulted �n a hundred ways. I was fool�sh
enough to be upset by �t. I could not go out �n the morn�ng to enjoy
the beauty of our mounta�n w�thout f�nd�ng some annoyance wh�ch
d�stracted me from my rever�es and recalled unpleasantly both men
and the�r w�ckedness. On the Rogat�on process�ons, for �nstance
whose chant�ng I enjoy (�t �s probably a Greek melody) they w�ll not
bless my f�elds because, says the clergyman, they belong to an
�nf�del. A cow d�es belong�ng to a devout old peasant woman. She
says the reason �s the ne�ghbourhood of a pond wh�ch belongs to my
�nf�del self, a ph�losopher com�ng from Par�s, and e�ght days
afterwards I f�nd my f�sh �n agon�es po�soned by l�me. Intr�gue �n all
�ts forms envelops me. The just�ce of the peace, who �s an honest
man, but fr�ghtened of los�ng h�s place, always dec�des aga�nst me.
The peace of the country proved a hell for me. Once they saw that I
was abandoned by the v�car, the head of the v�llage congregat�on,
and that I was not supported by the ret�red capta�n who was the
head of the L�berals they all fell upon me, down to the mason whom I
had supported for a year, down to the very wheel-wr�ght who wanted
to cheat me w�th �mpun�ty over the repa�r�ng of my ploughs.
"In order to f�nd some support, and to w�n at any rate some of my law
su�ts I became a L�beral, but, as you say, those damned elect�ons
come along. They asked me for my vote."
"For an unknown man?"
"Not at all, for a man whom I knew only too well. I refused. It was
terr�bly �mprudent. From that moment I had the L�berals on my hands
as well, and my pos�t�on became �ntolerable. I bel�eve that �f the v�car
had got �t �nto h�s head to accuse me of assass�nat�ng my servant,
there would be twenty w�tnesses of the two part�es who would swear
that they had seen me comm�tt�ng the cr�me."



"You mean to say you want to l�ve �n the country w�thout pander�ng to
the pass�ons of your ne�ghbours, w�thout even l�sten�ng to the�r
goss�p. What a m�stake!"
"It �s rect�f�ed at last. Monfleury �s for sale. I w�ll lose 50,000 francs �f
necessary, but I am over-joyed I am leav�ng that hell of hypocr�sy
and annoyance. I am go�ng to look for sol�tude and rust�c peace �n
the only place where those th�ngs are to be found �n France, on a
fourth storey look�ng on to the Champs-Elysées; and, moreover, I am
actually del�berat�ng �f I shall not commence my pol�t�cal career by
g�v�ng consecrated bread to the par�sh �n the Roule quarter."
"All th�s would not have happened under Bonaparte," sa�d Falcoz
w�th eyes sh�n�ng w�th rage and sorrow.
"Very good, but why d�dn't your Bonaparte manage to keep h�s
pos�t�on? Everyth�ng wh�ch I suffer to-day �s h�s work."
At th�s po�nt Jul�en's attent�on was redoubled. He had real�sed from
the f�rst word that the Bonapart�st Falcoz was the old boyhood fr�end
of M. de Rênal, who had been repud�ated by h�m �n 1816, and that
the ph�losopher Sa�nt-G�raud must be the brother of that ch�ef of the
prefecture of——who managed to get the houses of the mun�c�pal�ty
knocked down to h�m at a cheap pr�ce.
"And all th�s �s the work of your Bonaparte. An honest man, aged
forty, and possessed of f�ve hundred thousand francs however
�noffens�ve he �s, cannot settle �n the prov�nces and f�nd peace there;
those pr�ests and nobles of h�s w�ll turn h�m out."
"Oh don't talk ev�l of h�m," excla�med Falcoz. "France was never so
h�gh �n the esteem of the nat�ons as dur�ng the th�rteen years of h�s
re�gn; then every s�ngle act was great."
"Your emperor, dev�l take h�m," repl�ed the man of forty-four, "was
only great on h�s battle f�elds and when he reorgan�sed the f�nances
about 1802. What �s the mean�ng of all h�s conduct s�nce then? What
w�th h�s chamberla�ns, h�s pomp, and h�s recept�ons �n the Tu�ler�es,
he has s�mply prov�ded a new ed�t�on of all the monarch�cal
tomfoolery. It was a rev�sed ed�t�on and m�ght poss�bly have lasted
for a century or two. The nobles and the pr�ests w�sh to go back to



the old one, but they d�d not have the �ron hand necessary to �mpose
�t on the publ�c."
"Yes, that's just how an old pr�nter would talk."
"Who has turned me out of my estate?" cont�nued the pr�nter, angr�ly.
"The pr�ests, whom Napoleon called back by h�s Concordat �nstead
of treat�ng them l�ke the State treats doctors, barr�sters, and
astronomers, s�mply see�ng �n them ord�nary c�t�zens, and not
bother�ng about the part�cular call�ng by wh�ch they are try�ng to earn
the�r l�vel�hood. Should we be saddled w�th these �nsolent gentlemen
today, �f your Bonaparte had not created barons and counts? No,
they were out of fash�on. Next to the pr�ests, �t's the l�ttle country
nob�l�ty who have annoyed me the most, and compelled me to
become a L�beral."
The conversat�on was endless. The theme w�ll occupy France for
another half-century. As Sa�nt-G�raud kept always repeat�ng that �t
was �mposs�ble to l�ve �n the prov�nces, Jul�en t�m�dly suggested the
case of M. de Rênal.
"Zounds, young man, you're a n�ce one," excla�med Falcoz. "He
turned sp�der so as not to be fly, and a terr�ble sp�der �nto the
barga�n. But I see that he �s beaten by that man Valenod. Do you
know that scoundrel? He's the v�lla�n of the p�ece. What w�ll your M.
de Rênal say �f he sees h�mself turned out one of these f�ne days,
and Valenod put �n h�s place?"
"He w�ll be left to brood over h�s cr�mes," sa�d Sa�nt-G�raud. "Do you
know Verr�ères, young man? Well, Bonaparte, heaven confound h�m!
Bonaparte and h�s monarch�cal tomfoolery rendered poss�ble the
re�gn of the Rênals and the Chélans, wh�ch brought about the re�gn
of the Valenods and the Maslons."
Th�s conversat�on, w�th �ts gloomy pol�t�cs, aston�shed Jul�en and
d�stracted h�m from h�s del�c�ous rever�es.
He apprec�ated but l�ttle the f�rst s�ght of Par�s as perce�ved �n the
d�stance. The castles �n the a�r he had bu�lt about h�s future had to
struggle w�th the st�ll present memory of the twenty-four hours that
he had just passed �n Verr�ères. He vowed that he would never



abandon h�s m�stress's ch�ldren, and that he would leave everyth�ng
�n order to protect them, �f the �mpert�nence of the pr�ests brought
about a republ�c and the persecut�on of the nobles.
What would have happened on the n�ght of h�s arr�val �n Verr�ères �f,
at the moment when he had leant h�s ladder aga�nst the casement of
Madame de Rênal's bedroom he had found that room occup�ed by a
stranger or by M. de Rênal?
But how del�c�ous, too, had been those f�rst two hours when h�s
sweetheart had been s�ncerely anx�ous to send h�m away and he
had pleaded h�s cause, s�tt�ng down by her �n the darkness! A soul
l�ke Jul�en's �s haunted by such memor�es for a l�fet�me. The rest of
the �nterv�ew was already becom�ng merged �n the f�rst per�od of the�r
love, fourteen months prev�ous.
Jul�en was awakened from h�s deep med�tat�on by the stopp�ng of
the coach. They had just entered the courtyard of the Post �n the
Rue Rousseau. "I want to go to La Malma�son," he sa�d to a cabr�olet
wh�ch approached.
"At th�s t�me, Mons�eur—what for?"
"What's that got to do w�th you? Get on."
Every real pass�on only th�nks about �tself. That �s why, �n my v�ew,
pass�ons are r�d�culous at Par�s, where one's ne�ghbour always
�ns�sts on one's cons�der�ng h�m a great deal. I shall refra�n from
recount�ng Jul�en's ecstasy at La Malma�son. He wept. What! �n sp�te
of those wretched wh�te walls, bu�lt th�s very year, wh�ch cut the path
up �nto b�ts? Yes, mons�eur, for Jul�en, as for poster�ty, there was
noth�ng to choose between Arcole, Sa�nt Helena, and La Malma�son.
In the even�ng, Jul�en hes�tated a great deal before go�ng to the
theatre. He had strange �deas about that place of perd�t�on.
A deep d�strust prevented h�m from adm�r�ng actual Par�s. He was
only affected by the monuments left beh�nd by h�s hero.
"So here I am �n the centre of �ntr�gue and hypocr�sy. Here re�gn the
protectors of the abbé de Fr�la�r." On the even�ng of the th�rd day h�s
cur�os�ty got the better of h�s plan of see�ng everyth�ng before



present�ng h�mself to the abbé P�rard. The abbé expla�ned to h�m
coldly the k�nd of l�fe wh�ch he was to expect at M. de la Mole's.
"If you do not prove useful to h�m at the end of some months you w�ll
go back to the sem�nary, but not �n d�sgrace. You w�ll l�ve �n the
house of the marqu�s, who �s one of the greatest se�gneurs of
France. You w�ll wear black, but l�ke a man who �s �n mourn�ng, and
not l�ke an eccles�ast�c. I �ns�st on your follow�ng your theolog�cal
stud�es three days a week �n a sem�nary where I w�ll �ntroduce you.
Every day at twelve o'clock you w�ll establ�sh yourself �n the
marqu�s's l�brary; he counts on mak�ng use of you �n draft�ng letters
concern�ng h�s lawsu�ts and other matters. The marqu�s w�ll scr�bble
on the marg�n of each letter he gets the k�nd of answer wh�ch �s
requ�red. I have assured h�m that at the end of three months you w�ll
be so competent to draft the answers, that out of every dozen you
hand to the marqu�s for s�gnature, he w�ll be able to s�gn e�ght or
n�ne. In the even�ng, at e�ght o'clock, you w�ll t�dy up h�s bureau, and
at ten you w�ll be free.
"It may be," cont�nued the abbé P�rard, "that some old lady or some
smooth-vo�ced man w�ll h�nt at �mmense advantages, or w�ll crudely
offer you gold, to show h�m the letters wh�ch the marqu�s has
rece�ved."
"Ah, mons�eur," excla�med Jul�en, blush�ng.
"It �s s�ngular," sa�d the abbé w�th a b�tter sm�le, "that poor as you
are, and after a year at a sem�nary, you st�ll have any of th�s v�rtuous
�nd�gnat�on left. You must have been very bl�nd."
"Can �t be that blood w�ll tell," muttered the abbé �n a wh�sper, as
though speak�ng to h�mself. "The s�ngular th�ng �s," he added,
look�ng at Jul�en, "that the marqu�s knows you—I don't know how. He
w�ll g�ve you a salary of a hundred lou�s to commence w�th. He �s a
man who only acts by h�s wh�m. That �s h�s weakness. He w�ll quarrel
w�th you about the most ch�ld�sh matters. If he �s sat�sf�ed, your
wages may r�se �n consequence up to e�ght thousand francs.
"But you real�se," went on the abbé, sourly, "that he �s not g�v�ng you
all th�s money s�mply on account of your personal charm. The th�ng



�s to prove yourself useful. If I were �n your place I would talk very
l�ttle, and I would never talk about what I know noth�ng about.
"Oh, yes," sa�d the abbé, "I have made some enqu�r�es for you. I was
forgett�ng M. de la Mole's fam�ly. He has two ch�ldren—a daughter
and a son of n�neteen, em�nently elegant—the k�nd of madman who
never knows to-day what he w�ll do to-morrow. He has sp�r�t and
valour; he has been through the Span�sh war. The marqu�s hopes, I
don't know why, that you w�ll become a fr�end of the young count
Norbert. I told h�m that you were a great class�c, and poss�bly he
reckons on your teach�ng h�s son some ready-made phrases about
C�cero and V�rg�l.
"If I were you, I should never allow that handsome young man to
make fun of me, and before I accepted h�s advances, wh�ch you w�ll
f�nd perfectly pol�te but a l�ttle �ron�cal, I would make h�m repeat them
more than once.
"I w�ll not h�de from you the fact that the young count de La Mole �s
bound to desp�se you at f�rst, because you are noth�ng more than a
l�ttle bourgeo�s. H�s grandfather belonged to the court, and had the
honour of hav�ng h�s head cut off �n the Place de Grève on the 26th
Apr�l, 1574, on account of a pol�t�cal �ntr�gue.
"As for you, you are the son of a carpenter of Verr�ères, and what �s
more, �n rece�pt of h�s father's wages. Ponder well over these
d�fferences, and look up the fam�ly h�story �n Morer�. All the flatterers
who d�ne at the�r house make from t�me to t�me what they call
del�cate allus�ons to �t.
"Be careful of how you answer the pleasantr�es of M. the count de La
Mole, ch�ef of a squadron of hussars, and a future peer of France,
and don't come and compla�n to me later on."
"It seems to me," sa�d Jul�en, blush�ng v�olently, "that I ought not
even to answer a man who desp�ses me."
"You have no �dea of h�s contempt. It w�ll only man�fest �tself by
�nflated compl�ments. If you were a fool, you m�ght be taken �n by �t.
If you want to make your fortune, you ought to let yourself be taken
�n by �t."



"Shall I be looked upon as ungrateful," sa�d Jul�en, "�f I return to my
l�ttle cell Number 108 when I f�nd that all th�s no longer su�ts me?"
"All the toad�es of the house w�ll no doubt calumn�ate you," sa�d the
abbé, "but I myself w�ll come to the rescue. Adsum qu� fec�. I w�ll say
that I am respons�ble for that resolut�on."
Jul�en was overwhelmed by the b�tter and almost v�nd�ct�ve tone
wh�ch he not�ced �n M. P�rard; that tone completely �nfected h�s last
answer.
The fact �s that the abbé had a consc�ent�ous scruple about lov�ng
Jul�en, and �t was w�th a k�nd of rel�g�ous fear that he took so d�rect a
part �n another's l�fe.
"You w�ll also see," he added w�th the same bad grace, as though
accompl�sh�ng a pa�nful duty, "you also w�ll see Madame the
marqu�se de La Mole. She �s a b�g blonde woman about forty,
devout, perfectly pol�te, and even more �ns�gn�f�cant. She �s the
daughter of the old Duke de Chaulnes so well known for h�s
ar�stocrat�c prejud�ces. Th�s great lady �s a k�nd of synops�s �n h�gh
rel�ef of all the fundamental character�st�cs of women of her rank.
She does not conceal for her own part that the possess�on of
ancestors who went through the crusades �s the sole advantage
wh�ch she respects. Money only comes a long way afterwards. Does
that aston�sh you? We are no longer �n the prov�nces, my fr�end.
"You w�ll see many great lords �n her salon talk about our pr�nces �n a
tone of s�ngular fl�ppancy. As for Madame de la Mole, she lowers her
vo�ce out of respect every t�me she ment�ons the name of a Pr�nce,
and above all the name of a Pr�ncess. I would not adv�se you to say
�n her hear�ng that Ph�l�p II. or Henry VII. were monsters. They were
k�ngs, a fact wh�ch g�ves them �nd�sputable r�ghts to the respect of
creatures w�thout b�rth l�ke you and me. Nevertheless," added M.
P�rard, "we are pr�ests, for she w�ll take you for one; that be�ng our
capac�ty, she cons�ders us as sp�r�tual valets necessary for her
salvat�on."
"Mons�eur," sa�d Jul�en, "I do not th�nk I shall be long at Par�s."



"Good, but remember that no man of our class can make h�s fortune
except through the great lords. W�th that �ndef�nable element �n your
character, at any rate I th�nk �t �s, you w�ll be persecuted �f you do not
make your fortune. There �s no m�ddle course for you, make no
m�stake about �t; people see that they do not g�ve you pleasure when
they speak to you; �n a soc�al country l�ke th�s you are condemned to
unhapp�ness �f you do not succeed �n w�nn�ng respect."
"What would have become of you at Besançon w�thout th�s wh�m of
the marqu�s de la Mole? One day you w�ll real�se the extraord�nary
extent of what he has done for you, and �f you are not a monster you
w�ll be eternally grateful to h�m and h�s fam�ly. How many poor abbés
more learned than you have l�ved years at Par�s on the f�fteen sous
they got for the�r mass and the�r ten sous they got for the�r
d�ssertat�ons �n the Sorbonne. Remember what I told you last w�nter
about the f�rst years of that bad man Card�nal Dubo�s. Are you proud
enough by chance to th�nk yourself more talented than he was?
"Take, for �nstance, a qu�et and average man l�ke myself; I reckoned
on dy�ng �n my sem�nary. I was ch�ld�sh enough to get attached to �t.
Well I was on the po�nt of be�ng turned out, when I handed �n my
res�gnat�on. You know what my fortune cons�sted of. I had f�ve
hundred and twenty francs cap�tal ne�ther more nor less, not a fr�end,
scarcely two or three acqua�ntances. M. de la Mole, whom I had
never seen, extr�cated me from that quandary. He only had to say
the word and I was g�ven a l�v�ng where the par�sh�oners are well-to-
do people above all crude v�ces, and where the �ncome puts me to
shame, �t �s so d�sproport�onate to my work. I refra�ned from talk�ng
to you all th�s t�me s�mply to enable you to f�nd your level a b�t.
"One word more, I have the m�sfortune to be �rr�table. It �s poss�ble
that you and I w�ll cease to be on speak�ng terms.
"If the a�rs of the marqu�se or the sp�teful pleasantr�es of her son
make the house absolutely �ntolerable for you I adv�se you to f�n�sh
your stud�es �n some sem�nary th�rty leagues from Par�s and rather
north than south. There �s more c�v�l�sat�on �n the north, and, he
added lower�ng h�s vo�ce, I must adm�t that the nearness of the Par�s
papers puts fear �nto our petty tyrants.



"If we cont�nue to f�nd pleasure �n each other's soc�ety and �f the
marqu�s's house does not su�t you, I w�ll offer you the post of my
curate, and w�ll go equal shares w�th you �n what I get from the l�v�ng.
I owe you that and even more, he added �nterrupt�ng Jul�en's thanks,
for the extraord�nary offer wh�ch you made me at Besançon. If
�nstead of hav�ng f�ve hundred and twenty francs I had had noth�ng
you would have saved me."
The abbé's vo�ce had lost �ts tone of cruelty, Jul�en was ashamed to
feel tears �n h�s eyes. He was desperately anx�ous to throw h�mself
�nto h�s fr�end's arms. He could not help say�ng to h�m �n the most
manly manner he could assume:
"I was hated by my father from the cradle; �t was one of my great
m�sfortunes, but I shall no longer compla�n of my luck, I have found
another father �n you, mons�eur."
"That �s good, that �s good," sa�d the embarrassed abbé, then
suddenly remember�ng qu�te appropr�ately a sem�nary plat�tude "you
must never say luck, my ch�ld, always say prov�dence."
The f�acre stopped. The coachman l�fted up the bronze knocker of an
�mmense door. It was the Hôtel de la Mole, and to prevent the
passers by hav�ng any doubt on the subject these words could be
read �n black marble over the door.
Th�s affectat�on d�spleased Jul�en. "They are so fr�ghtened of the
Jacob�ns. They see a Robesp�erre and h�s tumbr�l beh�nd every
head. The�r pan�c �s often glor�ously grotesque and they advert�se
the�r house l�ke th�s so that �n the event of a r�s�ng the rabble can
recogn�se �t and loot �t." He commun�cated h�s thought to the abbé
P�rard.
"Yes, poor ch�ld, you w�ll soon be my curate. What a dreadful �dea
you have got �nto your head."
"Noth�ng could be s�mpler," sa�d Jul�en.
The grav�ty of the porter, and above all, the cleanness of the court,
struck h�m w�th adm�rat�on. It was f�ne sunsh�ne. "What magn�f�cent
arch�tecture," he sa�d to h�s fr�end. The hotel �n quest�on was one of
those bu�ld�ngs of the Faubourg Sa�nt-Germa�n w�th a flat façade



bu�lt about the t�me of Volta�re's death. At no other per�od had
fash�on and beauty been so far from one another.

CHAPTER XXXII

ENTRY INTO SOCIETY

Lud�crous and pathet�c memory: the f�rst draw�ng-room where
one appeared alone and w�thout support at the age of e�ghteen!
the look of a woman suff�ced to �nt�m�date me. The more I
w�shed to please the more clumsy I became. I evolved the most
unfounded �deas about everyth�ng. I would e�ther abandon
myself w�thout any reason, or I would regard a man as an
enemy s�mply because he had looked at me w�th a ser�ous a�r;
but all the same, �n the m�ddle of the unhapp�ness of my t�m�d�ty,
how beaut�ful d�d I f�nd a beaut�ful day—Kant.

Jul�en stopped �n amazement �n the m�ddle of the courtyard. "Pull
yourself together," sa�d the abbé P�rard. "You get horr�ble �deas �nto
your head, bes�des you are only a ch�ld. What has happened to the
n�l m�rar� of Horace (no enthus�asm) remember that when they see
you establ�shed here th�s crowd of lackeys w�ll make fun of you.
They w�ll see �n you an equal who has been unjustly placed above
them; and, under a masquerade of good adv�ce and a des�re to help
you, they w�ll try to make you fall �nto some gross blunder."
"Let them do the�r worst," sa�d Jul�en b�t�ng h�s l�p, and he became as
d�strustful as ever.
The salons on the f�rst storey wh�ch our gentlemen went through
before reach�ng the marqu�s' study, would have seemed to you, my
reader, as gloomy as they were magn�f�cent. If they had been g�ven
to you just as they were, you would have refused to l�ve �n them. Th�s



was the doma�n of yawn�ng and melancholy reason�ng. They
redoubled Jul�en's rapture. "How can any one be unhappy?" he
thought, "who l�ves �n so splend�d an abode."
F�nally our gentlemen arr�ved at the ugl�est rooms �n th�s superb
su�te. There was scarcely any l�ght. They found there a l�ttle keen
man w�th a l�vely eye and a blonde w�g. The abbé turned round to
Jul�en and presented h�m. It was the marqu�s. Jul�en had much
d�ff�culty �n recogn�s�ng h�m, he found h�s manner was so pol�te. It
was no longer the grand se�gneur w�th that haughty manner of the
abbey of Bray-le-Haut. Jul�en thought that h�s w�g had much too
many ha�rs. As the result of th�s op�n�on he was not at all �nt�m�dated.
The descendant of the fr�end of Henry III. seemed to h�m at f�rst of a
rather �ns�gn�f�cant appearance. He was extremely th�n and very
restless, but he soon not�ced that the marqu�s had a pol�teness
wh�ch was even more pleasant to h�s l�stener than that of the B�shop
of Besançon h�mself. The aud�ence only lasted three m�nutes. As
they went out the abbé sa�d to Jul�en,
"You looked at the marqu�s just as you would have looked at a
p�cture. I am not a great expert �n what these people here call
pol�teness. You w�ll soon know more about �t than I do, but really the
boldness of your looks seemed scarcely pol�te."
They had got back �nto the f�acre. The dr�ver stopped near the
boulevard; the abbé ushered Jul�en �nto a su�te of large rooms.
Jul�en not�ced that there was no furn�ture. He was look�ng at the
magn�f�cent g�lded clock represent�ng a subject wh�ch he thought
very �ndecent, when a very elegant gentleman approached h�m w�th
a sm�l�ng a�r. Jul�en bowed sl�ghtly.
The gentleman sm�led and put h�s hand on h�s shoulder. Jul�en
shuddered and leapt back, he reddened w�th rage. The abbé P�rard,
�n sp�te of h�s grav�ty, laughed t�ll the tears came �nto h�s eyes. The
gentleman was a ta�lor.
"I g�ve you your l�berty for two days," sa�d the abbé as they went out.
"You cannot be �ntroduced before then to Madame de la Mole. Any
one else would watch over you as �f you were a young g�rl dur�ng
these f�rst few moments of your l�fe �n th�s new Babylon. Get ru�ned



at once �f you have got to be ru�ned, and I w�ll be r�d of my own
weakness of be�ng fond of you. The day after to-morrow th�s ta�lor
w�ll br�ng you two su�ts, you w�ll g�ve the man who tr�es them on f�ve
francs. Apart from that don't let these Par�s�ans hear the sound of
your vo�ce. If you say a word they w�ll manage somehow to make fun
of you. They have a talent for �t. Come and see me the day after to-
morrow at noon.... Go and ru�n yourself.... I was forgett�ng, go and
order boots and a hat at these addresses."
Jul�en scrut�n�sed the handwr�t�ng of the addresses.
"It's the marqu�s's hand," sa�d the abbé; "he �s an energet�c man who
foresees everyth�ng, and prefers do�ng to order�ng. He �s tak�ng you
�nto h�s house, so that you may spare h�m that k�nd of trouble. W�ll
you have enough bra�ns to execute eff�c�ently all the �nstruct�ons
wh�ch he w�ll g�ve you w�th scarcely a word of explanat�on? The
future w�ll show, look after yourself."
Jul�en entered the shops �nd�cated by the addresses w�thout say�ng a
s�ngle word. He observed that he was rece�ved w�th respect, and that
the bootmaker as he wrote h�s name down �n the ledger put M. de
Sorel.
When he was �n the Cemetery of Père La Cha�se a very obl�g�ng
gentleman, and what �s more, one who was L�beral �n h�s v�ews,
suggested that he should show Jul�en the tomb of Marshal Ney
wh�ch a sagac�ous statecraft had depr�ved of the honour of an
ep�taph, but when he left th�s L�beral, who w�th tears �n h�s eyes
almost clasped h�m �n h�s arms, Jul�en was w�thout h�s watch.
Enr�ched by th�s exper�ence two days afterwards he presented
h�mself to the abbé P�rard, who looked at h�m for a long t�me.
"Perhaps you are go�ng to become a fop," sa�d the abbé to h�m
severely. Jul�en looked l�ke a very young man �n full mourn�ng; as a
matter of fact, he looked very well, but the good abbé was too
prov�nc�al h�mself to see that Jul�en st�ll carr�ed h�s shoulders �n that
part�cular way wh�ch s�gn�f�es �n the prov�nces both elegance and
�mportance. When the marqu�s saw Jul�en h�s op�n�on of h�s graces
d�ffered so rad�cally from that of the good abbé as he sa�d,



"Would you have any object�on to M. le Sorel tak�ng some danc�ng
lessons?"
The abbé was thunderstruck.
"No," he answered at last. "Jul�en �s not a pr�est."
The marqu�s went up the steps of a l�ttle secret sta�rcase two at a
t�me, and �nstalled our hero �n a pretty att�c wh�ch looked out on the
b�g garden of the hotel. He asked h�m how many sh�rts he had got at
the l�nen drapers.
"Two," answered Jul�en, �nt�m�dated at see�ng so great a lord
condescend to such deta�ls.
"Very good," repl�ed the marqu�s qu�te ser�ously, and w�th a certa�n
curt �mper�ousness wh�ch gave Jul�en food for thought. "Very good,
get twenty-two more sh�rts. Here are your f�rst quarter's wages."
As he went down from the att�c the marqu�s called an old man.
"Arsène," he sa�d to h�m, "you w�ll serve M. Sorel." A few m�nutes
afterwards Jul�en found h�mself alone �n a magn�f�cent l�brary. It was
a del�c�ous moment. To prevent h�s emot�on be�ng d�scovered he
went and h�d �n a l�ttle dark corner. From there he contemplated w�th
rapture the br�ll�ant backs of the books. "I shall be able to read all
these," he sa�d to h�mself. "How can I fa�l to l�ke �t here? M. de Rênal
would have thought h�mself d�shonoured for ever by do�ng one-
hundredth part of what the Marqu�s de la Mole has just done for me.
"But let me have a look at the cop�es I have to make." Hav�ng
f�n�shed th�s work Jul�en ventured to approach the books. He almost
went mad w�th joy as he opened an ed�t�on of Volta�re. He ran and
opened the door of the l�brary to avo�d be�ng surpr�sed. He then
�ndulged �n the luxury of open�ng each of the e�ghty volumes. They
were magn�f�cently bound and were the masterp�ece of the best
b�nder �n London. It was even more than was requ�red to ra�se
Jul�en's adm�rat�on to the max�mum.
An hour afterwards the marqu�s came �n and was surpr�sed to not�ce
that Jul�en spelt cela w�th two "ll" cella. "Is all that the abbé told me of
h�s knowledge s�mply a fa�ry tale?" The marqu�s was greatly
d�scouraged and gently sa�d to h�m,



"You are not sure of your spell�ng?"
"That �s true," sa�d Jul�en w�thout th�nk�ng �n the least of the �njust�ce
that he was do�ng to h�mself. He was overcome by the k�ndness of
the marqu�s wh�ch recalled to h�m through sheer force of contrast the
superc�l�ousness of M. de Rênal.
"Th�s tr�al of the l�ttle Franc-comto�s abbé �s waste of t�me," thought
the marqu�s, "but I had such great need of a rel�able man."
"You spell cela w�th one 'l,'" sa�d the marqu�s to h�m, "and when you
have f�n�shed your cop�es look the words whose spell�ng you are not
sure of up �n the d�ct�onary."
The marqu�s sent for h�m at s�x o'clock. He looked at Jul�en's boots
w�th man�fest pa�n. "I am sorry for a m�stake I made. I d�d not tell you
that you must dress every day at half-past f�ve."
Jul�en looked at h�m but d�d not understand.
"I mean to say put on stock�ngs. Arsène w�ll rem�nd you. To-day I w�ll
make your apolog�es."
As he f�n�shed the sentence M. de la Mole escorted Jul�en �nto a
salon resplendent w�th g�ld�ng. On s�m�lar occas�ons M. de Rênal
always made a po�nt of doubl�ng h�s pace so as to have the pr�v�lege
of be�ng the f�rst to pass the threshold. H�s former employer's petty
van�ty caused Jul�en to tread on the marqu�s's feet and hurt h�m a
great deal because of h�s gout. "So he �s clumsy to the barga�n," he
sa�d to h�mself. He presented h�m to a woman of h�gh stature and of
�mpos�ng appearance. It was the marqu�se. Jul�en thought that her
manner was �mpert�nent, and that she was a l�ttle l�ke Madame de
Maug�ron, the w�fe of the sub-prefect of the arrond�ssement of
Verr�ères when she was present at the Sa�nt-Charles d�nner.
Rendered somewhat nervous by the extreme magn�f�cence of the
salon Jul�en d�d not hear what M. de la Mole was say�ng. The
marqu�se scarcely de�gned to look at h�m. There were several men
there, among whom Jul�en recogn�sed w�th an �nexpress�ble
pleasure the young b�shop of Agde who had de�gned to speak to h�m
some months before at the ceremony of Bray-le-Haut. Th�s young
prelate was doubtless fr�ghtened by the tender look wh�ch the t�m�d�ty



of Jul�en f�xed on h�m, and d�d not bother to recogn�se "the
prov�nc�al."
The men assembled �n th�s salon seemed to Jul�en to have a certa�n
element of gloom and constra�nt. Conversat�on takes place �n a low
vo�ce �n Par�s and l�ttle deta�ls are not exaggerated.
A handsome young man w�th moustaches, came �n about half-past
s�x. He was very pale, and had a very small head.
"You always keep us wa�t�ng" sa�d the marqu�se, as he k�ssed her
hand.
Jul�en real�sed that �t was the Count de la Mole. From the very f�rst
he thought he was charm�ng.
"Is �t poss�ble," he sa�d to h�mself "that th�s �s the man whose
offens�ve jests are go�ng to dr�ve me out of the house."
As the result of scrut�n�s�ng count Norbert, Jul�en not�ced that he was
�n boots and spurs. "And I have got to be �n shoes just l�ke an �nfer�or
apparently." They sat down at table, Jul�en heard the marqu�se
ra�s�ng her vo�ce a l�ttle and say�ng someth�ng severe. Almost
s�multaneously he not�ced an extremely blonde and very well
developed young person who had just sat down oppos�te h�m.
Nevertheless she made no appeal to h�m. Look�ng at her attent�vely
he thought that he had never seen such beaut�ful eyes, although
they betokened a great coldness of soul. Subsequently Jul�en
thought that, though they looked bored and scept�cal, they were
consc�ous of the duty of be�ng �mpress�ve. "Madame de Rênal of
course had very f�ne eyes" he sa�d to h�mself, "she used to be
un�versally compl�mented on them, but they had noth�ng �n common
w�th these." Jul�en d�d not know enough of soc�ety to apprec�ate that
�t was the f�re of repartee wh�ch from t�me to t�me gave the�r br�ll�ancy
to the eyes of Mademo�selle Math�lde (for that was the name he
heard her called by). When Madame de Rênal's eyes became
an�mated, �t was w�th the f�re of pass�on, or as the result of a
generous �nd�gnat�on on hear�ng of some ev�l deed. Towards the end
of the meal Jul�en found a word to express Mademo�selle de la
Mole's type of beauty. Her eyes are sc�nt�llat�ng, he sa�d to h�mself.



Apart from her eyes she was cruelly l�ke her mother, whom he l�ked
less and less, and he ceased look�ng at her. By way of compensat�on
he thought Count Norbert adm�rable �n every respect. Jul�en was so
fasc�nated that the �dea never occurred to h�m of be�ng jealous, and
hat�ng h�m because he was r�cher and of nobler b�rth than he was
h�mself.
Jul�en thought that the marqu�s looked bored.
About the second course he sa�d to h�s son: "Norbert, I ask all your
good off�ces for M. Jul�en Sorel, whom I have just taken �nto my staff
and of whom I hope to make a man s� cella se peut."
"He �s my secretary," sa�d the marqu�s to h�s ne�ghbour, "and he
spells cela w�th two ll's." Everybody looked at Jul�en, who bowed to
Norbert �n a manner that was sl�ghtly too marked, but speak�ng
generally they were sat�sf�ed w�th h�s express�on.
The marqu�s must have spoken about the k�nd of educat�on wh�ch
Jul�en had rece�ved for one of the guests tackled h�m on Horace. "It
was just by talk�ng about Horace that I succeeded w�th the b�shop of
Besançon," sa�d Jul�en to h�mself. Apparently that �s the only author
they know. From that �nstant he was master of h�mself. Th�s
trans�t�on was rendered easy because he had just dec�ded that he
would never look upon Madamo�selle de la Mole as a woman after
h�s own taste. S�nce the sem�nary he had the lowest op�n�on of men,
and was not to be eas�ly �nt�m�dated by them. He would have
enjoyed all h�s self-possess�on �f the d�n�ng-room had been furn�shed
w�th less magn�f�cence. It was, as a matter of fact, two m�rrors each
e�ght feet h�gh �n wh�ch he would look from t�me to t�me at the man
who was speak�ng to h�m about Horace, wh�ch cont�nued to �mpress
h�m. H�s phrases were not too long for a prov�nc�al, he had f�ne eyes
whose br�ll�ancy was doubled by h�s quaver�ng t�m�d�ty, or by h�s
happy bashfulness when he had g�ven a good answer. They found
h�m pleasant. Th�s k�nd of exam�nat�on gave a l�ttle �nterest to a
solemn d�nner. The marqu�s s�gned to Jul�en's quest�oner to press
h�m sharply. "Can he poss�bly know someth�ng?" he thought.
Jul�en answered and thought out new �deas. He lost suff�c�ent of h�s
nervousness, not �ndeed to exh�b�t any w�t, for that �s �mposs�ble for



any one �gnorant of the spec�al language wh�ch �s used �n Par�s, but
to show h�mself possessed of �deas wh�ch, though presented out of
place and ungracefully, were yet or�g�nal. They saw that he knew
Lat�n perfectly.
Jul�en's adversary was a member of the Academy Inscr�pt�ons who
chanced to know Lat�n. He found Jul�en a very good human�st, was
not fr�ghtened of mak�ng h�m feel uncomfortable, and really tr�ed to
embarrass h�m. In the heat of the controversy Jul�en eventually
forgot the magn�f�cent furn�ture of the d�n�ng-room. He managed to
expound theor�es concern�ng the Lat�n poets wh�ch h�s quest�oner
had never read of anywhere. L�ke an honest man, he gave the young
secretary all due cred�t for them. As luck would have �t, they started a
d�scuss�on on the quest�on of whether Horace was poor or r�ch, a
good humoured and careless voluptuary who made verses to amuse
h�mself, l�ke Chapelle the fr�end of Mol�ère and de la Fonta�ne, or a
poor dev�l of a poet laureate who wrote odes for the k�ng's b�rthday
l�ke Southey, the accuser of Lord Byron. They talked about the state
of soc�ety under Augustus and under George IV. At both per�ods the
ar�stocracy was all-powerful, but, wh�le at Rome �t was despo�led of
�ts power by Maecenas who was only a s�mple kn�ght, �t had �n
England reduced George IV pract�cally to the pos�t�on of a Venet�an
doge. Th�s d�scuss�on seemed to l�ft the marqu�s out of that state of
bored torpor �n wh�ch he had been plunged at the beg�nn�ng of the
d�nner.
Jul�en found mean�ngless such modern names as Southey, Lord
Byron, and George IV, wh�ch he now heard pronounced for the f�rst
t�me. But every one not�ced that whenever the conversat�on dealt
w�th events that had taken place �n Rome and about wh�ch
knowledge could be obta�ned by a perusal of the works of Horace,
Mart�al or Tac�tus, etc., he showed an �nd�sputable super�or�ty. Jul�en
coolly appropr�ated several �deas wh�ch he had learnt from the
b�shop of Besançon �n the h�stor�c conversat�on wh�ch he had had
w�th that prelate. These �deas were not the least apprec�ated.
When every one was t�red of talk�ng about poets the marqu�se, who
always made �t a rule to adm�re whatever amused her husband,
de�gned to look at Jul�en. "Perhaps an educated man l�es h�d



beneath the clumsy manners of th�s young abbé," sa�d the
Academ�c�an who happened to be near the marqu�se. Jul�en caught
a few words of what he sa�d. Ready-made phrases su�ted the
�ntellect of the m�stress of the house qu�te well. She adopted th�s one
about Jul�en, and was very pleased w�th herself for hav�ng �nv�ted the
academ�c�an to d�nner. "He has amused M. de la Mole" she thought.

CHAPTER XXXIII

THE FIRST STEPS

Th�s �mmense valley, f�lled w�th br�ll�ant l�ghts and so many
thousands of men dazzles my s�ght. No one knows me. All are
super�or to me. I lose my head. Poem� dell' av. REINA.

Jul�en was copy�ng letters �n the l�brary very early the next day when
Mademo�selle Math�lde came �n by a l�ttle dummy door very well
masked by the backs of the books. Wh�le Jul�en was adm�r�ng the
dev�ce, Mademo�selle Math�lde seemed aston�shed and somewhat
annoyed at f�nd�ng h�m there: Jul�en saw that she was �n curl-papers
and had a hard, haughty, and mascul�ne express�on. Mademo�selle
de la Mole had the hab�t of surrept�t�ously steal�ng books from her
father's l�brary. Jul�en's presence rendered th�s morn�ng's journey
abort�ve, a fact wh�ch annoyed her all the more as she had come to
fetch the second volume of Volta�re's Pr�ncess of Babylon, a worthy
cl�max to one of the most em�nently monarch�cal and rel�g�ous
educat�ons wh�ch the convent of the Sacred Heart had ever
prov�ded. Th�s poor g�rl of n�neteen already requ�red some element
of sp�c�ness �n order to get up an �nterest �n a novel.
Count Norbert put �n an appearance �n the l�brary about three
o'clock. He had come to study a paper so as to be able to talk



pol�t�cs �n the even�ng, and was very glad to meet Jul�en, whose
ex�stence he had forgotten. He was charm�ng, and offered h�m a r�de
on horseback.
"My father w�ll excuse us unt�l d�nner."
Jul�en apprec�ated the us and thought �t charm�ng.
"Great heavens! M. le Comte," sa�d Jul�en, "�f �t were a quest�on of
fell�ng an e�ghty-foot tree or hew�ng �t out and mak�ng �t �nto planks I
would acqu�t myself all r�ght, I daresay, but as for r�d�ng a horse, I
haven't done such a th�ng s�x t�mes �n my l�fe."
"Well, th�s w�ll be the seventh," sa�d Norbert.
As a matter of fact, Jul�en remembered the k�ng of ——'s entry �nto
Verr�ères, and thought he rode extremely well. But as they were
return�ng from the Bo�s de Boulogne he fell r�ght �n the m�ddle of the
Rue du Bac, as he suddenly tr�ed to get out of the way of a cabr�olet,
and was spattered all over w�th mud. It was lucky that he had two
su�ts. The marqu�s, w�sh�ng to favour h�m w�th a few words at d�nner,
asked h�m for news of h�s excurs�on. Norbert began �mmed�ately to
answer h�m �n general terms.
"M. le Comte �s extremely k�nd to me," answered Jul�en. "I thank h�m
for �t, and I fully apprec�ate �t. He was good enough to have the
qu�etest and prett�est horse g�ven to me, but after all he could not t�e
me on to �t, and ow�ng to the lack of that precaut�on, I had a fall r�ght
�n the m�ddle of that long street near the br�dge. Madame Math�lde
made a fut�le effort to h�de a burst of laughter, and subsequently was
�nd�screet enough to ask for deta�ls. Jul�en acqu�tted h�mself w�th
much s�mpl�c�ty. He had grace w�thout know�ng �t.
"I prophesy favourably about that l�ttle pr�est," sa�d the marqu�s to the
academ�c�an. "Th�nk of a prov�nc�al be�ng s�mple over a matter l�ke
that. Such a th�ng has never been w�tnessed before, and w�ll never
be w�tnessed aga�n; and what �s more, he descr�bes h�s m�sfortune
before lad�es."
Jul�en put h�s l�steners so thoroughly at the�r ease over h�s
m�sfortune that at the end of the d�nner, when the general
conversat�on had gone off on to another subject, Mademo�selle



Math�lde asked her brother some quest�ons over the deta�ls of the
unfortunate occurrence. As she put numerous quest�ons, and as
Jul�en met her eyes several t�mes, he ventured to answer h�mself,
although the quest�ons had not been addressed to h�m, and all three
of them f�n�shed up by laugh�ng just as though they had all been
�nhab�tants of some v�llage �n the depths of a forest.
On the follow�ng day Jul�en attended two theology lectures, and then
came back to copy out about twenty letters. He found a young man,
who though very carefully dressed, had a mean appearance and an
env�ous express�on, establ�shed near h�m �n the l�brary.
The marqu�s entered, "What are you do�ng here, M. Tanbeau?" he
sa�d severely to the new-comer.
"I thought—" answered the young man, w�th a base sm�le.
"No, mons�eur, you thought noth�ng of the k�nd. Th�s �s a try-on, but �t
�s an unfortunate one."
Young Tanbeau got up �n a rage and d�sappeared. He was a nephew
of the academ�c�an who was a fr�end of Madame de la Mole, and
�ntended to take up the profess�on of letters. The academ�c�an had
�nduced the marqu�s to take h�m as a secretary. Tanbeau used to
work �n a separate room, but hav�ng heard of the favour that was
vouchsafed to Jul�en he w�shed to share �t, and he had gone th�s
morn�ng and establ�shed h�s desk �n the l�brary.
At four o'clock Jul�en ventured, after a l�ttle hes�tat�on, to present
h�mself to Count Norbert. The latter was on the po�nt of go�ng r�d�ng,
and be�ng a man of perfect pol�teness felt embarrassed.
"I th�nk," he sa�d to Jul�en, "that you had better go to the r�d�ng
school, and after a few weeks, I shall be charmed to r�de w�th you."
"I should l�ke to have the honour of thank�ng you for the k�ndness
wh�ch you have shewn me. Bel�eve me, mons�eur," added Jul�en
very ser�ously, "that I apprec�ate all I owe you. If your horse has not
been hurt by the reason of my clums�ness of yesterday, and �f �t �s
free I should l�ke to r�de �t th�s afternoon."



"Well, upon my word, my dear Sorel, you do so at your own r�sk and
per�l; k�ndly assume that I have put forth all the object�ons requ�red
by prudence. As a matter of fact �t �s four o'clock, we have no t�me to
lose."
As soon as Jul�en was on horseback, he sa�d to the young count,
"What must one do not to fall off?"
"Lots of th�ngs," answered Norbert, burst�ng �nto laughter. "Keep your
body back for �nstance."
Jul�en put h�s horse to the trot. They were at the Place Lou�s XVI.
"Oh, you foolhardy youngster," sa�d Norbert "there are too many
carr�ages here, and they are dr�ven by careless dr�vers �nto the
barga�n. Once you are on the ground the�r t�lbur�es w�ll run over your
body, they w�ll not r�sk spo�l�ng the�r horses' mouths by pull�ng up
short."
Norbert saw Jul�en twenty t�mes on the po�nt of tumbl�ng, but �n the
end the excurs�on f�n�shed w�thout m�sadventure. As they came back
the young count sa�d to h�s s�ster,
"Allow me to �ntroduce a dash�ng dare-dev�l."
When he talked to h�s father over the d�nner from one end of the
table to the other, he d�d just�ce to Jul�en's courage. It was the only
th�ng one could poss�bly pra�se about h�s style of r�d�ng. The young
count had heard �n the morn�ng the men who groomed the horses �n
the courtyard mak�ng Jul�en's fall an opportun�ty for the most
outrageous jokes at h�s expense.
In sp�te of so much k�ndness Jul�en soon felt h�mself completely
�solated �n th�s fam�ly. All the�r customs seemed strange to h�m, and
he was cogn�zant of none of them. H�s blunders were the del�ght of
the valets.
The abbé P�rard had left for h�s l�v�ng. "If Jul�en �s a weak reed, let
h�m per�sh. If he �s a man of sp�r�t, let h�m get out of h�s d�ff�cult�es all
alone," he thought.



CHAPTER XXXIV

THE HÔTEL DE LA MOLE

What �s he do�ng here? W�ll he l�ke �t there? W�ll he try to please?—
Ronsard.

If everyth�ng �n the ar�stocrat�c salon of the Hotel de la Mole seemed
strange to Jul�en, that pale young man �n h�s black su�t seemed �n h�s
turn very strange to those persons who de�gned to not�ce h�m.
Madame de la Mole suggested to her husband that he should send
h�m off on some bus�ness on those days when they had certa�n
persons to d�nner.
"I w�sh to carry the exper�ment to �ts log�cal conclus�on," answered
the marqu�s. "The abbé P�rard contends that we are wrong �n
crush�ng the self-respect of the people whom we allow around us.
One can only lean on what res�sts. The only th�ng aga�nst th�s man �s
h�s unknown face, apart from that he �s a deaf mute."
"If I am to know my way about," sa�d Jul�en to h�mself. "I must wr�te
down the names of the persons whom I see come to the salon
together w�th a few words on the�r character."
He put at the head of the l�st f�ve or s�x fr�ends of the house who took
every opportun�ty of pay�ng court to h�m, bel�ev�ng that he was
protected by a wh�m of the marqu�s. They were poor dull dev�ls. But
�t must be sa�d �n pra�se of th�s class of men, such as they are found
to-day �n the salons of the ar�stocracy, that every one d�d not f�nd
them equally tame. One of them was now allow�ng h�mself to be
bull�ed by the marqu�s, who was vent�ng h�s �rr�tat�on at a harsh
remark wh�ch had been addressed to h�m by the marqu�se.
The masters of the house were too proud or too prone to boredom;
they were too much used to f�nd�ng the�r only d�stract�on �n the
address�ng of �nsults, to enable them to expect true fr�ends. But,



except on ra�ny days and �n rare moments of savage boredom, they
always showed themselves perfectly pol�te.
If the f�ve or s�x toad�es who man�fested so paternal an affect�on
towards Jul�en had deserted the Hotel de la Mole, the marqu�se
would have been exposed to long spells of sol�tude, and �n the eyes
of women of that class, sol�tude �s awful, �t �s the symbol of d�sgrace.
The marqu�s was charm�ng to h�s w�fe. He saw that her salon was
suff�c�ently furn�shed, though not w�th peers, for he d�d not th�nk h�s
new colleagues were suff�c�ently noble to come to h�s house as
fr�ends, or suff�c�ently amus�ng to be adm�tted as �nfer�ors.
It was only later that Jul�en fathomed these secrets. The govern�ng
pol�cy of a household, though �t forms the staple of conversat�on �n
bourgeo�s fam�l�es, �s only alluded to �n fam�l�es of the class of that of
the marqu�s �n moments of d�stress. So paramount even �n th�s bored
century �s the necess�ty of amus�ng one's self, that even on the days
of d�nner-part�es the marqu�s had scarcely left the salon before all
the guests ran away. Prov�ded that one d�d not make any jests about
e�ther God or the pr�ests or the k�ng or the persons �n off�ce, or the
art�sts who enjoyed the favour of the court, or of anyth�ng that was
establ�shed, prov�ded that one d�d not pra�se e�ther Béranger or the
oppos�t�on papers, or Volta�re or Rousseau or anyth�ng wh�ch
�nvolved any element of free speech, prov�ded that above all that one
never talked pol�t�cs, one could d�scuss everyth�ng w�th freedom.
There �s no �ncome of a hundred thousand crowns a year and no
blue r�bbon wh�ch could susta�n a contest aga�nst such a code of
salon et�quette.
The sl�ghtest l�ve �dea appeared a crud�ty. In sp�te of the preva�l�ng
good form, perfect pol�teness, and des�re to please, ennu� was
v�s�ble �n every face. The young people who came to pay the�r calls
were fr�ghtened of speak�ng of anyth�ng wh�ch m�ght make them
suspected of th�nk�ng or of betray�ng that they had read someth�ng
proh�b�ted, and relapsed �nto s�lence after a few elegant phrases
about Ross�n� and the weather.



Jul�en not�ced that the conversat�on was usually kept al�ve by two
v�scounts and f�ve barons whom M. de la Mole had known at the
t�me of the em�grat�on. These gentlemen enjoyed an �ncome of from
s�x to e�ght hundred thousand francs. Four swore by the Quot�d�enne
and three by the Gazette de France. One of them had every day
some anecdote to tell about the Château, �n wh�ch he made lav�sh
use of the word adm�rable. Jul�en not�ced that he had f�ve crosses,
the others as a rule only had three.
By way of compensat�on s�x footmen �n l�very were to be seen �n the
ante-room, and dur�ng the whole even�ng �ces or tea were served
every quarter-of-an-hour, wh�le about m�dn�ght there was a k�nd of
supper w�th champagne.
Th�s was the reason that somet�mes �nduced Jul�en to stay t�ll the
end. Apart from th�s he could scarcely understand why any one
could br�ng h�mself to take ser�ously the ord�nary conversat�on �n th�s
magn�f�cently g�lded salon. Somet�mes he would look at the talkers to
see �f they themselves were not mak�ng fun of what they were
say�ng. "My M. de Ma�stre, whom I know by heart," he thought, "has
put �t a hundred t�mes better, and all the same he �s pretty bor�ng."
Jul�en was not the only one to apprec�ate th�s st�fl�ng moral
atmosphere. Some consoled themselves by tak�ng a great quant�ty
of �ces, others by the pleasure of say�ng all the rest of the even�ng, "I
have just come from the Hôtel de la Mole where I learnt that Russ�a,
etc."
Jul�en learnt from one of the toad�es that scarcely s�x months ago
madame de la Mole had rewarded more than twenty years of
ass�duous attent�on by promot�ng the poor baron Le Bourgu�gnon,
who had been a sub-prefect s�nce the restorat�on, to the rank of
prefect.
Th�s great event had whetted the zeal of all these gentlemen.
Prev�ously there were few th�ngs to wh�ch they would have objected,
now they objected to noth�ng. There was rarely any overt lack of
cons�derat�on, but Jul�en had already caught at meals two or three
l�ttle short d�alogues between the marqu�s and h�s w�fe wh�ch were
cruel to those who were seated near them. These noble personages



d�d not conceal the�r s�ncere contempt for everyone who was not
sprung from people who were ent�tled to r�de �n the carr�ages of the
k�ng. Jul�en not�ced that the word crusade was the only word wh�ch
gave the�r face an express�on of deep ser�ousness ak�n to respect.
The�r ord�nary respect had always a touch of condescens�on. In the
m�ddle of th�s magn�f�cence and th�s boredom Jul�en was �nterested
�n noth�ng except M. de la Mole. He was del�ghted to hear h�m
protest one day that he had had noth�ng to do w�th the promot�on of
that poor Le Bourgu�gnon, �t was an attent�on to the marqu�se. Jul�en
knew the truth from the abbé P�rard.
The abbé was work�ng �n the marqu�s's l�brary w�th Jul�en one
morn�ng at the eternal de Fr�la�r lawsu�t.
"Mons�eur," sa�d Jul�en suddenly, "�s d�n�ng every day w�th madame
la marqu�se one of my dut�es or a spec�al favour that they show to
me?"
"It's a spec�al honour," repl�ed the scandal�sed abbé. "M. the
Academ�c�an, who has been cult�vat�ng the fam�ly for f�fteen years,
has never been able to obta�n so much for h�s M. Tanbeau."
"I f�nd �t, s�r, the most pa�nful part of my employment. I was less
bored at the sem�nary. Some t�mes I see even mademo�selle de la
Mole yawn, and yet she ought to be accustomed to the soc�al
charms of the fr�ends of the house. I am fr�ghtened of fall�ng asleep.
As a favour, obta�n perm�ss�on for me to go and get a forty sous'
d�nner �n some obscure �nn."
The abbé who was a true snob, was very apprec�at�ve of the honour
of d�n�ng w�th a great lord. Wh�le he was endeavour�ng to get Jul�en
to understand th�s po�nt of v�ew a sl�ght no�se made them turn round.
Jul�en saw mademo�selle de la Mole l�sten�ng. He reddened. She
had come to fetch a book and had heard everyth�ng. She began to
enterta�n some respect for Jul�en. "He has not been born serv�le,"
she thought, "l�ke that old abbé. Heavens, how ugly he �s."
At d�nner Jul�en d�d not venture to look at mademo�selle de la Mole
but she was k�nd enough to speak to h�m. They were expect�ng a lot
of v�s�tors that day and she asked h�m to stay. The young g�rls of



Par�s are not at all fond of persons of a certa�n age, espec�ally when
they are slovenly. Jul�en d�d not need much penetrat�on to real�se
that the colleagues of M. le Bourgu�gnon who rema�ned �n the salon
had the pr�v�lege of be�ng the ord�nary butt of mademo�selle de la
Mole's jokes. On th�s part�cular day, whether or not by reason of
some affectat�on on her part, she proved cruel to bores.
Mademo�selle de la Mole was the centre of a l�ttle knot wh�ch used to
form nearly every even�ng beh�nd the marqu�se's �mmense arm-
cha�r. There were to be found there the marqu�s de Cro�seno�s, the
comte de Caylus, the v�comte de Luz and two or three other young
off�cers, the fr�ends of Norbert or h�s s�ster. These gentlemen used to
s�t down on a large blue sofa. At the end of the sofa, oppos�te the
part where the br�ll�ant Math�lde was s�tt�ng, Jul�en sat �n s�lence on a
l�ttle, rather low straw cha�r. Th�s modest pos�t�on was env�ed by all
the toad�es; Norbert kept h�s father's young secretary �n countenance
by speak�ng to h�m, or ment�on�ng h�m by name once or tw�ce �n the
even�ng. On th�s part�cular occas�on mademo�selle de la Mole asked
h�m what was the he�ght of the mounta�n on wh�ch the c�tadel of
Besançon �s planted. Jul�en had never any �dea �f th�s mounta�n was
h�gher or lower than Montmartre. He often laughed heart�ly at what
was sa�d �n th�s l�ttle knot, but he felt h�mself �ncapable of �nvent�ng
anyth�ng analagous. It was l�ke a strange language wh�ch he
understood but could not speak.
On th�s part�cular day Mat�lde's fr�ends man�fested a cont�nuous
host�l�ty to the v�s�tors who came �nto the vast salon. The fr�ends of
the house were the favoured v�ct�ms at f�rst, �nasmuch as they were
better known. You can form your op�n�on as to whether Jul�en pa�d
attent�on; everyth�ng �nterested h�m, both the substance of th�ngs
and the manner of mak�ng fun of them.
"And there �s M. Descoul�s," sa�d Mat�lde; "he doesn't wear a w�g any
more. Does he want to get a prefectsh�p through sheer force of
gen�us? He �s d�splay�ng that bald forehead wh�ch he says �s f�lled
w�th lofty thoughts."
"He �s a man who knows the whole world," sa�d the marqu�s de
Cro�seno�s. "He also goes to my uncle the card�nal's. He �s capable



of cult�vat�ng a falsehood w�th each of h�s fr�ends for years on end,
and he has two or three hundred fr�ends. He knows how to nurse
fr�endsh�p, that �s h�s talent. He w�ll go out, just as you see h�m, �n the
worst w�nter weather, and be at the door of one of h�s fr�ends by
seven o'clock �n the morn�ng.
"He quarrels from t�me to t�me and he wr�tes seven or e�ght letters for
each quarrel. Then he has a reconc�l�at�on and he wr�tes seven or
e�ght letters to express h�s bursts of fr�endsh�p. But he sh�nes most
br�ll�antly �n the frank and s�ncere expans�veness of the honest man
who keeps noth�ng up h�s sleeve. Th�s manœuvre �s brought �nto
play when he has some favour to ask. One of my uncle's grand
v�cars �s very good at tell�ng the l�fe of M. Descoul�s s�nce the
restorat�on. I w�ll br�ng h�m to you."
"Bah! I don't bel�eve all that, �t's profess�onal jealousy among the
lower classes," sa�d the comte de Caylus.
"M. Descoul�s w�ll l�ve �n h�story," repl�ed the marqu�s. "He brought
about the restorat�on together w�th the abbé de Pradt and mess�eurs
de Talleyrand and Pozzo d� Borgo."
"That man has handled m�ll�ons," sa�d Norbert, "and I can't conce�ve
why he should come here to swallow my father's ep�grams wh�ch are
frequently atroc�ous. 'How many t�mes have you betrayed your
fr�ends, my dear Descoul�s?' he shouted at h�m one day from one
end of the table to the other."
"But �s �t true that he has played the tra�tor?" asked mademo�selle de
la Mole. "Who has not played the tra�tor?"
"Why!" sa�d the comte de Caylus to Norbert, "do you have that
celebrated L�beral, M. Sa�ncla�r, �n your house. What the dev�l's he
come here for? I must go up to h�m and speak to h�m and make h�m
speak. He �s sa�d to be so clever."
"But how w�ll your mother rece�ve h�m?" sa�d M. de Cro�seno�s. "He
has such extravagant, generous and �ndependent �deas."
"Look," sa�d mademo�selle de la Mole, "look at the �ndependent man
who bows down to the ground to M. Descoul�s wh�le he grabs hold of
h�s hand. I almost thought he was go�ng to put �t to h�s l�ps."



"Descoul�s must stand better w�th the powers that be than we
thought," answered M. de Cro�seno�s.
"Sa�ncla�r comes here �n order to get �nto the academy," sa�d
Norbert. "See how he bows to the baron L——, Cro�seno�s."
"It would be less base to kneel down," repl�ed M. de Luz.
"My dear Sorel," sa�d Norbert, "you are extremely smart, but you
come from the mounta�ns. M�nd you never bow l�ke that great poet �s
do�ng, even to God the Father."
"Ah there's a really w�tty man, M. the Baron Bâton," sa�d
mademo�selle de la Mole, �m�tat�ng a l�ttle the vo�ce of the flunkey
who had just announced h�m.
"I th�nk that even your servants make fun of h�m. What a name
Baron Bâton," sa�d M. de Caylus.
"What's �n a name?" he sa�d to us the other day, went on Mat�lde.
"Imag�ne the Duke de Bou�llon announced for the f�rst t�me. So far as
I am concerned the publ�c only need to get used to me."
"Jul�en left the v�c�n�ty of the sofa."
St�ll �nsuff�c�ently apprec�at�ve of the charm�ng subtlet�es of a del�cate
ra�llery to laugh at a joke, he cons�dered that a jest ought to have
some log�cal foundat�on. He saw noth�ng �n these young peoples'
conversat�on except a ve�n of un�versal scandal-monger�ng and was
shocked by �t. H�s prov�nc�al or Engl�sh prudery went so far as to
detect envy �n �t, though �n th�s he was certa�nly m�staken.
"Count Norbert," he sa�d to h�mself, "who has had to make three
drafts for a twenty-l�ne letter to h�s colonel would be only too glad to
have wr�tten once �n h�s whole l�fe one page as good as M.
Sa�ncla�r."
Jul�en approached success�vely the several groups and attracted no
attent�on by reason of h�s lack of �mportance. He followed the Baron
Bâton from a d�stance and tr�ed to hear h�m.
Th�s w�tty man appeared nervous and Jul�en d�d not see h�m recover
h�s equan�m�ty before he had h�t upon three or four st�ng�ng phrases.



Jul�en thought that th�s k�nd of w�t had great need of space.
The Baron could not make ep�grams. He needed at least four
sentences of s�x l�nes each, �n order to be br�ll�ant.
"That man argues, he does not talk," sa�d someone beh�nd Jul�en.
He turned round and reddened w�th pleasure when he heard the
name of the comte Chalvet. He was the subtlest man of the century.
Jul�en had often found h�s name �n the Memor�al of St. Helena and �n
the port�ons of h�story d�ctated by Napoleon. The d�ct�on of comte
Chalvet was lacon�c, h�s phrases were flashes of l�ghtn�ng—just,
v�v�d, deep. If he talked about any matter the conversat�on
�mmed�ately made a step forward; he �mported facts �nto �t; �t was a
pleasure to hear h�m. In pol�t�cs, however, he was a brazen cyn�c.
"I am �ndependent, I am," he was say�ng to a gentleman w�th three
stars, of whom apparently he was mak�ng fun. "Why �ns�st on my
hav�ng to-day the same op�n�on I had s�x weeks ago. In that case my
op�n�on would be my master."
Four grave young men who were stand�ng round scowled; these
gentlemen d�d not l�ke fl�ppancy. The comte saw that he had gone
too far. Luck�ly he perce�ved the honest M. Balland, a ver�table
hypocr�te of honesty. The count began to talk to h�m; people closed
up, for they real�sed that poor Balland was go�ng to be the next
v�ct�m.
M. Balland, although he was horr�bly ugly and h�s f�rst steps �n the
world were almost unment�onable, had by d�nt of h�s morals and h�s
moral�ty marr�ed a very r�ch w�fe who had d�ed; he subsequently
marr�ed a second very r�ch one who was never seen �n soc�ety. He
enjoyed, �n all hum�l�ty, an �ncome of s�xty thousand francs, and had
h�s own flatterers. Comte Chalvet talked to h�m p�t�lessly about all
th�s. There was soon a c�rcle of th�rty persons around them.
Everybody was sm�l�ng, �nclud�ng the solemn young men who were
the hope of the century.
"Why does he come to M. de la Mole where he �s obv�ously only a
laugh�ng stock?" thought Jul�en. He approached the abbé P�rard to
ask h�m.



M. Balland made h�s escape.
"Good," sa�d Norbert, "there �s one of the sp�es of my father gone;
there �s only the l�ttle l�mp�ng Nap�er left."
"Can that be the key of the r�ddle?" thought Jul�en, "but �f so, why
does the marqu�s rece�ve M. Balland?"
The stern abbé P�rard was scowl�ng �n a corner of the salon l�sten�ng
to the lackeys announc�ng the names.
"Th�s �s noth�ng more than a den," he was say�ng l�ke another Bas�l,
"I see none but shady people come �n."
As a matter of fact the severe abbé d�d not know what const�tutes
h�gh soc�ety. But h�s fr�ends the Jansen�tes, had g�ven h�m some very
prec�se not�ons about those men who only get �nto soc�ety by reason
of the�r extreme subtlety �n the serv�ce of all part�es, or of the�r
monstrous wealth. For some m�nutes that even�ng he answered
Jul�en's eager quest�ons fully and freely, and then suddenly stopped
short gr�eved at hav�ng always to say �ll of every one, and th�nk�ng he
was gu�lty of a s�n. B�l�ous Jansen�st as he was, and bel�ev�ng as he
d�d �n the duty of Chr�st�an char�ty, h�s l�fe was a perpetual confl�ct.
"How strange that abbé P�rard looks," sa�d mademo�selle de la Mole,
as Jul�en came near the sofa.
Jul�en felt �rr�tated, but she was r�ght all the same. M. P�rard was
unquest�onably the most honest man �n the salon, but h�s p�mply
face, wh�ch was suffer�ng from the st�ngs of consc�ence, made h�m
look h�deous at th�s part�cular moment. "Trust phys�ognomy after
th�s," thought Jul�en, "�t �s only when the del�cate consc�ence of the
abbé P�rard �s reproach�ng h�m for some tr�fl�ng lapse that he looks
so awful; wh�le the express�on of that notor�ous spy Nap�er shows a
pure and tranqu�l happ�ness." The abbé P�rard, however, had made
great concess�ons to h�s party. He had taken a servant, and was very
well dressed.
Jul�en not�ced someth�ng strange �n the salon, �t was that all eyes
were be�ng turned towards the door, and there was a sem� s�lence.
The flunkey was announc�ng the famous Barron Tolly, who had just
become publ�cly consp�cuous by reason of the elect�ons. Jul�en



came forward and had a very good v�ew of h�m. The baron had been
the pres�dent of an electoral college; he had the br�ll�ant �dea of
sp�r�t�ng away the l�ttle squares of paper wh�ch conta�ned the votes of
one of the part�es. But to make up for �t he replaced them by an
equal number of other l�ttle p�eces of paper conta�n�ng a name
agreeable to h�mself. Th�s drast�c manœuvre had been not�ced by
some of the voters, who had made an �mmed�ate po�nt of
congratulat�ng the Baron de Tolly. The good fellow was st�ll pale from
th�s great bus�ness. Mal�c�ous persons had pronounced the word
galleys. M. de la Mole rece�ved h�m coldly. The poor Baron made h�s
escape.

"If he leaves us so qu�ckly �t's to go to M. Comte's,"[1] sa�d Comte
Chalvet and everyone laughed.
L�ttle Tanbeau was try�ng to w�n h�s spurs by talk�ng to some s�lent
noblemen and some �ntr�guers who, though shady, were all men of
w�t, and were on th�s part�cular n�ght �n great force �n M. de la Mole's
salon (for he was ment�oned for a place �n the m�n�stry). If he had not
yet any subtlety of percept�on he made up for �t as one w�ll see by
the energy of h�s words.



"Why not sentence that man to ten years' �mpr�sonment," he was
say�ng at the moment when Jul�en approached h�s knot. "Those
rept�les should be conf�ned �n the bottom of a dungeon, they ought to
langu�sh to death �n gaol, otherw�se the�r venom w�ll grow and
become more dangerous. What �s the good of sentenc�ng h�m to a
f�ne of a thousand crowns? He �s poor, so be �t, all the better, but h�s
party w�ll pay for h�m. What the case requ�red was a f�ve hundred
francs f�ne and ten years �n a dungeon."
"Well to be sure, who �s the monster they are speak�ng about?"
thought Jul�en who was v�ew�ng w�th amazement the vehement tone
and hyster�cal gestures of h�s colleague. At th�s moment the th�n,
drawn, l�ttle face of the academ�c�an's nephew was h�deous. Jul�en
soon learnt that they were talk�ng of the greatest poet of the century.
"You monster," Jul�en excla�med half aloud, wh�le tears of generos�ty
mo�stened h�s eyes. "You l�ttle rascal," he thought, "I w�ll pay you out
for th�s."
"Yet," he thought, "those are the unborn hopes of the party of wh�ch
the marqu�s �s one of the ch�efs. How many crosses and how many
s�necures would that celebrated man whom he �s now defam�ng
have accumulated �f he had sold h�mself—I won't say to the
med�ocre m�n�stry of M. de Nerval—but to one of those reasonably
honest m�n�str�es wh�ch we have seen follow each other �n
success�on."
The abbé P�rard mot�oned to Jul�en from some d�stance off; M. de la
Mole had just sa�d someth�ng to h�m. But when Jul�en, who was
l�sten�ng at the moment w�th downcast eyes to the lamentat�ons of
the b�shop, had at length got free and was able to get near h�s fr�end,
he found h�m monopol�sed by the abom�nable l�ttle Tanbeau. The
l�ttle beast hated h�m as the cause of Jul�en's favour w�th the
marqu�s, and was now mak�ng up to h�m.
"When w�ll death del�ver us from that aged rottenness," �t was �n
these words of a b�bl�cal energy that the l�ttle man of letters was now
talk�ng of the venerable Lord Holland. H�s mer�t cons�sted �n an
excellent knowledge of the b�ography of l�v�ng men, and he had just



made a rap�d rev�ew of all the men who could asp�re to some
�nfluence under the re�gn of the new K�ng of England.
The abbé P�rard passed �n to an adjacent salon. Jul�en followed h�m.
"I warn you the marqu�s does not l�ke scr�bblers, �t �s h�s only
prejud�ce. Know Lat�n and Greek �f you can manage �t, the h�story of
the Egypt�ans, Pers�ans, etc., he w�ll honour and protect you as a
learned man. But don't wr�te a page of French, espec�ally on ser�ous
matters wh�ch are above your pos�t�on �n soc�ety, or he w�ll call you a
scr�bbler and take you for a scoundrel. How �s �t that l�v�ng as you do
�n the hotel of a great lord you don't know the Duke de Castr�es'
ep�gram on Alembert and Rousseau: 'the fellow wants to reason
about everyth�ng and hasn't got an �ncome of a thousand crowns'!"
"Everyth�ng leaks out here," thought Jul�en, "just l�ke the sem�nary."
He had wr�tten e�ght or s�x fa�rly drast�c pages. It was a k�nd of
h�stor�cal eulogy of the old surgeon-major who had, he sa�d, made a
man of h�m. "The l�ttle note book," sa�d Jul�en to h�mself, "has always
been locked." He went up to h�s room, burnt h�s manuscr�pt and
returned to the salon. The br�ll�ant scoundrels had left �t, only the
men w�th the stars were left.
Seven or e�ght very ar�stocrat�c lad�es, very devout, very affected,
and of from th�rty to th�rty-f�ve years of age, were grouped round the
table that the servants had just brought �n ready served. The br�ll�ant
maréchale de Fervaques came �n apolog�s�ng for the lateness of the
hour. It was more than m�dn�ght: she went and sat down near the
marqu�se. Jul�en was deeply touched, she had the eyes and the
express�on of madame de Rênal.
Mademo�selle de la Mole's c�rcle was st�ll full of people. She was
engaged w�th her fr�ends �n mak�ng fun of the unfortunate comte de
Thaler. He was the only son of that celebrated Jew who was famous
for the r�ches that he had won by lend�ng money to k�ngs to make
war on the peoples.
The Jew had just d�ed leav�ng h�s son an �ncome of one hundred
thousand crowns a month, and a name that was only too well known.



Th�s strange pos�t�on requ�red e�ther a s�mple character or force of
w�ll power.
Unfortunately the comte was s�mply a fellow who was �nflated by all
k�nds of pretens�ons wh�ch had been suggested to h�m by all h�s
toad�es.
M. de Caylus asserted that they had �nduced h�m to make up h�s
m�nd to ask for the hand of mademo�selle de la Mole, to whom the
marqu�s de Cro�seno�s, who would be a duke w�th a hundred
thousand francs a year, was pay�ng h�s attent�ons.
"Oh, do not accuse h�m of hav�ng a m�nd," sa�d Norbert p�t�fully.
W�ll-power was what the poor comte de Thaler lacked most of all. So
far as th�s s�de of h�s character went he was worthy of be�ng a k�ng.
He would take counc�l from everybody, but he never had the courage
to follow any adv�ce to the b�tter end.
"H�s phys�ognomy would be suff�c�ent �n �tself," mademo�selle de la
Mole was fond of say�ng, "to have �nsp�red her w�th a holy joy." It was
a s�ngular m�xture of anx�ety and d�sappo�ntment, but from t�me to
t�me one could d�st�ngu�sh gusts of self-�mportance, and above all
that trenchant tone su�ted to the r�chest man �n France, espec�ally
when he had noth�ng to be ashamed of �n h�s personal appearance
and was not yet th�rty-s�x. "He �s t�m�dly �nsolent," M. de Cro�seno�s
would say. The comte de Caylus, Norbert, and two or three
moustach�oed young people made fun of h�m to the�r heart's content
w�thout h�m suspect�ng �t, and f�nally packed h�m off as one o'clock
struck.
"Are those your famous Arab horses wa�t�ng for you at the door �n
th�s awful weather?" sa�d Norbert to h�m.
"No, �t �s a new pa�r wh�ch are much cheaper," sa�d M. de Thaler.
"The horse on the left cost me f�ve thousand francs, wh�le the one on
the r�ght �s only worth one hundred lou�s, but I would ask you to
bel�eve me when I say that I only have h�m out at n�ght. H�s trot you
see �s exactly l�ke the other ones."
Norbert's remark made the comte th�nk �t was good form for a man
l�ke h�m to make a hobby of h�s horses, and that he must not let them



get wet. He went away, and the other gentleman left a m�nute
afterwards mak�ng fun of h�m all the t�me. "So," thought Jul�en as he
heard them laugh on the sta�rcase, "I have the pr�v�lege of see�ng the
exact oppos�te of my own s�tuat�on. I have not got twenty lou�s a year
and I found myself s�de by s�de w�th a man who has twenty lou�s an
hour and they made fun of h�m. See�ng a s�ght l�ke that cures one of
envy."

[1] celebrated conjuror.

CHAPTER XXXV

SENSIBILITY AND A GREAT PIOUS LADY

An �dea wh�ch has any l�fe �n �t seems l�ke a crud�ty, so
accustomed are they to colourless express�on. Woe to h�m who
�ntroduces new �deas �nto h�s conversat�on!—Faublas.

Th�s was the stage Jul�en had reached, when after several months of
probat�on the steward of the household handed h�m the th�rd quarter
of h�s wages. M. de la Mole had entrusted h�m w�th the
adm�n�strat�on of h�s estates �n Br�ttany and Normandy. Jul�en made
frequent journeys there. He had ch�ef control of the correspondence
relat�ng to the famous lawsu�t w�th the abbé de Fr�la�r. M. P�rard had
�nstructed h�m.
On the data of the short notes wh�ch the marqu�s would scr�bble on
the marg�n of all the var�ous paper wh�ch were addressed to h�m,
Jul�en would compose answers wh�ch were nearly all s�gned.
At the Theology School h�s professors compla�ned of h�s lack of
�ndustry, but they d�d not fa�l to regard h�m as one of the�r most
d�st�ngu�shed pup�ls. Th�s var�ed work, tackled as �t was w�th all the
ardour of suffer�ng amb�t�on, soon robbed Jul�en of that fresh



complex�on wh�ch he had brought from the prov�nces. H�s pallor
const�tuted one of h�s mer�ts �n the eyes of h�s comrades, the young
sem�nar�st; he found them much less mal�c�ous, much less ready to
bow down to a s�lver crown than those of Besançon; they thought he
was consumpt�ve. The marqu�s had g�ven h�m a horse.
Jul�en fear�ng that he m�ght meet people dur�ng h�s r�des on
horseback, had g�ven out that th�s exerc�se had been prescr�bed by
the doctors. The abbé P�rard had taken h�m �nto several Jansen�st
Soc�et�es. Jul�en was aston�shed; the �dea of rel�g�on was
�nd�ssolubly connected �n h�s m�nd w�th the �deas of hypocr�sy and
covetousness. He adm�red those austere p�ous men who never gave
a thought to the�r �ncome. Several Jansen�sts became fr�endly w�th
h�m and would g�ve h�m adv�ce. A new world opened before h�m. At
the Jansen�sts he got to know a comte Altam�ra, who was nearly s�x
feet h�gh, was a L�beral, a bel�ever, and had been condemned to
death �n h�s own country. He was struck by the strange contrast of
devoutness and love of l�berty.
Jul�en's relat�ons w�th the young comte had become cool. Norbert
had thought that he answered the jokes of h�s fr�ends w�th too much
sharpness. Jul�en had comm�tted one or two breaches of soc�al
et�quette and vowed to h�mself that he would never speak to
mademo�selle Math�lde. They were always perfectly pol�te to h�m �n
the Hôtel de la Mole but he felt h�mself qu�te lost. H�s prov�nc�al
common sense expla�ned th�s result by the vulgar proverb Tout beau
tout nouveau.
He gradually came to have a l�ttle more penetrat�on than dur�ng h�s
f�rst days, or �t may have been that the f�rst glamour of Par�s�an
urban�ty had passed off. As soon as he left off work�ng, he fell a prey
to a mortal boredom. He was exper�enc�ng the w�ther�ng effects of
that adm�rable pol�teness so typ�cal of good soc�ety, wh�ch �s so
perfectly modulated to every degree of the soc�al h�erarchy.
No doubt the prov�nces can be reproached w�th a commonness and
lack of pol�sh �n the�r tone; but they show a certa�n amount of
pass�on, when they answer you. Jul�en's self-respect was never
wounded at the Hôtel de la Mole, but he often felt at the end of the



day as though he would l�ke to cry. A café-wa�ter �n the prov�nces w�ll
take an �nterest �n you �f you happen to have some acc�dent as you
enter h�s café, but �f th�s acc�dent has everyth�ng about �t wh�ch �s
d�sagreeable to your van�ty, he w�ll repeat ten t�mes �n success�on
the very word wh�ch tortures you, as he tells you how sorry he �s. At
Par�s they make a po�nt of laugh�ng �n secret, but you always rema�n
a stranger.
We pass �n s�lence over a number of l�ttle ep�sodes wh�ch would
have made Jul�en r�d�culous, �f he had not been to some extent
above r�d�cule. A fool�sh sens�b�l�ty resulted �n h�s comm�tt�ng
�nnumerable acts of bad taste. All h�s pleasures were precaut�ons; he
pract�ced p�stol shoot�ng every day, he was one of the prom�s�ng
pup�ls of the most famous maîtres d'armes. As soon as he had an
�nstant to h�mself, �nstead of employ�ng �t �n read�ng as he d�d before,
he would rush off to the r�d�ng school and ask for the most v�c�ous
horses. When he went out w�th the master of the r�d�ng school he
was almost �nvar�ably thrown.
The marqu�s found h�m conven�ent by reason of h�s pers�stent
�ndustry, h�s s�lence and h�s �ntell�gence, and gradually took h�m �nto
h�s conf�dence w�th regard to all h�s affa�rs, wh�ch were �n any way
d�ff�cult to unravel. The marqu�s was a sagac�ous bus�ness man on
all those occas�ons when h�s lofty amb�t�on gave h�m some resp�te;
hav�ng spec�al �nformat�on w�th�n h�s reach, he would speculate
successfully on the Exchange. He would buy mans�ons and forests;
but he would eas�ly lose h�s temper. He would g�ve away hundreds of
lou�s, and would go to law for a few hundred francs. R�ch men w�th a
lofty sp�r�t have recourse to bus�ness not so much for results as for
d�stract�on. The marqu�s needed a ch�ef of staff who would put all h�s
money affa�rs �nto clear and luc�d order. Madame de la Mole,
although of so even a character, somet�mes made fun of Jul�en.
Great lad�es have a horror of those unexpected �nc�dents wh�ch are
produced by a sens�t�ve character; they const�tute the oppos�te pole
of et�quette. On two or three occas�ons the marqu�s took h�s part. "If
he �s r�d�culous �n your salon, he tr�umphs �n h�s off�ce." Jul�en on h�s
s�de thought he had caught the marqu�se's secret. She de�gned to
man�fest an �nterest �n everyth�ng the m�nute the Baron de la



Joumate was announced. He was a cold �nd�v�dual w�th an
express�onless phys�ognomy. He was tall, th�n, ugly, very well
dressed, passed h�s l�fe �n h�s château, and generally speak�ng sa�d
noth�ng about anyth�ng. Such was h�s outlook on l�fe. Madame de la
Mole would have been happy for the f�rst t�me �n her l�fe �f she could
have made h�m her daughter's husband.

CHAPTER XXXVI

PRONUNCIATION

If fatu�ty �s pardonable �t �s �n one's f�rst youth, for �t �s then the
exaggerat�on of an am�able th�ng. It needs an a�r of love, ga�ety,
nonchalance. But fatu�ty coupled w�th self-�mportance; fatu�ty
w�th a solemn and self-suff�c�ent manner! Th�s extravagance of
stup�d�ty was reserved for the XIXth century. Such are the
persons who want to uncha�n the hydra of revolut�ons!—LE
JOHANNISBURG, Pamphlet.

Cons�der�ng that he was a new arr�val who was too d�sda�nful to put
any quest�ons, Jul�en d�d not fall �nto unduly great m�stakes. One day
when he was forced �nto a café �n the Rue St. Honoré by a sudden
shower, a b�g man �n a beaver coat, surpr�sed by h�s gloomy look,
looked at h�m �n return just as mademo�selle Amanda's lover had
done before at Besançon.
Jul�en had reproached h�mself too often for hav�ng endured the other
�nsult to put up w�th th�s stare. He asked for an explanat�on. The man
�n the ta�l-coat �mmed�ately addressed h�m �n the lowest and most
�nsult�ng language. All the people �n the café surrounded them. The
passers-by stopped before the door. Jul�en always carr�ed some l�ttle
p�stols as a matter of precaut�on. H�s hand was grasp�ng them



nervously �n h�s pocket. Nevertheless he behaved w�sely and
conf�ned h�mself to repeat�ng to h�s man "Mons�eur, your address, I
desp�se you."
The pers�stency �n wh�ch he kept repeat�ng these s�x words
eventually �mpressed the crowd.
"By Jove, the other who's talk�ng all to h�mself ought to g�ve h�m h�s
address," they excla�med. The man �n the ta�l-coat hear�ng th�s
repeated several t�mes, flung f�ve or s�x cards �n Jul�en's face.
Fortunately none of them h�t h�m �n the face; he had mentally
resolved not to use h�s p�stols except �n the event of h�s be�ng h�t.
The man went away, though not w�thout turn�ng round from t�me to
t�me to shake h�s f�st and hurl �nsults at h�m.
Jul�en was bathed �n sweat. "So," he sa�d angr�ly to h�mself, "the
meanest of mank�nd has �t �n h�s power to affect me as much as th�s.
How am I to k�ll so hum�l�at�ng a sens�t�veness?"
Where was he to f�nd a second? He d�d not have a s�ngle fr�end. He
had several acqua�ntances, but they all regularly left h�m after s�x
weeks of soc�al �ntercourse. "I am unsoc�able," he thought, and "I am
now cruelly pun�shed for �t." F�nally �t occurred to h�m to rout out an
old l�eutenant of the 96th, named L�év�n, a poor dev�l w�th whom he
often used to fence. Jul�en was frank w�th h�m.
"I am qu�te w�ll�ng to be your second," sa�d L�év�n, "but on one
cond�t�on. If you fa�l to wound your man you w�ll f�ght w�th me stra�ght
away."
"Agreed," sa�d Jul�en qu�te del�ghted; and they went to f�nd M. de
Beauvo�s�s at the address �nd�cated on h�s card at the end of the
Faubourg Sa�nt Germa�n.
It was seven o'clock �n the morn�ng. It was only when he was be�ng
ushered �n, that Jul�en thought that �t m�ght qu�te well be the young
relat�on of Madame de Rênal, who had once been employed at the
Rome or Naples Embassy, and who had g�ven the s�nger Geron�mo
a letter of �ntroduct�on.



Jul�en gave one of the cards wh�ch had been flung at h�m the
prev�ous even�ng together w�th one of h�s own to a tall valet.
He and h�s second were kept wa�t�ng for a good three-quarters of an
hour. Eventually they were ushered �n to a elegantly furn�shed
apartment. They found there a tall young man who was dressed l�ke
a doll. H�s features presented the perfect�on and the lack of
express�on of Greek beauty. H�s head, wh�ch was remarkably
stra�ght, had the f�nest blonde ha�r. It was dressed w�th great care
and not a s�ngle ha�r was out of place.
"It was to have h�s ha�r done l�ke th�s, that �s why th�s damned fop
has kept us wa�t�ng," thought the l�eutenant of the 96th. The
var�egated dress�ng gown, the morn�ng trousers, everyth�ng down to
the embro�dered sl�ppers was correct. He was marvellously well-
groomed. H�s blank and ar�stocrat�c phys�ognomy betokened rare
and orthodox �deas; the �deal of a Mettern�ch�an d�plomat�st.
Napoleon as well d�d not l�ke to have �n h�s entourage off�cers who
thought.
Jul�en, to whom h�s l�eutenant of the 96th had expla�ned, that
keep�ng h�m wa�t�ng was an add�t�onal �nsult after hav�ng thrown h�s
card so rudely �n h�s face, entered brusquely M. de Beauvo�s�s'
room. He �ntended to be �nsolent, but at the same t�me to exh�b�t
good form.
Jul�en was so aston�shed by the n�ceness of M. de Beauvo�s�s'
manners and by the comb�nat�on of formal�ty, self-�mportance, and
self-sat�sfact�on �n h�s demeanour, by the adm�rable elegance of
everyth�ng that surrounded h�m, that he abandoned �mmed�ately all
�dea of be�ng �nsolent. It was not h�s man of the day before. H�s
aston�shment was so great at meet�ng so d�st�ngu�shed a person,
�nstead of the rude creature whom he was look�ng for, that he could
not f�nd a s�ngle word to say. He presented one of the cards wh�ch
had been thrown at h�m.
"That's my name," sa�d the young d�plomat, not at all �mpressed by
Jul�en's black su�t at seven o'clock �n the morn�ng, "but I do not
understand the honour."



H�s manner of pronounc�ng these last words rev�ved a l�ttle of
Jul�en's bad temper.
"I have come to f�ght you, mons�eur," and he expla�ned �n a few
words the whole matter.
M. Charles de Beauvo�s�s, after mature reflect�on, was fa�rly sat�sf�ed
w�th the cut of Jul�en's black su�t.
"It comes from Staub, that's clear," he sa�d to h�mself, as he heard
h�m speak. "That wa�stcoat �s �n good taste. Those boots are all r�ght,
but on the other hand just th�nk of wear�ng a black su�t �n the early
morn�ng! It must be to have a better chance of not be�ng h�t," sa�d
the cheval�er de Beauvo�s�s to h�mself.
After he had g�ven h�mself th�s explanat�on he became aga�n
perfectly pol�te to Jul�en, and almost treated h�m as an equal. The
conversat�on was fa�rly lengthy, for the matter was a del�cate one,
but eventually Jul�en could not refuse to acknowledge the actual
facts. The perfectly mannered young man before h�m d�d not bear
any resemblance to the vulgar fellow who had �nsulted h�m the
prev�ous day.
Jul�en felt an �nv�nc�ble repugnance towards h�m. He noted the self-
suff�c�ency of the cheval�er de Beauvo�s�s, for that was the name by
wh�ch he had referred to h�mself, shocked as he was when Jul�en
called h�m s�mply "Mons�eur."
He adm�red h�s grav�ty wh�ch, though t�nged w�th a certa�n modest
fatu�ty, he never abandoned for a s�ngle moment. He was aston�shed
at h�s s�ngular manner of mov�ng h�s tongue as he pronounced h�s
words, but after all, th�s d�d not present the sl�ghtest excuse for
p�ck�ng a quarrel.
The young d�plomat�st very grac�ously offered to f�ght, but the ex-
l�eutenant of the 96th, who had been s�tt�ng down for an hour w�th h�s
legs w�de apart, h�s hands on h�s th�gh, and h�s elbows stuck out,
dec�ded that h�s fr�end, mons�eur de Sorel, was not the k�nd to go
and p�ck a quarrel w�th a man because someone else had stolen that
man's v�s�t�ng cards.



Jul�en went out �n a very bad temper. The cheval�er de Beauvo�s�s'
carr�age was wa�t�ng for h�m �n the courtyard before the steps. By
chance Jul�en ra�sed h�s eyes and recogn�sed �n the coachman h�s
man of the day before.
See�ng h�m, catch�ng hold of h�m by h�s b�g jacket, tumbl�ng h�m
down from h�s seat, and horse-wh�pp�ng h�m thoroughly took
scarcely a moment.
Two lackeys tr�ed to defend the�r comrade. Jul�en rece�ved some
blows from the�r f�sts. At the same moment, he cocked one of h�s
l�ttle p�stols and f�red on them. They took to fl�ght. All th�s took about
a m�nute.
The cheval�er de Beauvo�s�s descended the sta�rcase w�th the most
pleas�ng grav�ty, repeat�ng w�th h�s lordly pronunc�at�on, "What �s th�s,
what �s th�s." He was man�festly very cur�ous, but h�s d�plomat�c
�mportance would not allow h�m to ev�nce any greater �nterest.
When he knew what �t was all about, a certa�n haught�ness tr�ed to
assert �tself �n that express�on of sl�ghtly playful nonchalance wh�ch
should never leave a d�plomat�st's face.
The l�eutenant of the 96th began to real�se that M. de Beauvo�s�s
was anx�ous to f�ght. He was also d�plomat�c enough to w�sh to
reserve for h�s fr�end the advantage of tak�ng the �n�t�at�ve.
"Th�s t�me," he excla�med, "there �s ground for duel."
"I th�nk there's enough," answered the d�plomat.
"Turn that rascal out," he sa�d to h�s lackeys. "Let someone else get
up."
The door of the carr�age was open. The cheval�er �ns�sted on do�ng
the honours to Jul�en and h�s fr�end. They sent for a fr�end of M. de
Beauvo�s�s, who chose them a qu�et place. The conversat�on on the�r
way went as a matter of fact very well �ndeed. The only extraord�nary
feature was the d�plomat�st �n a dress�ng-gown.
"These gentlemen, although very noble, are by no means as bor�ng,"
thought Jul�en, "as the people who come and d�ne at M. de la Mole's,
and I can see why," he added a moment afterwards. "They allow



themselves to be �ndecent." They talked about the dancers that the
publ�c had d�st�ngu�shed w�th �ts favour at the ballet presented the
n�ght before. The two gentlemen alluded to some sp�cy anecdotes of
wh�ch Jul�en and h�s second, the l�eutenant of the 96th, were
absolutely �gnorant.
Jul�en was not stup�d enough to pretend to know them. He
confessed h�s �gnorance w�th a good grace. Th�s frankness pleased
the cheval�er's fr�end. He told h�m these stor�es w�th the greatest
deta�l and extremely well.
One th�ng aston�shed Jul�en �nord�nately. The carr�age was pulled up
for a moment by an altar wh�ch was be�ng bu�lt �n the m�ddle of the
street for the process�on of Corpus Chr�st� Day. The two gentlemen
�ndulged �n the luxury of several jests. Accord�ng to them, the curé
was the son of an archb�shop. Such a joke would never have been
heard �n the house of M. de la Mole, who was try�ng to be made a
duke. The duel was over �n a m�nute. Jul�en got a ball �n h�s arm.
They bandaged �t w�th handkerch�efs wh�ch they wetted w�th brandy,
and the cheval�er de Beauvo�s�s requested Jul�en w�th great
pol�teness to allow h�m to take h�m home �n the same carr�age that
had brought h�m. When Jul�en gave the name of M. de la Mole's
hôtel, the young d�plomat and h�s fr�end exchanged looks. Jul�en's
f�acre was here, but they found these gentlemen's conversat�on
more enterta�n�ng than that of the good l�eutenant of the 96th.
"By Jove, so a duel �s only that," thought Jul�en. "What luck I found
that coachman aga�n. How unhappy I should have been �f I had had
to put up w�th that �nsult as well." The amus�ng conversat�on had
scarcely been �nterrupted. Jul�en real�sed that the affectat�on of
d�plomat�sts �s good for someth�ng.
"So ennu�," he sa�d h�mself, "�s not a necessary �nc�dent of
conversat�on among well-born people. These gentlemen make fun of
the Corpus Chr�st� process�on and dare to tell extremely obscene
anecdotes, and what �s more, w�th p�cturesque deta�ls. The only
th�ng they really lack �s the ab�l�ty to d�scuss pol�t�cs log�cally, and
that lack �s more than compensated by the�r graceful tone, and the



perfect aptness of the�r express�ons." Jul�en exper�enced a l�vely
�ncl�nat�on for them. "How happy I should be to see them often."
They had scarcely taken leave of each other before the cheval�er de
Beauvo�s�s had enqu�r�es made. They were not br�ll�ant.
He was very cur�ous to know h�s man. Could he decently pay a call
on h�m? The l�ttle �nformat�on he had succeeded �n obta�n�ng from
h�m was not of an encourag�ng character.
"Oh, th�s �s awful," he sa�d to h�s second. "I can't poss�bly own up to
hav�ng fought a duel w�th a mere secretary of M. de la Mole, s�mply
because my coachman stole my v�s�t�ng cards."
"There �s no doubt that all th�s may make you look r�d�culous."
That very even�ng the cheval�er de Beauvo�s�s and h�s fr�end sa�d
everywhere that th�s M. Sorel who was, moreover, qu�te a charm�ng
young man, was a natural son of an �nt�mate fr�end of the marqu�s de
la Mole. Th�s statement was read�ly accepted. Once �t was
establ�shed, the young d�plomat�st and fr�end de�gned to call several
t�mes on Jul�en dur�ng the fortn�ght. Jul�en owned to them that he
had only been to the Opera once �n h�s l�fe. "That �s awful," sa�d one,
"that �s the only place one does go to. Your f�rst v�s�t must be when
they are play�ng the 'Comte Ory.'"
The cheval�er de Beauvo�s�s �ntroduced h�m at the opera to the
famous s�nger Geron�mo, who was then enjoy�ng an �mmense
success.
Jul�en almost pa�d court to the cheval�er. H�s m�xture of self-respect,
myster�ous self-�mportance, and fatuous youthfulness fasc�nated
h�m. The cheval�er, for example, would stammer a l�ttle, s�mply
because he had the honour of see�ng frequently a very noble lord
who had th�s defect. Jul�en had never before found comb�ned �n one
and the same person the drollery wh�ch amuses, and those perfect
manners wh�ch should be the object of a poor prov�nc�al's �m�tat�on.
He was seen at the opera w�th the cheval�er de Beauvo�s�s. Th�s
assoc�at�on got h�m talked about.



"Well," sa�d M. de la Mole to h�m one day, "so here you are, the
natural son of a r�ch gentleman of Franche-Comté, an �nt�mate fr�end
of m�ne."
The marqu�s cut Jul�en short as he started to protest that he had not
�n any way contr�buted to obta�n�ng any credence for th�s rumour.
"M. de Beauvo�s�s d�d not fancy hav�ng fought a duel w�th the son of
a carpenter."
"I know �t, I know �t," sa�d M. de la Mole. "It �s my bus�ness now to
g�ve some cons�stency to th�s story wh�ch rather su�ts me. But I have
one favour to ask of you, wh�ch w�ll only cost you a bare half-hour of
your t�me. Go and watch every opera day at half-past eleven all the
people �n soc�ety com�ng out �n the vest�bule. I st�ll see you have
certa�n prov�nc�al manner�sms. You must r�d yourself of them.
Bes�des �t would do no harm to know, at any rate by s�ght, some of
the great personages to whom I may one day send you on a
comm�ss�on. Call �n at the box off�ce to get �dent�f�ed. Adm�ss�on has
been secured for you."

CHAPTER XXXVII

AN ATTACK OF GOUT

And I got advancement, not on my mer�t, but because my master
had the gout.—Bertolott�.

The reader �s perhaps surpr�sed by th�s free and almost fr�endly tone.
We had forgotten to say that the marqu�s had been conf�ned to h�s
house for s�x weeks by the gout.
Mademo�selle de la Mole and her mother were at Hyères near the
marqu�se's mother. The comte Norbert only saw h�s father at stray



moments. They got on very well, but had noth�ng to say to each
other. M. de la Mole, reduced to Jul�en's soc�ety, was aston�shed to
f�nd that he possessed �deas. He made h�m read the papers to h�m.
Soon the young secretary was competent to p�ck out the �nterest�ng
passages. There was a new paper wh�ch the marqu�s abhorred. He
had sworn never to read �t, and spoke about �t every day. Jul�en
laughed. In h�s �rr�tat�on aga�nst the present t�me, the marqu�s made
h�m read L�vy aloud. The �mprov�sed translat�on of the Lat�n text
amused h�m. The marqu�s sa�d one day �n that tone of excess�ve
pol�teness wh�ch frequently tr�ed Jul�en's pat�ence,
"Allow me to present you w�th a blue su�t, my dear Sorel. When you
f�nd �t conven�ent to wear �t and to come and see me, I shall look
upon you as the younger brother of the comte de Chaulnes, that �s to
say, the son of my fr�end the old Duke."
Jul�en d�d not qu�te gather what �t was all about, but he tr�ed a v�s�t �n
the blue su�t that very even�ng. The marqu�s treated h�m l�ke an
equal. Jul�en had a sp�r�t capable of apprec�at�ng true pol�teness, but
he had no �dea of nuances. Before th�s freak of the marqu�s's he
would have sworn that �t was �mposs�ble for h�m to have been
treated w�th more cons�derat�on. "What an adm�rable talent," sa�d
Jul�en to h�mself. When he got up to go, the marqu�s apolog�sed for
not be�ng able to accompany h�m by reason of h�s gout.
Jul�en was preoccup�ed by th�s strange �dea. "Perhaps he �s mak�ng
fun of me," he thought. He went to ask adv�ce of the abbé P�rard,
who be�ng less pol�te than the marqu�s, made no other answer
except to wh�stle and change the subject.
Jul�en presented h�mself to the marqu�s the next morn�ng �n h�s black
su�t, w�th h�s letter case and h�s letters for s�gnature. He was
rece�ved �n the old way, but when he wore the blue su�t that even�ng,
the marqu�s's tone was qu�te d�fferent, and absolutely as pol�te as on
the prev�ous day.
"As you are not exactly bored," sa�d the marqu�s to h�m, "by these
v�s�ts wh�ch you are k�nd enough to pay to a poor old man, you must
tell h�m about all the l�ttle �nc�dents of your l�fe, but you must be frank
and th�nk of noth�ng except narrat�ng them clearly and �n an amus�ng



way. For one must amuse oneself," cont�nued the marqu�s. "That's
the only real�ty �n l�fe. I can't have my l�fe saved �n a battle every day,
or get a present of a m�ll�on francs every day, but �f I had R�varol here
by my sofa he would r�d me every day of an hour of suffer�ng and
boredom. I saw a lot of h�m at Hamburg dur�ng the em�grat�on."
And the marqu�s told Jul�en the stor�es of R�varol and the �nhab�tants
of Hamburg who needed the comb�ned efforts of four �nd�v�duals to
understand an ep�gram. M. de la Mole, be�ng reduced to the soc�ety
of th�s l�ttle abbé, tr�ed to teach h�m. He put Jul�en's pr�de on �ts
mettle. As he was asked to speak the truth, Jul�en resolved to tell
everyth�ng, but to suppress two th�ngs, h�s fanat�cal adm�rat�on for
the name wh�ch �rr�tated the marqu�s, and that complete scept�c�sm,
wh�ch was not part�cularly appropr�ate to a prospect�ve curé. H�s l�ttle
affa�r w�th the cheval�er de Beauvo�s�s came �n very handy. The
marqu�s laughed t�ll the tears came �nto h�s eyes at the scene �n the
café �n the Rue St. Honoré w�th the coachman who had loaded h�m
w�th sord�d �nsults. The occas�on was marked by a complete
frankness between the marqu�s and the protégé.
M. de la Mole became �nterested �n th�s s�ngular character. At the
beg�nn�ng he had encouraged Jul�an's droll blunders �n order to
enjoy laugh�ng at them. Soon he found �t more �nterest�ng to correct
very gently th�s young man's false outlook on l�fe.
"All other prov�nc�als who come to Par�s adm�re everyth�ng," thought
the marqu�s. "Th�s one hates everyth�ng. They have too much
affectat�on; he has not affectat�on enough; and fools take h�m for a
fool."
The attack of gout was protracted by the great w�nter cold and lasted
some months.
"One gets qu�te attached to a f�ne span�el," thought the marqu�s.
"Why should I be so ashamed of be�ng attached to th�s l�ttle abbé?
He �s or�g�nal. I treat h�m as a son. Well, where's the bother? The
wh�m, �f �t lasts, w�ll cost me a d�amond and f�ve hundred lou�s �n my
w�ll." Once the marqu�s had real�sed h�s protégé's strength of
character, he entrusted h�m w�th some new bus�ness every day.



Jul�en not�ced w�th alarm that th�s great lord would often g�ve h�m
�ncons�stent orders w�th regard to the same matter.
That m�ght comprom�se h�m ser�ously. Jul�en now made a po�nt
whenever he worked w�th h�m, of br�ng�ng a reg�ster w�th h�m �n
wh�ch he wrote h�s �nstruct�ons wh�ch the marqu�s �n�t�alled. Jul�en
had now a clerk who would transcr�be the �nstruct�ons relat�ng to
each matter �n a separate book. Th�s book also conta�ned a copy of
all the letters.
Th�s �dea seemed at f�rst absolutely bor�ng and r�d�culous, but �n two
months the marqu�s apprec�ated �ts advantages. Jul�en suggested to
h�m that he should take a clerk out of a banker's who was to keep
proper book-keep�ng accounts of all the rece�pts and of all the
expenses of the estates wh�ch Jul�en had been charged to
adm�n�ster.
These measures so enl�ghtened the marqu�s as to h�s own affa�rs
that he could �ndulge the pleasure of undertak�ng two or three
speculat�ons w�thout the help of h�s nom�nee who always robbed
h�m.
"Take three thousand francs for yourself," he sa�d one day to h�s
young steward.
"Mons�eur, I should lay myself open to calumny."
"What do you want then?" retorted the marqu�s �rr�tably.
"Perhaps you w�ll be k�nd enough to make out a statement of
account and enter �t �n your own hand �n the book. That order w�ll
g�ve me a sum of 3,000 francs. Bes�des �t's M. the abbé P�rard who
had the �dea of all th�s exactness �n accounts." The marqu�s wrote
out h�s �nstruct�ons �n the reg�ster w�th the bored a�r of the Marqu�s
de Moncade l�sten�ng to the accounts of h�s steward M. Po�sson.
Bus�ness was never talked when Jul�en appeared �n the even�ng �n
h�s blue su�t. The k�ndness of the marqu�s was so flatter�ng to the
self-respect of our hero, wh�ch was always morb�dly sens�t�ve, that �n
sp�te of h�mself, he soon came to feel a k�nd of attachment for th�s
n�ce old man. It �s not that Jul�en was a man of sens�b�l�ty as the
phrase �s understood at Par�s, but he was not a monster, and no one



s�nce the death of the old major had talked to h�m w�th so much
k�ndness. He observed that the marqu�s showed a pol�teness and
cons�derat�on for h�s own personal feel�ngs wh�ch he had never
found �n the old surgeon. He now real�sed that the surgeon was
much prouder of h�s cross than was the marqu�s of h�s blue r�bbon.
The marqu�s's father had been a great lord.
One day, at the end of a morn�ng aud�ence for the transact�on of
bus�ness, when the black su�t was worn, Jul�en happened to amuse
the marqu�s who kept h�m for a couple of hours, and �ns�sted on
g�v�ng h�m some banknotes wh�ch h�s nom�nee had just brought from
the house.
"I hope M. le Marqu�s, that I am not dev�at�ng from the profound
respect wh�ch I owe you, �f I beg you to allow me to say a word."
"Speak, my fr�end."
"M. le Marqu�s w�ll de�gn to allow me to refuse th�s g�ft. It �s not meant
for the man �n the black su�t, and �t would completely spo�l those
manners wh�ch you have k�ndly put up w�th �n the man �n the blue
su�t." He saluted w�th much respect and went out w�thout look�ng at
h�s employer.
Th�s �nc�dent amused the marqu�s. He told �t �n the even�ng to the
abbé P�rard.
"I must confess one th�ng to you, my dear abbé. I know Jul�en's b�rth,
and I author�se you not to regard th�s conf�dence as a secret."
H�s conduct th�s morn�ng �s noble, thought the marqu�s, so I w�ll
ennoble h�m myself.
Some t�me afterwards the marqu�s was able to go out.
"Go and pass a couple of months at London," he sa�d to Jul�en.
"Ord�nary and spec�al cour�ers w�ll br�ng you the letters I have
rece�ved, together w�th my notes. You w�ll wr�te out the answers and
send them back to me, putt�ng each letter �ns�de the answer. I have
ascerta�ned that the delay w�ll be no more than f�ve days."
As he took the post down the Cala�s route, Jul�en was aston�shed at
the tr�v�al�ty of the alleged bus�ness on wh�ch he had been sent.



We w�ll say noth�ng about the feel�ng of hate and almost horror w�th
wh�ch he touched Engl�sh so�l. H�s mad pass�on for Bonaparte �s
already known. He saw �n every off�cer a S�r Hudson Low, �n every
great noble a Lord Bathurst, order�ng the �nfam�es of St. Helena and
be�ng recompensed by s�x years of off�ce.
At London he really got to know the mean�ng of subl�me fatu�ty. He
had struck up a fr�endsh�p w�th some young Russ�an nobles who
�n�t�ated h�m.
"Your future �s assured, my dear Sorel," they sa�d to h�m. "You
naturally have that cold demeanour, a thousand leagues away from
the sensat�on one has at the moment, that we have been mak�ng
such efforts to acqu�re."
"You have not understood your century," sa�d the Pr�nce Korasoff to
h�m. "Always do the oppos�te of what �s expected of you. On my
honour there you have the sole rel�g�on of the per�od. Don't be
fool�sh or affected, for then foll�es and affectat�ons w�ll be expected of
you, and the max�m w�ll not longer prove true."
Jul�en covered h�mself w�th glory one day �n the Salon of the Duke of
F�tz-Folke who had �nv�ted h�m to d�nner together w�th the Pr�nce
Korasoff. They wa�ted for an hour. The way �n wh�ch Jul�en
conducted h�mself �n the m�ddle of twenty people who were wa�t�ng �s
st�ll quoted as a precedent among the young secretar�es of the
London Embassy. H�s demeanour was un�mpeachable.
In sp�te of h�s fr�ends, the dand�es, he made a po�nt of see�ng the
celebrated Ph�l�p Vane, the one ph�losopher that England has had
s�nce Locke. He found h�m f�n�sh�ng h�s seventh year �n pr�son. The
ar�stocracy doesn't joke �n th�s country, thought Jul�en. Moreover
Vane �s d�sgraced, calumn�ated, etc.
Jul�en found h�m �n cheery sp�r�ts. The rage of the ar�stocracy
prevented h�m from be�ng bored. "There's the only merry man I've
seen �n England," thought Jul�en to h�mself, as he left the pr�son.
"The �dea wh�ch tyrants f�nd most useful �s the �dea of God," Vane
had sa�d to h�m.
We suppress the rest of the system as be�ng cyn�cal.



"What amus�ng not�on do you br�ng me from England?" sa�d M. la
Mole to h�m on h�s return. He was s�lent. "What not�on do you br�ng
me, amus�ng or otherw�se?" repeated the marqu�s sharply.
"In the f�rst place," sa�d Jul�en, "The sanest Engl�shman �s mad one
hour every day. He �s v�s�ted by the Demon of Su�c�de who �s the
local God.
"In the second place, �ntellect and gen�us lose twenty-f�ve per cent.
of the�r value when they d�sembark �n England.
"In the th�rd place, noth�ng �n the world �s so beaut�ful, so adm�rable,
so touch�ng, as the Engl�sh landscapes."
"Now �t �s my turn," sa�d the marqu�s.
"In the f�rst place, why do you go and say at the ball at the Russ�an
Ambassador's that there were three hundred thousand young men of
twenty �n France who pass�onately des�re war? Do you th�nk that �s
n�ce for the k�ngs?"
"One doesn't know what to do when talk�ng to great d�plomats," sa�d
Jul�en. "They have a man�a for start�ng ser�ous d�scuss�ons. If one
conf�nes oneself to the commonplaces of the papers, one �s taken for
a fool. If one �ndulges �n some or�g�nal truth, they are aston�shed and
at a loss for an answer, and get you �nformed by the f�rst Secretary of
the Embassy at seven o'clock next day that your conduct has been
unbecom�ng."
"Not bad," sa�d the marqu�s laugh�ng. "Anyway I w�ll wager Mons�eur
Deep-one that you have not guessed what you went to do �n
England."
"Pardon me," answered Jul�en. "I went there to d�ne once a week
w�th the k�ng's ambassador, who �s the most pol�te of men."
"You went to fetch th�s cross you see here," sa�d the marqu�s to h�m.
"I do not want to make you leave off your black su�t, and I have got
accustomed to the more amus�ng tone I have assumed w�th the man
who wears the blue su�t. So understand th�s unt�l further orders.
When I see th�s cross, you w�ll be my fr�end, the Duke of Chaulne's
younger son, who has been employed �n the d�plomat�c serv�ce the



last s�x months w�thout hav�ng any �dea of �t. Observe," added the
marqu�s very ser�ously, cutt�ng short all man�festat�ons of thanks,
"that I do not want you to forget your place. That �s always a m�stake
and a m�sfortune both for patron and for dependent. When my
lawsu�ts bore you, or when you no longer su�t me, I w�ll ask a good
l�v�ng l�ke that of our good fr�end the abbé P�rard's for you, and
noth�ng more," added the marqu�s dryly. Th�s put Jul�en's pr�de at �ts
ease. He talked much more. He d�d not so frequently th�nk h�mself
�nsulted and a�med at by those phrases wh�ch are suscept�ble of
some �nterpretat�on wh�ch �s scarcely pol�te, and wh�ch anybody may
g�ve utterance to �n the course of an an�mated conversat�on.
Th�s cross earned h�m a s�ngular v�s�t. It was that of the baron de
Valenod, who came to Par�s to thank the M�n�ster for h�s barony, and
arr�ve at an understand�ng w�th h�m. He was go�ng to be nom�nated
mayor of Verr�ères, and to supersede M. de Rênal.
Jul�en d�d not fa�l to sm�le to h�mself when M. Valenod gave h�m to
understand that they had just found out that M. de Rênal was a
Jacob�n. The fact was that the new baron was the m�n�ster�al
cand�date at the elect�on for wh�ch they were all gett�ng ready, and
that �t was M. de Rênal who was the L�beral cand�date at the great
electoral college of the department, wh�ch was, �n fact, very ultra.
It was �n va�n that Jul�en tr�ed to learn someth�ng about madame de
Rênal. The baron seemed to remember the�r former r�valry, and was
�mpenetrable. He concluded by canvass�ng Jul�en for h�s father's
vote at the elect�on wh�ch was go�ng to take place. Jul�en prom�sed
to wr�te.
"You ought, mons�eur le Cheval�er, to present me to M. the marqu�s
de la Mole."
"I ought, as a matter of fact," thought Jul�en. "But a rascal l�ke that!"
"As a matter of fact," he answered, "I am too small a personage �n
the Hôtel de la Mole to take �t upon myself to �ntroduce anyone."
Jul�en told the marqu�s everyth�ng. In the even�ng he descr�bed
Valenod's pretens�ons, as well as h�s deeds and feats s�nce 1814.



"Not only w�ll you present the new baron to me," repl�ed de la Mole,
very ser�ously, "but I w�ll �nv�te h�m to d�nner for the day after to-
morrow. He w�ll be one of our new prefects."
"If that �s the case, I ask for my father the post of d�rector of the
workhouse," answered Jul�en, coldly.
"W�th pleasure," answered the marqu�s ga�ly. "It shall be granted. I
was expect�ng a lecture. You are gett�ng on."
M. de Valenod �nformed Jul�en that the manager of the lottery off�ce
at Verr�ères had just d�ed. Jul�en thought �t humorous to g�ve that
place to M. de Chol�n, the old dotard whose pet�t�on he had once
p�cked up �n de la Mole's room. The marqu�s laughed heart�ly at the
pet�t�on, wh�ch Jul�en rec�ted as he made h�m s�gn the letter wh�ch
requested that appo�ntment of the m�n�ster of f�nance.
M. de Chol�n had scarcely been nom�nated, when Jul�en learnt that
that post had been asked by the department for the celebrated
geometr�c�an, mons�eur Gros. That generous man had an �ncome of
only 1400 francs, and every year had lent 600 to the late manager
who had just d�ed, to help h�m br�ng up h�s fam�ly.
Jul�en was aston�shed at what he had done.
"That's noth�ng," he sa�d to h�mself. "It w�ll be necessary to comm�t
several other �njust�ces �f I mean to get on, and also to conceal them
beneath pretty, sent�mental speeches. Poor mons�eur Gros! It �s he
who deserves the cross. It �s I who have �t, and I ought to conform to
the sp�r�t of the Government wh�ch g�ves �t me."

CHAPTER XXXVIII

WHAT IS THE DECORATION WHICH CONFERS
DISTINCTION?



"Thy water refreshes me not," sa�d the transformed
gen�e.
"'T�s nevertheless the freshest well �n all D�ar-
Bék�r"—Pell�co.

One day Jul�en had just returned from the charm�ng estate of
V�llequ�er on the banks of the Se�ne, wh�ch was the espec�al subject
of M. de la Mole's �nterest because �t was the only one of all h�s
propert�es wh�ch had belonged to the celebrated Bon�face de la
Mole.
He found the marqu�se and her daughter, who had just come back
from Hyères, �n the hotel. Jul�en was a dandy now, and understood
the art of Par�s l�fe. He man�fested a perfect coldness towards
mademo�selle de la Mole. He seemed to have reta�ned no
recollect�on of the day when she had asked h�m so ga�ly for deta�ls of
h�s fall from h�s horse.
Mademo�selle de la Mole thought that he had grown taller and paler.
There was no longer anyth�ng of the prov�nc�al �n h�s f�gure or h�s
appearance. It was not so w�th h�s conversat�on. Too much of the
ser�ous and too much of the pos�t�ve element were st�ll not�ceable. In
sp�te of these sober qual�t�es, h�s conversat�on, thanks to h�s pr�de,
was dest�tute of any trace of the subord�nate. One s�mply felt that
there were st�ll too many th�ngs wh�ch he took ser�ously. But one saw
that he was the k�nd of man to st�ck to h�s guns.
"He lacks l�ghtness of touch, but not bra�ns," sa�d mademo�selle de la
Mole to her father, as she rall�ed h�m on the cross that he had g�ven
Jul�en. "My brother has been ask�ng you for �t for s�xteen months,
and he �s a La Mole."
"Yes, but Jul�en has surpr�ses, and that's what the de la Mole, whom
you were referr�ng to, has never been gu�lty of."
M. the duc de Retz was announced.
Math�lde felt herself se�zed by an �rres�st�ble attack of yawn�ng. She
knew so well the old g�ld�ngs and the old hab�tués of her father's



salon. She conjured up an absolutely bor�ng p�cture of the l�fe wh�ch
she was go�ng to take up at Par�s, and yet, when at Hyères, she had
regretted Par�s.
"And yet I am n�neteen," she thought. "That's the age of happ�ness,
say all those g�lt-edged n�nn�es."
She looked at e�ght or ten new volumes of poetry wh�ch had
accumulated on the table �n the salon dur�ng her journey �n
Provence. She had the m�sfortune to have more bra�ns than M.M. de
Cro�sno�s, de Caylus, de Luz, and her other fr�ends. She ant�c�pated
all that they were go�ng to tell her about the f�ne sky of Provence,
poetry, the South, etc., etc.
These f�ne eyes, wh�ch were the home of the deepest ennu�, and
worse st�ll, of the despa�r of ever f�nd�ng pleasure, l�ngered on Jul�en.
At any rate, he was not exactly l�ke the others.
"Mons�eur Sorel," she sa�d, �n that short, sharp vo�ce, dest�tute of all
fem�n�n�ty, wh�ch �s so frequent among young women of the upper
class.
"Mons�eur Sorel, are you com�ng to-n�ght to M. de Retz's ball?"
"Mademo�selle, I have not had the honour of be�ng presented to M.
the duke." (One would have sa�d that these words and that t�tle
seared the mouth of the proud prov�nc�al).
"He asked my brother to take you there, and �f you go, you could tell
me some deta�ls about the V�llequ�er estate. We are th�nk�ng of go�ng
there �n the spr�ng, and I would l�ke to know �f the château �s
hab�table, and �f the ne�ghbour�ng places are as pretty as they say.
There are so many unmer�ted reputat�ons."
Jul�en d�d not answer.
"Come to the ball w�th my brother," she added, very dryly. Jul�en
bowed respectfully.
"So I owe my due to the members of the fam�ly, even �n the m�ddle of
a ball. Am I not pa�d to be the�r bus�ness man?" H�s bad temper
added, "God knows, moreover, �f what I tell the daughter w�ll not put
out the plans of the father, brother, and mother. It �s just l�ke the court



of a sovere�gn pr�nce. You have to be absolutely negat�ve, and yet
g�ve no one any r�ght to compla�n."
"How that b�g g�rl d�spleases me!" he thought, as he watched the
walk of Mademo�selle de la Mole, whom her mother had called to
present to several women fr�ends of hers. She exaggerates all the
fash�ons. Her dress almost falls down to her shoulders, she �s even
paler than before she went away. How nondescr�pt her ha�r has
grown as the result of be�ng blonde! You would say that the l�ght
passed through �t.
What a haughty way of bow�ng and of look�ng at you! What queenly
gestures! Mademo�selle de la Mole had just called her brother at the
moment when he was leav�ng the salon.
The comte de Norbert approached Jul�en.
"My dear Sorel," he sa�d to h�m. "Where would you l�ke me to p�ck
you up to-n�ght for Mons�eur's ball. He expressly asked me to br�ng
you."
"I know well whom I have to thank for so much k�ndness," answered
Jul�en bow�ng to the ground.
H�s bad temper, be�ng unable to f�nd anyth�ng to lay hold of �n the
pol�te and almost sympathet�c tone �n wh�ch Norbert had spoken to
h�m, set �tself to work on the answer he had made to that courteous
�nv�tat�on. He detected �n �t a trace of subserv�ence.
When he arr�ved at the ball �n the even�ng, he was struck w�th the
magn�f�cence of the Hôtel de Retz. The courtyard at the entrance
was covered w�th an �mmense tent of cr�mson w�th golden stars.
Noth�ng could have been more elegant. Beyond the tent, the court
had been transformed �nto a wood of orange trees and of p�nk
laurels �n full flower. As they had been careful to bury the vases
suff�c�ently deep, the laurel trees and the orange trees appeared to
come stra�ght out of the ground. The road wh�ch the carr�ages
traversed was sanded.
All th�s seemed extraord�nary to our prov�nc�al. He had never had
any �dea of such magn�f�cence. In a s�ngle �nstant h�s thr�lled
�mag�nat�on had left h�s bad temper a thousand leagues beh�nd. In



the carr�age on the�r way to the ball Norbert had been happy, wh�le
he saw everyth�ng �n black colours. They had scarcely entered the
courtyard before the rôles changed.
Norbert was only struck by a few deta�ls wh�ch, �n the m�dst of all that
magn�f�cence, had not been able to be attended to. He calculated the
expense of each �tem, and Jul�en remarked that the nearer he got to
a sum total, the more jealous and bad-tempered he appeared.
As for h�mself, he was fasc�nated and full of adm�rat�on when he
reached the f�rst of the salons where they were danc�ng. H�s emot�on
was so great that �t almost made h�m nervous. There was a crush at
the door of the second salon, and the crowd was so great that he
found �t �mposs�ble to advance. The decorat�ons of the second salon
presented the Alhambra of Grenada.
"That's the queen of the ball one must adm�t," sa�d a young man w�th
a moustache whose shoulder stuck �nto Jul�en's chest.
"Mademo�selle Formant who has been the prett�est all the w�nter,
real�ses that she w�ll have to go down to the second place. See how
strange she looks."
"In truth she �s stra�n�ng every nerve to please. Just look at that
grac�ous sm�le now that she �s do�ng the f�gure �n that quadr�lle all
alone. On my honour �t �s un�que."
"Mademo�selle de la Mole looks as �f she controlled the pleasure
wh�ch she der�ves from her tr�umph, of wh�ch she �s perfectly
consc�ous. One m�ght say that she fears to please anyone who talks
to her."
"Very good. That �s the art of allur�ng."
Jul�en va�nly endeavoured to catch s�ght of the allur�ng woman.
Seven or e�ght men who were taller than he prevented h�m from
see�ng her.
"There �s qu�te a lot of coquetry �n that noble reserve," sa�d the
young man w�th a moustache.
"And �n those b�g blue eyes, wh�ch are lowered so slowly when one
would th�nk they were on the po�nt of betray�ng themselves,"



answered h�s ne�ghbour. "On my fa�th, noth�ng could be cleverer."
"See the pretty Formant look�ng qu�te common next to her," sa�d the
f�rst.
"That a�r of reserve means how much sweetness would I spend on
you �f you were the man who was worthy of me."
"And who could be worthy of the subl�me Math�lde," sa�d the f�rst
man. "Some sovere�gn pr�nce, handsome, w�tty, well-made, a hero �n
war, and twenty years old at the most."
"The natural son of the Emperor of Russ�a ... who would be made a
sovere�gn �n honour of h�s marr�age, or qu�te s�mply the comte de
Thaler, who looks l�ke a dressed-up peasant."
The door was free, and Jul�en could go �n.
"S�nce these puppets cons�der her so remarkable, �t �s worth wh�le
for me to study her," he thought. "I shall then understand what these
people regard as perfect�on."
As h�s eyes were try�ng to f�nd her, Math�lde looked at h�m. "My duty
calls me," sa�d Jul�en to h�mself. But �t was only h�s express�on wh�ch
was bad-humoured.
H�s cur�os�ty made h�m advance w�th a pleasure wh�ch the extremely
low cut dress on Math�lde's shoulder very qu�ckly accentuated, �n a
manner wh�ch was scarcely flatter�ng for h�s own self-respect. "Her
beauty has youth," he thought. F�ve or s�x people, whom Jul�en
recogn�sed as those who had been speak�ng at the door were
between her and h�m.
"Now, Mons�eur, you have been here all the w�nter," she sa�d to h�m.
"Is �t not true that th�s �s the f�nest ball of the season."
He d�d not answer.
"Th�s quadr�lle of Coulon's str�kes me as adm�rable, and those lad�es
dance �t perfectly." The young men turned round to see who was the
happy man, an answer from whom was pos�t�vely �ns�sted on. The
answer was not encourag�ng.



"I shall not be able to be a good judge, mademo�selle, I pass my l�fe
�n wr�t�ng. Th�s �s the f�rst ball of th�s magn�f�cence wh�ch I have ever
seen."
The young men w�th moustaches were scandal�sed.
"You are a w�se man, Mons�eur Sorel," came the answer w�th a more
marked �nterest. "You look upon all these balls, all these fest�v�t�es,
l�ke a ph�losopher, l�ke J. J. Rousseau. All these foll�es aston�sh
w�thout allur�ng you."
Jul�en's �mag�nat�on had just h�t upon an ep�gram wh�ch ban�shed all
�llus�ons from h�s m�nd. H�s mouth assumed the express�on of a
perhaps sl�ghtly exaggerated d�sda�n.
"J. J. Rousseau," he answered, "�s �n my v�ew only a fool when he
takes �t upon h�mself to cr�t�c�se soc�ety. He d�d not understand �t,
and he went �nto �t w�th the sp�r�t of a lackey who has r�sen above h�s
stat�on."
"He wrote the Contrat Soc�al," answered Math�lde reverently.
"Wh�le he preaches the Republ�c, and the overthrow of monarch�cal
d�gn�t�es, the parvenu was �ntox�cated w�th happ�ness �f a duke would
go out of h�s way after d�nner to one of h�s fr�ends."
"Oh yes, the Duke of Luxembourg at Montmorency, used to
accompany a Co�ndet from the ne�ghbourhood of Par�s," went on
Mademo�selle de la Mole, w�th all the pleasure and enthus�asm of
her f�rst flush of pedantry. She was �ntox�cated w�th her knowledge,
almost l�ke the academ�c�an who d�scovered the ex�stence of K�ng
Feretr�us.
Jul�en's look was st�ll penetrat�ng and severe. Math�lde had had a
moment's enthus�asm. Her partner's coldness d�sconcerted her
profoundly. She was all the more aston�shed, as �t was she who was
accustomed to produce that part�cular effect on others.
At th�s moment the marqu�s de Cro�seno�s was advanc�ng eagerly
towards mademo�selle de la Mole. He was for a moment three yards
away from her. He was unable to get closer because of the crowd.
He sm�led at the obstacle. The young marqu�se de Rouvray was



near her. She was a cous�n of Math�lde. She was g�v�ng her arm to
her husband who had only marr�ed her a fortn�ght ago. The marqu�s
de Rouvray, who was also very young, had all the love wh�ch se�zes
a man who, hav�ng contracted a marr�age of conven�ence exclus�vely
arranged by the notar�es, f�nds a person who �s �deally pretty. M. de
Rouvray would be a duke on the death of a very old uncle.
Wh�le the marqu�s de Cro�seno�s was struggl�ng to get through the
crowd, and sm�l�ng at Math�lde she f�xed her b�g d�v�nely blue eyes
on h�m and h�s ne�ghbours. "Could anyth�ng be flatter," she sa�d to
herself. "There �s Cro�seno�s who wants to marry me, he �s gentle
and pol�te, he has perfect manners l�ke M. de Rouvray. If they d�d not
bore, those gentlemen would be qu�te charm�ng. He too, would
accompany me to the ball w�th that smug l�m�ted express�on. One
year after the marr�age I shall have my carr�age, my horses, my
dresses, my château twenty leagues from Par�s. All th�s would be as
n�ce as poss�ble, and enough to make a Countess de Ro�v�lle, for
example, d�e of envy and afterwards—"
Math�lde bored herself �n ant�c�pat�on. The marqu�s de Cro�seno�s
managed to approach her and spoke to her, but she was dream�ng
and d�d not l�sten to h�m. The no�se of h�s words began to get m�xed
w�th the buzz of the ball. Her eye mechan�cally followed Jul�en who
had gone away, w�th an a�r wh�ch, though respectful, was yet proud
and d�scontented. She not�ced �n a corner far from the mov�ng
crowd, the comte Altam�ra who had been condemned to death �n h�s
own country and whom the reader knows already. One of h�s
relat�ves had marr�ed a Pr�nce de Cont� �n the re�gn of Lou�s XIV. Th�s
tor�cal fact was some protect�on aga�nst the pol�ce of the
congregat�on.
"I th�nk be�ng condemned to death �s the only real d�st�nct�on," sa�d
Math�lde. "It �s the only th�ng wh�ch cannot be bought."
"Why, that's an ep�gram, I just sa�d, what a p�ty �t d�d not come at a
moment when I could have reaped all the cred�t for �t." Math�lde had
too much taste to work �nto the conversat�on a prepared ep�gram but
at the same t�me she was too va�n not to be extremely pleased w�th
herself. A happy express�on succeeded the palpable boredom of her



face. The marqu�s de Cro�seno�s, who had never left off talk�ng, saw
a chance of success and waxed tw�ce as eloquent.
"What object�on could a cav�ller f�nd w�th my ep�gram," sa�d Math�lde
to herself. "I would answer my cr�t�c �n th�s way: The t�tle of baron or
v�comte �s to be bought; a cross, why �t �s a g�ft. My brother has just
got one. What has he done? A promot�on, why that can be obta�ned
by be�ng ten years �n a garr�son or have the m�n�ster of war for a
relat�ve, and you'll be a ch�ef of a squadron l�ke Norbert. A great
fortune! That's rather more d�ff�cult, and consequently more
mer�tor�ous. It �s really qu�te funny. It's the oppos�te of what the books
say. Well, to w�n a fortune why you marry M. Rothsch�ld's daughter.
Really my ep�gram �s qu�te deep. Be�ng condemned to death �s st�ll
the one pr�v�lege wh�ch one has never thought of canvass�ng."
"Do you know the comte Altam�ra," she sa�d to M. de Cro�seno�s.
Her thoughts seemed to have been so far away, and th�s quest�on
had so l�ttle connect�on w�th all that the poor marqu�s had been
say�ng for the last f�ve m�nutes, that h�s good temper was ruffled. He
was nevertheless a man of w�t and celebrated for be�ng so.
"Math�lde �s eccentr�c," he thought, "that's a nu�sance, but she w�ll
g�ve her husband such a f�ne soc�al pos�t�on. I don't know how the
marqu�s de la Mole manages. He �s connected w�th all that �s best �n
all part�es. He �s a man who �s bound to come out on top. And,
bes�des, th�s eccentr�c�ty of Math�lde's may pass for gen�us. Gen�us
when all�ed w�th good b�rth and a large fortune, so far from be�ng
r�d�culous, �s h�ghly d�st�ngu�shed. She has w�t, moreover, when she
wants to, that m�xture �n fact of bra�ns, character, and ready w�t
wh�ch const�tute perfect�on."
As �t �s d�ff�cult to do two th�ngs at the same t�me, the marqu�s
answered Math�lde w�th a vacant express�on as though he were
rec�t�ng a lesson.
"Who does not know that poor Altam�ra?" and he told her the h�story
of h�s consp�racy, abort�ve, r�d�culous and absurd.
"Very absurd," sa�d Math�lde as �f she were talk�ng to herself, "but he
has done someth�ng. I want to see a man; br�ng h�m to me," she sa�d



to the scandal�zed marqu�s.
Comte Altam�ra was one of the most avowed adm�rers of
mademo�selle de la Mole's haughty and �mpert�nent manner. In h�s
op�n�on she was one of the most beaut�ful persons �n Par�s.
"How f�ne she would be on a throne," he sa�d to M. de Cro�seno�s;
and made no demur at be�ng taken up to Math�lde.
There are a good number of people �n soc�ety who would l�ke to
establ�sh the fact that noth�ng �s �n such bad form as a consp�racy, �n
the n�neteenth century; �t smacks of Jacob�n�sm. And what could be
more sord�d than unsuccessful Jacob�n�sm.
Math�lde's express�on made fun a l�ttle of Altam�ra and M. de
Cro�seno�s, but she l�stened to h�m w�th pleasure.
"A consp�rator at a ball, what a pretty contrast," she thought. She
thought that th�s man w�th h�s black moustache looked l�ke a l�on at
rest, but she soon perce�ved that h�s m�nd had only one po�nt of
v�ew: ut�l�ty, adm�rat�on for ut�l�ty.
The young comte thought noth�ng worthy h�s attent�on except what
tended to g�ve h�s country two chamber government. He left
Math�lde, who was the prett�est person at the ball, w�th alacr�ty,
because he saw a Peruv�an general come �n. Despar�ng of Europe
such as M. de Mettern�ch had arranged �t, poor Altam�ra had been
reduced to th�nk�ng that when the States of South Amer�ca had
become strong and powerful they could restore to Europe the l�berty
wh�ch M�rabeau has g�ven �t.
A crowd of moustach�sed young men had approached Math�lde. She
real�zed that Altam�ra had not felt allured, and was p�qued by h�s
departure. She saw h�s black eye gleam as he talked to the Peruv�an
general. Mademo�selle de la Mole looked at the young Frenchmen
w�th that profound ser�ousness wh�ch none of her r�vals could �m�tate,
"wh�ch of them," she thought, "could get h�mself condemned to
death, even suppos�ng he had a favourable opportun�ty?"
Th�s s�ngular look flattered those who were not very �ntell�gent, but
d�sconcerted the others. They feared the d�scharge of some st�ng�ng
ep�gram that would be d�ff�cult to answer.



"Good b�rth vouchsafes a hundred qual�t�es whose absence would
offend me. I see as much �n the case of Jul�en," thought Math�lde,
"but �t w�thers up those qual�t�es of soul wh�ch make a man get
condemned to death."
At that moment some one was say�ng near her: "Comte Altam�ra �s
the second son of the Pr�nce of San Nazaro-P�mentel; �t was a
P�mentel who tr�ed to save Conrad�n, was beheaded �n 1268. It �s
one of the noblest fam�l�es �n Naples."
"So," sa�d Math�lde to herself, "what a pretty proof th�s �s of my
max�m, that good b�rth depr�ves a man of that force of character �n
default of wh�ch a man does not get condemned to death. I seem
doomed to reason falsely to-n�ght. S�nce I am only a woman l�ke any
other, well I must dance." She y�elded to the sol�c�tat�ons of M. de
Cro�seno�s who had been ask�ng for a gallop for the last hour. To
d�stract herself from her fa�lure �n ph�losophy, Math�lde made a po�nt
of be�ng perfectly fasc�nat�ng. M. de Cro�seno�s was enchanted. But
ne�ther the dance nor her w�sh to please one of the handsomest men
at court, nor anyth�ng at all, succeeded �n d�stract�ng Math�lde. She
could not poss�bly have been more of a success. She was the queen
of the ball. She coldly apprec�ated the fact.
"What a blank l�fe I shall pass w�th a person l�ke Cro�seno�s," she
sa�d to herself as he took her back to her place an hour afterwards.
"What pleasure do I get," she added sadly, "�f after an absence of s�x
months I f�nd myself at a ball wh�ch all the women of Par�s were mad
w�th jealousy to go to? And what �s more I am surrounded by the
homage of an �deally const�tuted c�rcle of soc�ety. The only bourgeo�s
are some peers and perhaps one or two Jul�ens. And yet," she
added w�th �ncreas�ng sadness, "what advantages has not fate
bestowed upon me! D�st�nct�on, fortune, youth, everyth�ng except
happ�ness. My most dub�ous advantages are the very ones they
have been speak�ng to me about all the even�ng. W�t, I bel�eve I have
�t, because I obv�ously fr�ghten everyone. If they venture to tackle a
ser�ous subject, they w�ll arr�ve after f�ve m�nutes of conversat�on and
as though they had made a great d�scovery at a conclus�on wh�ch we
have been repeat�ng to them for the last hour. I am beaut�ful, I have
that advantage for wh�ch madame de Stael would have sacr�f�ced



everyth�ng, and yet I'm dy�ng of boredom. Shall I have reason to be
less bored when I have changed my name for that of the marqu�s de
Cro�seno�s?
"My God though," she added, wh�le she almost felt as �f she would
l�ke to cry, "�sn't he really qu�te perfect? He's a paragon of the
educat�on of the age; you can't look at h�m w�thout h�s f�nd�ng
someth�ng charm�ng and even w�tty to say to you; he �s brave. But
that Sorel �s strange," she sa�d to herself, and the express�on of her
eyes changed from melancholy to anger. "I told h�m that I had
someth�ng to say to h�m and he hasn't de�gned to reappear."

CHAPTER XXXIX

THE BALL

The luxur�ous dresses, the gl�tter of the candles; all those pretty
arms and f�ne shoulders; the bouquets, the �ntox�cat�ng stra�ns
of Ross�n�, the pa�nt�ngs of C�cer�. I am bes�de myself.—
Journeys of User�.

"You are �n a bad temper," sa�d the marqu�se de la Mole to her; "let
me caut�on you, �t �s ungrac�ous at a ball."
"I only have a headache," answered Math�lde d�sda�nfully, "�t �s too
hot here."
At th�s moment the old Baron Tolly became �ll and fell down, as
though to just�fy mademo�selle de la Mole's remark. They were
obl�ged to carry h�m away. They talked about apoplexy. It was a
d�sagreeable �nc�dent.
Math�lde d�d not bother much about �t.



She made a po�nt of never look�ng at old men, or at anyone who had
the reputat�on of be�ng bad company.
She danced �n order to escape the conversat�on about the apoplexy,
wh�ch was not apoplexy �nasmuch as the baron put �n an
appearance the follow�ng day.
"But Sorel does not come," she sa�d to herself after she had danced.
She was almost look�ng round for h�m when she found h�m �n
another salon. Aston�sh�ng, but he seemed to have lost that
�mpass�ve coldness that was so natural to h�m; he no longer looked
Engl�sh.
"He �s talk�ng to comte Altam�ra who was sentenced to death," sa�d
Math�lde to herself. "H�s eye �s full of a sombre f�re; he looks l�ke a
pr�nce �n d�sgu�se; h�s haught�ness has become tw�ce as
pronounced."
Jul�en came back to where she was, st�ll talk�ng to Altam�ra. She
looked at Altam�ra f�xedly, study�ng h�s features �n order to trace
those lofty qual�t�es wh�ch can earn a man the honour of be�ng
condemned to death.
"Yes," he was say�ng to comte Altam�ra as he passed by her,
"Danton was a real man."
"Heavens can he be a Danton?" sa�d Math�lde to herself, "but he has
so noble a face, and that Danton was so horr�bly ugly, a butcher I
bel�eve." Jul�en was st�ll fa�rly near her. She d�d not hes�tate to call
h�m; she had the consc�ousness and the pr�de of putt�ng a quest�on
that was unusual for a young g�rl.
"Was not Danton a butcher?" she sa�d to h�m.
"Yes, �n the eyes of certa�n persons," Jul�en answered her w�th the
most th�nly d�sgu�sed express�on of contempt. H�s eyes were st�ll
ardent from h�s conversat�on w�th Altam�ra, "but unfortunately for the
people of good b�rth he was an advocate at Méry-sur-Se�ne, that �s
to say, mademo�selle," he added mal�c�ously, "he began l�ke many
peers whom I see here. It was true that Danton laboured under a
great d�sadvantage �n the eyes of beauty; he was ugly."



These last few words were spoken rap�dly �n an extraord�nary and
�ndeed very d�scourteous manner.
Jul�en wa�ted for a moment, lean�ng sl�ghtly forward and w�th an a�r
of proud hum�l�ty. He seemed to be say�ng, "I am pa�d to answer you
and I l�ve on my pay." He d�d not de�gn to look up at Math�lde. She
looked l�ke h�s slave w�th her f�ne eyes open abnormally w�de and
f�xed on h�m. F�nally as the s�lence cont�nued he looked at her, l�ke a
valet look�ng at h�s master to rece�ve orders. Although h�s eyes met
the full gaze of Math�lde wh�ch were f�xed on h�m all the t�me w�th a
strange express�on, he went away w�th a marked eagerness.
"To th�nk of a man who �s as handsome as he �s," sa�d Math�lde to
herself as she emerged from her rever�e, "pra�s�ng ugl�ness �n such a
way, he �s not l�ke Caylus or Cro�seno�s. Th�s Sorel has someth�ng
l�ke my father's look when he goes to a fancy dress ball as
Napoleon." She had completely forgotten Danton. "Yes, I am
dec�dedly bored to-n�ght." She took her brother's arm and to h�s
great d�sgust made h�m take her round the ball-room. The �dea
occurred to her of follow�ng the conversat�on between Jul�en and the
man who had been condemned to death.
The crowd was enormous. She managed to f�nd them, however, at
the moment when two yards �n front of her Altam�ra was go�ng near a
dumb-wa�ter to take an �ce. He was talk�ng to Jul�en w�th h�s body
half turned round. He saw an arm �n an embro�dered coat wh�ch was
tak�ng an �ce close by. The embro�dery seemed to attract h�s
attent�on. He turned round to look at the person to whom the arm
belonged. H�s noble and yet s�mple eyes �mmed�ately assumed a
sl�ghtly d�sda�nful express�on.
"You see that man," he sa�d to Jul�en �n a low vo�ce; "that �s the
Pr�nce of Aracel� Ambassador of ——. He asked M. de Nerval, your
M�n�ster for Fore�gn Affa�rs, for my extrad�t�on th�s morn�ng. See,
there he �s over there play�ng wh�st. Mons�eur de Nerval �s w�ll�ng
enough to g�ve me up, for we gave up two or three consp�rators to
you �n 1816. If I am g�ven up to my k�ng I shall be hanged �n twenty-
four hours. It w�ll be one of those handsome moustach�oed
gentlemen who w�ll arrest me."



"The wretches!" excla�med Jul�en half aloud.
Math�lde d�d not lose a syllable of the�r conversat�on. Her ennu� had
van�shed.
"They are not scoundrels," repl�ed Count Altam�ra. "I talk to you
about myself �n order to g�ve you a v�v�d �mpress�on. Look at the
Pr�nce of Aracel�. He casts h�s eyes on h�s golden fleece every f�ve
m�nutes; he cannot get over the pleasure of see�ng that decorat�on
on h�s breast. In real�ty the poor man �s really an anachron�sm. The
fleece was a s�gnal honour a hundred years ago, but he would have
been nowhere near �t �n those days. But nowadays, so far as people
of b�rth are concerned, you have to be an Aracel� to be del�ghted w�th
�t. He had a whole town hanged �n order to get �t."



"Is that the pr�ce he had to pay?" sa�d Jul�en anx�ously.
"Not exactly," answered Altam�ra coldly, "he probably had about th�rty
r�ch landed propr�etors �n h�s d�str�ct who had the reputat�on of be�ng
L�berals thrown �nto the r�ver."
"What a monster!" pursued Jul�en.
Mademo�selle de la Mole who was lean�ng her head forward w�th
keenest �nterest was so near h�m that her beaut�ful ha�r almost
touched h�s shoulder.
"You are very young," answered Altam�ra. "I was tell�ng you that I
had a marr�ed s�ster �n Provence. She �s st�ll pretty, good and gentle;
she �s an excellent mother, performs all her dut�es fa�thfully, �s p�ous
but not a b�got."
"What �s he dr�v�ng at?" thought mademo�selle de la Mole.
"She �s happy," cont�nued the comte Altam�ra; "she was so �n 1815. I
was then �n h�d�ng at her house on her estate near the Ant�bes. Well
the moment she learnt of marshall Ney's execut�on she began to
dance."
"Is �t poss�ble?" sa�d Jul�en, thunderstruck.
"It's party sp�r�t," repl�ed Altam�ra. "There are no longer any real
pass�ons �n the n�neteenth century: that's why one �s so bored �n
France. People comm�t acts of the greatest cruelty, but w�thout any
feel�ng of cruelty."
"So much the worse," sa�d Jul�en, "when one does comm�t a cr�me
one ought at least to take pleasure �n comm�tt�ng �t; that's the only
good th�ng they have about them and that's the only way �n wh�ch
they have the sl�ghtest just�f�cat�on."
Mademo�selle de la Mole had ent�rely forgotten what she owed to
herself and placed herself completely between Altam�ra and Jul�en.
Her brother, who was g�v�ng her h�s arm, and was accustomed to
obey her, was look�ng at another part of the room, and �n order to
keep h�mself �n countenance was pretend�ng to be stopped by the
crowd.



"You are r�ght," Altam�ra went on, "one takes pleasure �n noth�ng one
does, and one does not remember �t: th�s appl�es even to cr�mes. I
can show you perhaps ten men �n th�s ballroom who have been
conv�cted of murder. They have forgotten all about �t and everybody
else as well."
"Many are moved to the po�nt of tears �f the�r dog breaks a paw.
When you throw flowers on the�r grave at Père-la-Cha�se, as you say
so humorously �n Par�s, we learn they un�ted all the v�rtues of the
kn�ghts of ch�valry, and we speak about the noble feats of the�r great-
grandfather who l�ved �n the re�gn of Henr� IV. If, �n sp�te of the good
off�ces of the Pr�nce de Aracel�, I escape hang�ng and I ever manage
to enjoy the use of my money �n Par�s, I w�ll get you to d�ne w�th e�ght
or ten of these respected and callous murderers.
"At that d�nner you and I w�ll be the only ones whose blood �s pure,
but I shall be desp�sed and almost hated as a monster, wh�le you w�ll
be s�mply desp�sed as a man of the people who has pushed h�s way
�nto good soc�ety."
"Noth�ng could be truer," sa�d mademo�selle de la Mole.
Altam�ra looked at her �n aston�shment; but Jul�en d�d not de�gn to
look at her.
"Observe that the revolut�on, at whose head I found myself,"
cont�nued the comte Altam�ra, "only fa�led for the one reason that I
would not cut off three heads and d�str�bute among our part�sans
seven or e�ght m�ll�ons wh�ch happened to be �n a box of wh�ch I
happened to have the key. My k�ng, who �s burn�ng to have me
hanged to-day, and who called me by my chr�st�an name before the
rebell�on, would have g�ven me the great r�bbon of h�s order �f I had
had those three heads cut off and had had the money �n those boxes
d�str�buted; for I should have had at least a sem�-success and my
country would have had a charta l�ke ——. So wags the world; �t's a
game of chess."
"At that t�me," answered Jul�en w�th a f�ery eye, "you d�d not know
the game; now...."



"You mean I would have the heads cut off, and I would not be a
G�rond�n, as you sa�d I was the other day? I w�ll g�ve you your
answer," sa�d Altam�ra sadly, "when you have k�lled a man �n a duel
—a far less ugly matter than hav�ng h�m put to death by an
execut�oner."
"Upon my word," sa�d Jul�en, "the end just�f�es the means. If �nstead
of be�ng an �ns�gn�f�cant man I had some power I would have three
men hanged �n order to save four men's l�ves."
H�s eyes expressed the f�re of h�s own consc�ence; they met the
eyes of mademo�selle de la Mole who was close by h�m, and the�r
contempt, so far from chang�ng �nto pol�teness seemed to redouble.
She was deeply shocked; but she found herself unable to forget
Jul�en; she dragged her brother away and went off �n a temper.
"I must take some punch and dance a lot," she sa�d to herself. "I w�ll
p�ck out the best partner and cut some f�gure at any pr�ce. Good,
there �s that celebrated cyn�c, the comte de Fervaques." She
accepted h�s �nv�tat�on; they danced. "The quest�on �s," she thought,
"wh�ch of us two w�ll be the more �mpert�nent, but �n order to make
absolute fun of h�m, I must get h�m to talk." Soon all the other
members of the quadr�lle were danc�ng as a matter of formal�ty, they
d�d not want to lose any of Math�lde's cutt�ng reparte. M. de
Fervaques felt uneasy and as he could only f�nd elegant express�ons
�nstead of �deas, began to scowl. Math�lde, who was �n a bad temper
was cruel, and made an enemy of h�m. She danced t�ll dayl�ght and
then went home terr�bly t�red. But when she was �n the carr�age the
l�ttle v�tal�ty she had left, was st�ll employed �n mak�ng her sad and
unhappy. She had been desp�sed by Jul�en and could not desp�se
h�m.
Jul�en was at the zen�th of h�s happ�ness. He was enchanted w�thout
h�s know�ng �t by the mus�c, the flowers, the pretty women, the
general elegance, and above all by h�s own �mag�nat�on wh�ch
dreamt of d�st�nct�ons for h�mself and of l�berty for all.
"What a f�ne ball," he sa�d to the comte. "Noth�ng �s lack�ng."



"Thought �s lack�ng" answered Altam�ra, and h�s face betrayed that
contempt wh�ch �s only more deadly from the very fact that a
man�fest effort �s be�ng made to h�de �t as a matter of pol�teness.
"You are r�ght, mons�eur the comte, there �sn't any thought at all, let
alone enough to make a consp�racy."
"I am here because of my name, but thought �s hated �n your salons.
Thought must not soar above the level of the po�nt of a Vaudev�lle
couplet: �t �s then rewarded. But as for your man who th�nks, �f he
shows energy and or�g�nal�ty we call h�m a cyn�c. Was not that name
g�ven by one of your judges to Cour�er. You put h�m �n pr�son as well
as Béranger. The pr�estly congregat�on hands over to the pol�ce
everyone who �s worth anyth�ng amongst you �nd�v�dually; and good
soc�ety applauds.
"The fact �s your effete soc�ety pr�zes convent�onal�sm above
everyth�ng else. You w�ll never get beyond m�l�tary bravery. You w�ll
have Murats, never Wash�ngtons. I can see noth�ng �n France except
van�ty. A man who goes on speak�ng on the spur of the moment may
eas�ly come to make an �mprudent w�tt�c�sm and the master of the
house th�nks h�mself �nsulted."
As he was say�ng th�s, the carr�age �n wh�ch the comte was see�ng
Jul�en home stopped before the Hôtel de la Mole. Jul�en was �n love
w�th h�s consp�rator. Altam�ra had pa�d h�m th�s great compl�ment
wh�ch was ev�dently the express�on of a sound conv�ct�on. "You have
not got the French fl�ppancy and you understand the pr�nc�ple of
ut�l�ty." It happened that Jul�en had seen the day before Mar�no
Fal�ero, a tragedy, by Casm�r Delav�gne.
"Has not Israel Bertucc�o got more character than all those noble
Venet�ans?" sa�d our rebell�ous plebe�an to h�mself, "and yet those
are the people whose nob�l�ty goes back to the year seven hundred,
a century before Charlemagne, wh�le the cream of the nob�l�ty at M.
de R�tz's ball to-n�ght only goes back, and that rather lamely, to the
th�rteenth century. Well, �n sp�te of all the noble Venet�ans whose
b�rth makes so great, �t �s Israel Bertucc�o whom one remembers.



"A consp�racy ann�h�lates all t�tles conferred by soc�al capr�ce. There,
a man takes for h�s crest the rank that �s g�ven h�m by the way �n
wh�ch he faces death. The �ntellect �tself loses some of �ts power.
"What would Danton have been to-day �n th�s age of the Valenods
and the Rênals? Not even a deputy for the Publ�c Prosecutor.
"What am I say�ng? He would have sold h�mself to the pr�ests, he
would have been a m�n�ster, for after all the great Danton d�d steal.
M�rabeau also sold h�mself. Napoleon stole m�ll�ons �n Italy,
otherw�se he would have been stopped short �n h�s career by poverty
l�ke P�chegru. Only La Fayette refra�ned from steal�ng. Ought one to
steal, ought one to sell oneself?" thought Jul�en. Th�s quest�on pulled
h�m up short. He passed the rest of the n�ght �n read�ng the h�story of
the revolut�on.
When he wrote h�s letters �n the l�brary the follow�ng day, h�s m�nd
was st�ll concentrated on h�s conversat�on w�th count Altam�ra.
"As a matter of fact," he sa�d to h�mself after a long rever�e, "If the
Span�sh L�berals had not �njured the�r nat�on by cr�mes they would
not have been cleared out as eas�ly as they were.
"They were haughty, talkat�ve ch�ldren—just l�ke I am!" he suddenly
excla�med as though wak�ng up w�th a start.
"What d�ff�culty have I surmounted that ent�tles me to judge such
dev�ls who, once al�ve, dared to beg�n to act. I am l�ke a man who
excla�ms at the close of a meal, 'I won't d�ne to-morrow; but that
won't prevent me from feel�ng as strong and merry l�ke I do to-day.'
Who knows what one feels when one �s half-way through a great
act�on?"
These lofty thoughts were d�sturbed by the unexpected arr�val �n the
l�brary of mademo�selle de la Mole. He was so an�mated by h�s
adm�rat�on for the great qual�t�es of such �nv�nc�bles as Danton,
M�rabeau, and Carnot that, though he f�xed h�s eyes on
mademo�selle de la Mole, he ne�ther gave her a thought nor bowed
to her, and scarcely even saw her. When f�nally h�s b�g, open eyes
real�zed her presence, the�r express�on van�shed. Mademo�selle de
la Mole not�ced �t w�th b�tterness.



It was �n va�n that she asked h�m for Vély's H�story of France wh�ch
was on the h�ghest shelf, and thus necess�tated Jul�en go�ng to fetch
the longer of the two ladders. Jul�en had brought the ladder and had
fetched the volume and g�ven �t to her, but had not yet been able to
g�ve her a s�ngle thought. As he was tak�ng the ladder back he h�t �n
h�s hurry one of the glass panes �n the l�brary w�th h�s elbow; the
no�se of the glass fall�ng on the floor f�nally brought h�m to h�mself.
He hastened to apolog�se to mademo�selle de la Mole. He tr�ed to be
pol�te and was certa�nly noth�ng more. Math�lde saw clearly that she
had d�sturbed h�m, and that he would have preferred to have gone
on th�nk�ng about what he had been engrossed �n before her arr�val,
to speak�ng to her. After look�ng at h�m for some t�me she went
slowly away. Jul�en watched her walk. He enjoyed the contrast of her
present dress w�th the elegant magn�f�cence of the prev�ous n�ght.
The d�fference between the two express�ons was equally str�k�ng.
The young g�rl who had been so haughty at the Duke de Retz's ball,
had, at the present moment, an almost pla�nt�ve express�on. "As a
matter of fact," sa�d Jul�en to h�mself, "that black dress makes the
beauty of her f�gure all the more str�k�ng. She has a queenly
carr�age; but why �s she �n mourn�ng?"
"If I ask someone the reason for th�s mourn�ng, they w�ll th�nk I am
putt�ng my foot �n �t aga�n." Jul�en had now qu�te emerged from the
depth of h�s enthus�asm. "I must read over aga�n all the letters I have
wr�tten th�s morn�ng. God knows how many m�ssed out words and
blunders I shall f�nd. As he was forc�ng h�mself to concentrate h�s
m�nd on the f�rst of these letters he heard the rustle of a s�lk dress
near h�m. He suddenly turned round, mademo�selle de la Mole was
two yards from h�s table, she was sm�l�ng. Th�s second �nterrupt�on
put Jul�en �nto a bad temper. Math�lde had just fully real�zed that she
meant noth�ng to th�s young man. Her sm�le was �ntended to h�de her
embarrassment; she succeeded �n do�ng so.
"You are ev�dently th�nk�ng of someth�ng very �nterest�ng, Mons�eur
Sorel. Is �t not some cur�ous anecdote about that consp�racy wh�ch �s
respons�ble for comte Altam�ra be�ng �n Par�s? Tell me what �t �s
about, I am burn�ng to know. I w�ll be d�screet, I swear �t." She was
aston�shed at hear�ng herself utter these words. What! was she



ask�ng a favour of an �nfer�or! Her embarrassment �ncreased, and
she added w�th a l�ttle touch of fl�ppancy,
"What has managed to turn such a usually cold person as yourself,
�nto an �nsp�red be�ng, a k�nd of M�chael Angelo prophet?"
Th�s sharp and �nd�screet quest�on wounded Jul�en deeply, and
rendered h�m madder than ever.
"Was Danton r�ght �n steal�ng?" he sa�d to her brusquely �n a manner
that grew more and more surly. "Ought the revolut�onar�es of
P�edmont and of Spa�n to have �njured the people by cr�mes? To
have g�ven all the places �n the army and all the orders to
undeserv�ng persons? Would not the persons who wore these orders
have feared the return of the k�ng? Ought they to have allowed the
treasure of Tur�n to be looted? In a word, mademo�selle," he sa�d,
com�ng near her w�th a terr�fy�ng express�on, "ought the man who
w�shes to chase �gnorance and cr�me from the world to pass l�ke the
wh�rlw�nd and do ev�l �nd�scr�m�nately?"
Math�lde felt fr�ghtened, was unable to stand h�s look, and retreated
a couples of paces. She looked at h�m a moment, and then ashamed
of her own fear, left the l�brary w�th a l�ght step.

CHAPTER XL

QUEEN MARGUERITE

Love! In what madness do you not manage to make us f�nd
pleasure!

Letters of a Portuguese
Nun.



Jul�en reread h�s letters. "How r�d�culous I must have appeared �n the
eyes of that Par�s�an doll," he sa�d to h�mself when the d�nner-bell
rang. "How fool�sh to have really told her what I was th�nk�ng!
Perhaps �t was not so fool�sh. Tell�ng the truth on that occas�on was
worthy of me. Why d�d she come to quest�on me on personal
matters? That quest�on was �nd�screet on her part. She broke the
convent�on. My thoughts about Danton are not part of the sacr�f�ce
wh�ch her father pays me to make."
When he came �nto the d�n�ng-room Jul�en's thoughts were
d�stracted from h�s bad temper by mademo�selle de la Mole's
mourn�ng wh�ch was all the more str�k�ng because none of the other
members of the fam�ly were �n black.
After d�nner he felt completely r�d of the feel�ng wh�ch had obsessed
h�m all day. Fortunately the academ�c�an who knew Lat�n was at
d�nner. "That's the man who w�ll make the least fun of me," sa�d
Jul�en to h�mself, "�f, as I surm�se, my quest�on about mademo�selle
de la Mole's mourn�ng �s �n bad taste."
Math�lde was look�ng at h�m w�th a s�ngular express�on. "So th�s �s
the coquetry of the women of th�s part of the country, just as
madame de Rênal descr�bed �t to me," sa�d Jul�en to h�mself. "I was
not n�ce to her th�s morn�ng. I d�d not humour her capr�ce of talk�ng to
me. I got up �n value �n her eyes. The Dev�l doubtless �s no loser by
�t.
"Later on her haughty d�sda�n w�ll manage to revenge herself. I defy
her to do her worst. What a contrast w�th what I have lost! What
charm�ng naturalness? What na�vety! I used to know her thoughts
before she d�d herself. I used to see them come �nto ex�stence. The
only r�val she had �n her heart was the fear of her ch�ldrens' death. It
was a reasonable, natural feel�ng to me, and even though I suffered
from �t I found �t charm�ng. I have been a fool. The �deas I had �n my
head about Par�s prevented me from apprec�at�ng that subl�me
woman.
"Great God what a contrast and what do I f�nd here? Ar�d, haughty
van�ty: all the f�ne shades of wounded egot�sm and noth�ng more."



They got up from table. "I must not let my academ�c�an get snapped
up," sa�d Jul�en to h�mself. He went up to h�m as they were pass�ng
�nto the garden, assumed an a�r of soft subm�ss�veness and shared
�n h�s fury aga�nst the success of Hernan�.
"If only we were st�ll �n the days of lettres de cachet!" he sa�d.
"Then he would not have dared," excla�med the academ�c�an w�th a
gesture worthy of Talma.
Jul�en quoted some words from V�rg�l's Georg�cs �n reference to a
flower and expressed the op�n�on that noth�ng was equal to the abbé
Del�lle's verses. In a word he flattered the academ�c�an �n every
poss�ble way. He then sa�d to h�m w�th the utmost �nd�fference, "I
suppose mademo�selle de la Mole has �nher�ted someth�ng from
some uncle for whom she �s �n mourn�ng."
"What! you belong to the house?" sa�d the academ�c�an stopp�ng
short, "and you do not know her folly? As a matter of fact �t �s strange
her mother should allow her to do such th�ngs, but between
ourselves, they do not sh�ne �n th�s household exactly by the�r force
of character. Mademo�selle's share has to do for all of them, and
governs them. To-day �s the th�rt�eth of Apr�l!" and the academ�c�an
stopped and looked mean�ngly at Jul�en. Jul�en sm�led w�th the most
know�ng express�on he could master. "What connect�on can there be
between rul�ng a household, wear�ng a black dress, and the th�rt�eth
Apr�l?" he sa�d to h�mself. "I must be even s�ll�er than I thought."
"I must confess...." he sa�d to the academ�c�an wh�le he cont�nued to
quest�on h�m w�th h�s look. "Let us take a turn round the garden,"
sa�d the academ�c�an del�ghted at see�ng an opportun�ty of tell�ng a
long and well-turned story.
"What! �s �t really poss�ble you do not know what happened on the
30th Apr�l, 1574?"
"And where?" sa�d Jul�en �n aston�shment.
"At the place de Grève."
Jul�en was extremely aston�shed that these words d�d not supply h�m
w�th the key. H�s cur�os�ty and h�s expectat�on of a trag�c �nterest



wh�ch would be �n such harmony w�th h�s own character gave h�s
eyes that br�ll�ance wh�ch the teller of a story l�kes to see so much �n
the person who �s l�sten�ng to h�m. The academ�c�an was del�ghted at
f�nd�ng a v�rg�n ear, and narrated at length to Jul�en how Bon�face de
la Mole, the handsomest young man of th�s century together w�th
Ann�bal de Coconasso, h�s fr�end, a gentleman of P�edmont, had
been beheaded on the 30th Apr�l, 1574. La Mole was the adored
lover of Queen Marguer�te of Navarre and "observe," cont�nued the
academ�c�an, "that mademo�selle de La Mole's full name �s Math�lde
Marguer�te. La Mole was at the same t�me a favour�te of the Duke
d'Alençon and the �nt�mate fr�end of h�s m�stress's husband, the K�ng
of Navarre, subsequently Henr� IV. On Shrove Tuesday of that year
1574, the court happened to be at St. Germa�n w�th the poor k�ng
Charles IX. who was dy�ng. La Mole w�shed to rescue h�s fr�ends the
pr�nces, whom Queen Cather�ne of Med�c� was keep�ng pr�soner �n
her Court. He advanced two hundred cavalry under the walls of St.
Germa�n; the Duke d'Alençon was fr�ghtened and La Mole was
thrown to the execut�oner.
"But the th�ng wh�ch affects mademo�selle Math�lde, and what she
has adm�tted to me herself seven or e�ght years ago when she was
twelve, �s a head! a head!—--and the academ�c�an l�fted up h�s eyes
to the heavens. What struck her �n th�s pol�t�cal catastrophe, was the
h�d�ng of Queen Marguer�te de Navarre �n a house �n the place de
Grève and her then ask�ng for her lover's head. At m�dn�ght on the
follow�ng day she took that head �n her carr�age and went and bur�ed
�t herself �n a chapel at the foot of the h�ll at Montmartre."
"Imposs�ble?" cr�ed Jul�en really moved.
"Mademo�selle Math�lde desp�ses her brother because, as you see,
he does not bother one wh�t about th�s anc�ent h�story, and never
wears mourn�ng on the th�rt�eth of Apr�l. It �s s�nce the t�me of th�s
celebrated execut�on and �n order to recall the �nt�mate fr�endsh�p of
La Mole for the sa�d Coconasso, who Ital�an that he was, bore the
name of Ann�bal that all the men of that fam�ly bear that name. And,"
added the academ�c�an lower�ng h�s vo�ce, "th�s Coconasso was,
accord�ng to Charles IX. h�mself, one of the cruellest assass�ns of
the twenty-fourth August, 1572. But how �s �t poss�ble, my dear



Sorel, that you should be �gnorant of these th�ngs—you who take
your meals w�th the fam�ly."
"So that �s why mademo�selle de la Mole tw�ce called her brother
Ann�bal at d�nner. I thought I had heard wrong."
"It was a reproach. It �s strange that the marqu�se should allow such
foll�es. The husband of that great g�rl w�ll have a f�ne t�me of �t."
Th�s remark was followed by f�ve or s�x sat�r�c phrases. Jul�en was
shocked by the joy wh�ch shone �n the academ�c�an's eyes. "We are
just a couple of servants," he thought, "engaged �n talk�ng scandal
about our masters. But I ought not to be aston�shed at anyth�ng th�s
academy man does."
Jul�en had surpr�sed h�m on h�s knees one day before the marqu�se
de la Mole; he was ask�ng her for a tobacco rece�versh�p for a
nephew �n the prov�nces. In the even�ng a l�ttle chamberma�d of
mademo�selle de la Mole, who was pay�ng court to Jul�en, just as
El�sa had used to do, gave h�m to understand that her m�stress's
mourn�ng was very far from be�ng worn s�mply to attract attent�on.
Th�s eccentr�c�ty was rooted �n her character. She really loved that la
Mole, the beloved lover of the most w�tty queen of the century, who
had d�ed through try�ng to set h�s fr�ends at l�berty—and what fr�ends!
The f�rst pr�nce of the blood and Henr� IV.
Accustomed as he had been to the perfect naturalness wh�ch shone
throughout madame de Rênal's whole demeanour, Jul�en could not
help f�nd�ng all the women of Par�s affected, and, though by no
means of a morose d�spos�t�on, found noth�ng to say to them.
Mademo�selle de la Mole was an except�on.
He now began to cease tak�ng for coldness of heart that k�nd of
beauty wh�ch attaches �mportance to a noble bear�ng. He had long
conversat�ons w�th mademo�selle de la Mole, who would somet�mes
walk w�th h�m �n the garden after d�nner. She told h�m one day that
she was read�ng the H�story of D'Aub�gné and also Brantôme.
"Strange books to read," thought Jul�en; "and the marqu�s does not
allow her to read Walter Scott's novels!"



She told h�m one day, w�th that pleased br�ll�ancy �n her eyes, wh�ch
�s the real test of genu�ne adm�rat�on, about a character�st�c act of a
young woman of the re�gn of Henry III., wh�ch she had just read �n
the memo�rs of L'Éto�le. F�nd�ng her husband unfa�thful she stabbed
h�m.
Jul�en's van�ty was nattered. A person who was surrounded by so
much homage, and who governed the whole house, accord�ng to the
academ�c�an, de�gned to talk to h�m on a foot�ng almost resembl�ng
fr�endsh�p.
"I made a m�stake," thought Jul�en soon afterwards. "Th�s �s not
fam�l�ar�ty, I am s�mply the conf�dante of a tragedy, she needs to
speak to someone. I pass �n th�s fam�ly for a man of learn�ng. I w�ll go
and read Brantôme, D'Aub�gné, L'Éto�le. I shall then be able to
challenge some of the anecdotes wh�ch madame de la Mole speaks
to me about. I want to leave off th�s rôle of the pass�ve conf�danté."
H�s conversat�ons w�th th�s young g�rl, whose demeanour was so
�mpress�ve and yet so easy, gradually became more �nterest�ng. He
forgot h�s gr�m rôle of the rebel pleb�an. He found her well-�nformed
and even log�cal. Her op�n�ons �n the gardens were very d�fferent to
those wh�ch she owned to �n the salon. Somet�mes she exh�b�ted an
enthus�asm and a frankness wh�ch were �n absolute contrast to her
usual cold haught�ness.
"The wars of the League were the hero�c days of France," she sa�d
to h�m one day, w�th eyes sh�n�ng w�th enthus�asm. "Then everyone
fought to ga�n someth�ng wh�ch he des�red, for the sake of h�s party's
tr�umph, and not just �n order to w�n a cross as �n the days of your
emperor. Adm�t that there was then less egot�sm and less pett�ness. I
love that century."
"And Bon�face de la Mole was the hero of �t," he sa�d to her.
"At least he was loved �n a way that �t �s perhaps sweet to be loved.
What woman al�ve now would not be horr�f�ed at touch�ng the head
of her decap�tated lover?"
Madame de la Mole called her daughter. To be effect�ve hypocr�sy
ought to h�de �tself, yet Jul�en had half conf�ded h�s adm�rat�on for



Napoleon to mademo�selle de la Mole.
Jul�en rema�ned alone �n the garden. "That �s the �mmense
advantage they have over us," he sa�d to h�mself. "The�r ancestors
l�ft them above vulgar sent�ments, and they have not got always to
be th�nk�ng about the�r subs�stence! What m�sery," he added b�tterly.
"I am not worthy to d�scuss these great matters. My l�fe �s noth�ng
more than a ser�es of hypocr�s�es because I have not got a thousand
francs a year w�th wh�ch to buy my bread and butter."
Math�lde came runn�ng back. "What are you dream�ng about,
mons�eur?" she sa�d to h�m.
Jul�en was t�red of desp�s�ng h�mself. Through sheer pr�de he frankly
told her h�s thoughts. He blushed a great deal wh�le talk�ng to such a
person about h�s own poverty. He tr�ed to make �t as pla�n as he
could that he was not ask�ng for anyth�ng. Math�lde never thought
h�m so handsome; she detected �n h�m an express�on of frankness
and sens�t�veness wh�ch he often lacked.
W�th�n a month of th�s ep�sode Jul�en was pens�vely walk�ng �n the
garden of the hôtel; but h�s face had no longer the hardness and
ph�losoph�c superc�l�ousness wh�ch the chron�c consc�ousness of h�s
�nfer�or pos�t�on had used to wr�te upon �t. He had just escorted
mademo�selle de la Mole to the door of the salon. She sa�d she had
hurt her foot wh�le runn�ng w�th her brother.
"She leaned on my arm �n a very s�ngular way," sa�d Jul�en to
h�mself. "Am I a coxcomb, or �s �t true that she has taken a fancy to
me? She l�stens to me so gently, even when I confess to her all the
suffer�ngs of my pr�de! She too, who �s so haughty to everyone! They
would be very aston�shed �n the salon �f they saw that express�on of
hers. It �s qu�te certa�n that she does not show anyone else such
sweetness and goodness."
Jul�en endeavoured not to exaggerate th�s s�ngular fr�endsh�p. He
h�mself compared �t to an armed truce. When they met aga�n each
day, they almost seemed before they took up the almost �nt�mate
tone of the prev�ous day to ask themselves "are we go�ng to be
fr�ends or enem�es to-day?" Jul�en had real�sed that to allow h�mself



to be �nsulted w�th �mpun�ty even once by th�s haughty g�rl would
mean the loss of everyth�ng. "If I have got to quarrel would �t not be
better that �t should be stra�ght away �n defend�ng the r�ghts of my
own pr�de, than �n parry�ng the express�ons of contempt wh�ch would
follow the sl�ghtest abandonment of my duty to my own self-
respect?"
On many occas�ons, on days when she was �n a bad temper
Math�lde, tr�ed to play the great lady w�th h�m. These attempts were
extremely subtle, but Jul�en rebuffed them roughly.
One day he brusquely �nterrupted her. "Has mademo�selle de la
Mole any orders to g�ve her father's secretary?" he sa�d to her. "If so
he must l�sten to her orders, and execute them, but apart from that
he has not a s�ngle word to say to her. He �s not pa�d to tell her h�s
thoughts."
Th�s k�nd of l�fe, together w�th the s�ngular surm�ses wh�ch �t
occas�oned, d�ss�pated the boredom wh�ch he had been accustomed
to exper�ence �n that magn�f�cent salon, where everyone was afra�d,
and where any k�nd of jest was �n bad form.
"It would be humorous �f she loved me but whether she loves me or
not," went on Jul�en, "I have for my conf�dent�al fr�end a g�rl of sp�r�t
before whom I see the whole household quake, wh�le the marqu�s de
Cro�seno�s does so more than anyone else. Yes, to be sure, that
same young man who �s so pol�te, so gentle, and so brave, and who
has comb�ned all those advantages of b�rth and fortune a s�ngle one
of wh�ch would put my heart at rest—he �s madly �n love w�th her, he
ought to marry her. How many letters has M. de la Mole made me
wr�te to the two notar�es �n order to arrange the contract? And I,
though I am an absolute �nfer�or when I have my pen �n my hand,
why, I tr�umph over that young man two hours afterwards �n th�s very
garden; for, after all, her preference �s str�k�ng and d�rect. Perhaps
she hates h�m because she sees �n h�m a future husband. She �s
haughty enough for that. As for her k�ndness to me, I rece�ve �t �n my
capac�ty of conf�dent�al servant.
"But no, I am e�ther mad or she �s mak�ng advances to me; the
colder and more respectful I show myself to her, the more she runs



after me. It may be a del�berate p�ece of affectat�on; but I see her
eyes become an�mated when I appear unexpectedly. Can the
women of Par�s manage to act to such an extent. What does �t
matter to me! I have appearances �n my favour, let us enjoy
appearances. Heavens, how beaut�ful she �s! How I l�ke her great
blue eyes when I see them at close quarters, and they look at me �n
the way they often do? What a d�fference between th�s spr�ng and
that of last year, when I l�ved an unhappy l�fe among three hundred
d�rty mal�c�ous hypocr�tes, and only kept myself afloat through sheer
force of character, I was almost as mal�c�ous as they were."
"That young g�rl �s mak�ng fun of me," Jul�en would th�nk �n h�s
susp�c�ous days. "She �s act�ng �n concert w�th her brother to make a
fool of me. But she seems to have an absolute contempt for her
brother's lack of energy. He �s brave and that �s all. He has not a
thought wh�ch dares to dev�ate from the convent�onal. It �s always I
who have to take up the cudgels �n h�s defence. A young g�rl of
n�neteen! Can one at that age act up fa�thfully every second of the
day to the part wh�ch one has determ�ned to play. On the other hand
whenever mademo�selle de la Mole f�xes her eyes on me w�th a
s�ngular express�on comte Norbert always goes away. I th�nk that
susp�c�ous. Ought he not to be �nd�gnant at h�s s�ster s�ngl�ng out a
servant of her household? For that �s how I heard the Duke de
Chaulnes speak about me. Th�s recollect�on caused anger to
supersede every other emot�on. It �s s�mply a fash�on for old
fash�oned phraseology on the part of the eccentr�c duke?"
"Well, she �s pretty!" cont�nued Jul�en w�th a t�ger�sh express�on, "I
w�ll have her, I w�ll then go away, and woe to h�m who d�sturbs me �n
my fl�ght."
Th�s �dea became Jul�en's sole preoccupat�on. He could not th�nk of
anyth�ng else. H�s days passed l�ke hours.
Every moment when he tr�ed to concentrate on some �mportant
matter h�s m�nd became a blank, and he would wake up a quarter of
an hour afterwards w�th a beat�ng heart and an anx�ous m�nd,
brood�ng over th�s �dea "does she love me?"



CHAPTER XLI

A YOUNG GIRL'S DOMINION

I adm�re her beauty but I fear her �ntellect.—Mér�mée.

If Jul�en had employed the t�me wh�ch he spent �n exaggerat�ng
Mat�lde's beauty or �n work�ng h�mself up �nto a rage aga�nst that
fam�ly haught�ness wh�ch she was forgett�ng for h�s sake �n
exam�n�ng what was go�ng on �n the salon, he would have
understood the secret of her dom�n�on over all that surrounded her.
When anyone d�spleased mademo�selle de La Mole she managed to
pun�sh the offender by a jest wh�ch was so guarded, so well chosen,
so pol�te and so neatly t�med, that the more the v�ct�m thought about
�t, the sorer grew the wound. She gradually became pos�t�vely
terr�ble to wounded van�ty. As she attached no value to many th�ngs
wh�ch the rest of her fam�ly very ser�ously wanted, she always struck
them as self-possessed. The salons of the ar�stocracy are n�ce
enough to brag about when you leave them, but that �s all; mere
pol�teness alone only counts for someth�ng �n �ts own r�ght dur�ng the
f�rst few days. Jul�en exper�enced th�s after the f�rst fasc�nat�on and
the f�rst aston�shment had passed off. "Pol�teness," he sa�d to
h�mself "�s noth�ng but the absence of that bad temper wh�ch would
be occas�oned by bad manners." Math�lde was frequently bored;
perhaps she would have been bored anywhere. She then found a
real d�stract�on and real pleasure �n sharpen�ng an ep�gram.
It was perhaps �n order to have more amus�ng v�ct�ms than her great
relat�ons, the academ�c�an and the f�ve or s�x other men of �nfer�or
class who pa�d her court, that she had g�ven encouragement to the
marqu�s de Cro�seno�s, the comte Caylus and two or three other
young men of the h�ghest rank. They s�mply represented new
subjects for ep�grams.



We w�ll adm�t w�th reluctance, for we are fond of Math�lde, that she
had rece�ved many letters from several of them and had somet�mes
answered them. We hasten to add that th�s person const�tutes an
except�on to the manners of the century. Lack of prudence �s not
generally the fault w�th wh�ch the pup�ls of the noble convent of the
Sacred Heart can be reproached.
One day the marqu�s de Cro�seno�s returned to Math�lde a fa�rly
comprom�s�ng letter wh�ch she had wr�tten the prev�ous n�ght. He
thought that he was thereby advanc�ng h�s cause a great deal by
tak�ng th�s h�ghly prudent step. But the very �mprudence of her
correspondence was the very element �n �t Math�lde l�ked. Her
pleasure was to stake her fate. She d�d not speak to h�m aga�n for
s�x weeks.
She amused herself w�th the letters of these young men, but �n her
v�ew they were all l�ke each other. It was �nvar�ably a case of the
most profound, the most melancholy, pass�on.
"They all represent the same perfect man, ready to leave for
Palest�ne," she excla�med to her cous�n. "Can you conce�ve of
anyth�ng more �ns�p�d? So these are the letters I am go�ng to rece�ve
all my l�fe! There can only be a change every twenty years accord�ng
to the k�nd of vogue wh�ch happens to be fash�onable. They must
have had more colour �n them �n the days of the Emp�re. In those
days all these young soc�ety men had seen or accompl�shed feats
wh�ch really had an element of greatness. The Duke of N—— my
uncle was at Wagram."
"What bra�ns do you need to deal a sabre blow? And when they
have had the luck to do that they talk of �t so often!" sa�d
mademo�selle de Sa�nte-Héréd�té, Math�lde's cous�n.
"Well, those tales g�ve me pleasure. Be�ng �n a real battle, a battle of
Napoleon, where s�x thousand sold�ers were k�lled, why, that's proof
of courage. Expos�ng one's self to danger elevates the soul and
saves �t from the boredom �n wh�ch my poor adm�rers seem to be
sunk; and that boredom �s contag�ous. Wh�ch of them ever thought of
do�ng anyth�ng extraord�nary? They are try�ng to w�n my hand, a
pretty bus�ness to be sure! I am r�ch and my father w�ll procure



advancement for h�s son-�n-law. Well! I hope he'll manage to f�nd
someone who �s a l�ttle b�t amus�ng."
Math�lde's keen, sharp and p�cturesque v�ew of l�fe spo�lt her
language as one sees. An express�on of hers would often const�tute
a blem�sh �n the eyes of her pol�shed fr�ends. If she had been less
fash�onable they would almost have owned that her manner of
speak�ng was, from the standpo�nt of fem�n�ne del�cacy, to some
extent unduly coloured.
She, on her s�de, was very unjust towards the handsome caval�ers
who f�ll the Bo�s de Boulogne. She env�saged the future not w�th
terror, that would have been a v�v�d emot�on, but w�th a d�sgust wh�ch
was very rare at her age.
What could she des�re? Fortune, good b�rth, w�t, beauty, accord�ng to
what the world sa�d, and accord�ng to what she bel�eved, all these
th�ngs had been lav�shed upon her by the hands of chance.
So th�s was the state of m�nd of the most env�ed he�ress of the
faubourg Sa�nt-Germa�n when she began to f�nd pleasure �n walk�ng
w�th Jul�en. She was aston�shed at h�s pr�de; she adm�red the ab�l�ty
of the l�ttle bourgeo�s. "He w�ll manage to get made a b�shop l�ke the
abbé Mouray," she sa�d to herself.
Soon the s�ncere and unaffected oppos�t�on w�th wh�ch our hero
rece�ved several of her �deas f�lled her m�nd; she cont�nued to th�nk
about �t, she told her fr�end the sl�ghtest deta�ls of the conversat�on,
but thought that she would never succeed �n fully render�ng all the�r
mean�ng.
An �dea suddenly flashed across her; "I have the happ�ness of
lov�ng," she sa�d to herself one day w�th an �ncred�ble ecstasy of joy.
"I am �n love, I am �n love, �t �s clear! Where can a young, w�tty and
beaut�ful g�rl of my own age f�nd sensat�ons �f not �n love? It �s no
good. I shall never feel any love for Cro�seno�s, Caylus, and tutt�
quant�. They are un�mpeachable, perhaps too un�mpeachable; any
way they bore me."
She rehearsed �n her m�nd all the descr�pt�ons of pass�on wh�ch she
had read �n Manon Lescaut, the Nouvelle Hélo�se, the Letters of a



Portuguese Nun, etc., etc. It was only a quest�on of course of the
grand pass�on; l�ght love was unworthy of a g�rl of her age and b�rth.
She vouchsafed the name of love to that hero�c sent�ment wh�ch was
met w�th �n France �n the t�me of Henr� III. and Bassomp�erre. That
love d�d not basely y�eld to obstacles, but, far from �t, �nsp�red great
deeds. "How unfortunate for me that there �s not a real court l�ke that
of Cather�ne de' Med�c� or of Lou�s XIII. I feel equal to the boldest
and greatest act�ons. What would I not make of a k�ng who was a
man of sp�r�t l�ke Lou�s XIII. �f he were s�gh�ng at my feet! I would
take h�m to the Vendée, as the Baron de Tolly �s so fond of say�ng,
and from that base he would re-conquer h�s k�ngdom; then no more
about a charter—and Jul�en would help me. What does he lack?
name and fortune. He w�ll make a name, he w�ll w�n a fortune.
"Cro�seno�s lacks noth�ng, and he w�ll never be anyth�ng else all h�s
l�fe but a duke who �s half 'ultra' and half L�beral, an undec�ded be�ng
who never goes to extremes and consequently always plays second
f�ddle.
"What great act�on �s not an extreme at the moment when �t �s
undertaken? It �s only after accompl�shment that �t seems poss�ble to
commonplace �nd�v�duals. Yes, �t �s love w�th all �ts m�racles wh�ch �s
go�ng to re�gn over my heart; I feel as much from the f�re wh�ch �s
thr�ll�ng me. Heaven owed me th�s boon. It w�ll not then have
lav�shed �n va�n all �ts bount�es on one s�ngle person. My happ�ness
w�ll be worthy of me. Each day w�ll no longer be the cold repl�ca of
the day before. There �s grandeur and audac�ty �n the very fact of
dar�ng to love a man, placed so far beneath me by h�s soc�al
pos�t�on. Let us see what happens, w�ll he cont�nue to deserve me? I
w�ll abandon h�m at the f�rst s�gn of weakness wh�ch I detect. A g�rl of
my b�rth and of that med�æval temperament wh�ch they are good
enough to ascr�be to me (she was quot�ng from her father) must not
behave l�ke a fool.
"But should I not be behav�ng l�ke a fool �f I were to love the marqu�s
de Cro�seno�s? I should s�mply have a new ed�t�on over aga�n of that
happ�ness enjoyed by my g�rl cous�ns wh�ch I so utterly desp�se. I
already know everyth�ng the poor marqu�s would say to me and
every answer I should make. What's the good of a love wh�ch makes



one yawn? One m�ght as well be �n a nunnery. I shall have a
celebrat�on of the s�gn�ng of a contract just l�ke my younger cous�n
when the grandparents all break down, prov�ded of course that they
are not annoyed by some cond�t�on �ntroduced �nto the contract at
the eleventh hour by the notary on the other s�de."

CHAPTER XLII

IS HE A DANTON?

The need of anx�ety. These words summed up the character of
my aunt, the beaut�ful Marguer�te de Valo�s, who was soon to
marry the K�ng of Navarre whom we see re�gn�ng at present �n
France under the name of Henry IV. The need of stak�ng
someth�ng was the key to the character of th�s charm�ng
pr�ncess; hence her quarrels and reconc�l�at�ons w�th her
brothers from the t�me when she was s�xteen. Now, what can a
young g�rl stake? The most prec�ous th�ng she has: her
reputat�on, the esteem of a l�fet�me.

Memo�rs of the Duke d'
Angoulème.

the natural son of Charles IX.

"There �s no contract to s�gn for Jul�en and me, there �s no notary;
everyth�ng �s on the hero�c plane, everyth�ng �s the ch�ld of chance.
Apart from the noble b�rth wh�ch he lacks, �t �s the love of Marguer�te
de Valo�s for the young La Mole, the most d�st�ngu�shed man of the
t�me, over aga�n. Is �t my fault that the young men of the court are
such great advocates of the convent�onal, and turn pale at the mere
�dea of the sl�ghtest adventure wh�ch �s a l�ttle out of the ord�nary? A
l�ttle journey �n Greece or Afr�ca represents the h�ghest p�tch of the�r
audac�ty, and moreover they can only march �n troops. As soon as



they f�nd themselves alone they are fr�ghtened, not of the Bedou�n's
lance, but of r�d�cule and that fear makes them mad.
"My l�ttle Jul�en on the other hand only l�kes to act alone. Th�s un�que
person never th�nks for a m�nute of seek�ng help or support �n others!
He desp�ses others, and that �s why I do not desp�se h�m.
"If Jul�en were noble as well as poor, my love would s�mply be a
vulgar p�ece of stup�d�ty, a sheer mésall�ance; I would have noth�ng
to do w�th �t; �t would be absolutely devo�d of the character�st�c tra�ts
of grand pass�on—the �mmens�ty of the d�ff�culty to be overcome and
the black uncerta�nty cf the result."
Mademo�selle de la Mole was so engrossed �n these pretty
arguments that w�thout real�s�ng what she was do�ng, she pra�sed
Jul�en to the marqu�s de Cro�seno�s and her brother on the follow�ng
day. Her eloquence went so far that �t provoked them.
"You be careful of th�s young man who has so much energy,"
excla�med her brother; "�f we have another revolut�on he w�ll have us
all gu�llot�ned."
She was careful not to answer, but hastened to rally her brother and
the marqu�s de Cro�seno�s on the apprehens�on wh�ch energy
caused them. "It �s at bottom s�mply the fear of meet�ng the
unexpected, the fear of be�ng non-plussed �n the presence of the
unexpected—"
"Always, always, gentlemen, the fear of r�d�cule, a monster wh�ch
had the m�sfortune to d�e �n 1816."
"R�d�cule has ceased to ex�st �n a country where there are two
part�es," M. de la Mole was fond of say�ng.
H�s daughter had understood the �dea.
"So, gentlemen," she would say to Jul�en's enem�es, "you w�ll be
fr�ghtened all your l�fe and you w�ll be told afterwards,
Ce n'éta�t pas un loup, ce n'en éta�t que l'ombre."
Mat�lde soon left them. Her brother's words horr�f�ed her; they
occas�oned her much anx�ety, but the day afterwards she regarded



them as tantamount to the h�ghest pra�se.
"H�s energy fr�ghtens them �n th�s age where all energy �s dead. I w�ll
tell h�m my brother's phrase. I want to see what answer he w�ll make.
But I w�ll choose one of the moments when h�s eyes are sh�n�ng.
Then he w�ll not be able to l�e to me.
"He must be a Danton!" she added after a long and vague rever�e.
"Well, suppose the revolut�on beg�ns aga�n, what f�gures w�ll
Cro�seno�s and my brother cut then? It �s settled �n advance: Subl�me
res�gnat�on. They w�ll be hero�c sheep who w�ll allow the�r throats to
be cut w�thout say�ng a word. The�r one fear when they d�e w�ll st�ll
be the fear of be�ng bad form. If a Jacob�n came to arrest my l�ttle
Jul�en he would blow h�s bra�ns out, however small a chance he had
of escap�ng. He �s not fr�ghtened of do�ng anyth�ng �n bad form."
These last words made her pens�ve; they recalled pa�nful memor�es
and depr�ved her of all her boldness. These words rem�nded her of
the jests of MM. de Caylus, Cro�seno�s, de Luz and her brother;
these gentlemen jo�ned �n censur�ng Jul�en for h�s pr�estly
demeanour, wh�ch they sa�d was humble and hypocr�t�cal.
"But," she went on suddenly w�th her eyes gleam�ng w�th joy, "the
very b�tterness and the very frequency of the�r jests prove �n sp�te of
themselves that he �s the most d�st�ngu�shed man whom we have
seen th�s w�nter. What matter h�s defects and the th�ngs wh�ch they
make fun of? He has the element of greatness and they are shocked
by �t. Yes, they, the very men who are so good and so char�table �n
other matters. It �s a fact that he �s poor and that he has stud�ed �n
order to be a pr�est; they are the heads of a squadron and never had
any need of study�ng; they found �t less trouble.
"In sp�te of all the hand�cap of h�s everlast�ng black su�t and of that
pr�estly express�on wh�ch he must wear, poor boy, �f he �sn't to d�e of
hunger, h�s mer�t fr�ghtens them, noth�ng could be clearer. And as for
that pr�est-l�ke express�on, why he no longer has �t after we have
been alone for some moments, and after those gentlemen have
evolved what they �mag�ne to be a subtle and �mpromptu ep�gram, �s
not the�r f�rst look towards Jul�en? I have often not�ced �t. And yet
they know well that he never speaks to them unless he �s



quest�oned. I am the only one whom he speaks to. He th�nks I have
a lofty soul. He only answers the po�nts they ra�se suff�c�ently to be
pol�te. He �mmed�ately reverts �nto respectfulness. But w�th me he
w�ll d�scuss th�ngs for whole hours, he �s not certa�n of h�s �deas so
long as I f�nd the sl�ghtest object�on to them. There has not been a
s�ngle r�fle-shot f�red all th�s w�nter; words have been the only means
of attract�ng attent�on. Well, my father, who �s a super�or man and w�ll
carry the fortunes of our house very far, respects Jul�en. Every one
else hates h�m, no one desp�ses h�m except my mother's devout
fr�ends."
The Comte de Caylus had or pretended to have a great pass�on for
horses; he passed h�s l�fe �n h�s stables and often breakfasted there.
Th�s great pass�on, together w�th h�s hab�t of never laugh�ng, won for
h�m much respect among h�s fr�ends: he was the eagle of the l�ttle
c�rcle.
As soon as they had reassembled the follow�ng day beh�nd madame
de la Mole's armcha�r, M. de Caylus, supported by Cro�seno�s and by
Norbert, began �n Jul�en's absence to attack sharply the h�gh op�n�on
wh�ch Math�lde enterta�ned for Jul�en. He d�d th�s w�thout any
provocat�on, and almost the very m�nute that he caught s�ght of
mademo�selle de la Mole. She tumbled to the subtlety �mmed�ately
and was del�ghted w�th �t.
"So there they are all leagued together," she sa�d to herself, "aga�nst
a man of gen�us who has not ten lou�s a year to bless h�mself w�th
and who cannot answer them except �n so far as he �s quest�oned.
They are fr�ghtened of h�m, black coat and all. But how would th�ngs
stand �f he had epaulettes?"
She had never been more br�ll�ant, hardly had Caylus and h�s all�es
opened the�r attack than she r�ddled them w�th sarcast�c jests. When
the f�re of these br�ll�ant off�cers was at length ext�ngu�shed she sa�d
to M. de Caylus,
"Suppose that some gentleman �n the Franche-Comté mounta�ns
f�nds out to-morrow that Jul�en �s h�s natural son and g�ves h�m a
name and some thousands of francs, why �n s�x months he w�ll be an
off�cer of hussars l�ke you, gentlemen, �n s�x weeks he w�ll have



moustaches l�ke you gentlemen. And then h�s greatness of character
w�ll no longer be an object of r�d�cule. I shall then see you reduced,
mons�eur the future duke, to th�s stale and bad argument, the
super�or�ty of the court nob�l�ty over the prov�nc�al nob�l�ty. But where
w�ll you be �f I choose to push you to extrem�t�es and am
m�sch�evous enough to make Jul�en's father a Span�sh duke, who
was a pr�soner of war at Besançon �n the t�me of Napoleon, and who
out of consc�ent�ous scruples acknowledges h�m on h�s death bed?"
MM. de Caylus, and de Cro�seno�s found all these assumpt�ons of
�lleg�t�macy �n rather bad taste. That was all they saw �n Math�lde's
reason�ng.
H�s s�ster's words were so clear that Norbert, �n sp�te of h�s
subm�ss�veness, assumed a solemn a�r, wh�ch one must adm�t d�d
not harmon�se very well w�th h�s am�able, sm�l�ng face. He ventured
to say a few words.
"Are you �ll? my dear," answered Math�lde w�th a l�ttle a�r of
ser�ousness. "You must be very bad to answer jests by moral�z�ng."
"Moral�z�ng from you! Are you sol�c�t�ng a job as prefect?"
Math�lde soon forgot the �rr�tat�on of the comte de Caylus, the bad
temper of Norbert, and the tac�turn despa�r of M. de Cro�seno�s. She
had to dec�de one way or the other a fatal quest�on wh�ch had just
se�zed upon her soul.
"Jul�en �s s�ncere enough w�th me," she sa�d to herself, "a man at h�s
age, �n a �nfer�or pos�t�on, and rendered unhappy as he �s by an
extraord�nary amb�t�on, must have need of a woman fr�end. I am
perhaps that fr�end, but I see no s�gn of love �n h�m. Tak�ng �nto
account the audac�ty of h�s character he would surely have spoken
to me about h�s love."
Th�s uncerta�nty and th�s d�scuss�on w�th herself wh�ch henceforth
monopol�sed Math�lde's t�me, and �n connect�on w�th wh�ch she
found new arguments each t�me that Jul�en spoke to her, completely
routed those f�ts of boredom to wh�ch she had been so l�able.
Daughter as she was of a man of �ntellect who m�ght become a
m�n�ster, mademo�selle de la Mole had been when �n the convent of



the Sacred Heart, the object of the most excess�ve flattery. Th�s
m�sfortune can never be compensated for. She had been persuaded
that by reason of all her advantages of b�rth, fortune, etc., she ought
to be happ�er than any one else. Th�s �s the cause of the boredom of
pr�nces and of all the�r foll�es.
Math�lde had not escaped the deadly �nfluence of th�s �dea. However
�ntell�gent one may be, one cannot at the age of ten be on one's
guard aga�nst the flatter�es of a whole convent, wh�ch are apparently
so well founded.
From the moment that she had dec�ded that she loved Jul�en, she
was no longer bored. She congratulated herself every day on hav�ng
del�berately dec�ded to �ndulge �n a grand pass�on. "Th�s amusement
�s very dangerous," she thought. "All the better, all the better, a
thousand t�mes. W�thout a grand pass�on I should be langu�sh�ng �n
boredom dur�ng the f�nest t�me of my l�fe, the years from s�xteen to
twenty. I have already wasted my f�nest years: all my pleasure
cons�sted �n be�ng obl�ged to l�sten to the s�lly arguments of my
mother's fr�ends who when at Coblentz �n 1792 were not qu�te so
str�ct, so they say, as the�r words of to-day."
It was wh�le Math�lde was a prey to these great f�ts of uncerta�nty that
Jul�en was baffled by those long looks of hers wh�ch l�ngered upon
h�m. He not�ced, no doubt, an �ncreased fr�g�d�ty �n the manner of
comte Norbert, and a fresh touch of haught�ness �n the manner of
MM. de Caylus, de Luz and de Cro�seno�s. He was accustomed to
that. He would somet�mes be the�r v�ct�m �n th�s way at the end of an
even�ng when, �n v�ew of the pos�t�on he occup�ed, he had been
unduly br�ll�ant. Had �t not been for the espec�al welcome w�th wh�ch
Math�lde would greet h�m, and the cur�os�ty w�th wh�ch all th�s soc�ety
�nsp�red h�m, he would have avo�ded follow�ng these br�ll�ant
moustach�oed young men �nto the garden, when they accompan�ed
mademo�selle de La Mole there, �n the hour after d�nner.
"Yes," Jul�en would say to h�mself, "�t �s �mposs�ble for me to dece�ve
myself, mademo�selle de la Mole looks at me �n a very s�ngular way.
But even when her f�ne blue open eyes are f�xed on me, w�de open
w�th the most abandon, I always detect beh�nd them an element of



scrut�ny, self-possess�on and mal�ce. Is �t poss�ble that th�s may be
love? But how d�fferent to madame de Rênal's looks!"
One even�ng after d�nner Jul�en, who had followed M. de la Mole �nto
h�s study, was rap�dly walk�ng back to the garden. He approached
Math�lde's c�rcle w�thout any warn�ng, and caught some words
pronounced �n a very loud vo�ce. She was teas�ng her brother. Jul�en
heard h�s name d�st�nctly pronounced tw�ce. He appeared. There
was �mmed�ately a profound s�lence and abort�ve efforts were made
to d�ss�pate �t. Mademo�selle de la Mole and her brother were too
an�mated to f�nd another top�c of conversat�on. MM. de Caylus, de
Cro�seno�s, de Luz, and one of the�r fr�ends, man�fested an �cy
coldness to Jul�en. He went away.

CHAPTER XLIII

A PLOT

D�sconnected remarks, casual meet�ngs, become transformed �n
the eyes of an �mag�nat�ve man �nto the most conv�nc�ng proofs,
�f he has any f�re �n h�s temperament.—Sch�ller.

The follow�ng day he aga�n caught Norbert and h�s s�ster talk�ng
about h�m. A funereal s�lence was establ�shed on h�s arr�val as on
the prev�ous day. H�s susp�c�ons were now unbounded. "Can these
charm�ng young people have started to make fun of me? I must own
th�s �s much more probable, much more natural than any suggested
pass�on on the part of mademo�selle de La Mole for a poor dev�l of a
secretary. In the f�rst place, have those people got any pass�ons at
all? Myst�f�cat�on �s the�r strong po�nt. They are jealous of my poor
l�ttle super�or�ty �n speak�ng. Be�ng jealous aga�n �s one of the�r
weaknesses. On that bas�s everyth�ng �s expl�cable. Mademo�selle



de La Mole s�mply wants to persuade me that she �s mark�ng me out
for spec�al favour �n order to show me off to her betrothed?"
Th�s cruel susp�c�on completely changed Jul�en's psycholog�cal
cond�t�on. The �dea found �n h�s heart a budd�ng love wh�ch �t had no
d�ff�culty �n destroy�ng. Th�s love was only founded on Math�lde's rare
beauty, or rather on her queenly manners and her adm�rable
dresses. Jul�en was st�ll a parvenu �n th�s respect. We are assured
that there �s noth�ng equal to a pretty soc�ety women for dazzl�ng a
peasant who �s at the same t�me a man of �ntellect, when he �s
adm�tted to f�rst class soc�ety. It had not been Math�lde's character
wh�ch had g�ven Jul�en food for dreams �n the days that had just
passed. He had suff�c�ent sense to real�se that he knew noth�ng
about her character. All he saw of �t m�ght be merely superf�c�al.
For �nstance, Math�lde would not have m�ssed mass on Sunday for
anyth�ng �n the world. She accompan�ed her mother there nearly
every t�me. If when �n the salon of the Hôtel de La Mole some
�nd�screet man forgot where he was, and �ndulged �n the remotest
allus�on to any jest aga�nst the real or supposed �nterests of Church
or State, Math�lde �mmed�ately assumed an �cy ser�ousness. Her
prev�ously arch express�on re-assumed all the �mpass�ve
haught�ness of an old fam�ly portra�t.
But Jul�en had assured h�mself that she always had one or two of
Volta�re's most ph�losoph�c volumes �n her room. He h�mself would
often steal some tomes of that f�ne ed�t�on wh�ch was so
magn�f�cently bound. By mov�ng each volume a l�ttle d�stance from
the one next to �t he managed to h�de the absence of the one he took
away, but he soon not�ced that someone else was read�ng Volta�re.
He had recourse to a tr�ck worthy of the sem�nary and placed some
p�eces of ha�r on those volumes wh�ch he thought were l�kely to
�nterest mademo�selle de La Mole. They d�sappeared for whole
weeks.
M. de La Mole had lost pat�ence w�th h�s bookseller, who always sent
h�m all the spur�ous memo�rs, and had �nstructed Jul�en to buy all the
new books, wh�ch were at all st�mulat�ng. But �n order to prevent the
po�son spread�ng over the household, the secretary was ordered to



place the books �n a l�ttle book-case that stood �n the marqu�s's own
room. He was soon qu�te certa�n that although the new books were
host�le to the �nterests of both State and Church, they very qu�ckly
d�sappeared. It was certa�nly not Norbert who read them.
Jul�en attached undue �mportance to th�s d�scovery, and attr�buted to
mademo�selle de la Mole a Mach�avell�an rôle. Th�s seem�ng
deprav�ty const�tuted a charm �n h�s eyes, the one moral charm, �n
fact, wh�ch she possessed. He was led �nto th�s extravagance by h�s
boredom w�th hypocr�sy and moral plat�tudes.
It was more a case of h�s exc�t�ng h�s own �mag�nat�on than of h�s
be�ng swept away by h�s love.
It was only after he had abandoned h�mself to rever�es about the
elegance of mademo�selle de la Mole's f�gure, the excellent taste of
he dress, the wh�teness of her hand, the beauty of her arm, the
d�s�nvoltura of all her movements, that he began to f�nd h�mself �n
love. Then �n order to complete the charm he thought her a
Cather�ne de' Med�c�. Noth�ng was too deep or too cr�m�nal for the
character wh�ch he ascr�bed to her. She was the �deal of the
Maslons, the Fr�la�rs, and the Castanèdes whom he had adm�red so
much �n h�s youth. To put �t shortly, she represented �n h�s eyes the
Par�s �deal.
Could anyth�ng poss�bly be more humorous than bel�ev�ng �n the
depth or �n the deprav�ty of the Par�s�an character?
It �s �mposs�ble that th�s tr�o �s mak�ng fun of me thought Jul�en. The
reader knows l�ttle of h�s character �f he has not begun already to
�mag�ne h�s cold and gloomy express�on when he answered
Math�lde's looks. A b�tter �rony rebuffed those assurances of
fr�endsh�p wh�ch the aston�shed mademo�selle de la Mole ventured
to hazard on two or three occas�ons.
P�qued by th�s sudden eccentr�c�ty, the heart of th�s young g�rl,
though naturally cold, bored and �ntellectual, became as
�mpass�oned as �t was naturally capable of be�ng. But there was also
a large element of pr�de �n Math�lde's character, and the b�rth of a



sent�ment wh�ch made all her happ�ness dependent on another, was
accompan�ed by a gloomy melancholy.
Jul�en had der�ved suff�c�ent advantage from h�s stay �n Par�s to
apprec�ate that th�s was not the fr�g�d melancholy of ennu�. Instead of
be�ng keen as she had been on at homes, theatres, and all k�nds of
d�stract�ons, she now shunned them.
Mus�c sung by Frenchmen bored Math�lde to death, yet Jul�en, who
always made a po�nt of be�ng present when the aud�ence came out
of the Opera, not�ced that she made a po�nt of gett�ng taken there as
often as she could. He thought he not�ced that she had lost a l�ttle of
that br�ll�ant neatness of touch wh�ch used to be man�fest �n
everyth�ng she d�d. She would somet�mes answer her fr�ends w�th
jests rendered pos�t�vely outrageous through the sheer force of the�r
st�ng�ng energy. He thought that she made a spec�al butt of the
marqu�s de Cro�seno�s. That young man must be desperately �n love
w�th money not to g�ve the go-by to that g�rl, however r�ch she
maybe, thought Jul�en. And as for h�mself, �nd�gnant at these
outrages on mascul�ne self-respect, he redoubled h�s fr�g�d�ty
towards her. Somet�mes he went so far as to answer her w�th scant
courtesy.
In sp�te of h�s resolut�on not to become the dupe of Math�lde's s�gns
of �nterest, these man�festat�ons were so palpable on certa�n days,
and Jul�en, whose eyes were beg�nn�ng to be opened, began to f�nd
her so pretty, that he was somet�mes embarrassed.
"These young people of soc�ety w�ll score �n the long run by the�r sk�ll
and the�r coolness over my �nexper�ence," he sa�d to h�mself. "I must
leave and put an end to all th�s." The marqu�s had just entrusted h�m
w�th the adm�n�strat�on of a number of small estates and houses
wh�ch he possessed �n Lower Languedoc. A journey was necessary;
M. de la Mole reluctantly consented. Jul�en had become h�s other
self, except �n those matters wh�ch concerned h�s pol�t�cal career.
"So, when we come to balance the account," Jul�en sa�d to h�mself,
as he prepared h�s departure, "they have not caught me. Whether
the jests that mademo�selle de la Mole made to those gentlemen are



real, or whether they were only �ntended to �nsp�re me w�th
conf�dence, they have s�mply amused me.
"If there �s no consp�racy aga�nst the carpenter's son, mademo�selle
de la Mole �s an en�gma, but at any rate, she �s qu�te as much an
en�gma for the marqu�s de Cro�seno�s as she �s to me. Yesterday, for
�nstance, her bad temper was very real, and I had the pleasure of
see�ng her snub, thanks to her favour for me, a young man who �s as
noble and as r�ch as I am a poor scoundrel of a plebe�an. That �s my
f�nest tr�umph; �t w�ll d�vert me �n my post-cha�se as I traverse the
Languedoc pla�ns."
He had kept h�s departure a secret, but Math�lde knew, even better
than he d�d h�mself, that he was go�ng to leave Par�s the follow�ng
day for a long t�me. She developed a madden�ng headache, wh�ch
was rendered worse by the stuffy salon. She walked a great deal �n
the garden, and persecuted Norbert, the marqu�s de Cro�seno�s,
Caylus, de Luz, and some other young men who had d�ned at the
Hôtel de la Mole, to such an extent by her mordant w�tt�c�sms, that
she drove them to take the�r leave. She kept look�ng at Jul�en �n a
strange way.
"Perhaps that look �s a pose," thought Jul�en, "but how about that
hurr�ed breath�ng and all that ag�tat�on? Bah," he sa�d to h�mself,
"who am I to judge of such th�ngs? We are deal�ng w�th the cream of
Par�s�an subl�m�ty and subtlety. As for that hurr�ed breath�ng wh�ch
was on the po�nt of affect�ng me, she no doubt stud�ed �t w�th
Léont�ne Fay, whom she l�kes so much."
They were left alone; the conversat�on was obv�ously langu�sh�ng.
"No, Jul�en has no feel�ng for me," sa�d Math�lde to herself, �n a state
of real unhapp�ness.
As he was tak�ng leave of her she took h�s arm v�olently.
"You w�ll rece�ve a letter from me th�s even�ng," she sa�d to h�m �n a
vo�ce that was so changed that �ts tone was scarcely recogn�sable.
Th�s c�rcumstance affected Jul�en �mmed�ately.
"My father," she cont�nued, "has a proper regard for the serv�ces you
render h�m. You must not leave to-morrow; f�nd an excuse." And she



ran away.
Her f�gure was charm�ng. It was �mposs�ble to have a prett�er foot.
She ran w�th a grace wh�ch fasc�nated Jul�en, but w�ll the reader
guess what he began to th�nk about after she had f�nally left h�m? He
felt wounded by the �mper�ous tone w�th wh�ch she had sa�d the
words, "you must." Lou�s XV. too, when on h�s death-bed, had been
keenly �rr�tated by the words "you must," wh�ch had been tactlessly
pronounced by h�s f�rst phys�c�an, and yet Lou�s XV. was not a
parvenu.
An hour afterwards a footman gave Jul�en a letter. It was qu�te s�mply
a declarat�on of love.
"The style �s too affected," sa�d Jul�en to h�mself, as he endeavoured
to control by h�s l�terary cr�t�c�sm the joy wh�ch was spread�ng over
h�s cheeks and forc�ng h�m to sm�le �n sp�te of h�mself.
At last h�s pass�onate exultat�on was too strong to be controlled. "So
I," he suddenly excla�med, "I, the poor peasant, get a declarat�on of
love from a great lady."
"As for myself, I haven't done so badly," he added, restra�n�ng h�s joy
as much as he could. "I have managed to preserve my self-respect. I
d�d not say that I loved her." He began to study the format�on of the
letters. Mademo�selle de la Mole had a pretty l�ttle Engl�sh
handwr�t�ng. He needed some concrete occupat�on to d�stract h�m
from a joy wh�ch verged on del�r�um.
"Your departure forces me to speak.... I could not bear not to see you
aga�n."
A thought had just struck Jul�en l�ke a new d�scovery. It �nterrupted
h�s exam�nat�on of Math�lde's letter, and redoubled h�s joy. "So I
score over the marqu�s de Cro�seno�s," he excla�med. "Yes, I who
could only talk ser�ously! And he �s so handsome. He has a
moustache and a charm�ng un�form. He always manages to say
someth�ng w�tty and clever just at the psycholog�cal moment."
Jul�en exper�enced a del�ghtful m�nute. He was wander�ng at random
�n the garden, mad w�th happ�ness.



Afterwards he went up to h�s desk, and had h�mself ushered �n to the
marqu�s de la Mole, who was fortunately st�ll �n. He showed h�m
several stamped papers wh�ch had come from Normandy, and had
no d�ff�culty �n conv�nc�ng h�m that he was obl�ged to put off h�s
departure for Languedoc �n order to look after the Normandy
lawsu�ts.
"I am very glad that you are not go�ng," sa�d the marqu�s to h�m,
when they had f�n�shed talk�ng bus�ness. "I l�ke see�ng you." Jul�en
went out; the words �rr�tated h�m.
"And I—I am go�ng to seduce h�s daughter! and perhaps render
�mposs�ble that marr�age w�th the marqu�s de Cro�seno�s to wh�ch the
marqu�s looks forward w�th such del�ght. If he does not get made a
duke, at any rate h�s daughter w�ll have a coronet." Jul�en thought of
leav�ng for Languedoc �n sp�te of Math�lde's letter, and �n sp�te of the
explanat�on he had just g�ven to the marqu�s. Th�s flash of v�rtue
qu�ckly d�sappeared.
"How k�nd �t �s of me," he sa�d to h�mself, "me ... a plebe�an, takes
p�ty on a fam�ly of th�s rank! Yes, me, whom the duke of Chaulnes
calls a servant! How does the marqu�s manage to �ncrease h�s
�mmense fortune? By sell�ng stock when he p�cks up �nformat�on at
the castle that there w�ll be a pan�c of a coup d'état on the follow�ng
day. And shall I, who have been flung down �nto the lowest class by
a cruel prov�dence—I, whom prov�dence has g�ven a noble heart but
not an �ncome of a thousand francs, that �s to say, not enough to buy
bread w�th, l�terally not enough to buy bread w�th—shall I refuse a
pleasure that presents �tself? A l�mp�d founta�n wh�ch w�ll quench my
th�rst �n th�s scorch�ng desert of med�ocr�ty wh�ch I am travers�ng w�th
such d�ff�culty! Upon my word, I am not such a fool! Each man for
h�mself �n that desert of ego�sm wh�ch �s called l�fe."
And he remembered certa�n d�sda�nful looks wh�ch madame de la
Mole, and espec�ally her lady fr�ends, had favoured h�m w�th.
The pleasure of scor�ng over the marqu�s de Cro�seno�s completed
the rout of th�s echo of v�rtue.



"How I should l�ke to make h�m angry," sa�d Jul�en. "W�th what
conf�dence would I g�ve h�m a sword thrust now!" And he went
through the segoon thrust. "Up t�ll now I have been a mere usher,
who explo�ted basely the l�ttle courage he had. After th�s letter I am
h�s equal.
"Yes," he slowly sa�d to h�mself, w�th an �nf�n�te pleasure, "the mer�ts
of the marqu�s and myself have been we�ghed �n the balance, and �t
�s the poor carpenter from the Jura who turns the scale.
"Good!" he excla�med, "th�s �s how I shall s�gn my answer. Don't
�mag�ne, mademo�selle de la Mole, that I am forgett�ng my place. I
w�ll make you real�se and fully apprec�ate that �t �s for a carpenter's
son that you are betray�ng a descendant of the famous Guy de
Cro�seno�s who followed St. Lou�s to the Crusade."
Jul�en was unable to control h�s joy. He was obl�ged to go down �nto
the garden. He had locked h�mself �n h�s room, but he found �t too
narrow to breathe �n.
"To th�nk of �t be�ng me, the poor peasant from the Jura," he kept on
repeat�ng to h�mself, "to th�nk of �t be�ng me who am eternally
condemned to wear th�s gloomy black su�t! Alas twenty years ago I
would have worn a un�form l�ke they do! In those days a man l�ke me
e�ther got k�lled or became a general at th�rty-s�x. The letter wh�ch he
held clenched �n h�s hand gave h�m a hero�c pose and stature.
Nowadays, �t �s true, �f one st�cks to th�s black su�t, one gets at forty
an �ncome of a hundred thousand francs and the blue r�bbon l�ke my
lord b�shop of Beauva�s.
"Well," he sa�d to h�mself w�th a Meph�stophel�an sm�le, "I have more
bra�ns than they. I am shrewd enough to choose the un�form of my
century. And he felt a qu�cken�ng of h�s amb�t�on and of h�s
attachment to h�s eccles�ast�cal dress. What card�nals of even lower
b�rth than m�ne have not succeeded �n govern�ng! My compatr�ot
Granvelle, for �nstance."
Jul�en's ag�tat�on became gradually calmed! Prudence emerged to
the top. He sa�d to h�mself l�ke h�s master Tartuffe whose part he
knew by heart:



Je pu�s cro�re ces mots, un art�f�ce honnête.
*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *
Je ne me f�ra� po�nt à des propos s� doux,
Qu'un peu de ses faveurs après quo� je soup�re
Ne v�enne m'assurer tout ce qu'�ls m'ont pud�re.

Tartuffe, act �v. Scene v.
"Tartuffe, too, was ru�ned by a woman, and he was as good as most
men.... My answer may be shown.... and the way out of that �s th�s,"
he added pronounc�ng h�s words slowly w�th an �ntonat�on of
del�berate and restra�ned feroc�ty. "We w�ll beg�n by quot�ng the most
v�v�d passages from the letter of the subl�me Math�lde."
"Qu�te so, but M. de Cro�seno�s' lackeys w�ll hurl themselves upon
me and snatch the or�g�nal away."
"No, they won't, for I am well armed, and as we know I am
accustomed to f�r�ng on lackeys."
"Well, suppose one of them has courage, and hurls h�mself upon me.
He has been prom�sed a hundred napoleons. I k�ll h�m, or wound
h�m, good, that's what they want. I shall be thrown �nto pr�son legally.
I shall be had up �n the pol�ce court and the judges w�ll send me w�th
all just�ce and all equ�ty to keep Mess�eurs Fontan and Magalon
company �n Po�ssy. There I shall be landed �n the m�ddle of four
hundred scoundrels.... And am I to have the sl�ghtest p�ty on these
people," he excla�med gett�ng up �mpetuously! "Do they show any to
persons of the th�rd estate when they have them �n the�r power!"
W�th these words h�s grat�tude to M. de la Mole, wh�ch had been �n
sp�te of h�mself tortur�ng h�s consc�ence up to th�s t�me, breathed �ts
last.
"Softly, gentlemen, I follow th�s l�ttle Mach�avell�an tr�ck, the abbé
Maslon or M. Castanède of the sem�nary could not have done better.
You w�ll take the provocat�ve letter away from me and I shall
exempl�fy the second volume of Colonel Caron at Colmar."
"One moment, gentlemen, I w�ll send the fatal letter �n a well-sealed
packet to M. the abbé P�rard to take care of. He's an honest man, a



Jansen�st, and consequently �ncorrupt�ble. Yes, but he w�ll open the
letters.... Fouqué �s the man to whom I must send �t."
We must adm�t that Jul�en's express�on was awful, h�s countenance
ghastly; �t breathed unm�t�gated cr�m�nal�ty. It represented the
unhappy man at war w�th all soc�ety.
"To arms," excla�med Jul�en. And he bounded up the fl�ght of steps of
the hotel w�th one str�de. He entered the stall of the street scr�vener;
he fr�ghtened h�m. "Copy th�s," he sa�d, g�v�ng h�m mademo�selle de
la Mole's letter.
Wh�le the scr�vener was work�ng, he h�mself wrote to Fouqué. He
asked h�m to take care of a valuable depos�t. "But he sa�d to
h�mself," break�ng �n upon h�s tra�n of thought, "the secret serv�ce of
the post-off�ce w�ll open my letter, and w�ll g�ve you gentlemen the
one you are look�ng for ... not qu�te, gentlemen." He went and bought
an enormous B�ble from a Protestant bookseller, sk�llfully h�d
Math�lde's letter �n the cover, and packed �t all up. H�s parcel left by
the d�l�gence addressed to one of Fouqué's workmen, whose name
was known to nobody at Par�s.
Th�s done, he returned to the Hôtel de la Mole, joyous and buoyant.
Now �t's our turn he excla�med as he locked h�mself �nto the room
and threw off h�s coat.
"What! mademo�selle," he wrote to Math�lde, "�s �t mademo�selle de
la Mole who gets Arsène her father's lackey to hand an only too
flatter�ng letter to a poor carpenter from the Jura, �n order no doubt to
make fun of h�s s�mpl�c�ty?" And he cop�ed out the most expl�c�t
phrases �n the letter wh�ch he had just rece�ved. H�s own letter would
have done honour to the d�plomat�c prudence of M. the Cheval�er de
Beauvo�s�s. It was st�ll only ten o'clock when Jul�en entered the
Ital�an opera, �ntox�cated w�th happ�ness and that feel�ng of h�s own
power wh�ch was so novel for a poor dev�l l�ke h�m. He heard h�s
fr�end Geron�mo s�ng. Mus�c had never exalted h�m to such a p�tch.



CHAPTER XLIV



A YOUNG GIRL'S THOUGHTS

What perplex�ty! What sleepless n�ghts! Great God. Am I go�ng
to make myself contempt�ble? He w�ll desp�se me h�mself. But
he �s leav�ng, he �s go�ng away.

Alfred de Musset.

Math�lde had not wr�tten w�thout a struggle. Whatever m�ght have
been the beg�nn�ng of her �nterest �n Jul�en, �t soon dom�nated that
pr�de wh�ch had re�gned unchallenged �n her heart s�nce she had
begun to know herself. Th�s cold and haughty soul was swept away
for the f�rst t�me by a sent�ment of pass�on, but �f th�s pass�on
dom�nated her pr�de, �t st�ll kept fa�thfully to the hab�ts of that pr�de.
Two months of struggles and new sensat�ons had transformed, so to
speak her whole moral l�fe.
Math�lde thought she was �n s�ght of happ�ness. Th�s v�sta,
�rres�st�ble as �t �s for those who comb�ne a super�or �ntellect w�th a
courageous soul, had to struggle for a long t�me aga�nst her self
respect and all her vulgar dut�es. One day she went �nto her mother's
room at seven o'clock �n the morn�ng and asked perm�ss�on to take
refuge �n V�llequ�er. The marqu�se d�d not even de�gn to answer her,
and adv�sed her to go back to bed. Th�s was the last effort of vulgar
prudence and respect for trad�t�on.
The fear of do�ng wrong and of offend�ng those �deas wh�ch the
Caylus's, the de Luz's, the Cro�seno�s' held for sacred had l�ttle
power over her soul. She cons�dered such creatures �ncapable of
understand�ng her. She would have consulted them, �f �t had been a
matter of buy�ng a carr�age or an estate. Her real fear was that Jul�en
was d�spleased w�th her.
"Perhaps he, too, has only the appearance of a super�or man?"
She abhorred lack of character; that was her one object�on to the
handsome young men who surrounded her. The more they made



elegant fun of everyth�ng wh�ch dev�ated from the preva�l�ng mode,
or wh�ch conformed to �t but �nd�fferently, the lower they fell �n her
eyes.
They were brave and that was all. "And after all �n what way were
they brave?" she sa�d to herself. "In duels, but the duel �s noth�ng
more than a formal�ty. The whole th�ng �s mapped out beforehand,
even the correct th�ng to say when you fall. Stretched on the turf, and
w�th your hand on your heart, you must vouchsafe a generous
forg�veness to the adversary, and a few words for a fa�r lady, who �s
often �mag�nary, or �f she does ex�st, w�ll go to a ball on the day of
your death for fear of arous�ng susp�c�on."
"One braves danger at the head of a squadron br�ll�ant w�th steel, but
how about that danger wh�ch �s sol�tary, strange, unforeseen and
really ugly."
"Alas," sa�d Math�lde to herself, "�t was at the court of Henr� III. that
men who were great both by character and by b�rth were to be
found! Yes! If Jul�en had served at Jarnac or Moncontour, I should no
longer doubt. In those days of strength and v�gour Frenchmen were
not dolls. The day of the battle was almost the one wh�ch presented
the fewest problems."
The�r l�fe was not �mpr�soned, l�ke an Egypt�an mummy �n a cover�ng
wh�ch was common to all, and always the same. "Yes," she added,
"there was more real courage �n go�ng home alone at eleven o'clock
�n the even�ng when one came out of the Hôtel de So�ssons where
Cather�ne de' Med�c� l�ved than there �s nowadays �n runn�ng over to
Alg�ers. A man's l�fe was then a ser�es of hazards. Nowadays
c�v�l�sat�on has ban�shed hazard. There are no more surpr�ses. If
anyth�ng new appears �n any �dea there are not suff�c�ent ep�grams
to �mmortal�se �t, but �f anyth�ng new appears �n actual l�fe, our pan�c
reaches the lowest depth of coward�ce. Whatever folly pan�c makes
us comm�t �s excused. What a degenerate and bor�ng age! What
would Bon�face de la Mole have sa�d �f, l�ft�ng h�s cut-off head out of
the tomb, he had seen seventeen of h�s descendants allow
themselves to be caught l�ke sheep �n 1793 �n order to be gu�llot�ned
two days afterwards! Death was certa�n, but �t would have been bad



form to have defended themselves and to have k�lled at least one or
two Jacob�ns. Yes! �n the hero�c days of France, �n the age of
Bon�face de la Mole, Jul�en would have been the ch�ef of a squadron,
wh�le my brother would have been the young pr�est w�th decorous
manners, w�th w�sdom �n h�s eyes and reason on h�s l�ps." Some
months prev�ously Math�lde had g�ven up all hope of meet�ng any
be�ng who was a l�ttle d�fferent from the common pattern. She had
found some happ�ness �n allow�ng herself to wr�te to some young
soc�ety men. Th�s rash procedure, wh�ch was so unbecom�ng and so
�mprudent �n a young g�rl, m�ght have d�sgraced her �n the eyes of M.
de Cro�seno�s, the Duke de Chaulnes, h�s father, and the whole
Hôtel de Chaulnes, who on see�ng the projected marr�age broken off
would have wanted to know the reason. At that t�me Math�lde had
been unable to sleep on those days when she had wr�tten one of her
letters. But those letters were only answers. But now she ventured to
declare her own love. She wrote f�rst (what a terr�ble word!) to a man
of the lowest soc�al grade.
Th�s c�rcumstance rendered her eternal d�sgrace qu�te �nev�table �n
the event of detect�on. Who of the women who v�s�ted her mother
would have dared to take her part? What off�c�al excuse could be
evolved wh�ch could successfully cope w�th the awful contempt of
soc�ety.
Bes�des speak�ng was awful enough, but wr�t�ng! "There are some
th�ngs wh�ch are not wr�tten!" Napoleon had excla�med on learn�ng of
the cap�tulat�on of Baylen. And �t was Jul�en who had told her that
ep�gram, as though g�v�ng her a lesson that was to come �n useful
subsequently.
But all th�s was comparat�vely un�mportant, Math�lde's angu�sh had
other causes. Forgett�ng the terr�ble effect �t would produce on
soc�ety, and the �neffable blot on her scutcheon that would follow
such an outrage on her own caste, Math�lde was go�ng to wr�te to a
person of a very d�fferent character to the Cro�seno�s', the de Luz's,
the Caylus's.
She would have been fr�ghtened at the depth and mystery �n Jul�en's
character, even �f she had merely entered �nto a convent�onal



acqua�ntance w�th h�m. And she was go�ng to make h�m her lover,
perhaps her master.
"What w�ll h�s pretens�ons not be, �f he �s ever �n a pos�t�on to do
everyth�ng w�th me? Well! I shall say, l�ke Medea: Au m�l�eu de tant
de pér�ls �l me reste Mo�." She bel�eved that Jul�en had no respect for
nob�l�ty of blood. What was more, he probably d�d not love her.
In these last moments of awful doubt her fem�n�ne pr�de suggested
to her certa�n �deas. "Everyth�ng �s bound to be extraord�nary �n the
l�fe of a g�rl l�ke me," excla�med Math�lde �mpat�ently. The pr�de,
wh�ch had been dr�lled �nto her s�nce her cradle, began to struggle
w�th her v�rtue. It was at th�s moment that Jul�en's departure
prec�p�tated everyth�ng.
(Such characters are luck�ly very rare.)
Very late �n the even�ng, Jul�en was mal�c�ous enough to have a very
heavy trunk taken down to the porter's lodge. He called the valet,
who was court�ng mademo�selle de la Mole's chamberma�d, to move
�t. "Th�s manœuvre cannot result �n anyth�ng," he sa�d to h�mself, "but
�f �t does succeed, she w�ll th�nk that I have gone." Very t�ckled by
th�s humorous thought, he fell asleep. Math�lde d�d not sleep a w�nk.
Jul�en left the hôtel very early the next morn�ng w�thout be�ng seen,
but he came back before e�ght o'clock.
He had scarcely entered the l�brary before M. de la Mole appeared
on the threshold. He handed her h�s answer. He thought that �t was
h�s duty to speak to her, �t was certa�nly perfectly feas�ble, but
mademo�selle de la Mole would not l�sten to h�m and d�sappeared.
Jul�en was del�ghted. He d�d not know what to say.
"If all th�s �s not a put up job w�th comte Norbert, �t �s clear that �t �s
my cold looks wh�ch have k�ndled the strange love wh�ch th�s
ar�stocrat�c g�rl chooses to enterta�n for me. I should be really too
much of a fool �f I ever allowed myself to take a fancy to that b�g
blonde doll." Th�s tra�n of reason�ng left h�m colder and more
calculat�ng than he had ever been.
"In the battle for wh�ch we are prepar�ng," he added, "pr�de of b�rth
w�ll be l�ke a h�gh h�ll wh�ch const�tutes a m�l�tary pos�t�on between



her and me. That must be the f�eld of the manœuvres. I made a
great m�stake �n stay�ng �n Par�s; th�s postpon�ng of my departure
cheapens and exposes me, �f all th�s �s s�mply a tr�ck. What danger
was there �n leav�ng? If they were mak�ng fun of me, I was mak�ng
fun of them. If her �nterest for me was �n any way real, I was mak�ng
that �nterest a hundred t�mes more �ntense."
Mademo�selle de la Mole's letter had g�ven Jul�en's van�ty so keen a
pleasure, that wreathed as he was �n sm�les at h�s good fortune he
had forgotten to th�nk ser�ously about the propr�ety of leav�ng.
It was one of the fatal elements of h�s character to be extremely
sens�t�ve to h�s own weaknesses. He was extremely upset by th�s
one, and had almost forgotten the �ncred�ble v�ctory wh�ch had
preceded th�s sl�ght check, when about n�ne o'clock mademo�selle
de la Mole appeared on the threshold of the l�brary, flung h�m a letter
and ran away.
"So th�s �s go�ng to be the romance by letters," he sa�d as he p�cked
�t up. "The enemy makes a false move; I w�ll reply by coldness and
v�rtue."
He was asked w�th a po�gnancy wh�ch merely �ncreased h�s �nner
ga�ety to g�ve a def�n�te answer. He �ndulged �n the pleasure of
myst�fy�ng those persons who he thought wanted to make fun of h�m
for two pages, and �t was out of humour aga�n that he announced
towards the end of h�s answer h�s def�n�te departure on the follow�ng
morn�ng.
"The garden w�ll be a useful place to hand her the letter," he thought
after he had f�n�shed �t, and he went there. He looked at the w�ndow
of mademo�selle de la Mole's room.
It was on the f�rst storey, next to her mother's apartment, but there
was a large ground floor.
Th�s latter was so h�gh that, as Jul�en walked under the avenue of
p�nes w�th h�s letter �n h�s hands, he could not be seen from
mademo�selle de la Mole's w�ndow. The dome formed by the well
cl�pped p�nes �ntercepted the v�ew. "What!" sa�d Jul�en to h�mself



angr�ly, "another �nd�scret�on! If they have really begun mak�ng fun of
me, show�ng myself w�th a letter �s play�ng �nto my enemy's hands."
Norbert's room was exactly above h�s s�ster's and �f Jul�en came out
from under the dome formed by the cl�pped branches of the p�ne, the
comte and h�s fr�end could follow all h�s movements.
Mademo�selle de la Mole appeared beh�nd her w�ndow; he half
showed h�s letter; she lowered her head, then Jul�en ran up to h�s
own room and met acc�dentally on the ma�n sta�rcase the fa�r
Math�lde, who se�zed the letter w�th complete self-possess�on and
sm�l�ng eyes.
"What pass�on there was �n the eyes of that poor madame de
Rênal," sa�d Jul�en to h�mself, "when she ventured to rece�ve a letter
from me, even after s�x months of �nt�mate relat�onsh�p! I don't th�nk
she ever looked at me w�th sm�l�ng eyes �n her whole l�fe."
He d�d not formulate so prec�sely the rest of h�s answer; was he
perhaps ashamed of the tr�v�al�ty of the mot�ve wh�ch were actuat�ng
h�m?
"But how d�fferent too," he went on to th�nk, "are her elegant morn�ng
dress and her d�st�ngu�shed appearance! A man of taste on see�ng
mademo�selle de la Mole th�rty yards off would �nfer the pos�t�on
wh�ch she occup�es �n soc�ety. That �s what can be called a spec�f�c
mer�t."
In sp�te of all th�s humorousness, Jul�en was not yet qu�te honest
w�th h�mself; madame de Rênal had no marqu�s de Cro�seno�s to
sacr�f�ce to h�m. H�s only r�val was that grotesque sub-prefect, M.
Charcot, who assumed the name of Maug�ron, because there were
no Maug�rons left �n France.
At f�ve o'clock Jul�en rece�ved a th�rd letter. It was thrown to h�m from
the l�brary door. Mademo�selle de la Mole ran away aga�n. "What a
man�a for wr�t�ng," he sa�d to h�mself w�th a laugh, "when one can
talk so eas�ly. The enemy wants my letters, that �s clear, and many of
them." He d�d not hurry to open th�s one. "More elegant phrases," he
thought; but he paled as he read �t. There were only e�ght l�nes.



"I need to speak to you; I must speak to you th�s even�ng. Be �n the
garden at the moment when one o'clock �s str�k�ng. Take the b�g
gardeners' ladder near the well; place �t aga�nst my w�ndow, and
cl�mb up to my room. It �s moonl�ght; never m�nd."

CHAPTER XLV

IS IT A PLOT?

Oh, how cruel �s the �nterval between the
concept�on
and the execut�on of a great project. What va�n
fears,
what f�ts of �rresolut�on! It �s a matter of l�fe and
death—even more �s at stake honour!—Sch�ller.

"Th�s �s gett�ng ser�ous," thought Jul�en, "and a l�ttle too clear," he
added after th�nk�ng a l�ttle. "Why to be sure! Th�s f�ne young lady
can talk to me �n the l�brary w�th a freedom wh�ch, thank heaven, �s
absolutely complete; the marqu�s, fr�ghtened as he �s that I show h�m
accounts, never sets foot �n �t. Why! M. de la Mole and the comte
Norbert, the only persons who ever come here, are absent nearly the
whole day, and the subl�me Math�lde for whom a sovere�gn pr�nce
would not be too noble a su�tor, wants me to comm�t an abom�nable
�nd�scret�on.
"It �s clear they want to ru�n me, or at the least make fun of me. F�rst
they wanted to ru�n me by my own letters; they happen to be
d�screet; well, they want some act wh�ch �s clearer than dayl�ght.
These handsome l�ttle gentlemen th�nk I am too s�lly or too
conce�ted. The dev�l! To th�nk of cl�mb�ng l�ke th�s up a ladder to a
storey twenty-f�ve feet h�gh �n the f�nest moonl�ght. They would have



t�me to see me, even from the ne�ghbour�ng houses. I shall cut a
pretty f�gure to be sure on my ladder!" Jul�en went up to h�s room
aga�n and began to pack h�s trunk wh�stl�ng. He had dec�ded to leave
and not even to answer.
But th�s w�se resolut�on d�d not g�ve h�m peace of m�nd. "If by
chance," he suddenly sa�d to h�mself after he had closed h�s trunk,
"Math�lde �s �n good fa�th, why then I cut the f�gure of an arrant
coward �n her eyes. I have no b�rth myself, so I need great qual�t�es
attested stra�ght away by speak�ng act�ons—money down—no
char�table cred�t."
He spent a quarter-of-an-hour �n reflect�ng. "What �s the good of
deny�ng �t?" he sa�d at last. "She w�ll th�nk me a coward. I shall lose
not only the most br�ll�ant person �n h�gh soc�ety, as they all sa�d at
M. the duke de Retz's ball, but also the heavenly pleasure of see�ng
the marqu�s de Cro�seno�s, the son of a duke, who w�ll be one day a
duke h�mself, sacr�f�ced to me. A charm�ng young man who has all
the qual�t�es I lack. A happy w�t, b�rth, fortune....
"Th�s regret w�ll haunt me all my l�fe, not on her account, 'there are
so many m�stresses!... but there �s only one honour!' says old don
D�égo. And here am I clearly and palpably shr�nk�ng from the f�rst
danger that presents �tself; for the duel w�th M. de Beauvo�s�s was
s�mply a joke. Th�s �s qu�te d�fferent. A servant may f�re at me po�nt
blank, but that �s the least danger; I may be d�sgraced.
"Th�s �s gett�ng ser�ous, my boy," he added w�th a Gascon ga�ety and
accent. "Honour �s at stake. A poor dev�l flung by chance �nto as low
a grade as I am w�ll never f�nd such an opportun�ty aga�n. I shall
have my conquests, but they w�ll be �nfer�or ones...."
He reflected for a long t�me, he walked up and down hurr�edly, and
then from t�me to t�me would suddenly stop. A magn�f�cent marble
bust of card�nal de R�chel�eu had been placed �n h�s room. It
attracted h�s gaze �n sp�te of h�mself. Th�s bust seemed to look at
h�m severely as though reproach�ng h�m w�th the lack of that
audac�ty wh�ch ought to be so natural to the French character.
"Would I have hes�tated �n your age great man?"



"At the worst," sa�d Jul�en to h�mself, "suppose all th�s �s a trap, �t �s
pretty black and pretty comprom�s�ng for a young g�rl. They know
that I am not the man to hold my tongue. They w�ll therefore have to
k�ll me. That was r�ght enough �n 1574 �n the days of Bon�face de la
Mole, but nobody today would ever have the pluck. They are not the
same men. Mademo�selle de la Mole �s the object of so much
jealousy. Four hundred salons would r�ng w�th her d�sgrace to-
morrow, and how pleased they would all be.
"The servants goss�p among themselves about marked the favours
of wh�ch I am the rec�p�ent. I know �t, I have heard them....
"On the other hand they're her letters. They may th�nk that I have
them on me. They may surpr�se me �n her room and take them from
me. I shall have to deal w�th two, three, or four men. How can I tell?
But where are they go�ng to f�nd these men? Where are they to f�nd
d�screet subord�nates �n Par�s? Just�ce fr�ghtens them.... By God! It
may be the Caylus's, the Cro�seno�s', the de Luz's themselves. The
�dea of the lud�crous f�gure I should cut �n the m�ddle of them at the
part�cular m�nute may have attracted them. Look out for the fate of
Abélard, M. the secretary.
"Well, by heaven, I'll mark you. I'll str�ke at your faces l�ke Cæsar's
sold�ers at Pharsal�a. As for the letters, I can put them �n a safe
place."
Jul�en cop�ed out the two last, h�d them �n a f�ne volume of Volta�re �n
the l�brary and h�mself took the or�g�nals to the post.
"What folly am I go�ng to rush �nto," he sa�d to h�mself w�th surpr�se
and terror when he returned. He had been a quarter of an hour
w�thout contemplat�ng what he was to do on th�s com�ng n�ght.
"But �f I refuse, I am bound to desp�se myself afterwards. Th�s matter
w�ll always occas�on me great doubt dur�ng my whole l�fe, and to a
man l�ke me such doubts are the most po�gnant unhapp�ness. D�d I
not feel l�ke that for Amanda's lover! I th�nk I would f�nd �t eas�er to
forg�ve myself for a perfectly clear cr�me; once adm�tted, I could
leave off th�nk�ng of �t.



"Why! I shall have been the r�val of a man who bears one of the
f�nest names �n France, and then out of pure l�ght-heartedness,
declared myself h�s �nfer�or! After all, �t �s cowardly not to go; these
words cl�nch everyth�ng," excla�med Jul�en as he got up ... "bes�des
she �s qu�te pretty."
"If th�s �s not a p�ece of treachery, what a folly �s she not comm�tt�ng
for my sake. If �t's a p�ece of myst�f�cat�on, by heaven, gentlemen, �t
only depends on me to turn the jest �nto earnest and that I w�ll do.
"But suppos�ng they t�e my hands together at the moment I enter the
room: they may have placed some �ngen�ous mach�ne there.
"It's l�ke a duel," he sa�d to h�mself w�th a laugh. "Everyone makes a
full parade, says my maître d'armes, but the good God, who w�shes
the th�ng to end, makes one of them forget to parry. Bes�des, here's
someth�ng to answer them w�th." He drew h�s p�stols out of h�s
pocket, and although the pr�m�ng was sh�n�ng, he renewed �t.
There was st�ll several hours to wa�t. Jul�en wrote to Fouqué �n order
to have someth�ng to do. "My fr�end, do not open the enclosed letter
except �n the event of an acc�dent, �f you hear that someth�ng
strange has happened to me. In that case blot out the proper names
�n the manuscr�pt wh�ch I am send�ng you, make e�ght cop�es of �t,
and send �t to the papers of Marse�lles, Bordeaux, Lyons, Brussels,
etc. Ten days later have the manuscr�pt pr�nted, send the f�rst copy to
M. the marqu�s de la Mole, and a fortn�ght after that throw the other
cop�es at n�ght �nto the streets of Verr�ères."
Jul�en made th�s l�ttle memo�r �n defence of h�s pos�t�on as l�ttle
comprom�s�ng as poss�ble for mademo�selle de la Mole. Fouqué was
only to open �t �n the event of an acc�dent. It was put �n the form of a
story, but �n fact �t exactly descr�bed h�s s�tuat�on.
Jul�en had just fastened h�s packet when the d�nner bell rang. It
made h�s heart beat. H�s �mag�nat�on was d�stracted by the story
wh�ch he had just composed, and fell a prey to trag�c present�ments.
He saw h�mself se�zed by servants, trussed, and taken �nto a cellar
w�th a gag �n h�s mouth. A servant was stat�oned there, who never let
h�m out of s�ght, and �f the fam�ly honour requ�red that the adventure



should have a trag�c end, �t was easy to f�n�sh everyth�ng w�th those
po�sons wh�ch leave no trace. They could then say that he had d�ed
of an �llness and would carry h�s dead body back �nto h�s room.
Thr�lled l�ke a dramat�c author by h�s own story, Jul�en was really
afra�d when he entered the d�n�ng-room. He looked at all those
l�ver�ed servants—he stud�ed the�r faces. "Wh�ch ones are chosen
for to-n�ght's exped�t�on?" he sa�d to h�mself. "The memor�es of the
court of Henr� III. are so v�v�d �n th�s fam�ly, and so often recalled, that
�f they th�nk they have been �nsulted they w�ll show more resolut�on
than other persons of the same rank." He looked at mademo�selle de
la Mole �n order to read the fam�ly plans �n her eyes; she was pale
and looked qu�te m�ddle-aged. He thought that she had never looked
so great: she was really handsome and �mpos�ng; he almost fell �n
love w�th her. "Pall�da morte futura," he sa�d to h�mself (her pallor
�nd�cates her great plans). It was �n va�n that after d�nner he made a
po�nt of walk�ng for a long t�me �n the garden, mademo�selle d�d not
appear. Speak�ng to her at that moment would have l�fted a great
we�ght off h�s heart.
Why not adm�t �t? he was afra�d. As he had resolved to act, he was
not ashamed to abandon h�mself to th�s emot�on. "So long as I show
the necessary courage at the actual moment," he sa�d to h�mself,
"what does �t matter what I feel at th�s part�cular moment?" He went
to reconno�tre the s�tuat�on and f�nd out the we�ght of the ladder.
"Th�s �s an �nstrument," he sa�d to h�mself w�th a sm�le, "wh�ch I am
fated to use both here and at Verr�ères. What a d�fference! In those
days," he added w�th a s�gh, "I was not obl�ged to d�strust the person
for whom I exposed myself to danger. What a d�fference also �n the
danger!"
"There would have been no d�shonour for me �f I had been k�lled �n
M. de Rênal's gardens. It would have been easy to have made my
death �nto a mystery. But here all k�nds of abom�nable scandal w�ll be
talked �n the salons of the Hôtel de Chaulnes, the Hôtel de Caylus,
de Retz, etc., everywhere �n fact. I shall go down to poster�ty as a
monster."



"For two or three years," he went on w�th a laugh, mak�ng fun of
h�mself; but the �dea paralysed h�m. "And how am I go�ng to manage
to get just�f�ed? Suppose that Fouqué does pr�nt my posthumous
pamphlet, �t w�ll only be taken for an add�t�onal �nfamy. Why! I get
rece�ved �nto a house, and I reward the hosp�tal�ty wh�ch I have
rece�ved, the k�ndness w�th wh�ch I have been loaded by pr�nt�ng a
pamphlet about what has happened and attack�ng the honour of
women! Nay! I'd a thousand t�mes rather be duped."
The even�ng was awful.

CHAPTER XLVI

ONE O'CLOCK IN THE MORNING

Th�s garden was very b�g, �t had been planned a few years ago
�n perfect taste. But the trees were more than a century old. It
had a certa�n rust�c atmosphere.—Mass�nger.

He was go�ng to wr�te a countermand�ng letter to Fouqué when
eleven o'clock struck. He no�s�ly turned the lock of the door of h�s
room as though he had locked h�mself �n. He went w�th a sleuth-l�ke
step to observe what was happen�ng over the house, espec�ally on
the fourth storey where the servants slept. There was noth�ng
unusual. One of madame de la Mole's chamberma�ds was g�v�ng an
enterta�nment, the servants were tak�ng punch w�th much ga�ety.
"Those who laugh l�ke that," thought Jul�en, "cannot be part�c�pat�ng
�n the nocturnal exped�t�on; �f they were, they would be more
ser�ous."
Eventually he stat�oned h�mself �n an obscure corner of the garden.
"If the�r plan �s to h�de themselves from the servants of the house,



they w�ll despatch the persons whom they have told off to surpr�se
me over the garden wall.
"If M. de Cro�seno�s shows any sense of proport�on �n th�s matter, he
�s bound to f�nd �t less comprom�s�ng for the young person, whom he
w�shes to make h�s w�fe �f he has me surpr�sed before I enter her
room."
He made a m�l�tary and extremely deta�led reconna�ssance. "My
honour �s at stake," he thought. "If I tumble �nto some p�tfall �t w�ll not
be an excuse �n my own eyes to say, 'I never thought of �t.'"
The weather was desperately serene. About eleven o'clock the
moon rose, at half-past twelve �t completely �llum�nated the facade of
the hôtel look�ng out upon the garden.
"She �s mad," Jul�en sa�d to h�mself. As one o'clock struck there was
st�ll a l�ght �n comte Norbert's w�ndows. Jul�en had never been so
fr�ghtened �n h�s l�fe, he only saw the dangers of the enterpr�se and
had no enthus�asm at all. He went and took the �mmense ladder,
wa�ted f�ve m�nutes to g�ve her t�me to tell h�m not to go, and f�ve
m�nutes after one placed the ladder aga�nst Math�lde's w�ndow. He
mounted softly, p�stol �n hand, aston�shed at not be�ng attacked. As
he approached the w�ndow �t opened no�selessly.
"So there you are, mons�eur," sa�d Math�lde to h�m w�th cons�derable
emot�on. "I have been follow�ng your movements for the last hour."
Jul�en was very much embarrassed. He d�d not know how to conduct
h�mself. He d�d not feel at all �n love. He thought �n h�s
embarrassment that he ought to be venturesome. He tr�ed to k�ss
Math�lde.
"For shame," she sa�d to h�m, push�ng h�m away.
Extremely glad at be�ng rebuffed, he hastened to look round h�m.
The moon was so br�ll�ant that the shadows wh�ch �t made �n
mademo�selle de la Mole's room were black. "It's qu�te poss�ble for
men to be concealed w�thout my see�ng them," he thought.
"What have you got �n your pocket at the s�de of your coat?"
Math�lde sa�d to h�m, del�ghted at f�nd�ng someth�ng to talk about.



She was suffer�ng strangely; all those sent�ments of reserve and
t�m�d�ty wh�ch were so natural to a g�rl of good b�rth, had reasserted
the�r dom�n�on and were tortur�ng her.
"I have all k�nds of arms and p�stols," answered Jul�en equally glad at
hav�ng someth�ng to say.
"You must take the ladder away," sa�d Math�lde.
"It �s very b�g, and may break the w�ndows of the salon down below
or the room on the ground floor."
"You must not break the w�ndows," repl�ed Math�lde mak�ng a va�n
effort to assume an ord�nary conversat�onal tone; "�t seems to me
you can lower the ladder by ty�ng a cord to the f�rst rung. I have
always a supply of cords at hand."
"So th�s �s a woman �n love," thought Jul�en. "She actually dares to
say that she �s �n love. So much self-possess�on and such
shrewdness �n tak�ng precaut�ons are suff�c�ent �nd�cat�ons that I am
not tr�umph�ng over M. de Cro�seno�s as I fool�shly bel�eved, but that
I am s�mply succeed�ng h�m. As a matter of fact, what does �t matter
to me? Do I love her? I am tr�umph�ng over the marqu�s �n so far as
he would be very angry at hav�ng a successor, and angr�er st�ll at
that successor be�ng myself. How haught�ly he looked at me th�s
even�ng �n the Café Torton� when he pretended not to recogn�se me!
And how mal�c�ously he bowed to me afterwards, when he could not
get out of �t."
Jul�en had t�ed the cord to the last rung of the ladder. He lowered �t
softly and leant far out of the balcony �n order to avo�d �ts touch�ng
the w�ndow pane. "A f�ne opportun�ty to k�ll me," he thought, "�f
anyone �s h�dden �n Math�lde's room;" but a profound s�lence
cont�nued to re�gn everywhere.
The ladder touched the ground. Jul�en succeeded �n lay�ng �t on the
border of the exot�c flowers along s�de the wall.
"What w�ll my mother say," sa�d Math�lde, "when she sees her
beaut�ful plants all crushed? You must throw down the cord," she
added w�th great self-possess�on. "If �t were not�ced go�ng up to the
balcony, �t would be a d�ff�cult c�rcumstance to expla�n."



"And how am I to get away?" sa�d Jul�en �n a jest�ng tone affect�ng
the Creole accent. (One of the chamberma�ds of the household had
been born �n Sa�nt-Dom�ngo.)
"You? Why you w�ll leave by the door," sa�d Math�lde, del�ghted at the
�dea.
"Ah! how worthy th�s man �s of all my love," she thought.
Jul�en had just let the cord fall �nto the garden; Math�lde grasped h�s
arm. He thought he had been se�zed by an enemy and turned round
sharply, draw�ng a dagger. She had thought that she had heard a
w�ndow open�ng. They rema�ned mot�onless and scarcely breathed.
The moonl�ght l�t up everyth�ng. The no�se was not renewed and
there was no more cause for anx�ety.
Then the�r embarrassment began aga�n; �t was great on both s�des.
Jul�en assured h�mself that the door was completely locked; he
thought of look�ng under the bed, but he d�d not dare; "they m�ght
have stat�oned one or two lackeys there." F�nally he feared that he
m�ght reproach h�mself �n the future for th�s lack of prudence, and d�d
look. Math�lde had fallen �nto all the angu�sh of the most extreme
t�m�d�ty. She was horr�f�ed at her pos�t�on.
"What have you done w�th my letters?" she sa�d at last.
"What a good opportun�ty to upset these gentlemen, �f they are
eavesdropp�ng, and thus avo�d�ng the battle," thought Jul�en.
"The f�rst �s h�d �n a b�g Protestant B�ble, wh�ch last n�ght's d�l�gence
�s tak�ng far away from here."
He spoke very d�st�nctly as he went �nto these deta�ls, so as to be
heard by any persons who m�ght be concealed �n two large
mahogany cupboards wh�ch he had not dared to �nspect.
"The other two are �n the post and are bound for the same
dest�nat�on as the f�rst."
"Heavens, why all these precaut�ons?" sa�d Math�lde �n alarm.
"What �s the good of my ly�ng?" thought Jul�en, and he confessed all
h�s susp�c�ons.



"So that's the cause for the coldness of your letters, dear," excla�med
Math�lde �n a tone of madness rather than of tenderness.
Jul�en d�d not not�ce that nuance. The endearment made h�m lose
h�s head, or at any rate h�s susp�c�ons van�shed. He dared to clasp �n
h�s arms that beaut�ful g�rl who �nsp�red h�m w�th such respect. He
was only part�ally rebuffed. He fell back on h�s memory as he had
once at Besançon w�th Armanda B�net, and rec�ted by heart several
of the f�nest phrases out of the Nouvelle Hélo�se.
"You have the heart of a man," was the answer she made w�thout
l�sten�ng too attent�vely to h�s phrases; "I wanted to test your
courage, I confess �t. Your f�rst susp�c�ons and your resolut�ons show
you even more �ntrep�d, dear, than I had bel�eved."
Math�lde had to make an effort to call h�m "dear," and was ev�dently
pay�ng more attent�on to th�s strange method of speech than to the
substance of what she was say�ng. Be�ng called "dear" w�thout any
tenderness �n the tone afforded no pleasure to Jul�en; he was
aston�shed at not be�ng happy, and eventually fell back on h�s
reason�ng �n order to be so. He saw that he was respected by th�s
proud young g�rl who never gave undeserved pra�se; by means of
th�s reason�ng he managed to enjoy the happ�ness of sat�sf�ed van�ty.
It was not, �t was true, that soulful pleasure wh�ch he had somet�mes
found w�th madame de Rênal. There was no element of tenderness
�n the feel�ngs of these f�rst few m�nutes. It was the keen happ�ness
of a grat�f�ed amb�t�on, and Jul�en was, above all, amb�t�ous. He
talked aga�n of the people whom he had suspected and of the
precaut�ons wh�ch he had dev�sed. As he spoke, he thought of the
best means of explo�t�ng h�s v�ctory.
Math�lde was st�ll very embarrassed and seemed paralysed by the
steps wh�ch she had taken. She appeared del�ghted to f�nd a top�c of
conversat�on. They talked of how they were to see each other aga�n.
Jul�en extracted a del�c�ous joy from the consc�ousness of the
�ntell�gence and the courage, of wh�ch he aga�n proved h�mself
possessed dur�ng th�s d�scuss�on. They had to reckon w�th extremely
sharp people, the l�ttle Tanbeau was certa�nly a spy, but Math�lde and
h�mself as well had the�r share of cleverness.



What was eas�er than to meet �n the l�brary, and there make all
arrangements?
"I can appear �n all parts of the hôtel," added Jul�en, "w�thout rous�ng
susp�c�on almost, �n fact, �n madame de la Mole's own room." It was
absolutely necessary to go through �t �n order to reach her daughter's
room. If Math�lde thought �t preferable for h�m always to come by a
ladder, then he would expose h�mself to that paltry danger w�th a
heart �ntox�cated w�th joy.
As she l�stened to h�m speak�ng, Math�lde was shocked by th�s a�r of
tr�umph. "So he �s my master," she sa�d to herself, she was already a
prey to remorse. Her reason was horr�f�ed at the s�gnal folly wh�ch
she had just comm�tted. If she had had the power she would have
ann�h�lated both herself and Jul�en. When for a few moments she
managed by sheer w�ll-power to s�lence her pangs of remorse, she
was rendered very unhappy by her t�m�d�ty and wounded shame.
She had qu�te fa�led to foresee the awful pl�ght �n wh�ch she now
found herself.
"I must speak to h�m, however," she sa�d at last. "That �s the proper
th�ng to do. One does talk to one's lover." And then w�th a v�ew of
accompl�sh�ng a duty, and w�th a tenderness wh�ch was man�fested
rather �n the words wh�ch she employed than �n the �nflect�on of her
vo�ce, she recounted var�ous resolut�ons wh�ch she had made
concern�ng h�m dur�ng the last few days.
She had dec�ded that �f he should dare to come to her room by the
help of the gardener's ladder accord�ng to h�s �nstruct�ons, she would
be ent�rely h�s. But never were such tender passages spoken �n a
more pol�te and fr�g�d tone. Up to the present th�s ass�gnat�on had
been �cy. It was enough to make one hate the name of love. What a
lesson �n moral�ty for a young and �mprudent g�rl! Is �t worth wh�le to
ru�n one's future for moments such as th�s?
After long f�ts of hes�tat�on wh�ch a superf�c�al observer m�ght have
m�staken for the result of the most emphat�c hate (so great �s the
d�ff�culty wh�ch a woman's self-respect f�nds �n y�eld�ng even to so
f�rm a w�ll as hers) Math�lde became eventually a charm�ng m�stress.



In po�nt of fact, these ecstas�es were a l�ttle art�f�c�al. Pass�onate love
was st�ll more the model wh�ch they �m�tated than a real actual�ty.
Mademo�selle de la Mole thought she was fulf�ll�ng a duty towards
herself and towards her lover. "The poor boy," she sa�d to herself,
"has shewn a consummate bravery. He deserves to be happy or �t �s
really I who w�ll be shew�ng a lack of character." But she would have
been glad to have redeemed the cruel necess�ty �n wh�ch she found
herself even at the pr�ce of an etern�ty of unhapp�ness.
In sp�te of the awful v�olence she was do�ng to herself she was
completely m�stress of her words.
No regret and no reproach spo�led that n�ght wh�ch Jul�en found
extraord�nary rather than happy. Great heavens! what a d�fference to
h�s last twenty-four hours' stay �n Verr�ères. These f�ne Par�s
manners manage to spo�l everyth�ng, even love, he sa�d to h�mself,
qu�te unjustly.
He abandoned h�mself to these reflect�ons as he stood upr�ght �n one
of the great mahogany cupboards �nto wh�ch he had been put at the
s�gn of the f�rst sounds of movement �n the ne�ghbour�ng apartment,
wh�ch was madame de la Mole's. Math�lde followed her mother to
mass, the servants soon left the apartment and Jul�en eas�ly
escaped before they came back to f�n�sh the�r work.
He mounted a horse and tr�ed to f�nd the most sol�tary spots �n one
of the forests near Par�s. He was more aston�shed than happy. The
happ�ness wh�ch f�lled h�s soul from t�me to t�me resembled that of a
young sub-l�eutenant who as the result of some surpr�s�ng feat has
just been made a full-fledged colonel by the commander-�n-ch�ef; he
felt h�mself l�fted up to an �mmense he�ght. Everyth�ng wh�ch was
above h�m the day before was now on a level w�th h�m or even below
h�m. L�ttle by l�ttle Jul�en's happ�ness �ncreased �n proport�on as he
got further away from Par�s.
If there was no tenderness �n h�s soul, the reason was that, however
strange �t may appear to say so, Math�lde had �n everyth�ng she had
done, s�mply accompl�shed a duty. The only th�ng she had not
foreseen �n all the events of that n�ght, was the shame and



unhapp�ness wh�ch she had exper�enced �nstead of that absolute
fel�c�ty wh�ch �s found �n novels.
"Can I have made a m�stake, and not be �n love w�th h�m?" she sa�d
to herself.

CHAPTER XLVII

AN OLD SWORD

I now mean to be ser�ous; �t �s t�me
S�nce laughter now-a-days �s deemed too
ser�ous.
A jest at v�ce by v�rtues called a cr�me.

Don Juan,
c. x���.

She d�d not appear at d�nner. She came for a m�nute �nto the salon �n
the even�ng, but d�d not look at Jul�en. He cons�dered th�s behav�our
strange, "but," he thought, "I do not know the�r usages. She w�ll g�ve
me some good reason for all th�s." None the less he was a prey to
the most extreme cur�os�ty; he stud�ed the express�on of Math�lde's
features; he was bound to own to h�mself that she looked cold and
mal�c�ous. It was ev�dently not the same woman who on the
proceed�ng n�ght had had, or pretended to have, transports of
happ�ness wh�ch were too extravagant to be genu�ne.
The day after, and the subsequent day she showed the same
coldness; she d�d not look at h�m, she d�d not not�ce h�s ex�stence.
Jul�en was devoured by the keenest anx�ety and was a thousand
leagues removed from that feel�ng of tr�umph wh�ch had been h�s
only emot�on on the f�rst day. "Can �t be by chance," he sa�d to



h�mself, "a return to v�rtue?" But th�s was a very bourgeo�s word to
apply to the haughty Math�lde.
"Placed �n an ord�nary pos�t�on �n l�fe she would d�sbel�eve �n
rel�g�on," thought Jul�en, "she only l�kes �t �n so far as �t �s very useful
to the �nterests of her class."
But perhaps she may as a mere matter of del�cacy be keenly
reproach�ng herself for the m�stake wh�ch she has comm�tted. Jul�en
bel�eved that he was her f�rst lover.
"But," he sa�d to h�mself at other moments, "I must adm�t that there �s
no trace of na�vety, s�mpl�c�ty, or tenderness �n her own demeanour; I
have never seen her more haughty, can she desp�se me? It would
be worthy of her to reproach herself s�mply because of my low b�rth,
for what she has done for me."
Wh�le Jul�en, full of those preconce�ved �deas wh�ch he had found �n
books and �n h�s memor�es of Verr�ères, was chas�ng the phantom of
a tender m�stress, who from the m�nute when she has made her
lover happy no longer th�nks of her own ex�stence, Math�lde's van�ty
was �nfur�ated aga�nst h�m.
As for the last two months she had no longer been bored, she was
not fr�ghtened of boredom; consequently, w�thout be�ng able to have
the sl�ghtest susp�c�on of �t, Jul�en had lost h�s greatest advantage.
"I have g�ven myself a master," sa�d mademo�selle de la Mole to
herself, a prey to the blackest sorrow. "Luck�ly he �s honour �tself, but
�f I offend h�s van�ty, he w�ll revenge h�mself by mak�ng known the
nature of our relat�ons." Math�lde had never had a lover, and though
pass�ng through a stage of l�fe wh�ch affords some tender �llus�ons
even to the coldest souls, she fell a prey to the most b�tter
reflect�ons.
"He has an �mmense dom�n�on over me s�nce h�s re�gn �s one of
terror, and he �s capable, �f I provoke h�m, of pun�sh�ng me w�th an
awful penalty." Th�s �dea alone was enough to �nduce mademo�selle
de la Mole to �nsult h�m. Courage was the pr�mary qual�ty �n her
character. The only th�ng wh�ch could g�ve her any thr�ll and cure her



from a fundamental and chron�cally recurr�ng ennu� was the �dea that
she was stak�ng her ent�re ex�stence on a s�ngle throw.
As mademo�selle de la Mole obst�nately refused to look at h�m,
Jul�en on the th�rd day �n sp�te of her ev�dent object�on, followed her
�nto the b�ll�ard-room after d�nner.
"Well, s�r, you th�nk you have acqu�red some very strong r�ghts over
me?" she sa�d to h�m w�th scarcely controlled anger, "s�nce you
venture to speak to me, �n sp�te of my very clearly man�fested w�sh?
Do you know that no one �n the world has had such effrontery?"
The d�alogue of these two lovers was �ncomparably humourous.
W�thout suspect�ng �t, they were an�mated by mutual sent�ments of
the most v�v�d hate. As ne�ther the one nor the other had a meekly
pat�ent character, wh�le they were both d�sc�ples of good form, they
soon came to �nform�ng each other qu�te clearly that they would
break for ever.
"I swear eternal secrecy to you," sa�d Jul�en. "I should l�ke to add that
I would never address a s�ngle word to you, were �t not that a marked
change m�ght perhaps jeopard�se your reputat�on." He saluted
respectfully and left.
He accompl�shed eas�ly enough what he bel�eved to be a duty; he
was very far from th�nk�ng h�mself much �n love w�th mademo�selle
de la Mole. He had certa�nly not loved her three days before, when
he had been h�dden �n the b�g mahogany cupboard. But the moment
that he found h�mself estranged from her for ever h�s mood
underwent a complete and rap�d change.
H�s memory tortured h�m by go�ng over the least deta�ls �n that n�ght,
wh�ch had as a matter of fact left h�m so cold. In the very n�ght that
followed th�s announcement of a f�nal rupture, Jul�en almost went
mad at be�ng obl�ged to own to h�mself that he loved mademo�selle
de la Mole.
Th�s d�scovery was followed by awful struggles: all h�s emot�ons
were overwhelmed.
Two days later, �nstead of be�ng haughty towards M. de Cro�seno�s,
he could have almost burst out �nto tears and embraced h�m.



H�s hab�tuat�on to unhapp�ness gave h�m a gleam of commonsense,
he dec�ded to leave for Languedoc, packed h�s trunk and went to the
post.
He felt he would fa�nt, when on arr�v�ng at the off�ce of the ma�ls, he
was told that by a s�ngular chance there was a place �n the Toulouse
ma�l. He booked �t and returned to the Hôtel de la Mole to announce
h�s departure to the marqu�s.
M. de la Mole had gone out. More dead than al�ve Jul�en went �nto
the l�brary to wa�t for h�m. What was h�s emot�on when he found
mademo�selle de la Mole there.
As she saw h�m come, she assumed a mal�c�ous express�on wh�ch �t
was �mposs�ble to m�stake.
In h�s unhapp�ness and surpr�se Jul�en lost h�s head and was weak
enough to say to her �n a tone of the most heartfelt tenderness. "So
you love me no more."
"I am horr�f�ed at hav�ng g�ven myself to the f�rst man who came
along," sa�d Math�lde cry�ng w�th rage aga�nst herself.
"The f�rst man who came along," cr�ed Jul�en, and he made for an
old med�æval sword wh�ch was kept �n the l�brary as a cur�os�ty.
H�s gr�ef—wh�ch he thought was at �ts max�mum at the moment
when he had spoken to mademo�selle de la Mole—had been
rendered a hundred t�mes more �ntense by the tears of shame wh�ch
he saw her shedd�ng.
He would have been the happ�est of men �f he had been able to k�ll
her.
When he was on the po�nt of draw�ng the sword w�th some d�ff�culty
from �ts anc�ent scabbard, Math�lde, rendered happy by so novel a
sensat�on, advanced proudly towards h�m, her tears were dry.
The thought of h�s benefactor—the marqu�s de la Mole—presented
�tself v�v�dly to Jul�en. "Shall I k�ll h�s daughter?" he sa�d to h�mself,
"how horr�ble." He made a movement to throw down the sword. "She
w�ll certa�nly," he thought, "burst out laugh�ng at the s�ght of such a
melodramat�c pose:" that �dea was respons�ble for h�s rega�n�ng all



h�s self-possess�on. He looked cur�ously at the blade of the old
sword as though he had been look�ng for some spot of rust, then put
�t back �n the scabbard and replaced �t w�th the utmost tranqu�ll�ty on
the g�lt bronze na�l from wh�ch �t hung.
The whole manœuvre, wh�ch towards the end was very slow, lasted
qu�te a m�nute; mademo�selle de la Mole looked at h�m �n
aston�shment. "So I have been on the verge of be�ng k�lled by my
lover," she sa�d to herself.
Th�s �dea transported her �nto the palm�est days of the age of
Charles IX. and of Henr� III.
She stood mot�onless before Jul�en, who had just replaced the
sword; she looked at h�m w�th eyes whose hatred had d�sappeared.
It must be owned that she was very fasc�nat�ng at th�s moment,
certa�nly no woman looked less l�ke a Par�s�an doll (th�s express�on
symbol�sed Jul�en's great object�on to the women of th�s c�ty).
"I shall relapse �nto some weakness for h�m," thought Math�lde; "�t �s
qu�te l�kely that he w�ll th�nk h�mself my lord and master after a
relapse l�ke that at the very moment that I have been talk�ng to h�m
so f�rmly." She ran away.
"By heaven, she �s pretty sa�d Jul�en as he watched her run and
that's the creature who threw herself �nto my arms w�th so much
pass�on scarcely a week ago ... and to th�nk that those moments w�ll
never come back? And that �t's my fault, to th�nk of my be�ng lack�ng
�n apprec�at�on at the very moment when I was do�ng someth�ng so
extraord�nar�ly �nterest�ng! I must own that I was born w�th a very dull
and unfortunate character."
The marqu�s appeared; Jul�en hastened to announce h�s departure.
"Where to?" sa�d M. de la Mole.
"For Languedoc."
"No, �f you please, you are reserved for h�gher dest�n�es. If you leave
�t w�ll be for the North.... In m�l�tary phraseology I actually conf�ne you
�n the hotel. You w�ll compel me to be never more than two or three
hours away. I may have need of you at any moment."



Jul�en bowed and ret�red w�thout a word, leav�ng the marqu�s �n a
state of great aston�shment. He was �ncapable of speak�ng. He shut
h�mself up �n h�s room. He was there free to exaggerate to h�mself all
the awfulness of h�s fate.
"So," he thought, "I cannot even get away. God knows how many
days the marqu�s w�ll keep me �n Par�s. Great God, what w�ll become
of me, and not a fr�end whom I can consult? The abbé P�rard w�ll
never let me f�n�sh my f�rst sentence, wh�le the comte Altam�ra w�ll
propose enl�st�ng me �n some consp�racy. And yet I am mad; I feel �t,
I am mad. Who w�ll be able to gu�de me, what w�ll become of me?"

CHAPTER XLVIII

CRUEL MOMENTS

And she confesses �t to me! She goes �nto even the smallest
deta�ls! Her beaut�ful eyes f�xed on m�ne, and descr�bes the love
wh�ch she felt for another.—Sch�ller.

The del�ghted mademo�selle de la Mole thought of noth�ng but the
happ�ness of hav�ng been nearly k�lled. She went so far as to say to
herself, "he �s worthy of be�ng my master s�nce he was on the po�nt
of k�ll�ng me. How many handsome young soc�ety men would have
to be melted together before they were capable of so pass�onate a
transport."
"I must adm�t that he was very handsome at the t�me when he
cl�mbed up on the cha�r to replace the sword �n the same p�cturesque
pos�t�on �n wh�ch the decorator hung �t! After all �t was not so fool�sh
of me to love h�m."
If at that moment some honourable means of reconc�l�at�on had
presented �tself, she would have embraced �t w�th pleasure. Jul�en



locked �n h�s room was a prey to the most v�olent despa�r. He thought
�n h�s madness of throw�ng h�mself at her feet. If �nstead of h�d�ng
h�mself �n an out of the way place, he had wandered about the
garden of the hôtel so as to keep w�th�n reach of any opportun�ty, he
would perhaps have changed �n a s�ngle moment h�s awful
unhapp�ness �nto the keenest happ�ness.
But the tact for whose lack we are now reproach�ng h�m would have
been �ncompat�ble w�th that subl�me se�zure of the sword, wh�ch at
the present t�me rendered h�m so handsome �n the eyes of
mademo�selle de la Mole. Th�s wh�m �n Jul�en's favour lasted the
whole day; Math�lde conjured up a charm�ng �mage of the short
moments dur�ng wh�ch she had loved h�m: she regretted them.
"As a matter of fact," she sa�d to herself, "my pass�on for th�s poor
boy can from h�s po�nt of v�ew only have lasted from one hour after
m�dn�ght when I saw h�m arr�ve by h�s ladder w�th all h�s p�stols �n h�s
coat pocket, t�ll e�ght o'clock �n the morn�ng. It was a quarter of an
hour after that as I l�stened to mass at Sa�nte-Valère that I began to
th�nk that he m�ght very well try to terr�fy me �nto obed�ence."
After d�nner mademo�selle de la Mole, so far from avo�d�ng Jul�en,
spoke to h�m and made h�m prom�se to follow her �nto the garden.
He obeyed. It was a new exper�ence.
W�thout suspect�ng �t Math�lde was y�eld�ng to the love wh�ch she
was now feel�ng for h�m aga�n. She found an extreme pleasure �n
walk�ng by h�s s�de, and she looked cur�ously at those hands wh�ch
had se�zed the sword to k�ll her that very morn�ng.
After such an act�on, after all that had taken place, some of the
former conversat�on was out of the quest�on.
Math�lde gradually began to talk conf�dent�ally to h�m about the state
of her heart. She found a s�ngular pleasure �n th�s k�nd of
conversat�on, she even went so far as to descr�be to h�m the fleet�ng
moments of enthus�asm wh�ch she had exper�enced for M. de
Cro�seno�s, for M. de Caylus——
"What! M. de Caylus as well!" excla�med Jul�en, and all the jealousy
of a d�scarded lover burst out �n those words, Math�lde thought as



much, but d�d not feel at all �nsulted.
She cont�nued tortur�ng Jul�en by descr�b�ng her former sent�ments
w�th the most p�cturesque deta�l and the accent of the most �nt�mate
truth. He saw that she was portray�ng what she had �n her m�nd's
eye. He had the pa�n of not�c�ng that as she spoke she made new
d�scover�es �n her own heart.
The unhapp�ness of jealousy could not be carr�ed further.
It �s cruel enough to suspect that a r�val �s loved, but there �s no
doubt that to hear the woman one adores confess �n deta�l the love
wh�ch r�vals �nsp�res, �s the utmost l�m�t of angu�sh.
Oh, how great a pun�shment was there now for those �mpulses of
pr�de wh�ch had �nduced Jul�en to place h�mself as super�or to the
Caylus and the Cro�seno�s! How deeply d�d he feel h�s own
unhapp�ness as he exaggerated to h�mself the�r most petty
advantages. W�th what hearty good fa�th he desp�sed h�mself.
Math�lde struck h�m as adorable. All words are weak to express h�s
excess�ve adm�rat�on. As he walked bes�de her he looked
surrept�t�ously at her hands, her arms, her queenly bear�ng. He was
so completely overcome by love and unhapp�ness as to be on the
po�nt of fall�ng at her feet and cry�ng "p�ty."
"Yes, and that person who �s so beaut�ful, who �s so super�or to
everyth�ng and who loved me once, w�ll doubtless soon love M. de
Caylus."
Jul�en could have no doubts of mademo�selle de la Mole's s�ncer�ty,
the accent of truth was only too palpable �n everyth�ng she sa�d. In
order that noth�ng m�ght be want�ng to complete h�s unhapp�ness
there were moments when, as a result of th�nk�ng about the
sent�ments wh�ch she had once exper�enced for M. de Caylus,
Math�lde came to talk of h�m, as though she loved h�m at the present
t�me. She certa�nly put an �nflect�on of love �nto her vo�ce. Jul�en
d�st�ngu�shed �t clearly.
He would have suffered less �f h�s bosom had been f�lled �ns�de w�th
molten lead. Plunged as he was �n th�s abyss of unhapp�ness how
could the poor boy have guessed that �t was s�mply because she



was talk�ng to h�m, that mademo�selle de la Mole found so much
pleasure �n recall�ng those weaknesses of love wh�ch she had
formerly exper�enced for M. de Caylus or M. de Luz.
Words fa�l to express Jul�en's angu�sh. He l�stened to these deta�led
conf�dences of the love she had exper�enced for others �n that very
avenue of p�nes where he had wa�ted so few days ago for one
o'clock to str�ke that he m�ght �nvade her room. No human be�ng can
undergo a greater degree of unhapp�ness.
Th�s k�nd of fam�l�ar cruelty lasted for e�ght long days. Math�lde
somet�mes seemed to seek opportun�t�es of speak�ng to h�m and
somet�mes not to avo�d them; and the one top�c of conversat�on to
wh�ch they both seemed to revert w�th a k�nd of cruel pleasure, was
the descr�pt�on of the sent�ments she had felt for others. She told h�m
about the letters wh�ch she had wr�tten, she remembered the�r very
words, she rec�ted whole sentences by heart.
She seemed dur�ng these last days to be env�sag�ng Jul�en w�th a
k�nd of mal�c�ous joy. She found a keen enjoyment �n h�s pangs.
One sees that Jul�en had no exper�ence of l�fe; he had not even read
any novels. If he had been a l�ttle less awkward and he had coolly
sa�d to the young g�rl, whom he adored so much and who had been
g�v�ng h�m such strange conf�dences: "adm�t that though I am not
worth as much as all these gentlemen, I am none the less the man
whom you loved," she would perhaps have been happy at be�ng at
thus guessed; at any rate success would have ent�rely depended on
the grace w�th wh�ch Jul�en had expressed the �dea, and on the
moment wh�ch he had chosen to do so. In any case he would have
extr�cated h�mself well and advantageously from a s�tuat�on wh�ch
Math�lde was beg�nn�ng to f�nd monotonous.
"And you love me no longer, me, who adores you!" sa�d Jul�en to her
one day, overcome by love and unhapp�ness. Th�s p�ece of folly was
perhaps the greatest wh�ch he could have comm�tted. These words
�mmed�ately destroyed all the pleasure wh�ch mademo�selle de la
Mole found �n talk�ng to h�m about the state of her heart. She was
beg�nn�ng to be surpr�sed that he d�d not, after what had happened,
take offence at what she told h�m. She had even gone so far as to



�mag�ne at the very moment when he made that fool�sh remark that
perhaps he d�d not love her any more. "H�s pr�de has doubtless
ext�ngu�shed h�s love," she was say�ng to herself. "He �s not the man
to s�t st�ll and see people l�ke Caylus, de Luz, Cro�seno�s whom he
adm�ts are so super�or, preferred to h�m. No, I shall never see h�m at
my feet aga�n."
Jul�en had often �n the na�vety of h�s unhapp�ness, dur�ng the
prev�ous days pra�sed s�ncerely the br�ll�ant qual�t�es of these
gentlemen; he would even go so far as to exaggerate them. Th�s
nuance had not escaped mademo�selle de la Mole, she was
aston�shed by �t, but d�d not guess �ts reason. Jul�en's frenz�ed soul,
�n pra�s�ng a r�val whom he thought was loved, was sympath�s�ng
w�th h�s happ�ness.
These frank but stup�d words changed everyth�ng �n a s�ngle
moment; conf�dent that she was loved, Math�lde desp�sed h�m utterly.
She was walk�ng w�th h�m when he made h�s �ll-t�med remark; she
left h�m, and her part�ng look expressed the most awful contempt.
She returned to the salon and d�d not look at h�m aga�n dur�ng the
whole even�ng. Th�s contempt monopol�sed her m�nd the follow�ng
day. The �mpulse wh�ch dur�ng the last week had made her f�nd so
much pleasure �n treat�ng Jul�en as her most �nt�mate fr�end was out
of the quest�on; the very s�ght of h�m was d�sagreeable. The
sensat�on Math�lde felt reached the po�nt of d�sgust; noth�ng can
express the extreme contempt wh�ch she exper�enced when her
eyes fell upon h�m.
Jul�en had understood noth�ng of the h�story of Math�lde's heart
dur�ng the last week, but he d�st�ngu�shed the contempt. He had the
good sense only to appear before her on the rarest poss�ble
occas�ons, and never looked at her.
But �t was not w�thout a mortal angu�sh that he, as �t were, depr�ved
h�mself of her presence. He thought he felt h�s unhapp�ness
�ncreas�ng st�ll further. "The courage of a man's heart cannot be
carr�ed further," he sa�d to h�mself. He passed h�s l�fe seated at a
l�ttle w�ndow at the top of the hôtel; the bl�nd was carefully closed,



and from here at any rate he could see mademo�selle de la Mole
when she appeared �n the garden.
What were h�s emot�ons when he saw her walk�ng after d�nner w�th
M. de Caylus, M. de Luz, or some other for whom she had
confessed to h�m some former amorous weakness!
Jul�en had no �dea that unhapp�ness could be so �ntense; he was on
the po�nt of shout�ng out. Th�s f�rm soul was at last completely
overwhelmed.
Th�nk�ng about anyth�ng else except mademo�selle de la Mole had
become od�ous to h�m; he became �ncapable of wr�t�ng the s�mplest
letters.
"You are mad," the marqu�s sa�d to h�m.
Jul�en was fr�ghtened that h�s secret m�ght be guessed, talked about
�llness and succeeded �n be�ng bel�eved. Fortunately for h�m the
marqu�s rall�ed h�m at d�nner about h�s next journey; Math�lde
understood that �t m�ght be a very long one. It was now several days
that Jul�en had avo�ded her, and the br�ll�ant young men who had all
that th�s pale sombre be�ng she had once loved was lack�ng, had no
longer the power of draw�ng her out of her rever�e.
"An ord�nary g�rl," she sa�d to herself, "would have sought out the
man she preferred among those young people who are the cynosure
of a salon; but one of the character�st�cs of gen�us �s not to dr�ve �ts
thoughts over the rut traced by the vulgar.
"Why, �f I were the compan�on of a man l�ke Jul�en, who only lacks
the fortune that I possess, I should be cont�nually exc�t�ng attent�on, I
should not pass through l�fe unnot�ced. Far from �ncessantly fear�ng
a revolut�on l�ke my cous�ns who are so fr�ghtened of the people that
they have not the pluck to scold a post�ll�on who dr�ves them badly, I
should be certa�n of play�ng a rôle and a great rôle, for the man
whom I have chosen has a character and a boundless amb�t�on.
What does he lack? Fr�ends, money? I w�ll g�ve them h�m." But she
treated Jul�en �n her thought as an �nfer�or be�ng whose love one
could w�n whenever one wanted.



CHAPTER XLIX

THE OPERA BOUFFE

How the spr�ng of love resembleth
The uncerta�n glory of an Apr�l day,
Wh�ch now shows all the beauty of the sun,
And by and by a cloud takes all away.—
Shakespeare.

Engrossed by thoughts of her future and the s�ngular rôle wh�ch she
hoped to play, Math�lde soon came to m�ss the dry metaphys�cal
conversat�ons wh�ch she had often had w�th Jul�en. Fat�gued by
these lofty thoughts she would somet�mes also m�ss those moments
of happ�ness wh�ch she had found by h�s s�de; these last memor�es
were not unattended by remorse wh�ch at certa�n t�mes even
overwhelmed her.
"But one may have a weakness," she sa�d to herself, "a g�rl l�ke I am
should only forget herself for a man of real mer�t; they w�ll not say
that �t �s h�s pretty moustache or h�s sk�ll �n horsemansh�p wh�ch have
fasc�nated me, but rather h�s deep d�scuss�ons on the future of
France and h�s �deas on the analogy between the events wh�ch are
go�ng to burst upon us and the Engl�sh revolut�on of 1688."
"I have been seduced," she answered �n her remorse. "I am a weak
woman, but at least I have not been led astray l�ke a doll by exter�or
advantages."
"If there �s a revolut�on why should not Jul�en Sorel play the role of
Roland and I the rôle of Madame Roland? I prefer that part to
Madame de Stael's; the �mmoral�ty of my conduct w�ll const�tute an
obstacle �n th�s age of ours. I w�ll certa�nly not let them reproach me
w�th an act of weakness; I should d�e of shame."



Math�lde's rever�es were not all as grave, one must adm�t, as the
thoughts wh�ch we have just transcr�bed.
She would look at Jul�en and f�nd a charm�ng grace �n h�s sl�ghtest
act�on.
"I have doubtless," she would say, "succeeded �n destroy�ng �n h�m
the very fa�ntest �dea he had of any one else's r�ghts."
"The a�r of unhapp�ness and deep pass�on w�th wh�ch the poor boy
declared h�s love to me e�ght days ago proves �t; I must own �t was
very extraord�nary of me to man�fest anger at words �n wh�ch there
shone so much respect and so much of pass�on. Am I not h�s real
w�fe? Those words of h�s were qu�te natural, and I must adm�t, were
really very n�ce. Jul�en st�ll cont�nued to love me, even after those
eternal conversat�ons �n wh�ch I had only spoken to h�m (cruelly
enough I adm�t), about those weaknesses of love wh�ch the boredom
of the l�fe I lead had �nsp�red me for those young soc�ety men of
whom he �s so jealous. Ah, �f he only knew what l�ttle danger I have
to fear from them; how w�thered and stereotyped they seem to me �n
compar�son w�th h�m."
Wh�le �ndulg�ng �n these reflect�ons Math�lde made a random penc�l
sketch of a prof�le on a page of her album. One of the prof�les she
had just f�n�shed surpr�sed and del�ghted her. It had a str�k�ng
resemblance to Jul�en. "It �s the vo�ce of heaven. That's one of the
m�racles of love," she cr�ed ecstat�cally; "W�thout suspect�ng �t, I have
drawn h�s portra�t."
She fled to her room, shut herself up �n �t, and w�th much appl�cat�on
made strenuous endeavours to draw Jul�en's portra�t, but she was
unable to succeed; the prof�le she had traced at random st�ll
rema�ned the most l�ke h�m. Math�lde was del�ghted w�th �t. She saw
�n �t a palpable proof of the grand pass�on.
She only left her album very late when the marqu�se had her called
to go to the Ital�an Opera. Her one �dea was to catch s�ght of Jul�en,
so that she m�ght get her mother to request h�m to keep them
company.



He d�d not appear, and the lad�es had only ord�nary vulgar creatures
�n the�r box. Dur�ng the f�rst act of the opera, Math�lde dreamt of the
man she loved w�th all the ecstas�es of the most v�v�d pass�on; but a
love-max�m �n the second act sung �t must be owned to a melody
worthy of C�marosa p�erced her heart. The hero�ne of the opera sa�d
"You must pun�sh me for the excess�ve adorat�on wh�ch I feel for h�m.
I love h�m too much."
From the moment that Math�lde heard th�s subl�me song everyth�ng
�n the world ceased to ex�st. She was spoken to, she d�d not answer;
her mother repr�manded her, she could scarcely br�ng herself to look
at her. Her ecstasy reached a state of exultat�on and pass�on
analogous to the most v�olent transports wh�ch Jul�en had felt for her
for some days. The d�v�nely graceful melody to wh�ch the max�m,
wh�ch seemed to have such a str�k�ng appl�cat�on to her own
pos�t�on, was sung, engrossed all the m�nutes when she was not
actually th�nk�ng of Jul�en. Thanks to her love for mus�c she was on
th�s part�cular even�ng l�ke madame de Rênal always was, when she
thought of Jul�en. Love of the head has doubtless more �ntell�gence
than true love, but �t only has moments of enthus�asm. It knows �tself
too well, �t s�ts �n judgment on �tself �ncessantly; far from d�stract�ng
thought �t �s made by sheer force of thought.
On return�ng home Math�lde, �n sp�te of madame de la Mole's
remonstrances, pretended to have a fever and spent a part of the
n�ght �n go�ng over th�s melody on her p�ano. She sang the words of
the celebrated a�r wh�ch had so fasc�nated her:—

Devo pun�rm�, devo pun�rm�.
Se troppo ama�, etc.

As the result of th�s n�ght of madness, she �mag�ned that she had
succeeded �n tr�umph�ng over her love. Th�s page w�ll be prejud�c�al
�n more than one way to the unfortunate author. Fr�g�d souls w�ll
accuse h�m of �ndecency. But the young lad�es who sh�ne �n the
Par�s salons have no r�ght to feel �nsulted at the suppos�t�on that one
of the�r number m�ght be l�able to those transports of madness wh�ch
have been degrad�ng the character of Math�lde. That character �s
purely �mag�nary, and �s even drawn qu�te d�fferently from that soc�al



code wh�ch w�ll guarantee so d�st�ngu�shed a place �n the world's
h�story to n�neteenth century c�v�l�zat�on.
The young g�rls who have adorned th�s w�nter's balls are certa�nly
not lack�ng �n prudence.
I do not th�nk e�ther that they can be accused of be�ng unduly
scornful of a br�ll�ant fortune, horses, f�ne estates and all the
guarantees of a pleasant pos�t�on �n soc�ety. Far from f�nd�ng these
advantages s�mply equ�valent to boredom, they usually concentrate
on them the�r most constant des�res and devote to them such
pass�on as the�r hearts possess.
Nor aga�n �s �t love wh�ch �s the dom�nant pr�nc�ple �n the career of
young men who, l�ke Jul�en, are g�fted w�th some talent; they attach
themselves w�th an �rres�st�ble gr�p to some côter�e, and when the
côter�e succeeds all the good th�ngs of soc�ety are ra�ned upon them.
Woe to the stud�ous man who belongs to no côter�e, even h�s
smallest and most doubtful successes w�ll const�tute a gr�evance,
and lofty v�rtue w�ll rob h�m and tr�umph. Yes, mons�eur, a novel �s a
m�rror wh�ch goes out on a h�ghway. Somet�mes �t reflects the azure
of the heavens, somet�mes the m�re of the pools of mud on the way,
and the man who carr�es th�s m�rror �n h�s knapsack �s forsooth to be
accused by you of be�ng �mmoral! H�s m�rror shows the m�re, and
you accuse the m�rror! Rather accuse the ma�n road where the mud
�s, or rather the �nspector of roads who allows the water to
accumulate and the mud to form.
Now that �t �s qu�te understood that Math�lde's character �s
�mposs�ble �n our own age, wh�ch �s as d�screet as �t �s v�rtuous, I am
less fr�ghtened of offence by cont�nu�ng the h�story of the foll�es of
th�s charm�ng g�rl.
Dur�ng the whole of the follow�ng day she looked out for
opportun�t�es of conv�nc�ng herself of her tr�umph over her mad
pass�on. Her great a�m was to d�splease Jul�en �n everyth�ng; but not
one of h�s movements escaped her.
Jul�en was too unhappy, and above all too ag�tated to apprec�ate so
compl�cated a stratagem of pass�on. St�ll less was he capable of



see�ng how favourable �t really was to h�m. He was duped by �t. H�s
unhapp�ness had perhaps never been so extreme. H�s act�ons were
so l�ttle controlled by h�s �ntellect that �f some mournful ph�losopher
had sa�d to h�m, "Th�nk how to explo�t as qu�ckly as you can those
symptoms wh�ch prom�se to be favourable to you. In th�s k�nd of
head-love wh�ch �s seen at Par�s, the same mood cannot last more
than two days," he would not have understood h�m. But however
ecstat�c he m�ght feel, Jul�en was a man of honour. D�scret�on was
h�s f�rst duty. He apprec�ated �t. Ask�ng adv�ce, descr�b�ng h�s agony
to the f�rst man who came along would have const�tuted a happ�ness
analogous to that of the unhappy man who, when travers�ng a
burn�ng desert rece�ves from heaven a drop of �cy water. He real�sed
the danger, was fr�ghtened of answer�ng an �nd�screet quest�on by a
torrent of tears, and shut h�mself up �n h�s own room.
He saw Math�lde walk�ng �n the garden for a long t�me. When she at
last left �t, he went down there and approached the rose bush from
wh�ch she had taken a flower.
The n�ght was dark and he could abandon h�mself to h�s
unhapp�ness w�thout fear of be�ng seen. It was obv�ous to h�m that
mademo�selle de la Mole loved one of those young off�cers w�th
whom she had chatted so ga�ly. She had loved h�m, but she had
real�sed h�s l�ttle mer�t, "and as a matter of fact I had very l�ttle,"
Jul�en sa�d to h�mself w�th full conv�ct�on. "Tak�ng me all round I am a
very dull, vulgar person, very bor�ng to others and qu�te unbearable
to myself." He was mortally d�sgusted w�th all h�s good qual�t�es, and
w�th all the th�ngs wh�ch he had once loved so enthus�ast�cally; and �t
was when h�s �mag�nat�on was �n th�s d�storted cond�t�on that he
undertook to judge l�fe by means of �ts a�d. Th�s m�stake �s typ�cal of
a super�or man.
The �dea of su�c�de presented �tself to h�m several t�mes; the �dea
was full of charm, and l�ke a del�c�ous rest; because �t was the glass
of �ced water offered to the wretch dy�ng of th�rst and heat �n the
desert.
"My death w�ll �ncrease the contempt she has for me," he excla�med.
"What a memory I should leave her."



Courage �s the only resource of a human be�ng who has fallen �nto
th�s last abyss of unhapp�ness. Jul�en d�d not have suff�c�ent gen�us
to say to h�mself, "I must dare," but as he looked at the w�ndow of
Math�lde's room he saw through the bl�nds that she was putt�ng out
her l�ght. He conjured up that charm�ng room wh�ch he had seen,
alas! once �n h�s whole l�fe. H�s �mag�nat�on d�d not go any further.
One o'clock struck. Hear�ng the stroke of the clock and say�ng to
h�mself, "I w�ll cl�mb up the ladder," scarcely took a moment.
It was the flash of gen�us, good reasons crowded on h�s m�nd. "May I
be more fortunate than before," he sa�d to h�mself. He ran to the
ladder. The gardener had cha�ned �t up. W�th the help of the cock of
one of h�s l�ttle p�stols wh�ch he broke, Jul�en, who for the t�me be�ng
was an�mated by a superhuman force, tw�sted one of the l�nks of the
cha�n wh�ch held the ladder. He was master of �t �n a few m�nutes,
and placed �t aga�nst Math�lde's w�ndow.
"She w�ll be angry and r�ddle me w�th scornful words! What does �t
matter? I w�ll g�ve her a k�ss, one last k�ss. I w�ll go up to my room
and k�ll myself ... my l�ps w�ll touch her cheek before I d�e."
He flew up the ladder and knocked at the bl�nd; Math�lde heard h�m
after some m�nutes and tr�ed to open the bl�nd but the ladder was �n
the way. Jul�en hung to the �ron hook �ntend�ng to keep the bl�nd
open, and at the �mm�nent r�sk of fall�ng down, gave the ladder a
v�olent shake wh�ch moved �t a l�ttle. Math�lde was able to open the
bl�nd.
He threw h�mself �nto the w�ndow more dead than al�ve.
"So �t �s you, dear," she sa�d as she rushed �nto h�s arms.

The excess of Jul�en's happ�ness was �ndescr�bable. Math�lde's
almost equalled h�s own.
She talked aga�nst herself to h�m and denounced herself.



"Pun�sh me for my awful pr�de," she sa�d to h�m, clasp�ng h�m �n her
arms so t�ghtly as almost to choke h�m. "You are my master, dear, I
am your slave. I must ask your pardon on my knees for hav�ng tr�ed
to rebel." She left h�s arms to fall at h�s feet. "Yes," she sa�d to h�m,
st�ll �ntox�cated w�th happ�ness and w�th love, "you are my master,
re�gn over me for ever. When your slave tr�es to revolt, pun�sh her
severely."
In another moment she tore herself from h�s arms, and l�t a candle,
and �t was only by a supreme effort that Jul�en could prevent her
from cutt�ng off a whole tress of her ha�r.
"I want to rem�nd myself," she sa�d to h�m, "that I am your handma�d.
If I am ever led astray aga�n by my abom�nable pr�de, show me th�s
ha�r and say, 'It �s not a quest�on of the emot�on wh�ch your soul may
be feel�ng at present, you have sworn to obey, obey on your
honour.'"



But �t �s w�ser to suppress the descr�pt�on of so �ntense a transport of
del�r�ous happ�ness.
Jul�en's unself�shness was equal to h�s happ�ness. "I must go down
by the ladder," he sa�d to Math�lde, when he saw the dawn of day
appear from the quarter of the east over the d�stant ch�mneys
beyond the garden. "The sacr�f�ce that I �mpose on myself �s worthy
of you. I depr�ve myself of some hours of the most aston�sh�ng
happ�ness that a human soul can savour, but �t �s a sacr�f�ce I make
for the sake of your reputat�on. If you know my heart you w�ll
apprec�ate how v�olent �s the stra�n to wh�ch I am putt�ng myself. W�ll
you always be to me what you are now? But honour speaks, �t
suff�ces. Let me tell you that s�nce our last �nterv�ew, th�eves have
not been the only object of susp�c�on. M. de la Mole has set a guard
�n the garden. M. Cro�seno�s �s surrounded by sp�es: they know what
he does every n�ght."
Math�lde burst out laugh�ng at th�s �dea. Her mother and a chamber-
ma�d were woken up, they suddenly began to speak to her through
the door. Jul�en looked at her, she grew pale as she scolded the
chamber-ma�d, and she d�d not de�gn to speak to her mother. "But
suppose they th�nk of open�ng the w�ndow, they w�ll see the ladder,"
Jul�en sa�d to her.
He clasped her aga�n �n h�s arms, rushed on to the ladder, and sl�d,
rather than cl�mbed down; he was on the ground �n a moment.
Three seconds after the ladder was �n the avenue of p�nes, and
Math�lde's honour was saved. Jul�en returned to h�s room and found
that he was bleed�ng and almost naked. He had wounded h�mself �n
sl�d�ng down �n that dare-dev�l way.
Extreme happ�ness had made h�m rega�n all the energy of h�s
character. If twenty men had presented themselves �t would have
proved at th�s moment only an add�t�onal pleasure to have attacked
them una�ded. Happ�ly h�s m�l�tary prowess was not put to the proof.
He la�d the ladder �n �ts usual place and replaced the cha�n wh�ch
held �t. He d�d not forget to efface the mark wh�ch the ladder had left
on the bed of exot�c flowers under Math�lde's w�ndow.



As he was mov�ng h�s hand over the soft ground �n the darkness and
sat�sfy�ng h�mself that the mark had ent�rely d�sappeared, he felt
someth�ng fall down on h�s hands. It was a whole tress of Math�lde's
ha�r wh�ch she had cut off and thrown down to h�m.
She was at the w�ndow.
"That's what your servant sends you," she sa�d to h�m �n a fa�rly loud
vo�ce, "It �s the s�gn of eternal grat�tude. I renounce the exerc�se of
my reason, be my master."
Jul�en was qu�te overcome and was on the po�nt of go�ng to fetch the
ladder aga�n and cl�mb�ng back �nto her room. F�nally reason
preva�led.
Gett�ng back �nto the hôtel from the garden was not easy. He
succeeded �n forc�ng the door of a cellar. Once �n the house he was
obl�ged to break through the door of h�s room as s�lently as poss�ble.
In h�s ag�tat�on he had left �n the l�ttle room wh�ch he had just
abandoned so rap�dly, the key wh�ch was �n the pocket of h�s coat. "I
only hope she th�nks of h�d�ng that fatal trophy," he thought.
F�nally fat�gue preva�led over happ�ness, and as the sun was r�s�ng
he fell �nto a deep sleep.
The breakfast bell only just managed to wake h�m up. He appeared
�n the d�n�ng-room. Shortly afterwards Math�lde came �n. Jul�en's
pr�de felt del�c�ously flattered as he saw the love wh�ch shone �n the
eyes of th�s beaut�ful creature who was surrounded by so much
homage; but soon h�s d�scret�on had occas�on to be alarmed.
Mak�ng an excuse of the l�ttle t�me that she had had to do her ha�r,
Math�lde had arranged �t �n such a way that Jul�en could see at the
f�rst glance the full extent of the sacr�f�ce that she had made for h�s
sake, by cutt�ng off her ha�r on the prev�ous n�ght.
If �t had been poss�ble to spo�l so beaut�ful a face by anyth�ng
whatsoever, Math�lde would have succeeded �n do�ng �t. A whole
tress of her beaut�ful blonde ha�r was cut off to w�th�n half an �nch of
the scalp.



Math�lde's whole manner dur�ng breakfast was �n keep�ng w�th th�s
�n�t�al �mprudence. One m�ght have sa�d that she had made a spec�f�c
po�nt of try�ng to �nform the whole world of her mad pass�on for
Jul�en. Happ�ly on th�s part�cular day M. de la Mole and the marqu�s
were very much concerned about an approach�ng bestowal of "blue
r�bbons" wh�ch was go�ng to take place, and �n wh�ch M. de
Chaulnes was not compr�sed. Towards the end of the meal,
Math�lde, who was talk�ng to Jul�en, happened to call h�m "My
Master." He blushed up to the wh�tes of h�s eyes.
Math�lde was not left alone for an �nstant that day, whether by
chance or the del�berate pol�cy of madame de la Mole. In the
even�ng when she passed from the d�n�ng-room �nto the salon,
however, she managed to say to Jul�en: "You may be th�nk�ng I am
mak�ng an excuse, but mamma has just dec�ded that one of her
women �s to spend the n�ght �n my room."
Th�s day passed w�th l�ghtn�ng rap�d�ty. Jul�en was at the zen�th of
happ�ness. At seven o'clock �n the morn�ng of the follow�ng day he
�nstalled h�mself �n the l�brary. He hoped the mademo�selle de la
Mole would de�gn to appear there; he had wr�tten her an �nterm�nable
letter. He only saw her several hours afterwards at breakfast. Her
ha�r was done to-day w�th the very greatest care; a marvellous art
had managed to h�de the place where the ha�r had been cut. She
looked at Jul�en once or tw�ce, but her eyes were pol�te and calm,
and there was no quest�on of call�ng h�m "My Master."
Jul�en's aston�shment prevented h�m from breath�ng—Math�lde was
reproach�ng herself for all she had done for h�m. After mature
reflect�on, she had come to the conclus�on that he was a person
who, though not absolutely commonplace, was yet not suff�c�ently
d�fferent from the common ruck to deserve all the strange foll�es that
she had ventured for h�s sake. To sum up she d�d not g�ve love a
s�ngle thought; on th�s part�cular day she was t�red of lov�ng.
As for Jul�en, h�s emot�ons were those of a ch�ld of s�xteen. He was a
success�ve prey to awful doubt, aston�shment and despa�r dur�ng th�s
breakfast wh�ch he thought would never end.



As soon as he could decently get up from the table, he flew rather
than ran to the stable, saddled h�s horse h�mself, and galloped off. "I
must k�ll my heart through sheer force of phys�cal fat�gue," he sa�d to
h�mself as he galloped through the Meudon woods. "What have I
done, what have I sa�d to deserve a d�sgrace l�ke th�s?"
"I must do noth�ng and say noth�ng to-day," he thought as he re-
entered the hôtel. "I must be as dead phys�cally as I am morally."
Jul�en saw noth�ng any more, �t was only h�s corpse wh�ch kept
mov�ng.

CHAPTER L

THE JAPANESE VASE

H�s heart does not f�rst real�se the full extrem�ty of h�s
unhapp�ness: he �s more troubled than moved. But as reason
returns he feels the depth of h�s m�sfortune. All the pleasures of
l�fe seem to have been destroyed, he can only feel the sharp
barbs of a lacerat�ng despa�r. But what �s the use of talk�ng of
phys�cal pa�n? What pa�n wh�ch �s only felt by the body can be
compared to th�s pa�n?—Jean Paul.

The d�nner bell rang, Jul�en had barely t�me to dress: he found
Math�lde �n the salon. She was press�ng her brother and M. de
Cro�seno�s to prom�se her that they would not go and spend the
even�ng at Suresnes w�th madame the maréchale de Fervaques.
It would have been d�ff�cult to have shown herself more am�able or
fasc�nat�ng to them. M. de Luz, de Caylus and several of the�r fr�ends
came �n after d�nner. One would have sa�d that mademo�selle de la
Mole had commenced aga�n to cult�vate the most scrupulous
convent�onal�ty at the same t�me as her s�sterly affect�on. Although



the weather was del�ghtful th�s even�ng, she refused to go out �nto
the garden, and �ns�sted on the�r all stay�ng near the arm-cha�r where
madame de la Mole was s�tt�ng. The blue sofa was the centre of the
group as �t had been �n the w�nter.
Math�lde was out of temper w�th the garden, or at any rate she found
�t absolutely bor�ng: �t was bound up w�th the memory of Jul�en.
Unhapp�ness blunts the edge of the �ntellect. Our hero had the bad
taste to stop by that l�ttle straw cha�r wh�ch had formerly w�tnessed
h�s most br�ll�ant tr�umphs. To-day none spoke to h�m, h�s presence
seemed to be unnot�ced, and worse than that. Those of
mademo�selle de la Mole's fr�ends who were s�tt�ng near h�m at the
end of the sofa, made a po�nt of somehow or other turn�ng the�r back
on h�m, at any rate he thought so.
"It �s a court d�sgrace," he thought. He tr�ed to study for a moment
the people who were endeavour�ng to overwhelm h�m w�th the�r
contempt. M. de Luz had an �mportant post �n the K�ng's su�te, the
result of wh�ch was that the handsome off�cer began every
conversat�on w�th every l�stener who came along by tell�ng h�m th�s
spec�al p�ece of �nformat�on. H�s uncle had started at seven o'clock
for St. Cloud and reckoned on spend�ng the n�ght there. Th�s deta�l
was �ntroduced w�th all the appearance of good nature but �t never
fa�led to be worked �n. As Jul�en scrut�n�zed M. de Cro�seno�s w�th a
stern gaze of unhapp�ness, he observed that th�s good am�able
young man attr�buted a great �nfluence to occult causes. He even
went so far as to become melancholy and out of temper �f he saw an
event of the sl�ghtest �mportance ascr�bed to a s�mple and perfectly
natural cause.
"There �s an element of madness �n th�s," Jul�en sa�d to h�mself. Th�s
man's character has a str�k�ng analogy w�th that of the Emperor
Alexander, such as the Pr�nce Korasoff descr�bed �t to me. Dur�ng
the f�rst year of h�s stay �n Par�s poor Jul�en, fresh from the sem�nary
and dazzled by the graces of all these am�able young people, whom
he found so novel, had felt bound to adm�re them. The�r true
character was only beg�nn�ng to become outl�ned �n h�s eyes.



"I am play�ng an und�gn�f�ed rôle here," he suddenly thought. The
quest�on was, how he could leave the l�ttle straw cha�r w�thout undue
awkwardness. He wanted to �nvent someth�ng, and tr�ed to extract
some novel excuse from an �mag�nat�on wh�ch was otherw�se
engrossed. He was compelled to fall back on h�s memory, wh�ch
was, �t must be owned, somewhat poor �n resources of th�s k�nd.
The poor boy was st�ll very much out of h�s element, and could not
have exh�b�ted a more complete and not�ceable awkwardness when
he got up to leave the salon. H�s m�sery was only too palpable �n h�s
whole manner. He had been play�ng, for the last three quarters of an
hour, the rôle of an off�c�ous �nfer�or from whom one does not take
the trouble to h�de what one really th�nks.
The cr�t�cal observat�ons he had just made on h�s r�vals prevented
h�m, however, from tak�ng h�s own unhapp�ness too trag�cally. H�s
pr�de could take support �n what had taken place the prev�ous day.
"Whatever may be the�r advantages over me," he thought, as he
went �nto the garden alone, "Math�lde has never been to a s�ngle one
of them what, tw�ce �n my l�fe, she has de�gned to be to me!" H�s
penetrat�on d�d not go further. He absolutely fa�led to apprec�ate the
character of the extraord�nary person whom chance had just made
the supreme m�stress of all h�s happ�ness.
He tr�ed, on the follow�ng day, to make h�mself and h�s horse dead
t�red w�th fat�gue. He made no attempt �n the even�ng to go near the
blue sofa to wh�ch Math�lde rema�ned constant. He not�ced that
comte Norbert d�d not even de�gn to look at h�m when he met h�m
about the house. "He must be do�ng someth�ng very much aga�nst
the gra�n," he thought; "he �s naturally so pol�te."
Sleep would have been a happ�ness to Jul�en. In sp�te of h�s phys�cal
fat�gue, memor�es wh�ch were only too seduct�ve commenced to
�nvade h�s �mag�nat�on. He had not the gen�us to see that, �nasmuch
as h�s long r�des on horseback over forests on the outsk�rts of Par�s
only affected h�m, and had no affect at all on Math�lde's heart or
m�nd, he was consequently leav�ng h�s eventual dest�ny to the
capr�ce of chance. He thought that one th�ng would g�ve h�s pa�n an



�nf�n�te rel�ef: �t would be to speak to Math�lde. Yet what would he
venture to say to her?
He was dream�ng deeply about th�s at seven o'clock one morn�ng
when he suddenly saw her enter the l�brary.
"I know, mons�eur, that you are anx�ous to speak to me."
"Great heavens! who told you?"
"I know, anyway; that �s enough. If you are d�shonourable, you can
ru�n me, or at least try to. But th�s danger, wh�ch I do not bel�eve to
be real, w�ll certa�nly not prevent me from be�ng s�ncere. I do not love
you any more, mons�eur, I have been led astray by my fool�sh
�mag�nat�on."
D�stracted by love and unhapp�ness, as a result of th�s terr�ble blow,
Jul�en tr�ed to just�fy h�mself. Noth�ng could have been more absurd.
Does one make any excuses for fa�lure to please? But reason had
no longer any control over h�s act�ons. A bl�nd �nst�nct urged h�m to
get the determ�nat�on of h�s fate postponed. He thought that, so long
as he kept on speak�ng, all could not be over. Math�lde had not
l�stened to h�s words; the�r sound �rr�tated her. She could not
conce�ve how he could have the audac�ty to �nterrupt her.
She was rendered equally unhappy th�s morn�ng by remorseful v�rtue
and remorseful pr�de. She felt to some extent pulver�sed by the �dea
of hav�ng g�ven a l�ttle abbé, who was the son of a peasant, r�ghts
over her. "It �s almost," she sa�d to herself, �n those moments when
she exaggerated her own m�sfortune, "as though I had a weakness
for one of my footmen to reproach myself w�th." In bold, proud
natures there �s only one step from anger aga�nst themselves to
wrath aga�nst others. In these cases the very transports of fury
const�tute a v�v�d pleasure.
In a s�ngle m�nute mademo�selle de la Mole reached the po�nt of
load�ng Jul�en w�th the s�gns of the most extreme contempt. She had
�nf�n�te w�t, and th�s w�t was always tr�umphant �n the art of tortur�ng
van�ty and wound�ng �t cruelly.
For the f�rst t�me �n h�s l�fe Jul�en found h�mself subjected to the
energy of a super�or �ntellect, wh�ch was an�mated aga�nst h�m by the



most v�olent hate. Far from hav�ng at present the sl�ghtest thought of
defend�ng h�mself, he came to desp�se h�mself. Hear�ng h�mself
overwhelmed w�th such marks of contempt wh�ch were so cleverly
calculated to destroy any good op�n�on that he m�ght have of h�mself,
he thought that Math�lde was r�ght, and that she d�d not say enough.
As for her, she found �t del�c�ously grat�fy�ng to her pr�de to pun�sh �n
th�s way both herself and h�m for the adorat�on that she had felt
some days prev�ously.
She d�d not have to �nvent and �mprov�se the cruel remarks wh�ch
she addressed to h�m w�th so much gusto.
All she had to do was to repeat what the advocate of the other s�de
had been say�ng aga�nst her love �n her own heart for the last e�ght
days.
Each word �ntens�f�ed a hundredfold Jul�en's awful unhapp�ness. He
wanted to run away, but mademo�selle de la Mole took hold of h�s
arm author�tat�vely.
"Be good enough to remark," he sa�d to her, "that you are talk�ng
very loud. You w�ll be heard �n the next room."
"What does �t matter?" mademo�selle de la Mole answered haught�ly.
"Who w�ll dare to say they have heard me? I want to cure your
m�serable van�ty once and for all of any �deas you may have
�ndulged �n on my account."
When Jul�en was allowed to leave the l�brary he was so aston�shed
that he was less sens�t�ve to h�s unhapp�ness. "She does not love
me any more," he repeated to h�mself, speak�ng aloud as though to
teach h�mself how he stood. "It seems that she has loved me e�ght or
ten days, but I shall love her all my l�fe."
"Is �t really poss�ble she was noth�ng to me, noth�ng to my heart so
few days back?"
Math�lde's heart was �nundated by the joy of sat�sf�ed pr�de. So she
had been able to break w�th h�m for ever! So complete a tr�umph
over so strong an �ncl�nat�on rendered her completely happy. "So th�s
l�ttle gentleman w�ll understand, once and for all, that he has not, and



w�ll never have, any dom�n�on over me." She was so happy that �n
real�ty she ceased to love at th�s part�cular moment.
In a less pass�onate be�ng than Jul�en love would have become
�mposs�ble after a scene of such awful hum�l�at�on. W�thout dev�at�ng
for a s�ngle m�nute from the requ�rements of her own self-respect,
mademo�selle de la Mole had addressed to h�m some of those
unpleasant remarks wh�ch are so well thought out that they may
seem true, even when remembered �n cold blood.
The conclus�on wh�ch Jul�en drew �n the f�rst moment of so surpr�s�ng
a scene, was that Math�lde was �nf�n�tely proud. He f�rmly bel�eved
that all was over between them for ever, and none the less, he was
awkward and nervous towards her at breakfast on the follow�ng day.
Th�s was a fault from wh�ch up to now he had been exempt.
Both �n small th�ngs as �n b�g �t was h�s hab�t to know what he ought
and wanted to do, and he used to act accord�ngly.
The same day after breakfast madame de la Mole asked h�m for a
fa�rly rare, sed�t�ous pamphlet wh�ch her curé had surrept�t�ously
brought her �n the morn�ng, and Jul�en, as he took �t from a bracket,
knocked over a blue porcela�n vase wh�ch was as ugly as �t could
poss�bly be.
Madame de la Mole got up, utter�ng a cry of d�stress, and proceeded
to contemplate at close quarters the ru�ns of her beloved vase. "It
was old Japanese," she sa�d. "It came to me from my great aunt, the
abbess of Chelles. It was a present from the Dutch to the Regent,
the Duke of Orleans, who had g�ven �t to h�s daughter...."
Math�lde had followed her mother's movements, and felt del�ghted at
see�ng that the blue vase, that she had thought horr�bly ugly, was
broken. Jul�en was tac�turn, and not unduly upset. He saw
mademo�selle de la Mole qu�te near h�m.
"Th�s vase," he sa�d to her, "has been destroyed for ever. The same
�s the case w�th the sent�ment wh�ch was once master of my heart. I
would ask you to accept my apolog�es for all the p�eces of madness
wh�ch �t has made me comm�t." And he went out.



"One would really say," sa�d madame de la Mole, as he went out of
the room, "that th�s M. Sorel �s qu�te proud of what he has just done."
These words went r�ght home to Math�lde's heart. "It �s true," she
sa�d to herself; "my mother has guessed r�ght. That �s the sent�ment
wh�ch an�mates h�m." It was only then that she ceased rejo�c�ng over
yesterday's scene. "Well, �t �s all over," she sa�d to herself, w�th an
apparent calm. "It �s a great lesson, anyway. It �s an awful and
hum�l�at�ng m�stake! It �s enough to make me prudent all the rest of
my l�fe."
"Why d�dn't I speak the truth?" thought Jul�en. "Why am I st�ll tortured
by the love wh�ch I once had for that mad woman?"
Far, however, from be�ng ext�ngu�shed as he had hoped �t would be,
h�s love grew more and more rap�dly. "She �s mad, �t �s true," he sa�d
to h�mself. "Is she any the less adorable for that? Is �t poss�ble for
anyone to be prett�er? Is not mademo�selle de la Mole the �deal
qu�ntessence of all the most v�v�d pleasures of the most elegant
c�v�l�sat�on?" These memor�es of a bygone happ�ness se�zed hold of
Jul�en's m�nd, and qu�ckly proceeded to destroy all the work of h�s
reason.
It �s �n va�n that reason wrestles w�th memor�es of th�s character. Its
stern struggles only �ncrease the fasc�nat�on.
Twenty-four hours after the break�ng of the Japanese vase, Jul�en
was unquest�onably one of the most unhappy men �n the world.

CHAPTER LI

THE SECRET NOTE

I have seen everyth�ng I relate, and �f I may have made a
m�stake when I saw �t, I am certa�nly not dece�v�ng you �n tell�ng



you of �t. Letter to the
author.

The marqu�s summoned h�m; M. de la Mole looked rejuvenated, h�s
eye was br�ll�ant.
"Let us d�scuss your memory a l�ttle," he sa�d to Jul�en, "�t �s sa�d to
be prod�g�ous. Could you learn four pages by heart and go and say
them at London, but w�thout alter�ng a s�ngle word?"
The marqu�s was �rr�tably f�nger�ng, the day's Quot�d�enne, and was
try�ng �n va�n to h�de an extreme ser�ousness wh�ch Jul�en had never
not�ced �n h�m before, even when d�scuss�ng the Fr�la�r lawsu�t.
Jul�en had already learned suff�c�ent manners to apprec�ate that he
ought to appear completely taken �n by the l�ghtness of tone wh�ch
was be�ng man�fested.
"Th�s number of the Quot�d�enne �s not very amus�ng poss�bly, but �f
M. the marqu�s w�ll allow me, I shall do myself the honour to-morrow
morn�ng of rec�t�ng �t to h�m from beg�nn�ng to end."
"What, even the advert�sements?"
"Qu�te accurately and w�thout leav�ng out a word."
"You g�ve me your word?" repl�ed the marqu�s w�th sudden grav�ty.
"Yes, mons�eur; the only th�ng wh�ch could upset my memory �s the
fear of break�ng my prom�se."
"The fact �s, I forgot to put th�s quest�on to you yesterday: I am not
go�ng to ask for your oath never to repeat what you are go�ng to
hear. I know you too well to �nsult you l�ke that. I have answered for
you. I am go�ng to take you �nto a salon where a dozen persons w�ll
he assembled. You w�ll make a note of what each one says.
"Do not be uneasy. It w�ll not be a confused conversat�on by any
means. Each one w�ll speak �n h�s turn, though not necessar�ly �n an
orderly manner," added the marqu�s fall�ng back �nto that l�ght, subtle
manner wh�ch was so natural to h�m. "Wh�le we are talk�ng, you w�ll
wr�te out twenty pages and w�ll come back here w�th me, and we w�ll



get those twenty pages down to four, and those are the four pages
you w�ll rec�te to me to-morrow morn�ng �nstead of the four pages of
the Quot�d�enne. You w�ll leave �mmed�ately afterwards. You must
post about l�ke a young man travell�ng on pleasure. Your a�m w�ll be
to avo�d attract�ng attent�on. You w�ll arr�ve at the house of a great
personage. You w�ll there need more sk�ll. Your bus�ness w�ll then be
to take �n all h�s entourage, for among h�s secretar�es and h�s
servants are some people who have sold themselves to our
enem�es, and who spy on our travell�ng agents �n order to �ntercept
them.
"You w�ll have an �ns�gn�f�cant letter of �ntroduct�on. At the moment
h�s Excellency looks at you, you w�ll take out th�s watch of m�ne,
wh�ch I w�ll lend you for the journey. Wear �t now, �t w�ll be so much
done; at any rate g�ve me yours.
"The duke h�mself w�ll be good enough to wr�te at your d�ctat�on the
four pages you have learnt by heart.
"Hav�ng done th�s, but not earl�er, m�nd you, you can, �f h�s
Excellency quest�ons you, tell h�m about the meet�ng at wh�ch you
are now go�ng to be present.
"You w�ll be prevented from bor�ng yourself on the journey between
Par�s and the m�n�ster's res�dence by the thought that there are
people who would l�ke noth�ng better than to f�re a shot at M. the
abbé Sorel. In that case that gentleman's m�ss�on w�ll be f�n�shed,
and I see a great delay, for how are we to know of your death, my
dear fr�end? Even your zeal cannot go to the length of �nform�ng us
of �t.
"Run stra�ght away and buy a complete su�t," went on the marqu�s
ser�ously. "Dress �n the fash�on of two years ago. To-n�ght you must
look somewhat badly groomed. When you travel, on the other hand,
you w�ll be as usual. Does th�s surpr�se you? Does your
susp�c�ousness guess the secret? Yes, my fr�end, one of the
venerable personages you are go�ng to hear del�ver h�s op�n�on, �s
perfectly capable of g�v�ng �nformat�on as the result of wh�ch you
stand a very good chance of be�ng g�ven at least op�um some f�ne
even�ng �n some good �nn where you w�ll have asked for supper."



"It �s better," sa�d Jul�en, "to do an extra th�rty leagues and not take
the d�rect road. It �s a case of Rome, I suppose...." The marqu�s
assumed an express�on of extreme haught�ness and d�ssat�sfact�on
wh�ch Jul�en had never seen h�m wear s�nce Bray-le-Haut.
"That �s what you w�ll know, mons�eur, when I th�nk �t proper to tell
you. I do not l�ke quest�ons."
"That was not one," answered Jul�en eagerly. "I swear, mons�eur, I
was th�nk�ng qu�te aloud. My m�nd was try�ng to f�nd out the safest
route."
"Yes, �t seems your m�nd was a very long way off. Remember that an
em�ssary, and part�cularly one of your age should not appear to be a
man who forces conf�dences."
Jul�en was very mort�f�ed; he was �n the wrong. H�s van�ty tr�ed to f�nd
an excuse and d�d not f�nd one.
"You understand," added mons�eur de la Mole, "that one always falls
back on one's heart when one has comm�tted some m�stake."
An hour afterwards Jul�en was �n the marqu�s's ante-chamber. He
looked qu�te l�ke a servant w�th h�s old clothes, a t�e of a dub�ous
wh�te, and a certa�n touch of the usher �n h�s whole appearance. The
marqu�s burst out laugh�ng as he saw h�m, and �t was only then that
Jul�en's just�f�cat�on was complete.
"If th�s young man betrays me," sa�d M. de la Mole to h�mself, "whom
�s one to trust? And yet, when one acts, one must trust someone. My
son and h�s br�ll�ant fr�ends of the same cal�bre have as much
courage and loyalty as a hundred thousand men. If �t were
necessary to f�ght, they would d�e on the steps of the throne. They
know everyth�ng—except what one needs �n emergency. Dev�l take
me �f I can f�nd a s�ngle one among them who can learn four pages
by heart and do a hundred leagues w�thout be�ng tracked down.
Norbert would know how to sell h�s l�fe as dearly as h�s grandfathers
d�d. But any conscr�pt could do as much."
The marqu�s fell �nto a profound rever�e. "As for sell�ng one's l�fe too,"
he sa�d w�th a s�gh, "perhaps th�s Sorel would manage �t qu�te as
well as he could.



"Let us get �nto the carr�age," sa�d the marqu�s as though to chase
away an unwanted �dea.
"Mons�eur," sa�d Jul�en, "wh�le they were gett�ng th�s su�t ready for
me, I learnt the f�rst page of to-days Quot�d�enne by heart."
The marqu�s took the paper. Jul�en rec�ted �t w�thout mak�ng a s�ngle
m�stake. "Good," sa�d the marqu�s, who th�s n�ght felt very
d�plomat�c. "Dur�ng the t�me he takes over th�s our young man w�ll
not not�ce the streets through wh�ch we are pass�ng."
They arr�ved �n a b�g salon that looked melancholy enough and was
partly upholstered �n green velvet. In the m�ddle of the room a
scowl�ng lackey had just placed a b�g d�n�ng-table wh�ch he
subsequently changed �nto a wr�t�ng-table by means of an �mmense
green �nksta�ned tablecloth wh�ch had been plundered from some
m�n�ster.
The master of the house was an enormous man whose name was
not pronounced. Jul�en thought he had the appearance and
eloquence of a man who rum�nated. At a s�gn from the marqu�s,
Jul�en had rema�ned at the lower end of the table. In order to keep
h�mself �n countenance, he began to cut qu�lls. He counted out of the
corner of h�s eye seven v�s�tors, but Jul�en could only see the�r
backs. Two seemed to h�m to be speak�ng to M. de la Mole on a
foot�ng of equal�ty, the others seemed more or less respectful.
A new person entered w�thout be�ng announced. "Th�s �s strange,"
thought Jul�en. "People are not announced �n th�s salon. Is th�s
precaut�on taken �n my honour?" Everybody got up to welcome the
new arr�val. He wore the same extremely d�st�ngu�shed decorat�on as
three of the other persons who were �n the salon. They talked fa�rly
low. In endeavour�ng to form an op�n�on of the new comer, Jul�en
was reduced to see�ng what he could learn from h�s features and h�s
appearance. He was short and th�ck-set. He had a h�gh colour and a
br�ll�ant eye and an express�on that looked l�ke a mal�gnant boar, and
noth�ng else.
Jul�en's attent�on was partly d�stracted by the almost �mmed�ate
arr�val of a very d�fferent k�nd of person. It was a tall very th�n man



who wore three or four wa�stcoats. H�s eye was caress�ng, h�s
demeanour pol�te.
"He looks exactly l�ke the old b�shop of Besançon," thought Jul�en.
Th�s man ev�dently belonged to the church, was apparently not more
than f�fty to f�fty-f�ve years of age, and no one could have looked
more paternal than he d�d.
The young b�shop of Agde appeared. He looked very aston�shed
when, �n mak�ng a scrut�ny of those present, h�s gaze fell upon
Jul�en. He had not spoken to h�m s�nce the ceremony of Bray-le-
Haut. H�s look of surpr�se embarrassed and �rr�tated Jul�en. "What!"
he sa�d to h�mself, "w�ll know�ng a man always turn out unfortunate
for me? I don't feel the least b�t �nt�m�dated by all those great lords
whom I have never seen, but the look of that young b�shop freezes
me. I must adm�t that I am a very strange and very unhappy person."
An extremely swarthy l�ttle man entered no�s�ly soon afterwards and
started talk�ng as soon as he reached the door. He had a yellow
complex�on and looked a l�ttle mad. As soon as th�s ruthless talker
arr�ved, the others formed themselves �nto knots w�th the apparent
object of avo�d�ng the bother of l�sten�ng to h�m.
As they went away from the mantelp�ece they came near the lower
end of the table where Jul�en was placed. H�s countenance became
more and more embarrassed, for whatever efforts he made, he could
not avo�d hear�ng, and �n sp�te of all h�s lack of exper�ence he
apprec�ated all the moment of the th�ngs wh�ch they were d�scuss�ng
w�th such complete frankness, and the �mportance wh�ch the h�gh
personages whom he apparently had under h�s observat�on must
attach to the�r be�ng kept secret.
Jul�en had already cut twenty qu�lls as slowly as poss�ble; th�s
d�stract�on would shortly be no longer ava�lable. He looked �n va�n at
M. de la Mole's eyes for an order; the marqu�s had forgotten h�m.
"What I am do�ng �s r�d�culous," he sa�d to h�mself as he cut h�s
qu�lls, "but persons w�th so med�ocre an appearance and who are
handl�ng such great �nterests e�ther for themselves or for others must
be extremely l�able to take offence. My unfortunate look has a certa�n



quest�on�ng and scarcely respectful express�on, wh�ch w�ll doubtless
�rr�tate them. But �f I palpably lower my eyes I shall look as �f I were
p�ck�ng up every word they sa�d."
H�s embarrassment was extreme, he was l�sten�ng to strange th�ngs.

CHAPTER LII

THE DISCUSSION

The republ�c:—For one man to day who w�ll sacr�f�ce everyth�ng
for the publ�c welfare, there are thousands and m�ll�ons who
th�nk of noth�ng except the�r enjoyments and the�r van�ty. One �s
requested �n Par�s by reason of the qual�t�es not of one's self but
of one's carr�age.

—NAPOLEON,
Memor�al.

The footman rushed �n say�ng "Mons�eur the duke de ——"
"Hold your tongue, you are just a fool," sa�d the duke as he entered.
He spoke these words so well, and w�th so much majesty, that Jul�en
could not help th�nk�ng th�s great person's accompl�shments were
l�m�ted to the sc�ence of snubb�ng a lackey. Jul�en ra�sed h�s eyes
and �mmed�ately lowered them. He had so fully apprec�ated the
s�gn�f�cance of the new arr�val that he feared that h�s look m�ght be
an �nd�scret�on.
The duke was a man of f�fty dressed l�ke a dandy and w�th a jerky
walk. He had a narrow head w�th a large nose and a face that jutted
forward; �t would have been d�ff�cult to have looked at the same t�me
more �ns�gn�f�cant. H�s arr�val was the s�gnal for the open�ng of the
meet�ng.



Jul�en was sharply �nterrupted �n h�s phys�ognom�cal observat�ons by
de la Mole's vo�ce. "I present to you M. the abbé Sorel," sa�d the
Marqu�s. "He �s g�fted w�th an aston�sh�ng memory; �t �s scarcely an
hour ago s�nce I spoke to h�m of the m�ss�on by wh�ch he m�ght be
honoured, and he has learned the f�rst page of the Quot�d�enne by
heart �n order to g�ve proof of h�s memory."
"Ah! fore�gn news of that poor N—" sa�d the master of the house. He
took up the paper eagerly and looked at Jul�en �n a manner rendered
humorous by �ts own self-�mportance. "Speak, mons�eur," he sa�d to
h�m.
The s�lence was profound, all eyes were f�xed on Jul�en. He rec�ted
so well that the duke sa�d at the end of twenty l�nes, "That �s
enough." The l�ttle man who looked l�ke a boar sat down. He was the
pres�dent, for he had scarcely taken h�s place before he showed
Jul�en a card-table and s�gned to h�m to br�ng �t near h�m. Jul�en
establ�shed h�mself at �t w�th wr�t�ng mater�als. He counted twelve
persons seated round the green table cloth.
"M. Sorel," sa�d the Duke, "ret�re �nto next room, you w�ll be called."
The master of the house began to look very anx�ous. "The shutters
are not shut," he sa�d to h�s ne�ghbour �n a sem�-wh�sper. "It �s no
good look�ng out of the w�ndow," he stup�dly cr�ed to Jul�en—"so here
I am more or less m�xed up �n a consp�racy," thought the latter.
"Fortunately �t �s not one of those wh�ch lead to the Place-de-Grève.
Even though there were danger, I owe th�s and even more to the
marqu�s, and should be glad to be g�ven the chance of mak�ng up for
all the sorrow wh�ch my madness may one day occas�on h�m."
Wh�le th�nk�ng of h�s own madness and h�s own unhapp�ness he
regarded the place where he was, �n such a way as to �mpr�nt �t upon
h�s memory for ever. He then remembered for the f�rst t�me that he
had never heard the lackey tell the name of the street, and that the
marqu�s had taken a f�acre wh�ch he never d�d �n the ord�nary way.
Jul�en was left to h�s own reflect�ons for a long t�me. He was �n a
salon upholstered �n red velvet w�th large p�eces of gold lace. A large
�vory cruc�f�x was on the console-table and a g�lt-edged,
magn�f�cently bound copy of M. de Ma�stre's book The Pope was on



the mantelp�ece. Jul�en opened �t so as not to appear to be
eavesdropp�ng. From t�me to t�me they talked loudly �n the next
room. At last the door was opened and he was called �n.
"Remember, gentlemen," the pres�dent was say�ng "that from th�s
moment we are talk�ng �n the presence of the duke of ——. Th�s
gentleman," he sa�d, po�nt�ng to Jul�en, "�s a young acolyte devoted
to our sacred cause who by the a�d of h�s marvellous memory w�ll
repeat qu�te eas�ly our very sl�ghtest words."
"It �s your turn to speak, Mons�eur," he sa�d po�nt�ng to the paternal
look�ng personage who wore three or four wa�stcoats. Jul�en thought
�t would have been more natural to have called h�m the gentleman �n
the wa�stcoats. He took some paper and wrote a great deal.
(At th�s juncture the author would have l�ked to have put a page of
dots. "That," sa�d h�s publ�sher, "would be clumsy and �n the case of
so l�ght a work clums�ness �s death."
"Pol�t�cs," repl�es the author, "�s a stone t�ed round the neck of
l�terature wh�ch submerges �t �n less than s�x months. Pol�t�cs �n the
m�dst of �mag�nat�ve matter �s l�ke a p�stol shot �n the m�ddle of a
concert. The no�se �s rack�ng w�thout be�ng energet�c. It does not
harmon�se w�th the sound of any �nstrument. These pol�t�cs w�ll g�ve
mortal offence to one half of the readers and w�ll bore the other half,
who w�ll have already read the �deas �n quest�on as set out �n the
morn�ng paper �n �ts own drast�c manner."
"If your characters don't talk pol�t�cs," repl�ed the publ�sher, "they
cease to be Frenchmen of 1830, and your book �s no longer a m�rror
as you cla�m?")
Jul�en's record ran to twenty-s�x pages. Here �s a very d�luted extract,
for �t has been necessary to adopt the �nvar�able pract�ce of
suppress�ng those lud�crous passages, whose v�olence would have
seemed e�ther offens�ve or �ntolerable (see the Gazette des
Tr�bunaux).
The man w�th the wa�stcoats and the paternal express�on (he was
perhaps a b�shop) often sm�led and then h�s eyes, wh�ch were
surrounded w�th a float�ng forest of eyebrows, assumed a s�ngular



br�ll�ance and an unusually dec�ded express�on. Th�s personage
whom they made speak f�rst before the duke ("but what duke �s �t?"
thought Jul�en to h�mself) w�th the apparent object of expound�ng
var�ous po�nts of v�ew and fulf�ll�ng the funct�ons of an advocate-
general, appeared to Jul�en to fall �nto the uncerta�nty and lack of
def�n�teness w�th wh�ch those off�c�als are so often taxed. Dur�ng the
course of the d�scuss�on the duke went so far as to reproach h�m on
th�s score. After several sentences of moral�ty and �ndulgent
ph�losophy the man �n the wa�stcoats sa�d,
"Noble England, under the gu�d�ng hand of a great man, the �mmortal
P�tt, has spent forty m�ll�ards of francs �n oppos�ng the revolut�on. If
th�s meet�ng w�ll allow me to treat so melancholy a subject w�th some
frankness, England fa�ls to real�se suff�c�ently that �n deal�ng w�th a
man l�ke Buonaparte, espec�ally when they have noth�ng to oppose
h�m w�th, except a bundle of good �ntent�ons there �s noth�ng dec�s�ve
except personal methods."
"Ah! pra�s�ng assass�nat�on aga�n!" sa�d the master of the house
anx�ously.
"Spare us your sent�mental sermons," cr�ed the pres�dent angr�ly. H�s
boarl�ke eye shone w�th a savage br�ll�ance. "Go on," he sa�d to the
man w�th the wa�stcoats. The cheeks and the forehead of the
pres�dent became purple.
"Noble England," repl�ed the advocate-general, "�s crushed to-day:
for each Engl�shman before pay�ng for h�s own bread �s obl�ged to
pay the �nterest on forty m�ll�ards of francs wh�ch were used aga�nst
the Jacob�ns. She has no more P�tt."
"She has the Duke of Well�ngton," sa�d a m�l�tary personage look�ng
very �mportant.
"Please, gentlemen, s�lence," excla�med the pres�dent. "If we are st�ll
go�ng to d�spute, there was no po�nt �n hav�ng M. Sorel �n."
"We know that mons�eur has many �deas," sa�d the duke �rr�tably,
look�ng at the �nterrupter who was an old Napoleon�c general. Jul�en
saw that these words conta�ned some personal and very offens�ve



allus�on. Everybody sm�led, the turncoat general appeared bes�de
h�mself w�th rage.
"There �s no longer a P�tt, gentlemen," went on the speaker w�th all
the despondency of a man who has g�ven up all hope of br�ng�ng h�s
l�steners to reason. "If there were a new P�tt �n England, you would
not dupe a nat�on tw�ce over by the same means."
"That's why a v�ctor�ous general, a Buonaparte, w�ll be henceforward
�mposs�ble �n France," excla�med the m�l�tary �nterrupter.
On th�s occas�on ne�ther the pres�dent nor the duke ventured to get
angry, though Jul�en thought he read �n the�r eyes that they would
very much l�ke to have done so. They lowered the�r eyes, and the
duke contented h�mself w�th s�gh�ng �n qu�te an aud�ble manner. But
the speaker was put upon h�s mettle.
"My aud�ence �s eager for me to f�n�sh," he sa�d v�gorously,
completely d�scard�ng that sm�l�ng pol�teness and that balanced
d�ct�on that Jul�en thought had expressed h�s character so well. "It �s
eager for me to f�n�sh, �t �s not grateful to me for the efforts I am
mak�ng to offend nobody's ears, however long they may be. Well,
gentlemen, I w�ll be br�ef.
"I w�ll tell you �n qu�te common words: England has not got a sou
w�th wh�ch to help the good cause. If P�tt h�mself were to come back
he would never succeed w�th all h�s gen�us �n dup�ng the small
Engl�sh landowners, for they know that the short Waterloo campa�gn
alone cost them a m�ll�ard of francs. As you l�ke clear phrases,"
cont�nued the speaker, becom�ng more and more an�mated, "I w�ll
say th�s to you: Help yourselves, for England has not got a gu�nea
left to help you w�th, and when England does not pay, Austr�a,
Russ�a and Pruss�a—who w�ll only have courage but have no money
—cannot launch more than one or two campa�gns aga�nst France.
"One may hope that the young sold�ers who w�ll be recru�ted by the
Jacob�ns w�ll be beaten �n the f�rst campa�gn, and poss�bly �n the
second; but, even though I seem a revolut�onary �n your prejud�ced
eyes, �n the th�rd campa�gn—�n the th�rd campa�gn I say—you w�ll



have the sold�ers of 1794 who were no longer the sold�ers enl�sted �n
1792."
At th�s po�nt �nterrupt�on broke out s�multaneously from three or four
quarters.
"Mons�eur," sa�d the pres�dent to Jul�en, "Go and make a préc�s �n
the next room of the beg�nn�ng of the report wh�ch you have wr�tten
out."
Jul�en went out to h�s great regret. The speaker was just deal�ng w�th
the quest�on of probab�l�t�es wh�ch formed the usual subject for h�s
med�tat�ons. "They are fr�ghtened of my mak�ng fun of them," he
thought. When he was called back, M. de la Mole was say�ng w�th a
ser�ousness wh�ch seemed qu�te humorous to Jul�en who knew h�m
so well,
"Yes, gentlemen, one f�nds the phrase, '�s �t god, table or tub?'
espec�ally appl�cable to th�s unhappy people. 'It �s god' excla�ms the
wr�ter of fables. It �s to you, gentlemen, that th�s noble and profound
phrase seems to apply. Act on your own �n�t�at�ve, and noble France
w�ll appear aga�n, almost such as our ancestors made her, and as
our own eyes have seen her before the death of Lou�s XVI.
"England execrates d�sgraceful Jacob�n�sm as much as we do, or at
any rate her noble lords do. W�thout Engl�sh gold, Austr�a and
Pruss�a would only be able to g�ve battle two or three t�mes. Would
that be suff�c�ent to ensure a successful occupat�on l�ke the one
wh�ch M. de R�chel�eu so fool�shly fa�led to explo�t �n 1817? I do not
th�nk so."
At th�s po�nt there was an �nterrupt�on wh�ch was st�fled by the
hushes of the whole room. It came aga�n from the old Imper�al
general who wanted the blue r�bbon and w�shed to f�gure among the
authors of the secret note.
"I do not th�nk so," repl�ed M. de la Mole, after the uproar had
subs�ded. He la�d stress on the "I" w�th an �nsolence wh�ch charmed
Jul�en.
"That's a pretty p�ece of act�ng," he sa�d to h�mself, as he made h�s
pen almost keep pace w�th the marqu�s' words.



M. de la Mole ann�h�lated the twenty campa�gns of the turncoat w�th
a well turned phrase.
"It �s not only on fore�gn powers," cont�nued the marqu�s �n a more
even tone, "on whom we shall be able to rely for a new m�l�tary
occupat�on. All those young men who wr�te �nflammatory art�cles �n
the Globe w�ll prov�de you w�th three or four thousand young
capta�ns among whom you may f�nd men w�th the gen�us, but not the
good �ntent�ons of a Kléber, a Hoche, a Jourdan, a P�chegru."
"We d�d not know how to glor�fy h�m," sa�d the pres�dent. "He should
have been �mmortal�zed."
"F�nally, �t �s necessary for France to have two part�es," went on M.
de la Mole; "but two part�es not merely �n name, but w�th clear-cut
l�nes of cleavage. Let us real�se what has got to be crushed. On the
one hand the journal�sts and the electors, �n a word, publ�c op�n�on;
youth and all that adm�re �t. Wh�le �t �s stupefy�ng �tself w�th the no�se
of �ts own va�n words, we have certa�n advantages of adm�n�strat�ng
the expend�ture of the budget."
At th�s po�nt there was another �nterrupt�on.
"As for you, mons�eur," sa�d M. de la Mole to the �nterrupter, w�th an
adm�rable haught�ness and ease of manner, "you do not spend, �f the
words chokes you, but you devour the forty thousand francs put
down to you �n the State budget, and the e�ghty thousand wh�ch you
rece�ve from the c�v�l l�st."
"Well, mons�eur, s�nce you force me to �t, I w�ll be bold enough to
take you for an example. L�ke your noble ancestors, who followed
Sa�nt Lou�s to the crusade, you ought �n return for those hundred and
twenty thousand francs to show us at any rate a reg�ment; a
company, why, what am I say�ng? say half a company, even �f �t only
had f�fty men, ready to f�ght and devoted to the good cause to the
po�nt of r�sk�ng the�r l�ves �n �ts serv�ce. You have noth�ng but lackeys,
who �n the event of a rebell�on would fr�ghten you yourselves."
"Throne, Church, Nob�l�ty are l�able to per�sh to-morrow, gentlemen,
so long as you refra�n from creat�ng �n each department a force of



f�ve hundred devoted men, devoted I mean, not only w�th all the
French courage, but w�th all the Span�sh constancy.
"Half of th�s force ought to be composed of our ch�ldren, our
nephews, of real gentlemen, �n fact. Each of them w�ll have bes�de
h�m not a l�ttle talkat�ve bourgeo�s ready to ho�st the tr�color cockade,
�f 1815 turns up aga�n, but a good, frank and s�mple peasant l�ke
Cathel�neau. Our gentleman w�ll have educated h�m, �t w�ll be h�s
own foster brother �f �t �s poss�ble. Let each of us sacr�f�ce the f�fth of
h�s �ncome �n order to form th�s l�ttle devoted force of f�ve hundred
men �n each department. Then you w�ll be able to reckon on a
fore�gn occupat�on. The fore�gn sold�er w�ll never penetrate even as
far as D�jon �f he �s not certa�n of f�nd�ng f�ve hundred fr�endly sold�ers
�n each department.
"The fore�gn k�ngs w�ll only l�sten to you when you are �n a pos�t�on to
announce to them that you have twenty thousand gentlemen ready
to take up arms �n order to open to them the gates of France. The
serv�ce �s troublesome, you say. Gentlemen, �t �s the only way of
sav�ng our l�ves. There �s war to the death between the l�berty of the
press and our ex�stence as gentlemen. Become manufacturers,
become peasants, or take up your guns. Be t�m�d �f you l�ke, but do
not be stup�d. Open your eyes.
"'Form your battal�ons,' I would say to you �n the words of the
Jacob�n songs. Some noble Gustavus Adolphus w�ll then be found
who, touched by the �mm�nent per�l of the monarch�cal pr�nc�ple, w�ll
make a dash three hundred leagues from h�s own country, and w�ll
do for you what Gustavus d�d for the Protestant pr�nces. Do you want
to go on talk�ng w�thout act�ng? In f�fty years' t�me there w�ll be only
pres�dents or republ�cs �n Europe and not one k�ng, and w�th those
three letters R. O. I. you w�ll see the last of the pr�ests and the
gentlemen. I can see noth�ng but cand�dates pay�ng court to squal�d
major�t�es.
"It �s no use your say�ng that at the present t�me France has not a
s�ngle accred�ted general who �s un�versally known and loved, that
the army �s only known and organ�sed �n the �nterests of the throne
and the church, and that �t has been depr�ved of all �ts old troopers,



wh�le each of the Pruss�an and Austr�an reg�ments count f�fty non-
comm�ss�oned off�cers who have seen f�re.
"Two hundred thousand young men of the m�ddle classes are
spo�l�ng for war—"
"A truce to d�sagreeable truths," sa�d a grave personage �n a
pompous tone. He was apparently a very h�gh eccles�ast�cal
d�gn�tary, for M. de la Mole sm�led pleasantly, �nstead of gett�ng
angry, a c�rcumstance wh�ch greatly �mpressed Jul�en.
"A truce to unpleasant truths, let us resume, gentlemen. The man
who needs to have a gangrened leg cut off would be �ll adv�sed to
say to h�s surgeon, 'th�s d�sease �s very healthy.' If I may use the
metaphor, gentlemen, the noble duke of —— �s our surgeon."
"So the great words have at last been uttered," thought Jul�en. "It �s
towards the —— that I shall gallop to-n�ght."

CHAPTER LIII

THE CLERGY, THE FORESTS, LIBERTY

The f�rst law of every be�ng, �s to preserve �tself and l�ve. You
sow hemlock, and expect to see ears of corn r�pen.—
Mach�avell�.

The great personage cont�nued. One could see that he knew h�s
subject. He proceeded to expound the follow�ng great truths w�th a
soft and tempered eloquence w�th wh�ch Jul�en was �nord�nately
del�ghted:—
"1. England has not a gu�nea to help us w�th; economy and Hume
are the fash�on there. Even the sa�nts w�ll not g�ve us any money,
and M. Brougham w�ll make fun of us.



"2. The �mposs�b�l�ty of gett�ng the k�ngs of Europe to embark on
more than two campa�gns w�thout Engl�sh gold; two campa�gns w�ll
not be enough to d�spose of the m�ddle classes.
"3. The necess�ty of form�ng an armed party �n France. W�thout th�s,
the monarch�cal pr�nc�ple �n Europe w�ll not r�sk even two campa�gns.
"The fourth po�nt wh�ch I venture to suggest to you, as self-ev�dent,
�s th�s:
"The �mposs�b�l�ty of form�ng an armed party �n France w�thout the
clergy. I am bold enough to tell you th�s because I w�ll prove �t to you,
gentlemen. You must make every sacr�f�ce for the clergy.
"F�rstly, because as �t �s occup�ed w�th �ts m�ss�on by day and by
n�ght, and gu�ded by h�ghly capable men establ�shed far from these
storms at three hundred leagues from your front�ers——"
"Ah, Rome, Rome!" excla�med the master of the house.
"Yes, mons�eur, Rome," repl�ed the Card�nal haught�ly. "Whatever
more or less �ngen�ous jokes may have been the fash�on when you
were young, I have no hes�tat�on �n say�ng that �n 1830 �t �s only the
clergy, under the gu�dance of Rome, who has the ear of the lower
classes.
"F�fty thousand pr�ests repeat the same words on the day appo�nted
by the�r ch�efs, and the people—who after all prov�de sold�ers—w�ll
be more touched by the vo�ces of �ts pr�ests than by all the vers�fy�ng
�n the whole world." (Th�s personal�ty provoked some murmurs.)
"The clergy has a gen�us super�or to yours," went on the card�nal
ra�s�ng h�s vo�ce. "All the progress that has been made towards th�s
essent�al po�nt of hav�ng an armed party �n France has been made
by us." At th�s juncture facts were �ntroduced. "Who used e�ghty
thousand r�fles �n Vendée?" etc., etc.
"So long as the clergy �s w�thout �ts forests �t �s helpless. At the f�rst
war the m�n�ster of f�nance w�ll wr�te to h�s agents that there �s no
money to be had except for the curé. At bottom France does not
bel�eve, and she loves war. Whoever g�ves her war w�ll be doubly
popular, for mak�ng war �s, to use a vulgar phrase, the same as



starv�ng the Jesu�ts; mak�ng war means del�ver�ng those monsters of
pr�de—the men of France—from the menace of fore�gn �ntervent�on."
The card�nal had a favourable hear�ng. "M. de Nerval," he sa�d, "w�ll
have to leave the m�n�stry, h�s name �rr�tates and to no purpose."
At these words everybody got up and talked at the same t�me. "I w�ll
be sent away aga�n," thought Jul�en, but the sap�ent pres�dent
h�mself had forgotten both the presence and ex�stence of Jul�en.
All eyes were turned upon a man whom Jul�en recogn�sed. It was M.
de Nerval, the pr�me m�n�ster, whom he had seen at M. the duc de
Retz's ball.
The d�sorder was at �ts he�ght, as the papers say when they talk of
the Chamber. At the end of a long quarter of an hour a l�ttle qu�et
was establ�shed.
Then M. de Nerval got up and sa�d �n an apostol�c tone and a
s�ngular vo�ce:
"I w�ll not go so far as to say that I do not set great store on be�ng a
m�n�ster.
"It has been demonstrated to me, gentlemen, that my name w�ll
double the forces of the Jacob�ns by mak�ng many moderates d�v�de
aga�nst us. I should therefore be w�ll�ng to ret�re; but the ways of the
Lord are only v�s�ble to a small number; but," he added, look�ng
f�xedly at the card�nal, "I have a m�ss�on. Heaven has sa�d: 'You w�ll
e�ther loose your head on the scaffold or you w�ll re-establ�sh the
monarchy of France and reduce the Chambers to the cond�t�on of
the parl�ament of Lou�s XV.,' and that, gentlemen, I shall do."
He f�n�shed h�s speech, sat down, and there was a long s�lence.
"What a good actor," thought Jul�en. He made h�s usual m�stake of
ascr�b�ng too much �ntell�gence to the people. Exc�ted by the debates
of so l�vely an even�ng, and above all by the s�ncer�ty of the
d�scuss�on, M. de Nerval d�d at th�s moment bel�eve �n h�s m�ss�on.
Th�s man had great courage, but at the same t�me no sense.
Dur�ng the s�lence that followed the �mpress�ve words, "I shall do �t,"
m�dn�ght struck. Jul�en thought that the str�k�ng of the clock had �n �t a



certa�n element of funereal majesty. He felt moved.
The d�scuss�on was soon resumed w�th �ncreas�ng energy, and
above all w�th an �ncred�ble na�vety. "These people w�ll have me
po�soned," thought Jul�en at t�mes. "How can they say such th�ngs
before a pleb�an."
They were st�ll talk�ng when two o'clock struck. The master of the
house had been sleep�ng for some t�me. M. de la Mole was obl�ged
to r�ng for new candles. M. de Nerval, the m�n�ster, had left at the
quarter to two, but not w�thout hav�ng repeatedly stud�ed Jul�en's
face �n a m�rror wh�ch was at the m�n�ster's s�de. H�s departure had
seemed to put everybody at the�r ease.
Wh�le they were br�ng�ng new candles, the man �n the wa�stcoats,
wh�spered to h�s ne�ghbour: "God knows what that man w�ll say to
the k�ng. He may throw r�d�cule upon us and spo�l our future."
"One must own that he must possess an unusual self-assurance, not
to say �mpudence, to put �n an appearance here There were s�gns of
�t before he became a m�n�ster; but a portfol�o changes everyth�ng
and swamps all a man's �nterests; he must have felt �ts effect."
The m�n�ster had scarcely left before the general of Buonaparte
closed h�s eyes. He now talked of h�s health and h�s wounds,
consulted h�s watch, and went away.
"I w�ll wager," sa�d the man �n the wa�stcoats, "that the general �s
runn�ng after the m�n�ster; he w�ll apolog�se for hav�ng been here and
pretend that he �s our leader."
"Let us now del�berate, gentlemen," sa�d the pres�dent, after the
sleepy servants had f�n�shed br�ng�ng and l�ght�ng new candles. "Let
us leave off try�ng to persuade each other. Let us th�nk of the
contents of the note wh�ch w�ll be read by our fr�ends outs�de �n forty-
e�ght hours from now. We have heard m�n�sters spoken of. Now that
M. de Nerval has left us, we are at l�berty to say 'what we do care for
m�n�sters.'"
The card�nal gave a subtle sm�le of approval.



"Noth�ng �s eas�er �t seems to me than summ�ng up our pos�t�on,"
sa�d the young b�shop of Agde, w�th the restra�ned concentrated f�re
of the most exalted fanat�c�sm. He had kept s�lent up to th�s t�me; h�s
eye, wh�ch Jul�en had not�ced as be�ng soft and calm at the
beg�nn�ng, had become f�ery dur�ng the f�rst hour of the d�scuss�on.
H�s soul was now bubbl�ng over l�ke lava from Vesuv�us.
"England only made one m�stake from 1806 to 1814," he sa�d, "and
that was �n not tak�ng d�rect and personal measures aga�nst
Napoleon. As soon as that man had made dukes and chamberla�ns,
as soon as he had re-establ�shed the throne, the m�ss�on that God
had entrusted to h�m was f�n�shed. The only th�ng to do w�th h�m was
to sacr�f�ce h�m. The scr�ptures teach us �n more than one place how
to make an end of tyrants" (at th�s po�nt there were several Lat�n
quotat�ons).
"To-day, gentlemen, �t �s not a man who has to be sacr�f�ced, �t �s
Par�s. What �s the use of arm�ng your f�ve hundred men �n each
department, a hazardous and �nterm�nable enterpr�se? What �s the
good of �nvolv�ng France �n a matter wh�ch �s personal to Par�s?
Par�s alone has done the ev�l, w�th �ts journals and �t salons. Let the
new Babylon per�sh.
"We must br�ng to an end the confl�ct between the church and Par�s.
Such a catastrophe would even be �n the worldly �nterests of the
throne. Why d�d not Par�s dare to wh�sper a word under Buonaparte?
Ask the cannon of Sa�nt-Roch?"
Jul�en d�d not leave w�th M. de la Mole before three o'clock �n the
morn�ng.
The marqu�s seemed t�red and ashamed. For the f�rst t�me �n h�s l�fe
�n conversat�on w�th Jul�en, h�s tone was pla�nt�ve. He asked h�m for
h�s word never to reveal the excesses of zeal, that was h�s
express�on, of wh�ch chance had just made h�m a w�tness. "Only
ment�on �t to our fore�gn fr�end, �f he ser�ously �ns�sts on know�ng
what our young madmen are l�ke. What does �t matter to them �f a
state �s overthrown, they w�ll become card�nals and w�ll take refuge
�n Rome. As for us, we shall be massacred by the peasants �n our
châteaus."



The secret note �nto wh�ch the marqu�s condensed Jul�en's full report
of twenty-s�x pages was not ready before a quarter to f�ve.
"I am dead t�red," sa�d the marqu�s, "as �s qu�te obv�ous from the lack
of clearness at the end of th�s note; I am more d�ssat�sf�ed w�th �t
than w�th anyth�ng I ever d�d �n my whole l�fe. Look here, my fr�end,"
he added, "go and rest for some hours, and as I am fr�ghtened you
m�ght be k�dnapped, I shall lock you up �n your room."
The marqu�s took Jul�en on the follow�ng day to a lonely château at a
good d�stance from Par�s. There were strange guests there whom
Jul�en thought were pr�ests. He was g�ven a passport wh�ch was
made out �n a f�ct�t�ous name, but �nd�cated the real dest�nat�on of h�s
journey, wh�ch he had always pretended not to know. He got �nto a
carr�age alone.
The marqu�s had no anx�ety on the score of h�s memory. Jul�en had
rec�ted the secret note to h�m several t�mes but he was very
apprehens�ve of h�s be�ng �ntercepted.
"Above all, m�nd you look l�ke a coxcomb who �s s�mply travell�ng to
k�ll t�me," he sa�d affect�onately to h�m when he was leav�ng the
salon. "Perhaps there was more than one treacherous brother �n th�s
even�ng's meet�ng."
The journey was qu�ck and very melancholy. Jul�en had scarcely got
out of the marqu�s's s�ght before he forgot h�s secret note and h�s
m�ss�on, and only thought about Math�lde's d�sda�n.
At a v�llage some leagues beyond Metz, the postmaster came and
told h�m that there were no horses. It was ten o'clock �n the even�ng.
Jul�en was very annoyed and asked for supper. He walked �n front of
the door and gradually w�thout be�ng not�ced passed �nto the stable-
yard. He d�d not see any horses there.
"That man looked strange though," thought Jul�en to h�mself. "He
was scrut�n�z�ng me w�th h�s brutal eyes."
As one sees he was beg�nn�ng to be sl�ghtly scept�cal of all he heard.
He thought of escap�ng after supper, and �n order to learn at any rate
someth�ng about the surround�ng country, he left h�s room to go and



warm h�mself at the k�tchen f�re. He was overjoyed to f�nd there the
celebrated s�nger, s�gnor Geron�mo.
The Neopol�tan was ensconced �n an armcha�r wh�ch he had had
brought near the f�re. He was groan�ng aloud, and was speak�ng
more to h�mself than to the twenty dumbfounded German peasants
who surrounded h�m.
"Those people w�ll be my ru�n," he cr�ed to Jul�en, "I have prom�sed
to s�ng to-morrow at Mayence. Seven sovere�gn pr�nces have gone
there to hear me. Let us go and take the a�r," he added, mean�ngly.
When he had gone a hundred yards down the road, and �t was
�mposs�ble to be overheard, he sa�d to Jul�en:
"Do you know the real truth, the postmaster �s a scoundrel. When I
went out for a walk I gave twenty sous to a l�ttle ragamuff�n who told
me everyth�ng. There are twelve horses �n the stable at the other end
of the v�llage. They want to stop some cour�er."
"Really," sa�d Jul�en �nnocently.
D�scover�ng the fraud was not enough; the th�ng was to get away, but
Geron�mo and h�s fr�ends could not succeed �n do�ng th�s.
"Let us wa�t for daybreak," sa�d the s�nger at last, "they are
m�strustful of us. It �s perhaps you or me whom they suspect. We w�ll
order a good breakfast to-morrow morn�ng, we w�ll go for a walk
wh�le they are gett�ng �t ready, we w�ll then escape, we w�ll h�re
horses, and ga�n the next stat�on."
"And how about your luggage?" sa�d Jul�en, who thought perhaps
Geron�mo h�mself m�ght have been sent to �ntercept h�m. They had
to have supper and go to bed. Jul�en was st�ll �n h�s f�rst sleep when
he was woken up w�th a start by the vo�ces of two persons who were
speak�ng �n h�s room w�th utmost freedom.
He recogn�sed the postmaster armed w�th a dark lantern. The l�ght
was turned on the carr�age-seat wh�ch Jul�en had had taken up �nto
h�s room. Bes�de the postmaster was a man who was calmly
search�ng the open seat. Jul�en could see noth�ng except the sleeves
of h�s coat wh�ch were black and very t�ght.



"It's a cassock," he sa�d to h�mself and he softly se�zed the l�ttle p�stol
wh�ch he had placed under h�s p�llow.
"Don't be fr�ghtened of h�s wak�ng up, curé," sa�d the postmaster,
"the w�ne that has been served h�m was the stuff prepared by
yourself."
"I can't f�nd any trace of papers," answered the curé. "A lot of l�nen
and essences, pommades, and van�t�es. It's a young man of the
world on pleasure bent. The other one who effects an Ital�an accent
�s more l�kely to be the em�ssary."
The men approached Jul�en to search the pockets of h�s travell�ng
coat. He felt very tempted to k�ll them for th�eves. Noth�ng could be
safer �n �ts consequences. He was very des�rous of do�ng so.... "I
should only be a fool," he sa�d to h�mself, "I should comprom�se my
m�ss�on." "He �s not a d�plomat�st," sa�d the pr�est after search�ng h�s
coat. He went away and d�d well to do so.
"It w�ll be a bad bus�ness for h�m," Jul�en was say�ng to h�mself, "�f he
touches me �n my bed. He may have qu�te well come to stab me,
and I won't put up w�th that."
The curé turned h�s head, Jul�en half opened h�s eyes. He was
�nord�nately aston�shed, he was the abbé Castanède. As a matter of
fact, although these two persons had made a po�nt of talk�ng �n a
fa�rly low vo�ce, he had thought from the f�rst that he recogn�sed one
of the vo�ces. Jul�en was se�zed w�th an �nord�nate des�re to purge
the earth of one of �ts most cowardly v�lla�ns; "But my m�ss�on," he
sa�d to h�mself.
The curé and h�s acolyte went out. A quarter of an hour afterwards
Jul�en pretended to have just woken up. He called out and woke up
the whole house.
"I am po�soned," he excla�med, "I am suffer�ng horr�bly!" He wanted
an excuse to go to Geron�mo's help. He found h�m half suffocated by
the laudanum that had been conta�ned �n the w�ne.
Jul�en had been apprehens�ve of some tr�ck of th�s character and
had supped on some chocolate wh�ch he had brought from Par�s. He
could not wake Geron�mo up suff�c�ently to �nduce h�m to leave.



"If they were to g�ve me the whole k�ngdom of Naples," sa�d the
s�nger, "I would not now g�ve up the pleasure of sleep�ng."
"But the seven sovere�gn pr�nces?"
"Let them wa�t."
Jul�en left alone, and arr�ved at the house of the great personage
w�thout other �nc�dent. He wasted a whole morn�ng �n va�nly sol�c�t�ng
an aud�ence. Fortunately about four o'clock the duke wanted to take
the a�r. Jul�en saw h�m go out on foot and he d�d not hes�tate to ask
h�m for alms. When at two yards' d�stance from the great personage
he pulled out the Marqu�s de la Mole's watch and exh�b�ted �t
ostentat�ously. "Follow me at a d�stance," sa�d the man w�thout
look�ng at h�m.
At a quarter of a league's d�stance the duke suddenly entered a l�ttle
coffee-house. It was �n a room of th�s low class �nn that Jul�en had
the honour of rec�t�ng h�s four pages to the duke. When he had
f�n�shed he was told to "start aga�n and go more slowly."
The pr�nce took notes. "Reach the next post�ng stat�on on foot.
Leave your luggage and your carr�age here. Get to Strasbourg as
best you can and at half-past twelve on the twenty-second of the
month (�t was at present the tenth) come to th�s same coffee-house.
Do not leave for half-an-hour. S�lence!"
These were the only words wh�ch Jul�en heard. They suff�ced to
�nsp�re h�m w�th the h�ghest adm�rat�on. "That �s the way," he thought,
"that real bus�ness �s done; what would th�s great statesman say �f
he were to l�sten to the �mpass�oned ranters heard three days ago?"
Jul�en took two days to reach Strasbourg. He thought he would have
noth�ng to do there. He made a great detour. "If that dev�l of an abbé
Castanède has recogn�sed me he �s not the k�nd of man to loose
track of me eas�ly.... And how he would revel �n mak�ng a fool of me,
and caus�ng my m�ss�on to fa�l."
Fortunately the abbé Castanède, who was ch�ef of the
congregat�onal pol�ce on all the northern front�er had not recogn�sed
h�m. And the Strasbourg Jesu�ts, although very zealous, never gave
a thought to observ�ng Jul�en, who w�th h�s cross and h�s blue ta�l-



coat looked l�ke a young m�l�tary man, very much engrossed �n h�s
own personal appearance.

CHAPTER LIV

STRASBOURG

Fasc�nat�on! Love g�ves thee all h�s love, energy and all h�s
power of suffer�ng unhapp�ness. It �s only h�s enchant�ng
pleasures, h�s sweet del�ghts, wh�ch are outs�de thy sphere.
When I saw her sleep I was made to say "W�th all her angel�c
beauty and her sweet weaknesses she �s absolutely m�ne!
There she �s, qu�te �n my power, such as Heaven made her �n �ts
p�ty �n order to rav�sh a man's heart."—Ode of Sch�ller.

Jul�en was compelled to spend e�ght days �n Strasbourg and tr�ed to
d�stract h�mself by thoughts of m�l�tary glory and patr�ot�c devot�on.
Was he �n love then? he could not tell, he only felt �n h�s tortured soul
that Math�lde was the absolute m�stress both of h�s happ�ness and of
h�s �mag�nat�on. He needed all the energy of h�s character to keep
h�mself from s�nk�ng �nto despa�r. It was out of h�s power to th�nk of
anyth�ng unconnected w�th mademo�selle de la Mole. H�s amb�t�on
and h�s s�mple personal successes had formerly d�stracted h�m from
the sent�ments wh�ch madame de Rênal had �nsp�red. Math�lde was
all-absorb�ng; she loomed large over h�s whole future.
Jul�en saw fa�lure �n every phase of that future. Th�s same �nd�v�dual
whom we remember to have been so presumptuous and haughty at
Verr�ères, had fallen �nto an excess of grotesque modesty.
Three days ago he would only have been too pleased to have k�lled
the abbé Castanède, and now, at Strasbourg, �f a ch�ld had p�cked a
quarrel w�th h�m he would have thought the ch�ld was �n the r�ght. In



th�nk�ng aga�n about the adversar�es and enem�es whom he had met
�n h�s l�fe he always thought that he, Jul�en, had been �n the wrong.
The fact was that the same powerful �mag�nat�on wh�ch had formerly
been cont�nuously employed �n pa�nt�ng a successful future �n the
most br�ll�ant colours had now been transformed �nto h�s �mplacable
enemy.
The absolute sol�c�tude of a traveller's l�fe �ncreased the ascendancy
of th�s s�n�ster �mag�nat�on. What a boon a fr�end would have been!
But Jul�en sa�d to h�mself, "Is there a s�ngle heart wh�ch beats w�th
affect�on for me? And even �f I d�d have a fr�end, would not honour
enjo�n me to eternal s�lence?"
He was r�d�ng gloom�ly �n the outsk�rts of Kehl; �t �s a market town on
the banks of the Rh�ne and �mmortal�sed by Desa�x and Gouv�on
Sa�nt-Cyr. A German peasant showed h�m the l�ttle brooks, roads
and �slands of the Rh�ne, wh�ch have acqu�red a name through the
courage of these great generals. Jul�en was gu�d�ng h�s horse w�th
h�s left hand, wh�le he held unfolded �n h�s r�ght the superb map
wh�ch adorns the Memo�rs of the Marshal Sa�nt Cyr. A merry
exclamat�on made h�m l�ft h�s head.
It was the Pr�nce Korasoff, that London fr�end of h�s, who had
�n�t�ated h�m some months before �nto the elementary rules of h�gh
fatu�ty. Fa�thful to h�s great art, Korasoff, who had just arr�ved at
Strasbourg, had been one hour �n Kehl and had never read a s�ngle
l�ne �n h�s whole l�fe about the s�ege of 1796, began to expla�n �t all to
Jul�en. The German peasant looked at h�m �n aston�shment; for he
knew enough French to apprec�ate the enormous blunders wh�ch the
pr�nce was mak�ng. Jul�en was a thousand leagues away from the
peasant's thoughts. He was look�ng �n aston�shment at the
handsome young man and adm�r�ng h�s grace �n s�tt�ng a horse.
"What a lucky temperament," he sa�d to h�mself, "and how h�s
trousers su�t h�m and how elegantly h�s ha�r �s cut! Alas, �f I had been
l�ke h�m, �t m�ght have been that she would not have come to d�sl�ke
me after lov�ng me for three days."
When the pr�nce had f�n�shed h�s s�ege of Kehl, he sa�d to Jul�en,
"You look l�ke a Trapp�st, you are carry�ng to excess that pr�nc�ple of



grav�ty wh�ch I enjo�ned upon you �n London. A melancholy manner
cannot be good form. What �s wanted �s an a�r of boredom. If you are
melancholy, �t �s because you lack someth�ng, because you have
fa�led �n someth�ng."
"That means show�ng one's own �nfer�or�ty; �f, on the other hand you
are bored, �t �s only what has made an unsuccessful attempt to
please you, wh�ch �s �nfer�or. So real�se, my dear fr�end, the enorm�ty
of your m�stake."
Jul�en tossed a crown to the gap�ng peasant who was l�sten�ng to
them.
"Good," sa�d the pr�nce, "that shows grace and a noble d�sda�n, very
good!" And he put h�s horse to the gallop. Full of a stup�d adm�rat�on,
Jul�en followed h�m.
"Ah! �f I have been l�ke that, she would not have preferred Cro�seno�s
to me!" The more h�s reason was offended by the grotesque
affectat�ons of the pr�nce the more he desp�sed h�mself for not
hav�ng them. It was �mposs�ble for self-d�sgust to be carr�ed further.
The pr�nce st�ll f�nd�ng h�m d�st�nctly melancholy, sa�d to h�m as they
re-entered Strasbourg, "Come, my dear fellow, have you lost all your
money, or perhaps you are �n love w�th some l�ttle actress.
"The Russ�ans copy French manners, but always at an �nterval of
f�fty years. They have now reached the age of Lou�s XV."
These jests about love brought the tears to Jul�en's eyes. "Why
should I not consult th�s charm�ng man," he suddenly sa�d to h�mself.
"Well, yes, my dear fr�end," he sa�d to the pr�nce, "you see �n me a
man who �s very much �n love and j�lted �nto the barga�n. A charm�ng
woman who l�ves �n a ne�ghbour�ng town has left me stranded here
after three pass�onate days, and the change k�lls me."
Us�ng f�ct�t�ous names, he descr�bed to the pr�nce Math�lde's conduct
and character.
"You need not f�n�sh," sa�d Korasoff. "In order to g�ve you conf�dence
�n your doctor, I w�ll f�n�sh the story you have conf�ded to me. Th�s
young woman's husband enjoys an enormous �ncome, or even more



probably, she belongs herself to the h�gh nob�l�ty of the d�str�ct. She
must be proud about someth�ng."



Jul�en nodded h�s head, he had no longer the courage to speak.
"Very good," sa�d the pr�nce, "here are three fa�rly b�tter p�lls that you
w�ll take w�thout delay.
"1. See madame ——. What �s her name, any way?"
"Madame de Dubo�s."
"What a name!" sa�d the pr�nce burst�ng �nto laughter. "But forg�ve
me, you f�nd �t subl�me. Your tact�cs must be to see Madame de
Dubo�s every day; above all do not appear to be cold and p�qued.
Remember the great pr�nc�ple of your century: be the oppos�te of
what �s expected. Be exactly as you were the week before you were
honoured by her favours."
"Ah! I was calm enough then," excla�med Jul�en �n despa�r, "I thought
I was tak�ng p�ty on her...."
"The moth �s burn�ng �tself at the candle," cont�nued the pr�nce us�ng
a metaphor as old as the world.
"1. You w�ll see her every day.
"2. You w�ll pay court to a woman �n her own set, but w�thout
man�fest�ng a pass�on, do you understand? I do not d�sgu�se from
you that your role �s d�ff�cult; you are play�ng a part, and �f she
real�ses you are play�ng �t you are lost."
"She has so much �ntell�gence and I have so l�ttle, I shall be lost,"
sa�d Jul�en sadly.
"No, you are only more �n love than I thought. Madame de Dubo�s �s
preoccup�ed w�th herself as are all women who have been favoured
by heaven e�ther w�th too much ped�gree or too much money. She
contemplates herself �nstead of contemplat�ng you, consequently
she does not know you. Dur�ng the two or three f�ts of love �nto wh�ch
she managed to work herself for your espec�al benef�t, she saw �n
you the hero of her dreams, and not the man you really are.
"But, deuce take �t, th�s �s elementary, my dear Sorel, are you an
absolute nov�ce?



"Oddsl�fe! Let us go �nto th�s shop. Look at that charm�ng black
cravat, one would say �t was made by John Anderson of Burl�ngton
Street. Be k�nd enough to take �t and throw far away that awful black
cord wh�ch you are wear�ng round your neck."
"And now," cont�nued the pr�nce as they came out of the shop of the
f�rst hos�er of Strasbourg, "what �s the soc�ety �n wh�ch madame de
Dubo�s l�ves? Great God, what a name, don't be angry, my dear
Sorel, I can't help �t.... Now, whom are you go�ng to pay court to?"
"To an absolute prude, the daughter of an �mmensely r�ch stock�ng-
merchant. She has the f�nest eyes �n the world and they please me
�nf�n�tely; she doubtless holds the h�ghest place �n the soc�ety of the
d�str�ct, but �n the m�dst of all her greatness she blushes and
becomes pos�t�vely confused �f anyone starts talk�ng about trade or
shops. And, unfortunately, her father was one of the best known
merchants �n Strasbourg."
"So," sa�d the pr�nce w�th a laugh, "you are sure that when one talks
about trade your fa�r lady th�nks about herself and not about you.
Th�s s�lly weakness �s d�v�ne and extremely useful, �t w�ll prevent you
from y�eld�ng to a s�ngle moment's folly when near her sparkl�ng
eyes. Success �s assured."
Jul�en was th�nk�ng of madame the maréchale de Fervaques who
often came to the Hôtel de la Mole. She was a beaut�ful fore�gner
who had marr�ed the maréchal a year before h�s death. The one
object of her whole l�fe seemed to be to make people forget that she
was the daughter of a manufacturer. In order to cut some f�gure �n
Par�s she had placed herself at the head of the party of p�ety.
Jul�en s�ncerely adm�red the pr�nce; what would he not have g�ven to
have possessed h�s affectat�ons! The conversat�on between the two
fr�ends was �nterm�nable. Korasoff was del�ghted: No Frenchman
had ever l�stened to h�m for so long. "So I have succeeded at last,"
sa�d the pr�nce to h�mself complacently, "�n gett�ng a proper hear�ng
and that too through g�v�ng lessons to my master."
"So we are qu�te agreed," he repeated to Jul�en for the tenth t�me.
"When you talk to the young beauty, I mean the daughter of the



Strasbourg stock�ng merchant �n the presence of madame de
Dubo�s, not a trace of pass�on. But on the other hand be ardently
pass�onate when you wr�te. Read�ng a well-wr�tten love-letter �s a
prude's supremest pleasure. It �s a moment of relaxat�on. She leaves
off pos�ng and dares to l�sten to her own heart; consequently two
letters a day."
"Never, never," sa�d Jul�en despondently, "I would rather be ground
�n a mortar than make up three phrases. I am a corpse, my dear
fellow, hope noth�ng from me. Let me d�e by the road s�de."
"And who �s talk�ng about mak�ng up phrases? I have got s�x
volumes of cop�ed-out love-letters �n my bag. I have letters to su�t
every var�at�on of fem�n�ne character, �nclud�ng the most h�ghly
v�rtuous. D�d not Kal�sky pay court at R�chmond-on-the-Thames at
three leagues from London, you know, to the prett�est Quakeress �n
the whole of England?"
Jul�en was less unhappy when he left h�s fr�end at two o'clock �n the
morn�ng.
The pr�nce summoned a copy�st on the follow�ng day, and two days
afterwards Jul�en was the possessor of f�fty-three carefully numbered
love-letters �ntended for the most subl�me and the most melancholy
v�rtue.
"The reason why there �s not f�fty-four," sa�d the pr�nce "�s because
Kal�sky allowed h�mself to be d�sm�ssed. But what does �t matter to
you, �f you are badly treated by the stock�ng-merchant's daughter
s�nce you only w�sh to produce an �mpress�on upon madame de
Dubo�s' heart."
They went out r�d�ng every day, the pr�nce was mad on Jul�en. Not
know�ng how else to man�fest h�s sudden fr�endsh�p, he f�n�shed up
by offer�ng h�m the hand of one of h�s cous�ns, a r�ch Moscow
he�ress; "and once marr�ed," he added, "my �nfluence and that cross
of yours w�ll get you made a Colonel w�th�n two years."
"But that cross was not g�ven me by Napoleon, far from �t."
"What does �t matter?" sa�d the pr�nce, "d�dn't he �nvent �t. It �s st�ll
the f�rst �n Europe by a long way."



Jul�en was on the po�nt of accept�ng; but h�s duty called h�m back to
the great personage. When he left Korasoff he prom�sed to wr�te. He
rece�ved the answer to the secret note wh�ch he had brought, and
posted towards Par�s; but he had scarcely been alone for two
success�ve days before leav�ng France, and Math�lde seemed a
worse pun�shment than death. "I w�ll not marry the m�ll�ons Korasoff
offers me," he sa�d to h�mself, "and I w�ll follow h�s adv�ce.
"After all the art of seduct�on �s h�s spec�al�ty. He has thought about
noth�ng else except that alone for more than f�fteen years, for he �s
now th�rty.
"One can't say that he lacks �ntell�gence; he �s subtle and cunn�ng;
enthus�asm and poetry are �mposs�ble �n such a character. He �s an
attorney: an add�t�onal reason for h�s not mak�ng a m�stake.
"I must do �t, I w�ll pay court to madame de Fervaques.
"It �s very l�kely she w�ll bore me a l�ttle, but I w�ll look at her beaut�ful
eyes wh�ch are so l�ke those other eyes wh�ch have loved me more
than anyone �n the world.
"She �s a fore�gner; she �s a new character to observe.
"I feel mad, and as though I were go�ng to the dev�l. I must follow the
adv�ce of a fr�end and not trust myself."

CHAPTER LV

THE MINISTRY OF VIRTUE

But �f I take th�s pleasure w�th so much prudence and
c�rcumspect�on I shall no longer f�nd �t a pleasure.—Lope de
Vega.



As soon as our hero had returned to Par�s and had come out of the
study of the marqu�s de La Mole, who seemed very d�spleased w�th
the despatches that were g�ven h�m, he rushed off for the comte
Altam�ra. Th�s noble fore�gner comb�ned w�th the advantage of
hav�ng once been condemned to death a very grave demeanour
together w�th the good fortune of a devout temperament; these two
qual�t�es, and more than anyth�ng, the comte's h�gh b�rth, made an
espec�al appeal to madame de Fervaques who saw a lot of h�m.
Jul�en solemnly confessed to h�m that he was very much �n love w�th
her.
"Her v�rtue �s the purest and the h�ghest," answered Altam�ra, "only �t
�s a l�ttle Jesu�t�cal and dogmat�c.
"There are days when, though I understand each of the express�ons
wh�ch she makes use of, I never understand the whole sentence.
She often makes me th�nk that I do not know French as well as I am
sa�d to. But your acqua�ntance w�th her w�ll get you talked about; �t
w�ll g�ve you we�ght �n the world. But let us go to Bustos," sa�d Count
Altam�ra who had a method�cal turn of m�nd; "he once pa�d court to
madame la maréchale."
Don D�ego Bustos had the matter expla�ned to h�m at length, wh�le
he sa�d noth�ng, l�ke a barr�ster �n h�s chambers. He had a b�g monk-
l�ke face w�th black moustaches and an �n�m�table grav�ty; he was,
however, a good carbonaro.
"I understand," he sa�d to Jul�en at last. "Has the maréchale de
Fervaques had lovers, or has she not? Have you consequently any
hope of success? That �s the quest�on. I don't m�nd tell�ng you, for
my own part, that I have fa�led. Now that I am no more p�qued I
reason �t out to myself �n th�s way; she �s often bad tempered, and as
I w�ll tell you �n a m�nute, she �s qu�te v�nd�ct�ve.
"I fa�l to detect �n her that b�l�ous temperament wh�ch �s the s�gn of
gen�us, and shows as �t were a veneer of pass�on over all �ts act�ons.
On the contrary, she owes her rare beauty and her fresh complex�on
to the phlegmat�c, tranqu�l character of the Dutch."



Jul�en began to lose pat�ence w�th the phlegmat�c slowness of the
�mperturbable Span�ard; he could not help g�v�ng vent to some
monosyllables from t�me to t�me.
"W�ll you l�sten to me?" Don D�ego Bustos gravely sa�d to h�m.
"Forg�ve the fur�a franchese; I am all ears," sa�d Jul�en.
"The maréchale de Fervaques then �s a great hater; she persecutes
ruthlessly people she has never seen—advocates, poor dev�ls of
men of letters who have composed songs l�ke Collé, you know?

"J'a� la marotte
D'a�mer Marote, etc."

And Jul�en had to put up w�th the whole quotat�on.
The Span�ard was very pleased to get a chance of s�ng�ng �n French.
That d�v�ne song was never l�stened to more �mpat�ently. When �t
was f�n�shed Don D�ego sa�d—"The maréchale procured the
d�sm�ssal of the author of the song:

"Un jour l'amour au cabaret."
Jul�en shuddered lest he should want to s�ng �t. He contented h�mself
w�th analys�ng �t. As a matter of fact, �t was blasphemous and
somewhat �ndecent.
"When the maréchale become enraged aga�nst that song," sa�d Don
D�ego, "I remarked to her that a woman of her rank ought not to read
all the stup�d th�ngs that are publ�shed. Whatever progress p�ety and
grav�ty may make France w�ll always have a cabaret l�terature.
"'Be careful,' I sa�d to madame de Fervaques when she had
succeeded �n depr�v�ng the author, a poor dev�l on half-pay, of a
place worth e�ghteen hundred francs a year, 'you have attacked th�s
rhymster w�th your own arms, he may answer you w�th h�s rhymes;
he w�ll make a song about v�rtue. The g�lded salons w�ll be on your
s�de; but people who l�ke to laugh w�ll repeat h�s ep�grams.' Do you
know, mons�eur, what the maréchale answered? 'Let all Par�s come
and see me walk�ng to my martyrdom for the sake of the Lord. It w�ll
be a new spectacle for France. The people w�ll learn to respect the



qual�ty. It w�ll be the f�nest day of my l�fe.' Her eyes never looked
f�ner."
"And she has superb ones," excla�med Jul�en.
"I see that you are �n love. Further," went on Don D�ego Bustos
gravely, "she has not the b�l�ous const�tut�on wh�ch causes
v�nd�ct�veness. If, however, she l�kes to do harm, �t �s because she �s
unhappy, I suspect some secret m�sfortune. May �t not be qu�te well
a case of prude t�red of her rôle?"
The Span�ard looked at h�m �n s�lence for a good m�nute.
"That's the whole po�nt," he added gravely, "and that's what may g�ve
you ground for some hope. I have often reflected about �t dur�ng the
two years that I was her very humble servant. All your future, my
amorous s�r, depends on th�s great problem. Is she a prude t�red of
her rôle and only mal�c�ous because she �s unhappy?"
"Or," sa�d Altam�ra emerg�ng at last from h�s deep s�lence, "can �t be
as I have sa�d twenty t�mes before, s�mply a case of French van�ty;
the memory of her father, the celebrated cloth merchant, const�tutes
the unhapp�ness of th�s fr�g�d melancholy nature. The only happ�ness
she could f�nd would be to l�ve �n Toledo and to be tortured by a
confessor who would show her hell w�de open every day."
"Altam�ra �nforms me you are one of us," sa�d Don D�ego, whose
demeanour was grow�ng graver and graver to Jul�en as he went out.
"You w�ll help us one day �n re-w�nn�ng our l�berty, so I would l�ke to
help you �n th�s l�ttle amusement. It �s r�ght that you should know the
maréchale's style; here are four letters �n her hand-wr�t�ng."
"I w�ll copy them out," excla�med Jul�en, "and br�ng them back to
you."
"And you w�ll never let anyone know a word of what we have been
say�ng."
"Never, on my honour," cr�ed Jul�en.
"Well, God help you," added the Span�ard, and he s�lently escorted
Altam�ra and Jul�en as far as the sta�rcase.



Th�s somewhat amused our hero; he was on the po�nt of sm�l�ng. "So
we have the devout Altam�ra," he sa�d to h�mself, "a�d�ng me �n an
adulterous enterpr�se."
Dur�ng Don D�ego's solemn conversat�on Jul�en had been attent�ve
to the hours struck by the clock of the Hôtel d'Al�gre.
The d�nner hour was draw�ng near, he was go�ng to see Math�lde
aga�n. He went �n and dressed w�th much care.
"M�stake No. 1," he sa�d to h�mself as he descended the sta�rcase: "I
must follow the pr�nce's �nstruct�ons to the letter."
He went up to h�s room aga�n and put on a travell�ng su�t wh�ch was
as s�mple as �t could be. "All I have to do now," he thought, "�s to
keep control of my express�on." It was only half-past f�ve and they
d�ned at s�x. He thought of go�ng down to the salon wh�ch he found
deserted. He was moved to the po�nt of tears at the s�ght of the blue
sofa. "I must make an end of th�s fool�sh sens�t�veness," he sa�d
angr�ly, "�t w�ll betray me." He took up a paper �n order to keep
h�mself �n countenance and passed three or four t�mes from the
salon �nto the garden.
It was only when he was well concealed by a large oak and was
trembl�ng all over, that he ventured to ra�se h�s eyes at mademo�selle
de la Mole's w�ndow. It was hermet�cally sealed; he was on the po�nt
of fa�nt�ng and rema�ned for a long t�me lean�ng aga�nst the oak; then
w�th a stagger�ng step he went to have another look at the
gardener's ladder.
The cha�n wh�ch he had once forced asunder—�n, alas, such
d�fferent c�rcumstances—had not yet been repa�red. Carr�ed away by
a moment of madness, Jul�en pressed �t to h�s l�ps.
After hav�ng wandered about for a long t�me between the salon and
the garden, Jul�en felt horr�bly t�red; he was now feel�ng acutely the
effects of a f�rst success. My eyes w�ll be express�onless and w�ll not
betray me! The guests gradually arr�ved �n the salon; the door never
opened w�thout �nst�ll�ng anx�ety �nto Jul�en's heart.
They sat down at table. Mademo�selle de la Mole, always fa�thful to
her hab�t of keep�ng people wa�t�ng, eventually appeared. She



blushed a great deal on see�ng Jul�en, she had not been told of h�s
arr�val. In accordance w�th Pr�nce Korasoff's recommendat�on, Jul�en
looked at h�s hands. They were trembl�ng. Troubled though he was
beyond words by th�s d�scovery, he was suff�c�ently happy to look
merely t�red.
M. de la Mole sang h�s pra�ses. The marqu�se spoke to h�m a m�nute
afterwards and compl�mented h�m on h�s t�red appearance. Jul�en
sa�d to h�mself at every m�nute, "I ought not to look too much at
mademo�selle de la Mole, I ought not to avo�d look�ng at her too
much e�ther. I must appear as I was e�ght days before my
unhapp�ness——" He had occas�on to be sat�sf�ed w�th h�s success
and rema�ned �n the salon. Pay�ng attent�on for the f�rst t�me to the
m�stress of the house, he made every effort to make the v�s�tors
speak and to keep the conversat�on al�ve.
H�s pol�teness was rewarded; madame la maréchale de Fervaques
was announced about e�ght o'clock. Jul�en ret�red and shortly
afterwards appeared dressed w�th the greatest care. Madame de la
Mole was �nf�n�tely grateful to h�m for th�s mark of respect and made
a po�nt of man�fest�ng her sat�sfact�on by tell�ng madame de
Fervaques about h�s journey. Jul�en establ�shed h�mself near the
maréchale �n such a pos�t�on that Math�lde could not not�ce h�s eyes.
In th�s pos�t�on he lav�shed �n accordance w�th all the rules �n the art
of love, the most abject adm�rat�on on madame de Fervaques. The
f�rst of the 53 letters w�th wh�ch Pr�nce Korasoff had presented h�m
commenced w�th a t�rade on th�s sent�ment.
The maréchale announced that she was go�ng to the Opera-Bouffe.
Jul�en rushed there. He ran across the Cheval�er de Beauvo�s�s who
took h�m �nto a box occup�ed by Mess�eurs the Gentlemen of the
Chamber, just next to madame de Fervaques's box. Jul�en
constantly looked at her. "I must keep a s�ege-journal," he sa�d to
h�mself as he went back to the hôtel, "otherw�se I shall forget my
attacks." He wrote two or three pages on th�s bor�ng theme, and �n
th�s way ach�eved the adm�rable result of scarcely th�nk�ng at all
about mademo�selle de la Mole.



Math�lde had almost forgotten h�m dur�ng h�s journey. "He �s s�mply a
commonplace person after all," she thought, "h�s name w�ll always
recall to me the greatest m�stake �n my l�fe. I must honestly go back
to all my �deas about prudence and honour; a woman who forgets
them has everyth�ng to lose." She showed herself �ncl�ned to allow
the contract w�th the marqu�s de Cro�seno�s, wh�ch had been
prepared so long ago, to be at last concluded. He was mad w�th joy;
he would have been very much aston�shed had he been told that
there was an element of res�gnat�on at the bottom of those feel�ngs
of Math�lde wh�ch made h�m so proud.
All mademo�selle de la Mole's �deas changed when she saw Jul�en.
"As a matter of fact he �s my husband," she sa�d to herself. "If I am
s�ncere �n my return to sens�ble not�ons, he �s clearly the man I ought
to marry."
She was expect�ng �mportun�t�es and a�rs of unhapp�ness on the part
of Jul�en; she commenced rehears�ng her answers, for he would
doubtless try to address some words to her when they left the d�nner
table. Far from that he rema�ned stubbornly �n the salon and d�d not
even look �n the d�rect�on of the garden, though God knows what
pa�n that caused h�m!
"It �s better to have th�s explanat�on out all at once," thought
mademo�selle de la Mole; she went �nto the garden alone, Jul�en d�d
not appear. Math�lde went and walked near the salon w�ndow. She
found h�m very much occup�ed �n descr�b�ng to madame de
Fervaques the old ru�ned chateau wh�ch crown the banks along the
Rh�ne and �nvest them w�th so much atmosphere. He was beg�nn�ng
to acqu�t h�mself w�th some cred�t �n that sent�mental p�cturesque
jargon wh�ch �s called w�t �n certa�n salons. Pr�nce Korasoff would
have been very proud �f he had been at Par�s. Th�s even�ng was
exactly what he had pred�cted.
He would have approved the l�ne of conduct wh�ch Jul�en followed on
the subsequent days.
An �ntr�gue among the members of the secret government was go�ng
to bestow a few blue r�bbons; madame maréchale de Fervaques was
�ns�st�ng on her great uncle be�ng made a cheval�er of the order. The



marqu�s de la Mole had the same pretens�ons for h�s father-�n-law;
they jo�ned forces and the maréchale came to the Hôtel de la Mole
nearly every day. It was from her that Jul�en learned that the marqu�s
was go�ng to be a m�n�ster. He was offer�ng to the Camar�lla a very
�ngen�ous plan for the ann�h�lat�on of the charter w�th�n three years
w�thout any d�sturbance.
If M. de la Mole became a m�n�ster, Jul�en could hope for a b�shopr�c:
but all these �mportant �nterests seemed to be ve�led and hazy. H�s
�mag�nat�on only perce�ved them very vaguely, and so to speak, �n
the far d�stance. The awful unhapp�ness wh�ch was mak�ng h�m �nto
a madman could f�nd no other �nterest �n l�fe except the character of
h�s relat�ons w�th mademo�selle de la Mole. He calculated that after
f�ve or s�x careful years he would manage to get h�mself loved aga�n.
Th�s cold bra�n had been reduced, as one sees, to a state of
complete d�sorder. Out of all the qual�t�es wh�ch had formerly
d�st�ngu�shed h�m, all that rema�ned was a l�ttle f�rmness. He was
l�terally fa�thful to the l�ne of conduct wh�ch pr�nce Korasoff had
d�ctated, and placed h�mself every even�ng near madame
Fervaques' armcha�r, but he found �t �mposs�ble to th�nk of a word to
say to her.
The stra�n of mak�ng Math�lde th�nk that he had recovered exhausted
h�s whole moral force, and when he was w�th the maréchale he
seemed almost l�feless; even h�s eyes had lost all the�r f�re, as �n
cases of extreme phys�cal suffer�ng.
As madame de la Mole's v�ews were �nvar�ably a counterpart of the
op�n�ons of that husband of hers who could make her �nto a
Duchess, she had been s�ng�ng Jul�en's pra�ses for some days.

CHAPTER LVI

MORAL LOVE



There also was of course �n Adel�ne
That calm patr�c�an pol�sh �n the address,
Wh�ch ne'er can pass the equ�noct�al l�ne
Of anyth�ng wh�ch Nature would express;
Just as a Mandar�n f�nds noth�ng f�ne.
At least h�s manner suffers not to guess
That anyth�ng he v�ews can greatly please.

Don Juan, c. x���. st.
84.

"There �s an element of madness �n all th�s fam�ly's way of look�ng at
th�ngs," thought the maréchale; "they are �nfatuated w�th the�r young
abbé, whose only accompl�shment �s to be a good l�stener, though
h�s eyes are f�ne enough, �t �s true."
Jul�en, on h�s s�de, found �n the maréchale's manners an almost
perfect �nstance of that patr�c�an calm wh�ch exhales a scrupulous
pol�teness; and, what �s more, announces at the same t�me the
�mposs�b�l�ty of any v�olent emot�on. Madame de Fervaques would
have been as much scandal�sed by any unexpected movement or
any lack of self-control, as by a lack of d�gn�ty towards one's
�nfer�ors. She would have regarded the sl�ghtest symptom of
sens�b�l�ty as a k�nd of moral drunkenness wh�ch puts one to the
blush and was extremely prejud�c�al to what a person of h�gh rank
owed to herself. Her great happ�ness was to talk of the k�ng's last
hunt; her favour�te book, was the Memo�rs of the Duke de Sa�nt
S�mon, espec�ally the genealog�cal part.
Jul�en knew the place where the arrangement of the l�ght su�ted
madame de Fervaques' part�cular style of beauty. He got there �n
advance, but was careful to turn h�s cha�r �n such a way as not to see
Math�lde.
Aston�shed one day at th�s cons�stent pol�cy of h�d�ng h�mself from
her, she left the blue sofa and came to work by the l�ttle table near
the maréchale's armcha�r. Jul�en had a fa�rly close v�ew of her over
madame de Fervaques' hat.



Those eyes, wh�ch were the arb�ters of h�s fate, fr�ghtened h�m, and
then hurled h�m v�olently out of h�s hab�tual apathy. He talked, and
talked very well.
He was speak�ng to the maréchale, but h�s one a�m was to produce
an �mpress�on upon Math�lde's soul. He became so an�mated that
eventually madame de Fervaques d�d not manage to understand a
word he sa�d.
Th�s was a pr�me mer�t. If �t had occurred to Jul�en to follow �t up by
some phrases of German myst�c�sm, lofty rel�g�on, and Jesu�t�sm, the
maréchale would have �mmed�ately g�ven h�m a rank among the
super�or men whose m�ss�on �t was to regenerate the age.
"S�nce he has bad enough taste," sa�d mademo�selle de la Mole, "to
talk so long and so ardently to madame de Fervaques, I shall not
l�sten to h�m any more." She kept her resolut�on dur�ng the whole
latter part of the even�ng, although she had d�ff�culty �n do�ng so.
At m�dn�ght, when she took her mother's candle to accompany her to
her room, madame de la Mole stopped on the sta�rcase to enter �nto
an exhaust�ve eulogy of Jul�en. Math�lde ended by los�ng her temper.
She could not get to sleep. She felt calmed by th�s thought: "the very
th�ngs wh�ch I desp�se �n a man may none the less const�tute a great
mer�t �n the eyes of the maréchale."
As for Jul�en, he had done someth�ng, he was less unhappy; h�s
eyes chanced to fall on the Russ�an leather portfol�o �n wh�ch pr�nce
Korasoff had placed the f�fty-three love letters wh�ch he had
presented to h�m. Jul�en saw a note at the bottom of the f�rst letter:
No. 1 �s sent e�ght days after the f�rst meet�ng.
"I am beh�nd hand," excla�med Jul�en. "It �s qu�te a long t�me s�nce I
met madame de Fervaques." He �mmed�ately began to copy out th�s
f�rst love letter. It was a hom�ly packed w�th moral plat�tudes and
deadly dull. Jul�en was fortunate enough to fall asleep at the second
page.
Some hours afterwards he was surpr�sed to see the broad dayl�ght
as he lent on h�s desk. The most pa�nful moments �n h�s l�fe were
those when he woke up every morn�ng to real�se h�s unhapp�ness.



On th�s part�cular day he f�n�shed copy�ng out h�s letter �n a state
verg�ng on laughter. "Is �t poss�ble," he sa�d to h�mself, "that there
ever l�ved a young man who actually wrote l�ke that." He counted
several sentences of n�ne l�nes each. At the bottom of the or�g�nal he
not�ced a penc�lled note. "These letters are del�vered personally, on
horseback, black cravat, blue ta�l-coat. You g�ve the letter to the
porter w�th a contr�te a�r; express�on of profound melancholy. If you
not�ce any chamberma�d, dry your eyes furt�vely and speak to her."
All th�s was duly carr�ed out.
"I am tak�ng a very bold course!" thought Jul�en as he came out of
the Hôtel de Fervaques, "but all the worse for Korasoff. To th�nk of
dar�ng to wr�te to so v�rtuous a celebr�ty. I shall be treated w�th the
utmost contempt, and noth�ng w�ll amuse me more. It �s really the
only comedy that I can �n any way apprec�ate. Yes, �t w�ll amuse me
to load w�th r�d�cule that od�ous creature whom I call myself. If I
bel�eved �n myself, I would comm�t some cr�me to d�stract myself."
The moment when Jul�en brought h�s horse back to the stable was
the happ�est he had exper�enced for a whole month. Korasoff had
expressly forb�dden h�m to look at the m�stress who had left h�m, on
any pretext whatsoever. But the step of that horse, wh�ch she knew
so well, and Jul�en's way of knock�ng on the stable door w�th h�s
r�d�ng-wh�p to call a man, somet�mes attracted Math�lde to beh�nd the
w�ndow-curta�n. The musl�n was so l�ght that Jul�en could see
through �t. By look�ng under the br�m of h�s hat �n a certa�n way, he
could get a v�ew of Math�lde's f�gure w�thout see�ng her eyes.
"Consequently," he sa�d to h�mself, "she cannot see m�ne, and that �s
not really look�ng at her."
In the even�ng madame de Fervaques behaved towards h�m, exactly
as though she had never rece�ved the ph�losoph�c myst�cal and
rel�g�ous d�ssertat�on wh�ch he had g�ven to her porter �n the morn�ng
w�th so melancholy an a�r. Chance had shown Jul�en on the
preced�ng day how to be eloquent; he placed h�mself �n such a
pos�t�on that he could see Math�lde's eyes. She, on her s�de, left the
blue sofa a m�nute after the maréchale's arr�val; th�s �nvolved
abandon�ng her usual assoc�ates. M. de Cro�seno�s seemed



overwhelmed by th�s new capr�ce: h�s palpable gr�ef allev�ated the
awfulness of Jul�en's agony.
Th�s unexpected turn �n h�s l�fe made h�m talk l�ke an angel, and
�nasmuch as a certa�n element of self-apprec�at�on w�ll �ns�nuate
�tself even �nto those hearts wh�ch serve as a temple for the most
august v�rtue, the maréchale sa�d to herself as she got �nto her
carr�age, "Madame de la Mole �s r�ght, th�s young pr�est has
d�st�nct�on. My presence must have overawed h�m at f�rst. As a
matter of fact, the whole tone of th�s house �s very fr�volous; I can
see noth�ng but �nstances of v�rtue helped by oldness, and stand�ng
�n great need of the ch�lls of age. Th�s young man must have
managed to apprec�ate the d�fference; he wr�tes well, but I fear very
much that th�s request of h�s �n h�s letter for me to enl�ghten h�m w�th
my adv�ce, �s really noth�ng less than an, as yet, unconsc�ous
sent�ment.
"Nevertheless how many convers�ons have begun l�ke that! What
makes me cons�der th�s a good omen �s the d�fference between h�s
style and that of the young people whose letters I have had an
opportun�ty of see�ng. One cannot avo�d recogn�s�ng unct�on,
profound ser�ousness, and much conv�ct�on �n the prose of th�s
young acolyte; he has no doubt the sweet v�rtue of a Mass�llon."

CHAPTER LVII

THE FINEST PLACES IN THE CHURCH

Serv�ces! talents! mer�ts! bah! belong to a côter�e.
Télémaque.

The �dea of a b�shopr�c had thus become assoc�ated w�th the �dea of
Jul�en �n the m�nd of a woman, who would sooner or later have at her



d�sposal the f�nest places �n the Church of France. Th�s �dea had not
struck Jul�en at all; at the present t�me h�s thoughts were str�ctly
l�m�ted to h�s actual unhapp�ness. Everyth�ng tended to �ntens�fy �t.
The s�ght of h�s room, for �nstance, had become unbearable. When
he came back �n the even�ng w�th h�s candle, each p�ece of furn�ture
and each l�ttle ornament seemed to become art�culate, and to
announce harshly some new phase of h�s unhapp�ness.
"I have a hard task before me today," he sa�d to h�mself as he came
�n w�th a v�vac�ty wh�ch he had not exper�enced for a long t�me; "let
us hope that the second letter w�ll be as bor�ng as the f�rst."
It was more so. What he was copy�ng seemed so absurd that he
f�n�shed up by transcr�b�ng �t l�ne for l�ne w�thout th�nk�ng of the
sense.
"It �s even more bombast�c," he sa�d to h�mself, "than those off�c�al
documents of the treaty of Munster wh�ch my professor of d�plomacy
made me copy out at London."
It was only then that he remembered madame de Fervaque's letters
wh�ch he had forgotten to g�ve back to the grave Span�ard Don
D�ego Bustos. He found them. They were really almost as
nonsens�cal as those of the young Russ�an nobleman. The�r
vagueness was unl�m�ted. It meant everyth�ng and noth�ng. "It's the
Æol�an harp of style," thought Jul�en. "The only real th�ng I see �n the
m�ddle of all these lofty thoughts about ann�h�lat�on, death, �nf�n�ty,
etc., �s an abom�nable fear of r�d�cule."
The monologue wh�ch we have just condensed was repeated for
f�fteen days on end. Fall�ng off to sleep as he cop�ed out a sort of
commentary on the Apocalypse, go�ng w�th a melancholy express�on
to del�ver �t the follow�ng day, tak�ng h�s horse back to the stable �n
the hope of catch�ng s�ght of Math�lde's dress, work�ng, go�ng �n the
even�ng to the opera on those even�ngs when madame de
Fervaques d�d not come to the Hôtel de la Mole, such were the
monotonous events �n Jul�en's l�fe. H�s l�fe had more �nterest, when
madame la Fervaques v�s�ted the marqu�se; he could then catch a
gl�mpse of Math�lde's eyes underneath a feather of the maréchale's
hat, and he would wax eloquent. H�s p�cturesque and sent�mental



phrases began to assume a style, wh�ch was both more str�k�ng and
more elegant.
He qu�te real�sed that what he sa�d was absurd �n Math�lde's eyes,
but he w�shed to �mpress her by the elegance of h�s d�ct�on. "The
falser my speeches are the more I ought to please," thought Jul�en,
and he then had the abom�nable audac�ty to exaggerate certa�n
elements �n h�s own character. He soon apprec�ated that to avo�d
appear�ng vulgar �n the eyes of the maréchale �t was necessary to
eschew s�mple and rat�onal �deas. He would cont�nue on these l�nes,
or would cut short h�s grand eloquence accord�ng as he saw
apprec�at�on or �nd�fference �n the eyes of the two great lad�es whom
he had set out to please.
Tak�ng �t all round, h�s l�fe was less awful than when h�s days were
passed �n �nact�on.
"But," he sa�d to h�mself one even�ng, "here I am copy�ng out the
f�fteenth of these abom�nable d�ssertat�ons; the f�rst fourteen have
been duly del�vered to the maréchale's porter. I shall have the
honour of f�ll�ng all the drawers �n her escr�to�re. And yet she treats
me as though I never wrote. What can be the end of all th�s? W�ll my
constancy bore her as much as �t does me? I must adm�t that that
Russ�an fr�end of Korasoff's who was �n love w�th the pretty
Quakeress of R�chmond, was a terr�ble man �n h�s t�me; no one could
be more overwhelm�ng."
L�ke all med�ocre �nd�v�duals, who chance to come �nto contact w�th
the manœuvres of a great general, Jul�en understood noth�ng of the
attack executed by the young Russ�an on the heart of the young
Engl�sh g�rl. The only purpose of the f�rst forty letters was to secure
forg�veness for the boldness of wr�t�ng at all. The sweet person, who
perhaps l�ved a l�fe of �nord�nate boredom, had to be �nduced to
contract the hab�t of rece�v�ng letters, wh�ch were perhaps a l�ttle less
�ns�p�d than her everyday l�fe.
One morn�ng a letter was del�vered to Jul�en. He recogn�sed the
arms of madame la Fervaques, and broke the seal w�th an
eagerness wh�ch would have seemed �mposs�ble to h�m some days
before. It was only an �nv�tat�on to d�nner.



He rushed to pr�nce Korasoffs �nstruct�ons. Unfortunately the young
Russ�an had taken �t �nto h�s head to be as fl�ppant as Dorat, just
when he should have been s�mple and �ntell�g�ble! Jul�en was not
able to form any �dea of the moral pos�t�on wh�ch he ought to take up
at the maréchale's d�nner.
The salon was extremely magn�f�cent and decorated l�ke the gallery
de D�ane �n the Tu�ler�es w�th panelled o�l-pa�nt�ngs.
There were some l�ght spots on these p�ctures. Jul�en learnt later
that the m�stress of the house had thought the subject somewhat
lack�ng �n decency and that she had had the p�ctures corrected.
"What a moral century!" he thought.
He not�ced �n th�s salon three of the persons who had been present
at the draw�ng up of the secret note. One of them, my lord b�shop of -
--- the maréchale's uncle had the d�spos�t�on of the eccles�ast�cal
patronage, and could, �t was sa�d, refuse h�s n�ece noth�ng. "What
�mmense progress I have made," sa�d Jul�en to h�mself w�th a
melancholy sm�le, "and how �nd�fferent I am to �t. Here I am d�n�ng
w�th the famous b�shop of ——."
The d�nner was med�ocre and the conversat�on wear�some.
"It's l�ke the small talk �n a bad book," thought Jul�en. "All the greatest
subjects of human thought are proudly tackled. After l�sten�ng for
three m�nutes one asks oneself wh�ch �s greater—the speaker's
bombast, or h�s abom�nable �gnorance?"
The reader has doubtless forgotten the l�ttle man of letters named
Tanbeau, who was the nephew of the Academ�c�an, and �ntended to
be professor, who seemed entrusted w�th the task of po�son�ng the
salon of the Hôtel de la Mole w�th h�s base calumn�es.
It was th�s l�ttle man who gave Jul�en the f�rst �nkl�ng that though,
madame de Fervaques d�d not answer, she m�ght qu�te well take an
�ndulgent v�ew of the sent�ment wh�ch d�ctated them. M. Tanbeau's
s�n�ster soul was lacerated by the thought of Jul�en's success; "but
s�nce, on the other hand, a man of mer�t cannot be �n two places at
the same t�me any more than a fool," sa�d the future professor to
h�mself, "�f Sorel becomes the lover of the subl�me maréchale, she



w�ll obta�n some lucrat�ve pos�t�on for h�m �n the church, and I shall
be r�d of h�m �n the Hôtel de la Mole."
M. the abbé P�rard addressed long sermons to Jul�en concern�ng h�s
success at the hotel de Fervaques. There was a sectar�an jealousy
between the austere Jansen�st and the salon of the v�rtuous
maréchale wh�ch was Jesu�t�cal, react�onary, and monarch�cal.

CHAPTER LVIII

MANON LESCAUT

Accord�ngly once he was thoroughly conv�nced of the as�n�ne
stup�d�ty of the pr�or, he would usually succeed well enough by
call�ng wh�te black, and black wh�te. L�chtenberg.

The Russ�an �nstruct�ons peremptor�ly forbade the wr�ter from ever
contrad�ct�ng �n conversat�on the rec�p�ent of the letters. No pretext
could excuse any dev�at�on from the rôle of that most ecstat�c
adm�rat�on. The letters were always based on that hypothes�s.
One even�ng at the opera, when �n madame de Fervaques' box,
Jul�en spoke of the ballet of Manon Lescaut �n the most enthus�ast�c
terms. H�s only reason for talk�ng �n that stra�n was the fact that he
thought �t �ns�gn�f�cant.
The maréchale sa�d that the ballet was very �nfer�or to the abbé
Prévost's novel.
"The �dea," thought Jul�en, both surpr�sed and amused, "of so h�ghly
v�rtuous a person pra�s�ng a novel! Madame de Fervaques used to
profess two or three t�mes a week the most absolute contempt for
those wr�ters, who, by means of the�r �ns�p�d works, try to corrupt a
youth wh�ch �s, alas! only too �ncl�ned to the errors of the senses."



"Manon Lescaut" cont�nued the maréchale, "�s sa�d to be one of the
best of th�s �mmoral and dangerous type of book. The weaknesses
and the deserved angu�sh of a cr�m�nal heart are, they say, portrayed
w�th a truth wh�ch �s not lack�ng �n depth; a fact wh�ch does not
prevent your Bonaparte from stat�ng at St. Helena that �t �s s�mply a
novel wr�tten for lackeys."
The word Bonaparte restored to Jul�en all the act�v�ty of h�s m�nd.
"They have tr�ed to ru�n me w�th the maréchale; they have told her of
my enthus�asm for Napoleon. Th�s fact has suff�c�ently p�qued her to
make her y�eld to the temptat�on to make me feel �t." Th�s d�scovery
amused h�m all the even�ng, and rendered h�m amus�ng. As he took
leave of the maréchale �n the vest�bule of the opera, she sa�d to h�m,
"Remember, mons�eur, one must not l�ke Bonaparte �f you l�ke me; at
the best he can only be accepted as a necess�ty �mposed by
Prov�dence. Bes�des, the man d�d not have a suff�c�ently supple soul
to apprec�ate masterp�eces of art."
"When you l�ke me," Jul�en kept on repeat�ng to h�mself, "that means
noth�ng or means everyth�ng. Here we have myster�es of language
wh�ch are beyond us poor prov�nc�als." And he thought a great deal
about madame de Rênal, as he cop�ed out an �mmense letter
dest�ned for the maréchale.
"How �s �t," she sa�d to h�m the follow�ng day, w�th an assumed
�nd�fference wh�ch he thought was clums�ly assumed, "that you talk
to me about London and R�chmond �n a letter wh�ch you wrote last
n�ght, I th�nk, when you came back from the opera?"
Jul�en was very embarrassed. He had cop�ed l�ne by l�ne w�thout
th�nk�ng about what he was wr�t�ng, and had apparently forgotten to
subst�tute Par�s and Sa�nt Cloud for the words London and
R�chmond wh�ch occurred �n the or�g�nal. He commenced two or
three sentences, but found �t �mposs�ble to f�n�sh them. He felt on the
po�nt of succumb�ng to a f�t of �d�ot�c laughter. F�nally by p�ck�ng h�s
words he succeeded �n formulat�ng th�s �nsp�rat�on: "Exalted as I was
by the d�scuss�on of the most subl�me and greatest �nterests of the
human soul, my own soul may have been somewhat absent �n my
letter to you."



"I am mak�ng an �mpress�on," he sa�d to h�mself, "so I can spare
myself the boredom of the rest of the even�ng." He left the Hôtel de
Fervaques at a run. In the even�ng he had another look at the
or�g�nal of the letter wh�ch he had cop�ed out on the prev�ous n�ght,
and soon came to the fatal place where the young Russ�an made
ment�on of London and of R�chmond. Jul�en was very aston�shed to
f�nd th�s letter almost tender.
It had been the contrast between the apparent l�ghtness of h�s
conversat�on, and the subl�me and almost apocalypt�c profund�ty of
h�s letters wh�ch had marked h�m out for favour. The maréchale was
part�cularly pleased by the longness of the sentences; th�s was very
far from be�ng that spr�ghtly style wh�ch that �mmoral man Volta�re
had brought �nto fash�on. Although our hero made every poss�ble
human effort to el�m�nate from h�s conversat�on any symptom of
good sense, �t st�ll preserved a certa�n ant�-monarch�cal and
blasphemous t�nge wh�ch d�d not escape madame de Fervaques.
Surrounded as she was by persons who, though em�nently moral,
had very often not a s�ngle �dea dur�ng a whole even�ng, th�s lady
was profoundly struck by anyth�ng resembl�ng a novelty, but at the
same t�me she thought she owed �t to herself to be offended by �t.
She called th�s defect: Keep�ng the �mpr�nt of the l�ghtness of the
age.
But such salons are only worth observ�ng when one has a favour to
procure. The reader doubtless shares all the ennu� of the colourless
l�fe wh�ch Jul�en was lead�ng. Th�s per�od represents the steppes of
our journey.
Mademo�selle de la Mole needed to exerc�se her self-control to avo�d
th�nk�ng of Jul�en dur�ng the whole per�od f�lled by the de Fervaques
ep�sode. Her soul was a prey to v�olent battles; somet�mes she
p�qued herself on desp�s�ng that melancholy young man, but h�s
conversat�on capt�vated her �n sp�te of herself. She was part�cularly
aston�shed by h�s absolute falseness. He d�d not say a s�ngle word to
the maréchale wh�ch was not a l�e, or at any rate, an abom�nable
travesty of h�s own way of th�nk�ng, wh�ch Math�lde knew so perfectly
�n every phase. Th�s Mach�avell�an�sm �mpressed her. "What
subtlety," she sa�d to herself. "What a d�fference between the



bombast�c coxcombs, or the common rascals l�ke Tanbeau who talk
�n the same stra�n."
Nevertheless Jul�en went through awful days. It was only to
accompl�sh the most pa�nful of dut�es that he put �n a da�ly
appearance �n the maréchale's salon.
The stra�n of play�ng a part ended by depr�v�ng h�s m�nd of all �ts
strength. As he crossed each n�ght the �mmense courtyard of the
Hôtel de Fervaques, �t was only through sheer force �n character and
log�c that he succeeded �n keep�ng a l�ttle above the level of despa�r.
"I overcame despa�r at the sem�nary," he sa�d, "yet what an awful
prospect I had then. I was then e�ther go�ng to make my fortune or
come to gr�ef just as I am now. I found myself obl�ged to pass all my
l�fe �n �nt�mate assoc�at�on w�th the most contempt�ble and d�sgust�ng
th�ngs �n the whole world. The follow�ng spr�ng, just eleven short
months later, I was perhaps the happ�est of all young people of my
own age."
But very often all th�s f�ne log�c proved unava�l�ng aga�nst the awful
real�ty. He saw Math�lde every day at breakfast and at d�nner. He
knew from the numerous letters wh�ch de la Mole d�ctated to h�m that
she was on the eve of marry�ng de Cro�seno�s. Th�s charm�ng man
already called tw�ce a day at the Hôtel de la Mole; the jealous eye of
a j�lted lover was al�ve to every one of h�s movements. When he
thought he had not�ced that mademo�selle de la Mole was beg�nn�ng
to encourage her �ntended, Jul�en could not help look�ng tenderly at
h�s p�stols as he went up to h�s room.
"Ah," he sa�d to h�mself, "would �t not be much w�ser to take the
marks out of my l�nen and to go �nto some sol�tary forest twenty
leagues from Par�s to put an end to th�s atroc�ous l�fe? I should be
unknown �n the d�str�ct, my death would rema�n a secret for a
fortn�ght, and who would bother about me after a fortn�ght?"
Th�s reason�ng was very log�cal. But on the follow�ng day a gl�mpse
of Math�lde's arm between the sleeve of her dress and her glove
suff�ced to plunge our young ph�losopher �nto memor�es wh�ch,
though agon�s�ng, none the less gave h�m a hold on l�fe. "Well," he



sa�d to h�mself, "I w�ll follow th�s Russ�an plan to the end. How w�ll �t
all f�n�sh?"
"So far as the maréchale �s concerned, after I have cop�ed out these
f�fty-three letters, I shall not wr�te any others.
"As for Math�lde, these s�x weeks of pa�nful act�ng w�ll e�ther leave
her anger unchanged, or w�ll w�n me a moment of reconc�l�at�on.
Great God! I should d�e of happ�ness." And he could not f�n�sh h�s
tra�n of thought.
After a long rever�e he succeeded �n tak�ng up the thread of h�s
argument. "In that case," he sa�d to h�mself, "I should w�n one day of
happ�ness, and after that her cruelt�es wh�ch are based, alas, on my
lack of ab�l�ty to please her w�ll recommence. I should have noth�ng
left to do, I should be ru�ned and lost for ever. W�th such a character
as hers what guarantee can she g�ve me? Alas! My manners are no
doubt lack�ng �n elegance, and my style of speech �s heavy and
monotonous. Great God, why am I myself?"

CHAPTER LIX

ENNUI

Sacr�f�c�ng one's self to one's pass�ons, let �t pass; but sacr�f�c�ng
one's self to pass�ons wh�ch one has not got! Oh! melancholy
n�neteenth century!

G�rodet.

Madame de Fervaques had begun read�ng Jul�en's long letters
w�thout any pleasure, but she now began to th�nk about them; one
th�ng, however, gr�eved her. "What a p�ty that M. Sorel was not a real
pr�est! He could then be adm�tted to a k�nd of �nt�macy; but �n v�ew of
that cross, and that almost lay dress, one �s exposed to cruel



quest�ons and what �s one to answer?" She d�d not f�n�sh the tra�n of
thought, "Some mal�c�ous woman fr�end may th�nk, and even spread
�t about that he �s some lower m�ddle-class cous�n or other, a relat�ve
of my father, some tradesman who has been decorated by the
Nat�onal Guard." Up to the t�me wh�ch she had seen Jul�en, madame
de Fervaque's greatest pleasure had been wr�t�ng the word
maréchale after her name. Consequently a morb�d parvenu van�ty,
wh�ch was ready to take umbrage at everyth�ng, combatted the
awaken�ng of her �nterest �n h�m. "It would be so easy for me," sa�d
the maréchale, "to make h�m a grand v�car �n some d�ocese near
Par�s! but pla�n M. Sorel, and what �s more, a man who �s the
secretary of M. de la Mole! It �s heart-break�ng."
For the f�rst t�me �n her l�fe th�s soul, wh�ch was afra�d of everyth�ng,
was moved by an �nterest wh�ch was al�en to �ts own pretens�ons to
rank and super�or�ty. Her old porter not�ced that whenever he brought
a letter from th�s handsome young man, who always looked so sad,
he was certa�n to see that absent, d�scontented express�on, wh�ch
the maréchale always made a po�nt of assum�ng on the entry of any
of her servants, �mmed�ately d�sappear. The boredom of a mode of
l�fe whose amb�t�ons were concentrated on �mpress�ng the publ�c
w�thout her hav�ng at heart any real faculty of enjoyment for that k�nd
of success, had become so �ntolerable s�nce she had begun to th�nk
of Jul�en that, all that was necessary to prevent her chamberma�ds
be�ng bull�ed for a whole day, was that the�r m�stress should have
passed an hour �n the soc�ety of th�s strange young man on the
even�ng of the preced�ng day. H�s budd�ng cred�t was proof aga�nst
very cleverly wr�tten anonymous letters. It was �n va�n that Tanbeau
suppl�ed M. de Luz, de Cro�seno�s, de Caylus, w�th two or three very
clever calumn�es wh�ch these gentlemen were only too glad to
spread, w�thout mak�ng too many enqu�r�es of the actual truth of the
charges. The maréchale, whose temperament was not calculated to
be proof aga�nst these vulgar exped�ents related her doubts to
Math�lde, and was always consoled by her.
One day, madame de Fervaques, after hav�ng asked three t�mes �f
there were any letters for her, suddenly dec�ded to answer Jul�en. It
was a case of the tr�umph of ennu�. On reach�ng the second letter �n



h�s name the maréchale almost felt herself pulled up sharp by the
unbecom�ngness of wr�t�ng w�th her own hand so vulgar an address
as to M. Sorel, care of M. le Marqu�s de la Mole.
"You must br�ng me envelopes w�th your address on," she sa�d very
dr�ly to Jul�en �n the even�ng. "Here I am appo�nted lover and valet �n
one," thought Jul�en, and he bowed, amused h�mself by wr�nkl�ng h�s
face up l�ke Arsène, the old valet of the marqu�s.
He brought the envelopes that very even�ng, and he rece�ved the
th�rd letter very early on the follow�ng day: he read f�ve or s�x l�nes at
the beg�nn�ng, and two or three towards the end. There were four
pages of a small and very close wr�t�ng. The lady gradually
developed the sweet hab�t of wr�t�ng nearly every day. Jul�en
answered by fa�thful cop�es of the Russ�an letters; and such �s the
advantage of the bombast�c style that madame de Fervaques was
not a b�t aston�shed by the lack of connect�on between h�s answers
and her letters. How gravely �rr�tated would her pr�de have been �f
the l�ttle Tanbeau who had const�tuted h�mself a voluntary spy on all
Jul�en's movements had been able to have �nformed her that all
these letters were left unsealed and thrown haphazard �nto Jul�en's
drawer.
One morn�ng the porter was br�ng�ng �nto the l�brary a letter to h�m
from the maréchale. Math�lde met the man, saw the letter together
w�th the address �n Jul�en's handwr�t�ng. She entered the l�brary as
the porter was leav�ng �t, the letter was st�ll on the edge of the table.
Jul�en was very busy w�th h�s work and had not yet put �t �n h�s
drawer.
"I cannot endure th�s," excla�med Math�lde, as she took possess�on
of the letter, "you are completely forgett�ng me, me your w�fe, your
conduct �s awful, mons�eur."
At these words her pr�de, shocked by the awful unseeml�ness of her
proceed�ng, prevented her from speak�ng. She burst �nto tears, and
soon seemed to Jul�en scarcely able to breathe.
Jul�en was so surpr�sed and embarrassed that he d�d not fully
apprec�ate how �deally fortunate th�s scene was for h�mself. He



helped Math�lde to s�t down; she almost abandoned herself �n h�s
arms.
The f�rst m�nute �n wh�ch he not�ced th�s movement, he felt an
extreme joy. Immed�ately afterwards, he thought of Korasoff: "I may
lose everyth�ng by a s�ngle word."
The stra�n of carry�ng out h�s tact�cs was so great that h�s arms
st�ffened. "I dare not even allow myself to press th�s supple,
charm�ng frame to my heart, or she w�ll desp�se me or treat me
badly. What an awful character!" And wh�le he cursed Math�lde's
character, he loved her a hundred t�mes more. He thought he had a
queen �n h�s arms.
Jul�en's �mpass�ve coldness �ntens�f�ed the angu�shed pr�de wh�ch
was lacerat�ng the soul of mademo�selle de la Mole. She was far
from hav�ng the necessary self-possess�on to try and read �n h�s
eyes what he felt for her at that part�cular moment. She could not
make up her m�nd to look at h�m. She trembled lest she m�ght
encounter a contemptuous express�on.
Seated mot�onless on the l�brary d�van, w�th her head turned �n the
oppos�te d�rect�on to Jul�en, she was a prey to the most po�gnant
angu�sh that pr�de and love can �nfl�ct upon a human soul. What an
awful step had she just sl�pped �nto tak�ng! "It has been reserved for
me, unhappy woman that I am, to see my most unbecom�ng
advances rebuffed! and rebuffed by whom?" added her maddened
and wounded pr�de; "rebuffed by a servant of my father's! That's
more than I w�ll put up w�th," she sa�d aloud, and r�s�ng �n a fury, she
opened the drawer of Jul�en's table, wh�ch was two yards �n front of
her.
She stood petr�f�ed w�th horror when she saw e�ght or ten unopened
letters, completely l�ke the one the porter had just brought up. She
recogn�sed Jul�en's handwr�t�ng, though more or less d�sgu�sed, on
all the addresses.
"So," she cr�ed, qu�te bes�de herself, "you are not only on good terms
w�th her, but you actually desp�se her. You, a nobody, desp�se
madame la maréchale de Fervaques!"



"Oh, forg�ve me, my dear," she added, throw�ng herself on her
knees; "desp�se me �f you w�sh, but love me. I cannot l�ve w�thout
your love." And she fell down �n a dead fa�nt.
"So our proud lady �s ly�ng at my feet," sa�d Jul�en to h�mself.

CHAPTER LX

A BOX AT THE BOUFFES

As the blackest sky
Foretells the heav�est tempest

Don Juan, c. 1. st.76.

In the m�dst of these great transports Jul�en felt more surpr�sed than
happy. Math�lde's abuse proved to h�m the shrewdness of the
Russ�an tact�cs. "'Few words, few deeds,' that �s my one method of
salvat�on." He p�cked up Math�lde, and w�thout say�ng a word, put
her back on the d�van. She was gradually be�ng overcome by tears.
In order to keep herself �n countenance, she took madame de
Fervaques' letters �n her hands, and slowly broke the seals. She
gave a not�ceable nervous movement when she recogn�sed the
maréchale's handwr�t�ng. She turned over the pages of these letters
w�thout read�ng them. Most of them were s�x pages.
"At least answer me," Math�lde sa�d at last, �n the most suppl�catory
tone, but w�thout dar�ng to look at Jul�en: "You know how proud I am.
It �s the m�sfortune of my pos�t�on, and of my temperament, too, I
confess. Has madame de Fervaques robbed me of your heart? Has
she made the sacr�f�ces to wh�ch my fatal love swept me?"
A d�smal s�lence was all Jul�en's answer. "By what r�ght," he thought,
"does she ask me to comm�t an �nd�scret�on unworthy of an honest



man?" Math�lde tr�ed to read the letters; her eyes were so wet w�th
tears that �t was �mposs�ble for her to do so. She had been unhappy
for a month past, but th�s haughty soul had been very far from
own�ng �ts own feel�ngs even to �tself. Chance alone had brought
about th�s explos�on. For one �nstant jealousy and love had won a
v�ctory over pr�de. She was s�tt�ng on the d�van, and very near h�m.
He saw her ha�r and her alabaster neck. For a moment he forgot all
he owed to h�mself. He passed h�s arm around her wa�st, and
clasped her almost to h�s breast.
She slowly turned her head towards h�m. He was aston�shed by the
extreme angu�sh �n her eyes. There was not a trace of the�r usual
express�on.
Jul�en felt h�s strength desert h�m. So great was the deadly pa�n of
the courageous feat wh�ch he was �mpos�ng on h�mself.
"Those eyes w�ll soon express noth�ng but the coldest d�sda�n," sa�d
Jul�en to h�mself, "�f I allow myself to be swept away by the
happ�ness of lov�ng her." She, however, kept repeatedly assur�ng
h�m at th�s moment, �n a hushed vo�ce, and �n words wh�ch she had
scarcely the strength to f�n�sh, of all her remorse for those steps
wh�ch her �nord�nate pr�de had d�ctated.
"I, too, have pr�de," sa�d Jul�en to her, �n a scarcely art�culate vo�ce,
wh�le h�s features portrayed the lowest depths of phys�cal
prostrat�on.
Math�lde turned round sharply towards h�m. Hear�ng h�s vo�ce was a
happ�ness wh�ch she had g�ven up hop�ng. At th�s moment her only
thought of her haught�ness was to curse �t. She would have l�ked to
have found out some abnormal and �ncred�ble act�ons, �n order to
prove to h�m the extent to wh�ch she adored h�m and detested
herself.
"That pr�de �s probably the reason," cont�nued Jul�en, "why you
s�ngled me out for a moment. My present courageous and manly
f�rmness �s certa�nly the reason why you respect me. I may enterta�n
love for the maréchale."



Math�lde shuddered; a strange express�on came �nto her eyes. She
was go�ng to hear her sentence pronounced. Th�s shudder d�d not
escape Jul�en. He felt h�s courage weaken.
"Ah," he sa�d to h�mself, as he l�stened to the sound of the va�n
words wh�ch h�s mouth was art�culat�ng, as he thought �t were some
strange sound, "�f I could only cover those pale cheeks w�th k�sses
w�thout your feel�ng �t."
"I may enterta�n love for the maréchale," he cont�nued, wh�le h�s
vo�ce became weaker and weaker, "but I certa�nly have no def�n�te
proof of her �nterest �n me."
Math�lde looked at h�m. He supported that look. He hoped, at any
rate, that h�s express�on had not betrayed h�m. He felt h�mself bathed
�n a love that penetrated even �nto the most secret recesses of h�s
heart. He had never adored her so much; he was almost as mad as
Math�lde. If she had mustered suff�c�ent self-possess�on and courage
to manœuvre, he would have abandoned all h�s play-act�ng, and
fallen at her feet. He had suff�c�ent strength to manage to cont�nue
speak�ng: "Ah, Korasoff," he excla�med mentally, "why are you not
here? How I need a word from you to gu�de me �n my conduct."
Dur�ng th�s t�me h�s vo�ce was say�ng,
"In default of any other sent�ment, grat�tude would be suff�c�ent to
attach me to the maréchale. She has been �ndulgent to me; she has
consoled me when I have been desp�sed. I cannot put unl�m�ted fa�th
�n certa�n appearances wh�ch are, no doubt, extremely flatter�ng, but
poss�bly very fleet�ng."
"Oh, my God!" excla�med Math�lde.
"Well, what guarantee w�ll you g�ve me?" repl�ed Jul�en w�th a sharp,
f�rm �ntonat�on, wh�ch seemed to abandon for a moment the prudent
forms of d�plomacy. "What guarantee, what god w�ll warrant that the
pos�t�on to wh�ch you seem �ncl�ned to restore me at the present
moment w�ll last more than two days?"
"The excess of my love, and my unhapp�ness �f you do not love me,"
she sa�d to h�m, tak�ng h�s hands and turn�ng towards h�m.



The spasmod�c movement wh�ch she had just made had sl�ghtly
d�splaced her t�ppet; Jul�en caught a v�ew of her charm�ng shoulders.
Her sl�ghtly d�shevelled ha�r recalled a del�c�ous memory....
He was on the po�nt of succumb�ng. "One �mprudent word," he sa�d
to h�mself, "and I have to start all over aga�n that long ser�es of days
wh�ch I have passed �n despa�r. Madame de Rênal used to f�nd
reasons for do�ng what her heart d�ctated. Th�s young g�rl of h�gh
soc�ety never allows her heart to be moved except when she has
proved to herself by sound log�c that �t ought to be moved."
He saw th�s proof �n the tw�nkl�ng of an eye, and �n the tw�nkl�ng of an
eye too, he rega�ned h�s courage. He took away h�s hands wh�ch
Math�lde was press�ng �n her own, and moved a l�ttle away from her
w�th a marked respect.
Human courage could not go further. He then bus�ed h�mself w�th
putt�ng together madame de Fervaque's letters wh�ch were spread
out on the d�van, and �t was w�th all the appearance of extreme
pol�teness that he cruelly explo�ted the psycholog�cal moment by
add�ng,
"Mademo�selle de la Mole w�ll allow me to reflect over all th�s." He
went rap�dly away and left the l�brary; she heard h�m shut all the
doors one after the other.
"The monster �s not the least b�t troubled," she sa�d to herself. "But
what am I say�ng? Monster? He �s w�se, prudent, good. It �s I myself
who have comm�tted more wrong than one can �mag�ne."
Th�s po�nt of v�ew lasted. Math�lde was almost happy today, for she
gave herself up to love unreservedly. One would have sa�d that th�s
soul had never been d�sturbed by pr�de (and what pr�de!)
She shuddered w�th horror when a lackey announced madame le
Fervaques �nto the salon �n the even�ng. The man's vo�ce struck her
as s�n�ster. She could not endure the s�ght of the maréchale, and
stopped suddenly. Jul�en who had felt l�ttle pr�de over h�s pa�nful
v�ctory, had feared to face her, and had not d�ned at the Hôtel de la
Mole.



H�s love and h�s happ�ness rap�dly �ncreased �n proport�on to the t�me
that elapsed from the moment of the battle. He was blam�ng h�mself
already. "How could I res�st her?" he sa�d to h�mself. "Suppose she
were to go and leave off lov�ng me! One s�ngle moment may change
that haughty soul, and I must adm�t that I have treated her awfully."
In the even�ng he felt that �t was absolutely necessary to put �n an
appearance at the Bouffes �n madame de Fervaques' box. She had
expressly �nv�ted h�m. Math�lde would be bound to know of h�s
presence or h�s d�scourteous absence. In sp�te of the clearness of
th�s log�c, he could not at the beg�nn�ng of the even�ng br�ng h�mself
to plunge �nto soc�ety. By speak�ng he would lose half h�s happ�ness.
Ten o'clock struck and �t was absolutely necessary to show h�mself.
Luck�ly he found the maréchale's box packed w�th women, and was
relegated to a place near the door where he was completely h�dden
by the hats. Th�s pos�t�on saved h�m from look�ng r�d�culous;
Carol�ne's d�v�ne notes of despa�r �n the Matr�mon�o Segreto made
h�m burst �nto tears. Madame de Fervaques saw these tears. They
represented so great a contrast w�th the mascul�ne f�rmness of h�s
usual express�on that the soul of the old-fash�oned lady, saturated as
�t had been for many years w�th all the corrod�ng ac�d of parvenu
haught�ness, was none the less touched. Such remnants of a
woman's heart as she st�ll possessed �mpelled her to speak: she
wanted to enjoy the sound of h�s vo�ce at th�s moment.
"Have you seen the de la Mole lad�es?" she sa�d to h�m. "They are �n
the th�rd t�er." Jul�en �mmed�ately craned out over the atre, lean�ng
pol�tely enough on the front of the box. He saw Math�lde; her eyes
were sh�n�ng w�th tears.
"And yet �t �s not the�r Opera day," thought Jul�en; "how eager she
must be!"
Math�lde had preva�led on her mother to come to the Bouffes �n sp�te
of the �nconven�ently h�gh t�er of the box, wh�ch a lady fr�end of the
fam�ly had hastened to offer her. She wanted to see �f Jul�en would
pass the even�ng w�th the maréchale.



CHAPTER LXI

FRIGHTEN HER

So th�s �s the f�ne m�racle of your c�v�l�sat�on; you have turned
love �nto an ord�nary bus�ness.—Barnave.

Jul�en rushed �nto madame de la Mole's box. H�s eyes f�rst met the
tearful eyes of Math�lde; she was cry�ng w�thout reserve. There were
only �ns�gn�f�cant personages present, the fr�end who had leant her
box, and some men whom she knew. Math�lde placed her hand on
Jul�en's; she seemed to have forgotten all fear of her mother. Almost
st�fled as she was by her tears, she sa�d noth�ng but th�s one word:
"Guarantees!"
"So long as I don't speak to her," sa�d Jul�en to h�mself. He was
h�mself very moved, and concealed h�s eyes w�th h�s hand as best
he could under the pretext of avo�d�ng the dazzl�ng l�ght of the th�rd
t�er of boxes. "If I speak she may suspect the excess of my emot�on,
the sound of my vo�ce w�ll betray me. All may yet be lost." H�s
struggles were more pa�nful than they had been �n the morn�ng, h�s
soul had had the t�me to become moved. He had been fr�ghtened at
see�ng Math�lde p�qued w�th van�ty. Intox�cated as he was w�th love
and pleasure he resolved not to speak.
In my v�ew th�s �s one of the f�nest tra�ts �n h�s character, an �nd�v�dual
capable of such an effort of self-control may go far s� fata s�nant.
Mademo�selle de la Mole �ns�sted on tak�ng Jul�en back to the hôtel.
Luck�ly �t was ra�n�ng a great deal, but the marqu�se had h�m placed
oppos�te her, talked to h�m �ncessantly, and prevented h�m say�ng a
s�ngle word to her daughter. One m�ght have thought that the
marqu�se was nurs�ng Jul�en's happ�ness for h�m; no longer fear�ng
to lose everyth�ng through h�s excess�ve emot�on, he madly
abandoned h�mself to h�s happ�ness.



Shall I dare to say that when he went back to h�s room Jul�en fell on
h�s knees and covered w�th k�sses the love letters wh�ch pr�nce
Korasoff had g�ven h�m.
"How much I owe you, great man," he excla�med �n h�s madness.
L�ttle by l�ttle he rega�ned h�s self-possess�on. He compared h�mself
to a general who had just won a great battle. "My advantage �s
def�n�te and �mmense," he sa�d to h�mself, "but what w�ll happen to-
morrow? One �nstant may ru�n everyth�ng."
W�th a pass�onate gesture he opened the Memo�rs wh�ch Napoleon
had d�ctated at St. Helena and for two long hours forced h�mself to
read them. Only h�s eyes read; no matter, he made h�mself do �t.
Dur�ng th�s s�ngular read�ng h�s head and h�s heart rose to the most
exalted level and worked unconsc�ously. "Her heart �s very d�fferent
from madame de Rênal's," he sa�d to h�mself, but he d�d not go
further.
"Fr�ghten her!" he suddenly excla�med, hurl�ng away the book. "The
enemy w�ll only obey me �n so far as I fr�ghten h�m, but then he w�ll
not dare to show contempt for me."
Intox�cated w�th joy he walked up and down h�s l�ttle room. In po�nt of
fact h�s happ�ness was based rather on pr�de than on love.
"Fr�ghten her!" he repeated proudly, and he had cause to be proud.
"Madame de Rênal always doubted even �n her happ�est moments �f
my love was equal to her own. In th�s case I have to subjugate a
demon, consequently I must subjugate her." He knew qu�te well that
Math�lde would be �n the l�brary at e�ght o'clock �n the morn�ng of the
follow�ng day. He d�d not appear before n�ne o'clock. He was burn�ng
w�th love, but h�s head dom�nated h�s heart.
Scarcely a s�ngle m�nute passed w�thout h�s repeat�ng to h�mself.
"Keep her obsessed by th�s great doubt. Does he love me?" Her own
br�ll�ant pos�t�on, together w�th the flattery of all who speak to her,
tend a l�ttle too much to make her reassure herself.
He found her s�tt�ng on the d�van pale and calm, but apparently
completely �ncapable of mak�ng a s�ngle movement. She held out her
hand,



"Dear one, �t �s true I have offended you, perhaps you are angry w�th
me."
Jul�en had not been expect�ng th�s s�mple tone. He was on the po�nt
of betray�ng h�mself.
"You want guarantees, my dear, she added after a s�lence wh�ch she
had hoped would be broken. Take me away, let us leave for London.
I shall be ru�ned, d�shonoured for ever." She had the courage to take
her hand away from Jul�en to cover her eyes w�th �t.
All her feel�ngs of reserve and fem�n�ne v�rtue had come back �nto
her soul. "Well, d�shonour me," she sa�d at last w�th a s�gh, "that w�ll
be a guarantee."
"I was happy yesterday, because I had the courage to be severe w�th
myself," thought Jul�en. After a short s�lence he had suff�c�ent control
over h�s heart to say �n an �cy tone,
"Once we are on the road to London, once you are d�shonoured, to
employ your own express�on, who w�ll answer that you w�ll st�ll love
me? that my very presence �n the post-cha�se w�ll not seem
�mportunate? I am not a monster; to have ru�ned your reputat�on w�ll
only make me st�ll more unhappy. It �s not your pos�t�on �n soc�ety
wh�ch �s the obstacle, �t �s unfortunately your own character. Can you
yourself guarantee that you w�ll love me for e�ght days?"
"Ah! let her love me for e�ght days, just e�ght days," wh�spered Jul�en
to h�mself, "and I w�ll d�e of happ�ness. What do I care for the future,
what do I care for l�fe? And yet �f I w�sh that d�v�ne happ�ness can
commence th�s very m�nute, �t only depends on me."
Math�lde saw that he was pens�ve.
"So I am completely unworthy of you," she sa�d to h�m, tak�ng h�s
hand.
Jul�en k�ssed her, but at the same t�me the �ron hand of duty gr�pped
h�s heart. If she sees how much I adore her I shall lose her. And
before leav�ng her arms, he had reassumed all that d�gn�ty wh�ch �s
proper to a man.



He managed on th�s and the follow�ng days to conceal h�s �nord�nate
happ�ness. There were moments when he even refused h�mself the
pleasure of clasp�ng her �n h�s arms. At other t�mes the del�r�um of
happ�ness preva�led over all the counsels of prudence.
He had been accustomed to stat�on h�mself near a bower of
honeysuckle �n the garden arranged �n such a way so as to conceal
the ladder when he had looked up at Math�lde's bl�nd �n the d�stance,
and lamented her �nconstancy. A very b�g oak tree was qu�te near,
and the trunk of that tree prevented h�m from be�ng seen by the
�nd�screet.
As he passed w�th Math�lde over th�s very place wh�ch recalled h�s
excess�ve unhapp�ness so v�v�dly, the contrast between h�s former
despa�r and h�s present happ�ness proved too much for h�s
character. Tears �nundated h�s eyes, and he carr�ed h�s sweetheart's
hand to h�s l�ps: "It was here I used to l�ve �n my thoughts of you, �t
was from here that I used to look at that bl�nd, and wa�ted whole
hours for the happy moment when I would see that hand open �t."
H�s weakness was unreserved. He portrayed the extrem�ty of h�s
former despa�r �n genu�ne colours wh�ch could not poss�bly have
been �nvented. Short �nterject�ons test�f�ed to that present happ�ness
wh�ch had put an end to that awful agony.
"My God, what am I do�ng?" thought Jul�en, suddenly recover�ng
h�mself. "I am ru�n�ng myself."
In h�s excess�ve alarm he thought that he already detected a
d�m�nut�on of the love �n mademo�selle de la Mole's eyes. It was an
�llus�on, but Jul�en's face suddenly changed �ts express�on and
became overspread by a mortal pallor. H�s eyes lost the�r f�re, and an
express�on of haught�ness touched w�th mal�ce soon succeeded to
h�s look of the most genu�ne and unreserved love.
"But what �s the matter w�th you, my dear," sa�d Math�lde to h�m, both
tenderly and anx�ously.
"I am ly�ng," sa�d Jul�en �rr�tably, "and I am ly�ng to you. I am
reproach�ng myself for �t, and yet God knows that I respect you



suff�c�ently not to l�e to you. You love me, you are devoted to me, and
I have no need of pra�ses �n order to please you."
"Great heavens! are all the charm�ng th�ngs you have been tell�ng
me for the last two m�nutes mere phrases?"
"And I reproach myself for �t keenly, dear one. I once made them up
for a woman who loved me, and bored me—�t �s the weakness of my
character. I denounce myself to you, forg�ve me."
B�tter tears streamed over Math�lde's cheeks.
"As soon as some tr�fle offends me and throws me back on my
med�tat�on," cont�nued Jul�en, "my abom�nable memory, wh�ch I
curse at th�s very m�nute, offers me a resource, and I abuse �t."



"So I must have sl�pped, w�thout know�ng �t, �nto some act�on wh�ch
has d�spleased you," sa�d Math�lde w�th a charm�ng s�mpl�c�ty.
"I remember one day that when you passed near th�s honeysuckle
you p�cked a flower, M. de Luz took �t from you and you let h�m keep
�t. I was two paces away."
"M. de Luz? It �s �mposs�ble," repl�ed Math�lde w�th all her natural
haught�ness. "I do not do th�ngs l�ke that."
"I am sure of �t," Jul�en repl�ed sharply.
"Well, my dear, �t �s true," sa�d Math�lde, as she sadly lowered her
eyes. She knew pos�t�vely that many months had elapsed s�nce she
had allowed M. de Luz to do such a th�ng.
Jul�en looked at her w�th �neffable tenderness, "No," he sa�d to
h�mself, "she does not love me less."
In the even�ng she rall�ed h�m w�th a laugh on h�s fancy for madame
de Fervaques. "Th�nk of a bourgeo�s lov�ng a parvenu, those are
perhaps the only type of hearts that my Jul�en cannot make mad w�th
love. She has made you �nto a real dandy," she sa�d play�ng w�th h�s
ha�r.
Dur�ng the per�od when he thought h�mself scorned by Math�lde,
Jul�en had become one of the best dressed men �n Par�s. He had,
moreover, a further advantage over other dand�es, �n as much as
once he had f�n�shed dress�ng he never gave a further thought to h�s
appearance.
One th�ng st�ll p�qued Math�lde, Jul�en cont�nued to copy out the
Russ�an letters and send them to the maréchale.

CHAPTER LXII

THE TIGER



Alas, why these th�ngs and not other th�ngs?—Beaumarcha�s.

An Engl�sh traveller tells of the �nt�macy �n wh�ch he l�ved w�th a t�ger.
He had tra�ned �t and would caress �t, but he always kept a cocked
p�stol on h�s table.
Jul�en only abandoned h�mself to the fulness of h�s happ�ness �n
those moments when Math�lde could not read the express�on �n h�s
eyes. He scrupulously performed h�s duty of address�ng some harsh
word to her from t�me to t�me.
When Math�lde's sweetness, wh�ch he not�ced w�th some surpr�se,
together w�th the completeness of her devot�on were on the po�nt of
depr�v�ng h�m of all self-control, he was courageous enough to leave
her suddenly.
Math�lde loved for the f�rst t�me �n her l�fe.
L�fe had prev�ously always dragged along at a torto�se pace, but now
�t flew.
As, however, her pr�de requ�red to f�nd a vent �n some way or other,
she w�shed to expose herself to all the dangers �n wh�ch her love
could �nvolve her. It was Jul�en who was prudent, and �t was only
when �t was a quest�on of danger that she d�d not follow her own
�ncl�nat�on; but subm�ss�ve, and almost humble as she was when
w�th h�m, she only showed add�t�onal haught�ness to everyone �n the
house who came near her, whether relat�ves or fr�ends.
In the even�ng she would call Jul�en to her �n the salon �n the
presence of s�xty people, and have a long and pr�vate conversat�on
w�th h�m.
The l�ttle Tanbeau �nstalled h�mself one day close to them. She
requested h�m to go and fetch from the l�brary the volume of Smollet
wh�ch deals w�th the revolut�on of 1688, and when he hes�tated,
added w�th an express�on of �nsult�ng haught�ness, wh�ch was a
ver�table balm to Jul�en's soul, "Don't hurry."
"Have you not�ced that l�ttle monster's express�on?" he sa�d to her.



"H�s uncle has been �n attendance �n th�s salon for ten or twelve
years, otherw�se I would have had h�m packed off �mmed�ately."
Her behav�our towards MM. de Cro�seno�s, de Luz, etc., though
outwardly perfectly pol�te, was �n real�ty scarcely less provocat�ve.
Math�lde keenly reproached herself for all the conf�dent�al remarks
about them wh�ch she had formerly made to Jul�en, and all the more
so s�nce she d�d not dare to confess that she had exaggerated to
h�m the, �n fact, almost absolutely �nnocent man�festat�ons of �nterest
of wh�ch these gentlemen had been the objects. In sp�te of her best
resolut�ons her womanly pr�de �nvar�ably prevented her from say�ng
to Jul�en, "It was because I was talk�ng to you that I found a pleasure
�n descr�b�ng my weakness �n not draw�ng my hand away, when M.
de Cro�seno�s had placed h�s on a marble table and had just touched
�t."
But now, as soon as one of these gentlemen had been speak�ng to
her for some moments, she found she had a quest�on to put to
Jul�en, and she made th�s an excuse for keep�ng h�m by her s�de.
She d�scovered that she was ence�nte and joyfully �nformed Jul�en of
the fact.
"Do you doubt me now? Is �t not a guarantee? I am your w�fe for
ever."
Th�s announcement struck Jul�en w�th profound aston�shment. He
was on the po�nt of forgett�ng the govern�ng pr�nc�ple of h�s conduct.
How am I to be del�berately cold and �nsult�ng towards th�s poor
young g�rl, who �s ru�n�ng herself for my sake. And �f she looked at all
�ll, he could not, even on those days when the terr�ble vo�ce of
w�sdom made �tself heard, f�nd the courage to address to her one of
those harsh remarks wh�ch h�s exper�ence had found so
�nd�spensable to the preservat�on of the�r love.
"I w�ll wr�te to my father," sa�d Math�lde to h�m one day, "he �s more
than a father to me, he �s a fr�end; that be�ng so, I th�nk �t unworthy
both of you and of myself to try and dece�ve h�m, even for a s�ngle
m�nute."
"Great heavens, what are you go�ng to do?" sa�d Jul�en �n alarm.



"My duty," she answered w�th eyes sh�n�ng w�th joy.
She thought she was show�ng more nob�l�ty than her lover.
"But he w�ll pack me off �n d�sgrace."
"It �s h�s r�ght to do so, we must respect �t. I w�ll g�ve you my arm, and
we w�ll go out by the front door �n full dayl�ght."
Jul�en was thunderstruck and requested her to put �t off for a week.
"I cannot," she answered, "�t �s the vo�ce of honour, I have seen my
duty, I must follow �t, and follow �t at once."
"Well, I order you to put �t off," sa�d Jul�en at last. "Your honour �s
safe for the present. I am your husband. The pos�t�on of us w�ll be
changed by th�s momentous step. I too am w�th�n my r�ghts. To-day
�s Tuesday, next Tuesday �s the duke de Retz's at home; when M. de
la Mole comes home �n the even�ng the porter w�ll g�ve h�m the fatal
letter. H�s only thought �s to make you a duchess, I am sure of �t.
Th�nk of h�s unhapp�ness."
"You mean, th�nk of h�s vengeance?"
"It may be that I p�ty my benefactor, and am gr�eved at �njur�ng h�m,
but I do not fear, and shall never fear anyone."
Math�lde y�elded. Th�s was the f�rst occas�on, s�nce she had �nformed
Jul�en of her cond�t�on, that he had spoken to her author�tat�vely. She
had never loved h�m so much. The tender part of h�s soul had found
happ�ness �n se�z�ng on Math�lde's cond�t�on as an excuse for
refra�n�ng from h�s cruel remarks to her. The quest�on of the
confess�on to M. de la Mole deeply moved h�m. Was he go�ng to be
separated from Math�lde? And, however gr�eved she would be to see
h�m go, would she have a thought for h�m after h�s departure?
He was almost equally horr�f�ed by the thought of the just�f�ed
reproaches wh�ch the marqu�s m�ght address to h�m.
In the even�ng he confessed to Math�lde the second reason for h�s
anx�ety, and then led away by h�s love, confessed the f�rst as well.
She changed colour. "Would �t really make you unhappy," she sa�d to
h�m, "to pass s�x months far away from me?"



"Inf�n�tely so. It �s the only th�ng �n the world wh�ch terr�f�es me."
Math�lde was very happy. Jul�en had played h�s part so ass�duously
that he had succeeded �n mak�ng her th�nk that she was the one of
the two who loved the more.
The fatal Tuesday arr�ved. When the marqu�s came �n at m�dn�ght he
found a letter addressed to h�m, wh�ch was only to be opened
h�mself when no one was there:—

"My father,
"All soc�al t�es have been broken between us, only those of
nature rema�n. Next to my husband, you are and always w�ll be
the be�ng I shall always hold most dear. My eyes are full of
tears, I am th�nk�ng of the pa�n that I am caus�ng you, but �f my
shame was to be prevented from becom�ng publ�c, and you
were to be g�ven t�me to reflect and act, I could not postpone
any longer the confess�on that I owe you. If your affect�on for
me, wh�ch I know �s extremely deep, �s good enough to grant me
a small allowance, I w�ll go and settle w�th my husband
anywhere you l�ke, �n Sw�tzerland, for �nstance. H�s name �s so
obscure that no one would recogn�ze �n Madame Sorel, the
daughter-�n-law of a Verr�ères carpenter, your daughter. That �s
the name wh�ch I have so much d�ff�culty �n wr�t�ng. I fear your
wrath aga�nst Jul�en, �t seems so just�f�ed. I shall not be a
duchess, my father; but I knew �t when I loved h�m; for I was the
one who loved h�m f�rst, �t was I who seduced h�m. I have
�nher�ted from you too lofty a soul to f�x my attent�on on what
e�ther �s or appears to be vulgar. It �s �n va�n that I thought of M.
Cro�seno�s w�th a v�ew to pleas�ng you. Why d�d you place real
mer�t under my eyes? You told me yourself on my return from
Hyères, 'that young Sorel �s the one person who amuses me,'
the poor boy �s as gr�eved as I am �f �t �s poss�ble, at the pa�n
th�s letter w�ll g�ve you. I cannot prevent you be�ng �rr�tated as a
father, but love me as a fr�end.
"Jul�en respected me. If he somet�mes spoke to me, �t was only
by reason of h�s deep grat�tude towards yourself, for the natural



d�gn�ty of h�s character �nduces h�m to keep to h�s off�c�al
capac�ty �n any answers he may make to anyone who �s so
much above h�m. He has a keen and �nst�nct�ve apprec�at�on of
the d�fference of soc�al rank. It was I (I confess �t w�th a blush to
my best fr�end, and I shall never make such a confess�on to
anyone else) who clasped h�s arm one day �n the garden.
"Why need you be �rr�tated w�th h�m, after twenty-four hours
have elapsed? My own lapse �s �rreparable. If you �ns�st on �t,
the assurance of h�s profound respect and of h�s desperate gr�ef
at hav�ng d�spleased you, can be conveyed to you through me.
You need not see h�m at all, but I shall go and jo�n h�m wherever
he w�shes. It �s h�s r�ght and �t �s my duty. He �s the father of my
ch�ld. If your k�ndness w�ll go so far as to grant us s�x thousand
francs to l�ve on, I w�ll rece�ve �t w�th grat�tude; �f not, Jul�en
reckons on establ�sh�ng h�mself at Besançon, where he w�ll set
up as a Lat�n and l�terature master. However low may have been
the stat�on from wh�ch he spr�ngs, I am certa�n he w�ll ra�se
h�mself. W�th h�m I do not fear obscur�ty. If there �s a revolut�on, I
am sure that he w�ll play a pr�me part. Can you say as much for
any of those who have asked for my hand? They have f�ne
estates, you say. I cannot cons�der that c�rcumstance a reason
for adm�r�ng them. My Jul�en would atta�n a h�gh pos�t�on, even
under the present rég�me, �f he had a m�ll�on and my father's
protect�on...."

Math�lde, who knew that the marqu�s was a man who always
abandoned h�mself to h�s f�rst �mpulse, had wr�tten e�ght pages.
"What am I to do?" sa�d Jul�en to h�mself wh�le M. de la Mole was
read�ng th�s letter. "Where �s (f�rst) my duty; (second) my �nterest?
My debt to h�m �s �mmense. W�thout h�m I should have been a men�al
scoundrel, and not even enough of a scoundrel to be hated and
persecuted by the others. He has made me a man of the world. The
v�lla�nous acts wh�ch I now have to do are (f�rst) less frequent;
(second) less mean. That �s more than as �f he had g�ven me a
m�ll�on. I am �ndebted to h�m for th�s cross and the reputat�on of



hav�ng rendered those alleged d�plomat�c serv�ces, wh�ch have l�fted
me out of the ruck.
"If he h�mself were wr�t�ng �nstruct�ons for my conduct, what would he
prescr�be?"
Jul�en was sharply �nterrupted by M. de la Mole's old valet. "The
marqu�s wants to see you at once, dressed or not dressed." The
valet added �n a low vo�ce, as he walked by Jul�en's s�de, "He �s
bes�de h�mself: look out!"

CHAPTER LXIII

THE HELL OF WEAKNESS

A clumsy lap�dary, �n cutt�ng th�s d�amond, depr�ved �t of some of
�ts most br�ll�ant facets. In the m�ddle ages, nay, even under
R�chel�eu, the Frenchman had force of w�ll.—M�rabeau.

Jul�en found the marqu�s fur�ous. For perhaps the f�rst t�me �n h�s l�fe
th�s nobleman showed bad form. He loaded Jul�en w�th all the �nsults
that came to h�s l�ps. Our hero was aston�shed, and h�s pat�ence was
tr�ed, but h�s grat�tude rema�ned unshaken.
"The poor man now sees the ann�h�lat�on, �n a s�ngle m�nute, of all
the f�ne plans wh�ch he has long cher�shed �n h�s heart. But I owe �t
to h�m to answer. My s�lence tends to �ncrease h�s anger." The part
of Tartuffe suppl�ed the answer;
"I am not an angel.... I served you well; you pa�d me generously.... I
was grateful, but I am twenty-two.... Only you and that charm�ng
person understood my thoughts �n th�s household."
"Monster," excla�med the marqu�s. "Charm�ng! Charm�ng, to be sure!
The day when you found her charm�ng you ought to have fled."



"I tr�ed to. It was then that I asked perm�ss�on to leave for
Languedoc."
T�red of stamped�ng about and overcome by h�s gr�ef, the marqu�s
threw h�mself �nto an arm-cha�r. Jul�en heard h�m wh�sper�ng to
h�mself, "No, no, he �s not a w�cked man."
"No, I am not, towards you," excla�med Jul�en, fall�ng on h�s knees.
But he felt extremely ashamed of th�s man�festat�on, and very qu�ckly
got up aga�n.
The marqu�s was really transported. When he saw th�s movement,
he began aga�n to load h�m w�th abom�nable �nsults, wh�ch were
worthy of the dr�ver of a f�acre. The novelty of these oaths perhaps
acted as a d�stract�on.
"What! �s my daughter to go by the name of madame Sorel? What! �s
my daughter not to be a duchess?" Each t�me that these two �deas
presented themselves �n all the�r clearness M. de la Mole was a prey
to torture, and lost all power over the movements of h�s m�nd.
Jul�en was afra�d of be�ng beaten.
In h�s luc�d �ntervals, when he was beg�nn�ng to get accustomed to
h�s unhapp�ness, the marqu�s addressed to Jul�en reproaches wh�ch
were reasonable enough. "You should have fled, s�r," he sa�d to h�m.
"Your duty was to flee. You are the lowest of men."
Jul�en approached the table and wrote:

"I have found my l�fe unbearable for a long t�me; I am putt�ng an
end to �t. I request mons�eur the marqu�s to accept my apolog�es
(together w�th the express�on of my �nf�n�te grat�tude) for any
embarrassment that may be occas�oned by my death �n h�s
hôtel."

"K�ndly run your eye over th�s paper, M. the marqu�s," sa�d Jul�en.
"K�ll me, or have me k�lled by your valet. It �s one o'clock �n the
morn�ng. I w�ll go and walk �n the garden �n the d�rect�on of the wall at
the bottom."
"Go to the dev�l," cr�ed the marqu�s, as he went away.



"I understand," thought Jul�en. "He would not be sorry �f I were to
spare h�s valet the trouble of k�ll�ng me....
"Let h�m k�ll me, �f he l�kes; �t �s a sat�sfact�on wh�ch I offer h�m.... But,
by heaven, I love l�fe. I owe �t to my son."
Th�s �dea, wh�ch had not prev�ously presented �tself w�th so much
def�n�teness to h�s �mag�nat�on, completely engrossed h�m dur�ng h�s
walk after the f�rst few m�nutes wh�ch he had spent th�nk�ng about h�s
danger.
Th�s novel �nterest turned h�m �nto a prudent man. "I need adv�ce as
to how to behave towards th�s �nfur�ated man.... He �s devo�d of
reason; he �s capable of everyth�ng. Fouqué �s too far away; bes�des,
he would not understand the emot�ons of a heart l�ke the marqu�s's."
"Count Altam�ra ... am I certa�n of eternal s�lence? My request for
adv�ce must not be a fresh step wh�ch w�ll ra�se st�ll further
compl�cat�ons. Alas! I have no one left but the gloomy abbé P�rard.
H�s m�nd �s crabbed by Jansen�sm.... A damned Jesu�t would know
the world, and would be more �n my l�ne. M. P�rard �s capable of
beat�ng me at the very ment�on of my cr�me."
The gen�us of Tartuffe came to Jul�en's help. "Well, I w�ll go and
confess to h�m." Th�s was h�s f�nal resolut�on after hav�ng walked
about �n the garden for two good hours. He no longer thought about
be�ng surpr�sed by a gun shot. He was feel�ng sleepy.
Very early the next day, Jul�en was several leagues away from Par�s
and knocked at the door of the severe Jansen�st. He found to h�s
great aston�shment that he was not unduly surpr�sed at h�s
conf�dence.
"I ought perhaps to reproach myself," sa�d the abbé, who seemed
more anx�ous than �rr�tated. "I thought I guessed that love. My
affect�on for you, my unhappy boy, prevented me from warn�ng the
father."
"What w�ll he do?" sa�d Jul�en keenly.
At that moment he loved the abbé, and would have found a scene
between them very pa�nful.



"I see three alternat�ves," cont�nued Jul�en.
"M. de la Mole can have me put to death," and he ment�oned the
su�c�de letter wh�ch he had left w�th the Marqu�s; (2) "He can get
Count Norbert to challenge me to a duel, and shoot at me po�nt
blank."
"You would accept?" sa�d the abbé fur�ously as he got up.
"You do not let me f�n�sh. I should certa�nly never f�re upon my
benefactor's son. (3) He can send me away. If he says go to
Ed�nburgh or New York, I w�ll obey h�m. They can then conceal
mademo�selle de la Mole's cond�t�on, but I w�ll never allow them to
suppress my son."
"Have no doubt about �t, that w�ll be the f�rst thought of that depraved
man."
At Par�s, Math�lde was �n despa�r. She had seen her father about
seven o'clock. He had shown her Jul�en's letter. She feared that he
m�ght have cons�dered �t noble to put an end to h�s l�fe; "and w�thout
my perm�ss�on?" she sa�d to herself w�th a pa�n due solely to her
anger.
"If he d�es I shall d�e," she sa�d to her father. "It w�ll be you who w�ll
be the cause of h�s death.... Perhaps you w�ll rejo�ce at �t but I swear
by h�s shades that I shall at once go �nto mourn�ng, and shall publ�cly
appear as Madame the w�dow Sorel, I shall send out my �nv�tat�ons,
you can count on �t.... You w�ll f�nd me ne�ther pus�llan�mous nor
cowardly."
Her love went to the po�nt of madness. M. de la Mole was
flabbergasted �n h�s turn.
He began to regard what had happened w�th a certa�n amount of
log�c. Math�lde d�d not appear at breakfast. The marqu�s felt an
�mmense we�ght off h�s m�nd, and was part�cularly flattered when he
not�ced that she had sa�d noth�ng to her mother.
Jul�en was d�smount�ng from h�s horse. Math�lde had h�m called and
threw herself �nto h�s arms almost beneath the very eyes of her
chamberma�d. Jul�en was not very apprec�at�ve of th�s transport. He



had come away from h�s long consultat�on w�th the abbé P�rard �n a
very d�plomat�c and calculat�ng mood. The calculat�on of poss�b�l�t�es
had k�lled h�s �mag�nat�on. Math�lde told h�m, w�th tears �n her eyes,
that she had read h�s su�c�de letter.
"My father may change h�s m�nd; do me the favour of leav�ng for
V�llequ�er th�s very m�nute. Mount your horse aga�n, and leave the
hôtel before they get up from table."
When Jul�en's coldness and aston�shment showed no s�gn of
abatement, she burst �nto tears.
"Let me manage our affa�rs," she excla�med ecstat�cally, as she
clasped h�m �n her arms. "You know, dear, �t �s not of my own free w�ll
that I separate from you. Wr�te under cover to my ma�d. Address �t �n
a strange hand-wr�t�ng, I w�ll wr�te volumes to you. Ad�eu, flee."
Th�s last word wounded Jul�en, but he none the less obeyed. "It w�ll
be fatal," he thought "�f, �n the�r most grac�ous moments these
ar�stocrats manage to shock me."
Math�lde f�rmly opposed all her father's prudent plans. She would not
open negot�at�ons on any other bas�s except th�s. She was to be
Madame Sorel, and was e�ther to l�ve w�th her husband �n poverty �n
Sw�tzerland, or w�th her father �n Par�s. She rejected absolutely the
suggest�on of a secret accouchement. "In that case I should beg�n to
be confronted w�th a prospect of calumny and d�shonour. I shall go
travell�ng w�th my husband two months after the marr�age, and �t w�ll
be easy to pretend that my son was born at a proper t�me."
Th�s f�rmness though at f�rst rece�ved w�th v�olent f�ts of anger,
eventually made the marqu�s hes�tate.
"Here," he sa�d to h�s daughter �n a moment of emot�on, "�s a g�ft of
ten thousand francs a year. Send �t to your Jul�en, and let h�m qu�ckly
make �t �mposs�ble for me to retract �t."
In order to obey Math�lde, whose �mper�ous temper he well knew,
Jul�en had travelled forty useless leagues; he was super�ntend�ng the
accounts of the farmers at V�llequ�er. Th�s act of benevolence on the
part of the marqu�s occas�oned h�s return. He went and asked
asylum of the abbé P�rard, who had become Math�lde's most useful



ally dur�ng h�s absence. Every t�me that he was quest�oned by the
marqu�s, he would prove to h�m that any other course except publ�c
marr�age would be a cr�me �n the eyes of God.
"And happ�ly," added the abbé, "worldly w�sdom �s �n th�s �nstance �n
agreement w�th rel�g�on. Could one, �n v�ew of Mdlle. de la Mole's
pass�onate character, rely for a m�nute on her keep�ng any secret
wh�ch she d�d not herself w�sh to preserve? If one does not reconc�le
oneself to the frankness of a publ�c marr�age, soc�ety w�ll concern
�tself much longer w�th th�s strange mésall�ance. Everyth�ng must be
sa�d all at once w�thout e�ther the appearance or the real�ty of the
sl�ghtest mystery."
"It �s true," sa�d the marqu�s pens�vely.
Two or three fr�ends of M. de la Mole were of the same op�n�on as
the abbé P�rard. The great obstacle �n the�r v�ew was Math�lde's
dec�ded character. But �n sp�te of all these f�ne arguments the
marqu�s's soul could not reconc�le �tself to g�v�ng up all hopes of a
coronet for h�s daughter.
He ransacked h�s memory and h�s �mag�nat�on for all the var�at�ons
of knavery and dupl�c�ty wh�ch had been feas�ble �n h�s youth.
Y�eld�ng to necess�ty and hav�ng fear of the law seemed absurd and
hum�l�at�ng for a man �n h�s pos�t�on. He was pay�ng dearly now for
the luxury of those enchant�ng dreams concern�ng the future of h�s
cher�shed daughter �n wh�ch he had �ndulged for the last ten years.
"Who could have ant�c�pated �t?" he sa�d to h�mself. "A g�rl of so
proud a character, of so lofty a d�spos�t�on, who �s even prouder than
I am of the name she bears? A g�rl whose hand has already been
asked for by all the cream of the nob�l�ty of France."
"We must g�ve up all fa�th �n prudence. Th�s age �s made to confound
everyth�ng. We are march�ng towards chaos."

CHAPTER LXIV



A MAN OF INTELLECT

The prefect sa�d to h�mself as he rode along the h�ghway on
horseback, "why should I not be a m�n�ster, a pres�dent of the
counc�l, a duke? Th�s �s how I should make war.... By these
means I should have all the reformers put �n �rons."—The Globe.

No argument w�ll succeed �n destroy�ng the paramount �nfluence of
ten years of agreeable dream�ng. The marqu�s thought �t �llog�cal to
be angry, but could not br�ng h�mself to forg�ve. "If only th�s Jul�en
could d�e by acc�dent," he somet�mes sa�d to h�mself. It was �n th�s
way that h�s depressed �mag�nat�on found a certa�n rel�ef �n runn�ng
after the most absurd ch�mæras. They paralysed the �nfluence of the
w�se arguments of the abbé P�rard. A month went by �n th�s way
w�thout negot�at�ons advanc�ng one s�ngle stage.
The marqu�s had �n th�s fam�ly matter, just as he had �n pol�t�cs,
br�ll�ant �deas over wh�ch he would be enthus�ast�c for two or three
days. And then a l�ne of tact�cs would fa�l to please h�m because �t
was based on sound arguments, wh�le arguments only found favour
�n h�s eyes �n so far as they were based on h�s favour�te plan. He
would work for three days w�th all the ardour and enthus�asm of a
poet on br�ng�ng matters to a certa�n stage; on the follow�ng day he
would not g�ve �t a thought.
Jul�en was at f�rst d�sconcerted by the slowness of the marqu�s; but,
after some weeks, he began to surm�se that M. de La Mole had no
def�n�te plan w�th regard to th�s matter. Madame de La Mole and the
whole household bel�eved that Jul�en was travell�ng �n the prov�nces
�n connect�on w�th the adm�n�strat�on of the estates; he was �n h�d�ng
�n the parsonage of the abbé P�rard and saw Math�lde every day;
every morn�ng she would spend an hour w�th her father, but they
would somet�mes go for weeks on end w�thout talk�ng of the matter
wh�ch engrossed all the�r thoughts.



"I don't want to know where the man �s," sa�d the marqu�s to her one
day. "Send h�m th�s letter." Math�lde read:
"The Languedoc estates br�ng �n 20,600 francs. I g�ve 10,600 francs
to my daughter, and 10,000 francs to M. Jul�en Sorel. It �s
understood that I g�ve the actual estates. Tell the notary to draw up
two separate deeds of g�ft, and to br�ng them to me to-morrow, after
th�s there are to be no more relat�ons between us. Ah, Mons�eur,
could I have expected all th�s? The marqu�s de La Mole."
"I thank you very much," sa�d Math�lde ga�ly. "We w�ll go and settle �n
the Château d'A�gu�llon, between Agen and Marmande. The country
�s sa�d to be as beaut�ful as Italy."
Th�s g�ft was an extreme surpr�se to Jul�en. He was no longer the
cold, severe man whom we have h�therto known. H�s thoughts were
engrossed �n advance by h�s son's dest�ny. Th�s unexpected fortune,
substant�al as �t was for a man as poor as h�mself, made h�m
amb�t�ous. He p�ctured a t�me when both h�s w�fe and h�mself would
have an �ncome of 36,000 francs. As for Math�lde, all her emot�ons
were concentrated on her adorat�on for her husband, for that was the
name by wh�ch her pr�de �ns�sted on call�ng Jul�en. Her one great
amb�t�on was to secure the recogn�t�on of her marr�age. She passed
her t�me �n exaggerat�ng to herself the consummate prudence wh�ch
she had man�fested �n l�nk�ng her fate to that of a super�or man. The
�dea of personal mer�t became a pos�t�ve craze w�th her.
Jul�en's almost cont�nuous absence, coupled w�th the compl�cat�ons
of bus�ness matters and the l�ttle t�me ava�lable �n wh�ch to talk love,
completed the good effect produced by the w�se tact�cs wh�ch Jul�en
had prev�ously d�scovered.
Math�lde f�n�shed by los�ng pat�ence at see�ng so l�ttle of the man
whom she had come really to love.
In a moment of �rr�tat�on she wrote to her father and commenced her
letter l�ke Othello:
"My very cho�ce �s suff�c�ent proof that I have preferred Jul�en to all
the advantages wh�ch soc�ety offered to the daughter of the marqu�s
de la Mole. Such pleasures, based as they are on prest�ge and petty



van�ty mean noth�ng to me. It �s now nearly s�x weeks s�nce I have
l�ved separated from my husband. That �s suff�c�ent to man�fest my
respect for yourself. Before next Thursday I shall leave the paternal
house. Your acts of k�ndness have enr�ched us. No one knows my
secret except the venerable abbé P�rard. I shall go to h�m: he w�ll
marry us, and an hour after the ceremony we shall be on the road to
Languedoc, and we w�ll never appear aga�n �n Par�s except by your
�nstruct�ons. But what cuts me to the qu�ck �s that all th�s w�ll prov�de
the subject matter for p�quant anecdotes aga�nst me and aga�nst
yourself. May not the ep�grams of a fool�sh publ�c compel our
excellent Norbert to p�ck a quarrel w�th Jul�en, under such
c�rcumstances I know I should have no control over h�m. We should
d�scover �n h�s soul the mark of the rebel pleb�an. Oh father, I entreat
you on my knees, come and be present at my marr�age �n M.
P�rard's church next Thursday. It w�ll blunt the st�ng of mal�gnant
scandal and w�ll guarantee the l�fe's happ�ness of your only daughter,
and of that of my husband, etc., etc."
Th�s letter threw the marqu�s's soul �nto a strange embarrassment.
He must at last take a def�n�te l�ne. All h�s l�ttle hab�ts: all h�s vulgar
fr�ends had lost the�r �nfluence.
In these strange c�rcumstances the great l�nes of h�s character,
wh�ch had been formed by the events of h�s youth, reassumed all
the�r or�g�nal force. The m�sfortunes of the em�grat�on had made h�m
�nto an �mag�nat�ve man. After hav�ng enjoyed for two years an
�mmense fortune and all the d�st�nct�ons of the court, 1790 had flung
h�m �nto the awful m�ser�es of the em�grat�on. Th�s hard school�ng
had changed the character of a sp�r�t of twenty-two. In essence, he
was not so much dom�nated by h�s present r�ches as encamped �n
the�r m�dst. But that very �mag�nat�on wh�ch had preserved h�s soul
from the ta�nt of avar�ce, had made h�m a v�ct�m of a mad pass�on for
see�ng h�s daughter decorated by a f�ne t�tle.
Dur�ng the s�x weeks wh�ch had just elapsed, the marqu�s had felt at
t�mes �mpelled by a capr�ce for mak�ng Jul�en r�ch. He cons�dered
poverty mean, hum�l�at�ng for h�mself, M. de la Mole, and �mposs�ble
�n h�s daughter's husband; he was ready to lav�sh money. On the
next day h�s �mag�nat�on would go off on another tack, and he would



th�nk that Jul�en would read between the l�nes of th�s f�nanc�al
generos�ty, change h�s name, ex�le h�mself to Amer�ca, and wr�te to
Math�lde that he was dead for her. M. de la Mole �mag�ned th�s letter
wr�tten, and went so far as to follow �ts effect on h�s daughter's
character.
The day when he was awakened from these h�ghly youthful dreams
by Math�lde's actual letter after he had been th�nk�ng for along t�me
of k�ll�ng Jul�en or secur�ng h�s d�sappearance he was dream�ng of
bu�ld�ng up a br�ll�ant pos�t�on for h�m. He would make h�m take the
name of one of h�s estates, and why should he not make h�m �nher�t
a peerage? H�s father-�n-law, M. the duke de Chaulnes, had, s�nce
the death of h�s own son �n Spa�n, frequently spoken to h�m about h�s
des�re to transm�t h�s t�tle to Norbert....
"One cannot help own�ng that Jul�en has a s�ngular apt�tude for
affa�rs, had boldness, and �s poss�bly even br�ll�ant," sa�d the marqu�s
to h�mself ... "but I detect at the root of h�s character a certa�n
element wh�ch alarms me. He produces the same �mpress�on upon
everyone, consequently there must be someth�ng real �n �t," and the
more d�ff�cult th�s real�ty was to se�ze hold of, the more �t alarmed the
�mag�nat�ve m�nd of the old marqu�s.
"My daughter expressed the same po�nt very neatly the other day (�n
a suppressed letter).
"Jul�en has not jo�ned any salon or any côter�e. He has noth�ng to
support h�mself aga�nst me, and has absolutely no resource �f I
abandon h�m. Now �s that �gnorance of the actual state of soc�ety? I
have sa�d to h�m two or three t�mes, the only real and prof�table
cand�dature �s the cand�dature of the salons.
"No, he has not the adro�t, cunn�ng gen�us of an attorney who never
loses a m�nute or an opportun�ty. He �s very far from be�ng a
character l�ke Lou�s XL. On the other hand, I have seen h�m quote
the most ungenerous max�ms ... �t �s beyond me. Can �t be that he
s�mply repeats these max�ms �n order to use them as a dam aga�nst
h�s pass�ons?



"However, one th�ng comes to the surface; he cannot bear contempt,
that's my hold on h�m.
"He has not, �t �s true, the rel�g�ous reverence for h�gh b�rth. He does
not �nst�nct�vely respect us.... That �s wrong; but after all, the only
th�ngs wh�ch are supposed to make the soul of a sem�nary student
�mpat�ent are lack of enjoyment and lack of money. He �s qu�te
d�fferent, and cannot stand contempt at any pr�ce."
Pressed as he was by h�s daughter's letter, M. de la Mole real�sed
the necess�ty for mak�ng up h�s m�nd. "After all, the great quest�on �s
th�s:—D�d Jul�en's audac�ty go to the po�nt of sett�ng out to make
advances to my daughter because he knows I love her more than
anyth�ng else �n the world, and because I have an �ncome of a
hundred thousand crowns?"
Math�lde protests to the contrary.... "No, mons�eur Jul�en, that �s a
po�nt on wh�ch I am not go�ng to be under any �llus�on.
"Is �t really a case of spontaneous and authent�c love? or �s �t just a
vulgar des�re to ra�se h�mself to a f�ne pos�t�on? Math�lde �s far-
see�ng; she apprec�ated from the f�rst that th�s susp�c�on m�ght ru�n
h�m w�th me—hence that confess�on of hers. It was she who took
upon herself to love h�m the f�rst.
"The �dea of a g�rl of so proud a character so far forgett�ng herself as
to make phys�cal advances! To th�nk of press�ng h�s arm �n the
garden �n the even�ng! How horr�ble! As though there were not a
hundred other less unseemly ways of not�fy�ng h�m that he was the
object of her favour.
"Qu� s'excuse s'accuse; I d�strust Math�lde." The marqu�s's reason�ng
was more conclus�ve to-day than �t was usually. Nevertheless, force
of hab�t preva�led, and he resolved to ga�n t�me by wr�t�ng to h�s
daughter, for a correspondence was be�ng carr�ed on between one
w�ng of the hôtel and the other. M. de la Mole d�d not dare to d�scuss
matters w�th Math�lde and to see her face to face. He was fr�ghtened
of cl�nch�ng the whole matter by y�eld�ng suddenly.

"M�nd you comm�t no new acts of madness; here �s a
comm�ss�on of l�eutenant of Hussars for M. the cheval�er, Jul�en



Sorel de la Vernaye. You see what I am do�ng for h�m. Do not
�rr�tate me. Do not quest�on me. Let h�m leave w�th�n twenty-four
hours and present h�mself at Strasbourg where h�s reg�ment �s.
Here �s an order on my banker. Obey me."

Math�lde's love and joy were unl�m�ted. She w�shed to prof�t by her
v�ctory and �mmed�ately repl�ed.

"If M. de la Vernaye knew all that you are good enough to do for
h�m, he would be overwhelmed w�th grat�tude and be at your
feet. But am�dst all th�s generos�ty, my father has forgotten me;
your daughter's honour �s �n per�l. An �nd�scret�on may produce
an everlast�ng blot wh�ch an �ncome of twenty thousand crowns
could not put r�ght. I w�ll only send the comm�ss�on to M. de la
Vernaye �f you g�ve me your word that my marr�age w�ll be
publ�cly celebrated at V�llequ�er �n the course of next month.
Shortly after that per�od, wh�ch I entreat you not to prolong, your
daughter w�ll only be able to appear �n publ�c under the name of
Madame de la Vernaye. How I thank you, dear papa, for hav�ng
saved me from the name of Sorel, etc., etc."

The reply was unexpected:

"Obey or I retract everyth�ng. Tremble, you �mprudent young g�rl.
I do not yet know what your Jul�en �s, and you yourself know
less than I. Let h�m leave for Strasbourg, and try to act stra�ghtly.
I w�ll not�fy h�m from here of my w�shes w�th�n a fortn�ght."

Math�lde was aston�shed by th�s f�rm answer. I do not know Jul�en.
These words threw her �nto a rever�e wh�ch soon f�n�shed �n the most
fasc�nat�ng suppos�t�ons; but she bel�eved �n the�r truth. My Jul�en's
�ntellect �s not clothed �n the petty mean un�form of the salons, and
my father refuses to bel�eve �n h�s super�or�ty by reason of the very
fact wh�ch proves �t.
All the same, �f I do not obey th�s wh�m of h�s, I see the poss�b�l�ty of
a publ�c scene; a scandal would lower my pos�t�on �n soc�ety, and
m�ght render me less fasc�nat�ng �n Jul�en's eyes. After the scandal



... ten years of poverty; and the only th�ng wh�ch can prevent
marry�ng for mer�t becom�ng r�d�culous �s the most br�ll�ant wealth. If I
l�ve far away from my father, he �s old and may forget me.... Norbert
w�ll marry some clever, charm�ng woman; old Lou�s XIV. was
seduced by the duchess of Burgundy.
She dec�ded to obey, but refra�ned from commun�cat�ng her father's
letter to Jul�en. It m�ght perhaps have been that feroc�ous character
dr�ven to some act of madness.
Jul�en's joy was unl�m�ted when she �nformed h�m �n the even�ng that
he was a l�eutenant of Hussars. Its extent can be �mag�ned from the
fact that th�s had const�tuted the amb�t�on of h�s whole l�fe, and also
from the pass�on wh�ch he now had for h�s son. The change of name
struck h�m w�th aston�shment.
"After all," he thought, "I have got to the end of my romance, and I
deserve all the cred�t. I have managed to w�n the love of that
monster of pr�de," he added, look�ng at Math�lde. "Her father cannot
l�ve w�thout her, nor she w�thout me."

CHAPTER LXV

A STORM

My God, g�ve me med�ocr�ty.—M�rabeau.

H�s m�nd was engrossed; he only half answered the eager
tenderness that she showed to h�m. He rema�ned gloomy and
tac�turn. He had never seemed so great and so adorable �n
Math�lde's eyes. She was apprehens�ve of some subtle tw�st of h�s
pr�de wh�ch would spo�l the whole s�tuat�on.



She saw the abbé P�rard come to the hôtel nearly every morn�ng.
M�ght not Jul�en have d�v�ned someth�ng of her father's �ntent�ons
through h�m? M�ght not the marqu�s h�mself have wr�tten to h�m �n a
momentary capr�ce. What was the explanat�on of Jul�en's stern
manner follow�ng on so great a happ�ness? She d�d not dare to
quest�on.
She d�d not dare—she—Math�lde! From that moment her feel�ngs for
Jul�en conta�ned a certa�n vague and unexpected element wh�ch was
almost pan�c. Th�s ar�d soul exper�enced all the pass�on poss�ble �n
an �nd�v�dual who has been brought up am�d that excess�ve
c�v�l�sat�on wh�ch Par�s so much adm�res.
Early on the follow�ng day Jul�en was at the house of the abbé
P�rard. Some post-horses were arr�v�ng �n the courtyard w�th a
d�lap�dated cha�se wh�ch had been h�red at a ne�ghbour�ng stat�on.
"A veh�cle l�ke that �s out of fash�on," sa�d the stern abbé to h�m
morosely. "Here are twenty thousand francs wh�ch M. de la Mole
makes you a g�ft of. He �ns�sts on your spend�ng them w�th�n a year,
but at the same t�me wants you to try to look as l�ttle r�d�culous as
poss�ble." (The pr�est regarded fl�ng�ng away so substant�al a sum on
a young man as s�mply an opportun�ty for s�n).
"The marqu�s adds th�s: 'M. Jul�en de la Vernaye w�ll have rece�ved
th�s money from h�s father, whom �t �s needless to call by any other
name. M. de la Vernaye w�ll perhaps th�nk �t proper to g�ve a present
to M. Sorel, a carpenter of Verr�ères, who cared for h�m �n h�s
ch�ldhood....' I can undertake that comm�ss�on," added the abbé. "I
have at last preva�led upon M. de la Mole to come to a settlement
w�th that Jesu�t, the abbé de Fr�la�r. H�s �nfluence �s unquest�onably
too much for us. The complete recogn�t�on of your h�gh b�rth on the
part of th�s man, who �s �n fact the governor of B—— w�ll be one of
the unwr�tten terms of the arrangement." Jul�en could no longer
control h�s ecstasy. He embraced the abbé. He saw h�mself
recogn�sed.
"For shame," sa�d M. P�rard, push�ng h�m away. "What �s the
mean�ng of th�s worldly van�ty? As for Sorel and h�s sons, I w�ll offer
them �n my own name a yearly allowance of f�ve hundred francs,



wh�ch w�ll be pa�d to each of them as long as I am sat�sf�ed w�th
them."
Jul�en was already cold and haughty. He expressed h�s thanks, but
�n the vaguest terms wh�ch bound h�m to noth�ng. "Could �t be
poss�ble," he sa�d to h�mself, "that I am the natural son of some great
nobleman who was ex�led to our mounta�ns by the terr�ble
Napoleon?" Th�s �dea seemed less and less �mprobable every
m�nute.... "My hatred of my father would be a proof of th�s.... In that
case, I should not be an unnatural monster after all."
A few days after th�s sol�loquy the F�fteenth Reg�ment of Hussars,
wh�ch was one of the most br�ll�ant �n the army, was be�ng rev�ewed
on the parade ground of Strasbourg. M. the cheval�er de La Vernaye
sat the f�nest horse �n Alsace, wh�ch had cost h�m s�x thousand
francs. He was rece�ved as a l�eutenant, though he had never been
sub-l�eutenant except on the rolls of a reg�ment of wh�ch he had
never heard.
H�s �mpass�ve manner, h�s stern and almost mal�c�ous eyes, h�s
pallor, and h�s �nvar�able self-possess�on, founded h�s reputat�on
from the very f�rst day. Shortly afterwards h�s perfect and calculated
pol�teness, and h�s sk�ll at shoot�ng and fenc�ng, of wh�ch, though
w�thout any undue ostentat�on, he made h�s comrades aware, d�d
away w�th all �dea of mak�ng fun of h�m openly. After hes�tat�ng for
f�ve or s�x days, the publ�c op�n�on of the reg�ment declared �tself �n
h�s favour.
"Th�s young man has everyth�ng," sa�d the facet�ous old off�cers,
"except youth."
Jul�en wrote from Strasbourg to the old curé of Verr�ères, M. Chélan,
who was now verg�ng on extreme old age.
"You w�ll have learnt, w�th a joy of wh�ch I have no doubt, of the
events wh�ch have �nduced my fam�ly to enr�ch me. Here are f�ve
hundred francs wh�ch I request you to d�str�bute qu�etly, and w�thout
any ment�on of my name, among those unfortunate ones who are
now poor as I myself was once, and whom you w�ll doubtless help as
you once helped me."



Jul�en was �ntox�cated w�th amb�t�on, and not w�th van�ty. He
nevertheless devoted a great part of h�s t�me to attend�ng to h�s
external appearance. H�s horses, h�s un�form, h�s orderl�es' l�ver�es,
were all kept w�th a correctness wh�ch would have done cred�t to the
punct�l�ousness of a great Engl�sh nobleman. He had scarcely been
made a l�eutenant as a matter of favour (and that only two days ago)
than he began to calculate that �f he was to become commander-�n-
ch�ef at th�rty, l�ke all the great generals, then he must be more than
a l�eutenant at twenty-three at the latest. He thought about noth�ng
except fame and h�s son.
It was �n the m�dst of the ecstas�es of the most re�nless amb�t�on that
he was surpr�sed by the arr�val of a young valet from the Hôtel de la
Mole, who had come w�th a letter.
"All �s lost," wrote Math�lde to h�m: "Rush here as qu�ckly as poss�ble,
sacr�f�ce everyth�ng, desert �f necessary. As soon as you have
arr�ved, wa�t for me �n a f�acre near the l�ttle garden door, near No.
—— of the street —— I w�ll come and speak to you: I shall perhaps
be able to �ntroduce you �nto the garden. All �s lost, and I am afra�d
there �s no way out; count on me; you w�ll f�nd me staunch and f�rm
�n advers�ty. I love you."
A few m�nutes afterwards, Jul�en obta�ned a furlough from the
colonel, and left Strasbourg at full gallop. But the awful anx�ety wh�ch
devoured h�m d�d not allow h�m to cont�nue th�s method of travel
beyond Metz. He flung h�mself �nto a post-cha�se, and arr�ved w�th
an almost �ncred�ble rap�d�ty at the �nd�cated spot, near the l�ttle
garden door of the Hôtel de la Mole. The door opened, and Math�lde,
obl�v�ous of all human convent�ons, rushed �nto h�s arms.
Fortunately, �t was only f�ve o'clock �n the morn�ng, and the street
was st�ll deserted.
"All �s lost. My father, fear�ng my tears, left Thursday n�ght. Nobody
knows where for? But here �s h�s letter: read �t." She cl�mbed �nto the
f�acre w�th Jul�en.
"I could forg�ve everyth�ng except the plan of seduc�ng you because
you are r�ch. That, unhappy g�rl, �s the awful truth. I g�ve you my word
of honour that I w�ll never consent to a marr�age w�th that man. I w�ll



guarantee h�m an �ncome of 10,000 francs �f he w�ll l�ve far away
beyond the French front�ers, or better st�ll, �n Amer�ca. Read the
letter wh�ch I have just rece�ved �n answer to the enqu�r�es wh�ch I
have made. The �mpudent scoundrel had h�mself requested me to
wr�te to madame de Rênal. I w�ll never read a s�ngle l�ne you wr�te
concern�ng that man. I feel a horror for both Par�s and yourself. I
urge you to cover what �s bound to happen w�th the utmost secrecy.
Be frank, have noth�ng more to do w�th the v�le man, and you w�ll f�nd
aga�n the father you have lost."
"Where �s Madame de Rênal's letter?" sa�d Jul�en coldly.
"Here �t �s. I d�d not want to shew �t to you before you were prepared
for �t."

LETTER

"My dut�es to the sacred cause of rel�g�on and moral�ty, obl�ge
me, mons�eur, to take the pa�nful course wh�ch I have just done
w�th regard to yourself: an �nfall�ble pr�nc�ple orders me to do
harm to my ne�ghbour at the present moment, but only �n order
to avo�d an even greater scandal. My sent�ment of duty must
overcome the pa�n wh�ch I exper�ence. It �s only too true,
mons�eur, that the conduct of the person about whom you ask
me to tell you the whole truth may seem �ncred�ble or even
honest. It may poss�bly be cons�dered proper to h�de or to
d�sgu�se part of the truth: that would be �n accordance w�th both
prudence and rel�g�on. But the conduct about wh�ch you des�re
�nformat�on has been �n fact reprehens�ble to the last degree,
and more than I can say. Poor and greedy as the man �s, �t �s
only by the a�d of the most consummate hypocr�sy, and by
seduc�ng a weak and unhappy woman, that he has
endeavoured to make a career for h�mself and become
someone �n the world. It �s part of my pa�nful duty to add that I
am obl�ged to bel�eve that M. Jul�en has no rel�g�ous pr�nc�ples. I
am dr�ven consc�ent�ously to th�nk that one of h�s methods of
obta�n�ng success �n any household �s to try to seduce the
woman who commands the pr�nc�pal �nfluence. H�s one great
object, �n sp�te of h�s show of d�s�nterestedness, and h�s stock-



�n-trade of phrases out of novels, �s to succeed �n do�ng what he
l�kes w�th the master of the household and h�s fortune. He
leaves beh�nd h�m unhapp�ness and eternal remorse, etc., etc.,
etc."

Th�s extremely long letter, wh�ch was almost blotted out by tears,
was certa�nly �n madame de Rênal's handwr�t�ng; �t was even wr�tten
w�th more than ord�nary care.
"I cannot blame M. de la Mole," sa�d Jul�en, "after he had f�n�shed �t.
He �s just and prudent. What father would g�ve h�s beloved daughter
to such a man? Ad�eu!" Jul�en jumped out of the f�acre and rushed to
h�s post-cha�se, wh�ch had stopped at the end of the street. Math�lde,
whom he had apparently forgotten, took a few steps as though to
follow h�m, but the looks she rece�ved from the tradesmen, who were
com�ng out on the thresholds of the�r shops, and who knew who she
was, forced her to return prec�p�tately to the garden.
Jul�en had left for Verr�ères. Dur�ng that rap�d journey he was unable
to wr�te to Math�lde as he had �ntended. H�s hand could only form
�lleg�ble characters on the paper.
He arr�ved at Verr�ères on a Sunday morn�ng. He entered the shop of
the local gunsm�th, who overwhelmed h�m w�th congratulat�ons on
h�s recent good fortune. It const�tuted the news of the local�ty.
Jul�en had much d�ff�culty �n mak�ng h�m understand that he wanted
a pa�r of p�stols. At h�s request the gunsm�th loaded the p�stols.
The three peals sounded; �t �s a well-known s�gnal �n the v�llages of
France, and after the var�ous r�ng�ngs �n the morn�ng announces the
�mmed�ate commencement of Mass.
Jul�en entered the new church of Verr�ères. All the lofty w�ndows of
the bu�ld�ng were ve�led w�th cr�mson curta�ns. Jul�en found h�mself
some spaces beh�nd the pew of madame de Rênal. It seemed to h�m
that she was pray�ng fervently The s�ght of the woman whom he had
loved so much made Jul�en's arm tremble so v�olently that he was at
f�rst unable to execute h�s project. "I cannot," he sa�d to h�mself. "It �s
a phys�cal �mposs�b�l�ty."



At that moment the young pr�est, who was off�c�at�ng at the Mass,
rang the bell for the elevat�on of the host. Madame de Rênal lowered
her head, wh�ch, for a moment became ent�rely h�dden by the folds
of her shawl. Jul�en d�d not see her features so d�st�nctly: he a�med a
p�stol shot at her, and m�ssed her: he a�med a second shot, she fell.

CHAPTER LXVI

SAD DETAILS

Do not expect any weakness on my part. I have avenged
myself. I have deserved death, and here I am. Pray for my soul.
—Sch�ller

Jul�en rema�ned mot�onless. He saw noth�ng more. When he
recovered h�mself a l�ttle he not�ced all the fa�thful rush�ng from the
church. The pr�est had left the altar. Jul�en started fa�rly slowly to
follow some women who were go�ng away w�th loud screams. A
woman who was try�ng to get away more qu�ckly than the others,
pushed h�m roughly. He fell. H�s feet got entangled w�th a cha�r,
knocked over by the crowd; when he got up, he felt h�s neck gr�pped.
A gendarme, �n full un�form, was arrest�ng h�m. Jul�en tr�ed
mechan�cally to have recourse to h�s l�ttle p�stol; but a second
gendarme p�n�oned h�s arms.
He was taken to the pr�son. They went �nto a room where �rons were
put on h�s hands. He was left alone. The door was doubly locked on
h�m. All th�s was done very qu�ckly, and he scarcely apprec�ated �t at
all.
"Yes, upon my word, all �s over," he sa�d aloud as he recovered
h�mself. "Yes, the gu�llot�ne �n a fortn�ght ... or k�ll�ng myself here."



H�s reason�ng d�d not go any further. H�s head felt as though �t had
been se�zed �n some v�olent gr�p. He looked round to see �f anyone
was hold�ng h�m. After some moments he fell �nto a deep sleep.
Madame de Rênal was not mortally wounded. The f�rst bullet had
p�erced her hat. The second had been f�red as she was turn�ng
round. The bullet had struck her on the shoulder, and, aston�sh�ng to
relate, had r�cocheted from off the shoulder bone (wh�ch �t had,
however, broken) aga�nst a goth�c p�llar, from wh�ch �t had loosened
an enormous spl�nter of stone.
When, after a long and pa�nful bandag�ng, the solemn surgeon sa�d
to madame de Rênal, "I answer for your l�fe as I would for my own,"
she was profoundly gr�eved.
She had been s�ncerely des�rous of death for a long t�me. The letter
wh�ch she had wr�tten to M. de la Mole �n accordance w�th the
�njunct�ons of her present confessor, had proved the f�nal blow to a
creature already weakened by an only too permanent unhapp�ness.
Th�s unhapp�ness was caused by Jul�en's absence; but she, for her
own part, called �t remorse. Her d�rector, a young eccles�ast�c, who
was both v�rtuous and enthus�ast�c, and had recently come to D�jon,
made no m�stake as to �ts nature.
"Dy�ng �n th�s way, though not by my own hand, �s very far from be�ng
a s�n," thought madame de Rênal. "God w�ll perhaps forg�ve me for
rejo�c�ng over my death." She d�d not dare to add, "and dy�ng by
Jul�en's hand puts the last touch on my happ�ness."
She had scarcely been r�d of the presence of the surgeon and of all
the crowd of fr�ends that had rushed to see her, than she called her
ma�d, El�sa. "The gaoler," she sa�d to her w�th a v�olent blush, "�s a
cruel man. He w�ll doubtless �ll-treat h�m, th�nk�ng to please me by
do�ng so.... I cannot bear that �dea. Could you not go, as though on
your own account, and g�ve the gaoler th�s l�ttle packet wh�ch
conta�ns some lou�s. You w�ll tell h�m that rel�g�on forb�ds h�m to treat
h�m badly, above all, he must not go and speak about the send�ng of
th�s money."



It was th�s c�rcumstance, wh�ch we have just ment�oned, that Jul�en
had to thank for the human�ty of the gaoler of Verr�ères. It was st�ll
the same M. No�raud, that �deal off�c�al, whom he remembered as
be�ng so f�nely alarmed by M. Appert's presence.
A judge appeared �n the pr�son. "I occas�oned death by
premed�tat�on," sa�d Jul�en to h�m. "I bought the p�stols and had them
loaded at so-and-so's, a gunsm�th. Art�cle 1342 of the penal code �s
clear. I deserve death, and I expect �t." Aston�shed at th�s k�nd of
answer, the judge started to mult�ply h�s quest�ons, w�th a v�ew of the
accused contrad�ct�ng h�mself �n h�s answers.
"Don't you see," sa�d Jul�en to h�m w�th a sm�le, "that I am mak�ng
myself out as gu�lty as you can poss�bly des�re? Go away, mons�eur,
you w�ll not fa�l to catch the quarry you are pursu�ng. You w�ll have
the pleasure to condemn me. Spare me your presence."
"I have an �rksome duty to perform," thought Jul�en. "I must wr�te to
mademo�selle de la Mole:—"

"I have avenged myself," he sa�d to her. "Unfortunately, my
name w�ll appear �n the papers, and I shall not be able to
escape from the world �ncogn�to. I shall d�e �n two months' t�me.
My revenge was ghastly, l�ke the pa�n of be�ng separated from
you. From th�s moment I forb�d myself to wr�te or pronounce
your name. Never speak of me even to my son; s�lence �s the
only way of honour�ng me. To the ord�nary commonplace man, I
shall represent a common assass�n. Allow me the luxury of the
truth at th�s supreme moment; you w�ll forget me. Th�s great
catastrophe of wh�ch I adv�se you not to say a s�ngle word to a
s�ngle l�v�ng person, w�ll exhaust, for several years to come, all
that romant�c and unduly adventurous element wh�ch I have
detected �n your character. You were �ntended by nature to l�ve
among the heroes of the m�ddle ages; exh�b�t the�r f�rm
character. Let what has to happen take place �n secret and
w�thout your be�ng comprom�sed. You w�ll assume a false name,
and you w�ll conf�de �n no one. If you absolutely need a fr�end's
help, I bequeath the abbé P�rard to you.



"Do not talk to anyone else, part�cularly to the people of your
own class—the de Luz's, the Caylus's.
"A year after my death, marry M. de Cro�seno�s; I command you
as your husband. Do not wr�te to me at all, I shall not answer.
Though �n my v�ew, much less w�cked than Iago, I am go�ng to
say, l�ke h�m: 'From th�s t�me forth, I never w�ll speack word.'[1]

"I shall never be seen to speak or wr�te aga�n. You w�ll have
rece�ved my f�nal words and my f�nal express�ons of adorat�on.

"J. S."

It was only after he had despatched th�s letter and had recovered
h�mself a l�ttle, that Jul�en felt for the f�rst t�me extremely unhappy.
Those momentous words, I shall d�e, meant the success�ve tear�ng
out of h�s heart of each �nd�v�dual hope and amb�t�on. Death, �n �tself,
was not horr�ble �n h�s eyes. H�s whole l�fe had been noth�ng but a
long preparat�on for unhapp�ness, and he had made a po�nt of not
los�ng s�ght of what �s cons�dered the greatest unhapp�ness of all.
"Come then," he sa�d to h�mself; "�f I had to f�ght a duel �n a couple of
months, w�th an expert duell�st, should I be weak enough to th�nk
about �t �ncessantly w�th pan�c �n my soul?"
He passed more than an hour �n try�ng to analyze h�mself thoroughly
on th�s score.
When he saw clear �n h�s own soul, and the truth appeared before
h�s eyes w�th as much def�n�teness as one of the p�llars of h�s pr�son,
he thought about remorse.
"Why should I have any? I have been atroc�ously �njured; I have
k�lled—I deserve death, but that �s all. I d�e after hav�ng squared my
account w�th human�ty. I do not leave any obl�gat�on unfulf�lled. I owe
noth�ng to anybody; there �s noth�ng shameful about my death,
except the �nstrument of �t; that alone, �t �s true, �s s�mply suff�c�ent to
d�sgrace me �n the eyes of the bourgeo�s of Verr�ères; but from the
�ntellectual standpo�nt, what could be more contempt�ble than they? I
have one means of w�nn�ng the�r cons�derat�on; by fl�ng�ng p�eces of



gold to the people as I go to the scaffold. If my memory �s l�nked w�th
the �dea of gold, they w�ll always look upon �t as resplendent."
After th�s cha�n of reason�ng, wh�ch after a m�nute's reflect�on
seemed to h�m self-ev�dent, Jul�en sa�d to h�mself, "I have noth�ng
left to do �n the world," and fell �nto a deep sleep.
About 9 o'clock �n the even�ng the gaoler woke h�m up as he brought
�n h�s supper.
"What are they say�ng �n Verr�ères?"
"M. Jul�en, the oath wh�ch I took before the cruc�f�x �n the 'Royal
Courtyard,' on the day when I was �nstalled �n my place, obl�ges me
to s�lence."
He was s�lent, but rema�ned. Jul�en was amused by the s�ght of th�s
vulgar hypocr�sy. I must make h�m, he thought, wa�t a long t�me for
the f�ve francs wh�ch he wants to sell h�s consc�ence for.
When the gaoler saw h�m f�n�sh h�s meal w�thout mak�ng any attempt
to corrupt h�m, he sa�d �n a soft and perf�d�ous vo�ce:
"The affect�on wh�ch I have for you, M. Jul�en, compels me to speak.
Although they say that �t �s contrary to the �nterests of just�ce,
because �t may ass�st you �n prepar�ng your defence. M. Jul�en you
are a good fellow at heart, and you w�ll be very glad to learn that
madame de Rênal �s better."
"What! she �s not dead?" excla�med Jul�en, bes�de h�mself.
"What, you know noth�ng?" sa�d the gaoler, w�th a stup�d a�r wh�ch
soon turned �nto exultant cup�d�ty. "It would be very proper, mons�eur,
for you to g�ve someth�ng to the surgeon, who, so far as law and
just�ce go, ought not to have spoken. But �n order to please you,
mons�eur, I went to h�m, and he told me everyth�ng."
"Anyway, the wound �s not mortal," sa�d Jul�en to h�m �mpat�ently,
"you answer for �t on your l�fe?"
The gaoler, who was a g�ant s�x feet tall, was fr�ghtened and ret�red
towards the door. Jul�en saw that he was adopt�ng bad tact�cs for



gett�ng at the truth. He sat down aga�n and flung a napoleon to M.
No�raud.
As the man's story proved to Jul�en more and more conclus�vely that
madame de Rênal's wound was not mortal, he felt h�mself overcome
by tears. "Leave me," he sa�d brusquely.
The gaoler obeyed. Scarcely had the door shut, than Jul�en
excla�med: "Great God, she �s not dead," and he fell on h�s knees,
shedd�ng hot tears.
In th�s supreme moment he was a bel�ever. What mattered the
hypocr�s�es of the pr�ests? Could they abate one wh�t of the truth and
subl�m�ty of the �dea of God?
It was only then that Jul�en began to repent of the cr�me that he had
comm�tted. By a co�nc�dence, wh�ch prevented h�m fall�ng �nto
despa�r, �t was only at the present moment that the cond�t�on of
phys�cal �rr�tat�on and sem�-madness, �n wh�ch he had been plunged
s�nce h�s departure from Par�s for Verr�ères came to an end.
H�s tears had a generous source. He had no doubt about the
condemnat�on wh�ch awa�ted h�m.
"So she w�ll l�ve," he sa�d to h�mself. "She w�ll l�ve to forg�ve me and
love me."
Very late the next morn�ng the gaoler woke h�m up and sa�d, "You
must have a famous sp�r�t, M. Jul�en. I have come �n tw�ce, but I d�d
not want to wake you up. Here are two bottles of excellent w�ne
wh�ch our curé, M. Maslon, has sent you."
"What, �s that scoundrel st�ll here?" sa�d Jul�en.
"Yes, mons�eur," sa�d the gaoler, lower�ng h�s vo�ce. "But do not talk
so loud, �t may do you harm."
Jul�en laughed heart�ly.
"At the stage I have reached, my fr�end, you alone can do me harm
�n the event of your ceas�ng to be k�nd and tender. You w�ll be well
pa�d," sa�d Jul�en, chang�ng h�s tone and revert�ng to h�s �mper�ous



manner. Th�s manner was �mmed�ately just�f�ed by the g�ft of a p�ece
of money.
M. No�raud related aga�n, w�th the greatest deta�l, everyth�ng he had
learnt about madame de Rênal, but he d�d not make any ment�on of
mademo�selle El�sa's v�s�t.
The man was as base and serv�le as �t was poss�ble to be. An �dea
crossed Jul�en's m�nd. "Th�s k�nd of m�sshapen g�ant cannot earn
more than three or four hundred francs, for h�s pr�son �s not at all full.
I can guarantee h�m ten thousand francs, �f he w�ll escape w�th me to
Sw�tzerland. The d�ff�culty w�ll be �n persuad�ng h�m of my good
fa�th." The �dea of the long conversat�on he would need to have w�th
so v�le a person f�lled Jul�en w�th d�sgust. He thought of someth�ng
else.
In the even�ng the t�me had passed. A post-cha�se had come to p�ck
h�m up at m�dn�ght. He was very pleased w�th h�s travell�ng
compan�ons, the gendarmes. When he arr�ved at the pr�son of
Besançon �n the morn�ng they were k�nd enough to place h�m �n the
upper storey of a Goth�c turret. He judged the arch�tecture to be of
the beg�nn�ng of the fourteenth century. He adm�red �ts fasc�nat�ng
grace and l�ghtness. Through a narrow space between two walls,
beyond the deep court, there opened a superb v�sta.
On the follow�ng day there was an �nterrogat�on, after wh�ch he was
left �n peace for several days. H�s soul was calm. He found h�s affa�r
a perfectly s�mple one. "I meant to k�ll. I deserve to be k�lled."
H�s thoughts d�d not l�nger any further over th�s l�ne of reason�ng. As
for the sentence, the d�sagreeableness of appear�ng �n publ�c, the
defence, he cons�dered all th�s as sl�ght embarrassment, �rksome
formal�t�es, wh�ch �t would be t�me enough to cons�der on the actual
day. The actual moment of death d�d not se�ze hold of h�s m�nd
e�ther. "I w�ll th�nk about �t after the sentence." L�fe was no longer
bor�ng, he was env�sag�ng everyth�ng from a new po�nt of v�ew, he
had no longer any amb�t�on. He rarely thought about mademo�selle
de la Mole. H�s pass�on of remorse engrossed h�m a great deal, and
often conjured up the �mage of madame de Rênal, part�cularly dur�ng



the s�lence of the n�ght, wh�ch �n th�s h�gh turret was only d�sturbed
by the song of the osprey.
He thanked heaven that he had not �nfl�cted a mortal wound.
"Aston�sh�ng," he sa�d to h�mself, "I thought that she had destroyed
my future happ�ness for ever by her letter to M. de la Mole, and here
am I, less than a fortn�ght after the date of that letter, not g�v�ng a
s�ngle thought to all the th�ngs that engrossed me then. An �ncome of
two or three thousand francs, on wh�ch to l�ve qu�etly �n a mounta�n
d�str�ct, l�ke Vergy.... I was happy then.... I d�d not real�se my
happ�ness."
At other moments he would jump up from h�s cha�r. "If I had mortally
wounded madame de Rênal, I would have k�lled myself.... I need to
feel certa�n of that so as not to horr�fy myself."
"K�ll myself? That's the great quest�on," he sa�d to h�mself. "Oh,
those judges, those f�ends of red tape, who would hang the�r best
c�t�zen �n order to w�n the cross.... At any rate, I should escape from
the�r control and from the bad French of the�r �nsults, wh�ch the local
paper w�ll call eloquence."
"I st�ll have f�ve or s�x weeks, more or less to l�ve.... K�ll myself. No,
not for a m�nute," he sa�d to h�mself after some days, "Napoleon
went on l�v�ng."
"Bes�des, I f�nd l�fe pleasant, th�s place �s qu�et, I am not troubled
w�th bores," he added w�th a sm�le, and he began to make out a l�st
of the books wh�ch he wanted to order from Par�s.



[1] Stendhal's bad spell�ng �s here reproduced.

CHAPTER LXVII

A TURRET

The tomb of a fr�end.—Sterne.

He heard a loud no�se �n the corr�dor. It was not the t�me when the
gaoler usually came up to h�s pr�son. The osprey flew away w�th a
shr�ek. The door opened, and the venerable curé Chélan threw
h�mself �nto h�s arms. He was trembl�ng all over and had h�s st�ck �n
h�s hands.
"Great God! Is �t poss�ble, my ch�ld—I ought to say monster?"
The good old man could not add a s�ngle word. Jul�en was afra�d he
would fall down. He was obl�ged to lead h�m to a cha�r. The hand of
t�me lay heavy on th�s man who had once been so act�ve. He
seemed to Jul�en the mere shadow of h�s former self.
When he had rega�ned h�s breath, he sa�d, "It was only the day
before yesterday that I rece�ved your letter from Strasbourg w�th your
f�ve hundred francs for the poor of Verr�ères. They brought �t to me �n
the mounta�ns at L�veru where I am l�v�ng �n ret�rement w�th my
nephew Jean. Yesterday I learnt of the catastrophe.... Heavens, �s �t
poss�ble?" And the old man left off weep�ng. He d�d not seem to have
any �deas left, but added mechan�cally, "You w�ll have need of your
f�ve hundred francs, I w�ll br�ng them back to you."
"I need to see you, my father," excla�med Jul�en, really touched. "I
have money, anyway."



But he could not obta�n any coherent answer. From t�me to t�me, M.
Chélan shed some tears wh�ch coursed s�lently down h�s cheeks. He
then looked at Jul�en, and was qu�te dazed when he saw h�m k�ss h�s
hands and carry them to h�s l�ps. That face wh�ch had once been so
v�v�d, and wh�ch had once portrayed w�th such v�gour the most noble
emot�ons was now sunk �n a perpetual apathy. A k�nd of peasant
came soon to fetch the old man. "You must not fat�gue h�m," he sa�d
to Jul�en, who understood that he was the nephew. Th�s v�s�t left
Jul�en plunged �n a cruel unhapp�ness wh�ch found no vent �n tears.
Everyth�ng seemed to h�m gloomy and d�sconsolate. He felt h�s heart
frozen �n h�s bosom.
Th�s moment was the cruellest wh�ch he had exper�enced s�nce the
cr�me. He had just seen death and seen �t �n all �ts ugl�ness. All h�s
�llus�ons about greatness of soul and nob�l�ty of character had been
d�ss�pated l�ke a cloud before the hurr�cane.
Th�s awful pl�ght lasted several hours. After moral po�son�ng,
phys�cal remed�es and champagne are necessary. Jul�en would have
cons�dered h�mself a coward to have resorted to them. "What a fool I
am," he excla�med, towards the end of the horr�ble day that he had
spent ent�rely �n walk�ng up and down h�s narrow turret. "It's only, �f I
had been go�ng to d�e l�ke anybody else, that the s�ght of that poor
old man would have had any r�ght to have thrown me �nto th�s awful
f�t of sadness: but a rap�d death �n the flower of my age s�mply puts
me beyond the reach of such awful sen�l�ty."
In sp�te of all h�s argumentat�on, Jul�en felt as touched as any weak-
m�nded person would have been, and consequently felt unhappy as
the result of the v�s�t. He no longer had any element of rugged
greatness, or any Roman v�rtue. Death appeared to h�m at a great
he�ght and seemed a less easy propos�t�on.
"Th�s �s what I shall take for my thermometer," he sa�d to h�mself.
"To-n�ght I am ten degrees below the courage requ�s�te for gu�llot�ne-
po�nt level. I had that courage th�s morn�ng. Anyway, what does �t
matter so long as �t comes back to me at the necessary moment?"
Th�s thermometer �dea amused h�m and f�nally managed to d�stract
h�m.



When he woke up the next day he was ashamed of the prev�ous day.
"My happ�ness and peace of m�nd are at stake." He almost made up
h�s m�nd to wr�te to the Procureur-General to request that no one
should be adm�tted to see h�m. "And how about Fouqué," he
thought? "If he takes �t upon h�mself to come to Besançon, h�s gr�ef
w�ll be �mmense." It had perhaps been two months s�nce he had
g�ven Fouqué a thought. "I was a great fool at Strasbourg. My
thoughts d�d not go beyond my coat-collar. He was much engrossed
by the memory of Fouqué, wh�ch left h�m more and more touched.
He walked nervously about. Here I am, clearly twenty degrees below
death po�nt.... If th�s weakness �ncreases, �t w�ll be better for me to
k�ll myself. What joy for the abbé Maslon, and the Valenods, �f I d�e
l�ke an usher."
Fouqué arr�ved. The good, s�mple man, was d�stracted by gr�ef. H�s
one �dea, so far as he had any at all, was to sell all he possessed �n
order to br�be the gaoler and secure Jul�en's escape. He talked to
h�m at length of M. de Lavalette's escape.
"You pa�n me," Jul�en sa�d to h�m. "M. de Lavalette was �nnocent—I
am gu�lty. Though you d�d not mean to, you made me th�nk of the
d�fference...."
"But �s �t true? What? were you go�ng to sell all you possessed?"
sa�d Jul�en, suddenly becom�ng m�strustful and observant.
Fouqué was del�ghted at see�ng h�s fr�end answer h�s obsess�ng
�dea, and deta�led at length, and w�th�n a hundred francs, what he
would get for each of h�s propert�es.
"What a subl�me effort for a small country land-owner," thought
Jul�en. "He �s ready to sacr�f�ce for me the fru�ts of all the econom�es,
and all the l�ttle sem�-sw�ndl�ng tr�cks wh�ch I used to be ashamed of
when I saw h�m pract�ce them."
"None of the handsome young people whom I saw �n the Hôtel de la
Mole, and who read René, would have any of h�s r�d�culous
weaknesses: but, except those who are very young and who have
also �nher�ted r�ches and are �gnorant of the value of money, wh�ch of
all those handsome Par�s�ans would be capable of such a sacr�f�ce?"



All Fouqué's m�stakes �n French and all h�s common gestures
seemed to d�sappear. He threw h�mself �nto h�s arms. Never have
the prov�nces �n compar�son w�th Par�s rece�ved so f�ne a tr�bute.
Fouqué was so del�ghted w�th the momentary enthus�asm wh�ch he
read �n h�s fr�end's eyes that he took �t for consent to the fl�ght.
Th�s v�ew of the subl�me recalled to Jul�en all the strength that the
appar�t�on of M. Chélan had made h�m lose. He was st�ll very young;
but �n my v�ew he was a f�ne spec�men. Instead of h�s character
pass�ng from tenderness to cunn�ng, as �s the case w�th the major�ty
of men, age would have g�ven h�m that k�ndness of heart wh�ch �s
eas�ly melted ... but what ava�l these va�n prophec�es.
The �nterrogat�ons became more frequent �n sp�te of all the efforts of
Jul�en, who always endeavoured by h�s answers to shorten the
whole matter.
"I k�lled, or at any rate, I w�shed to occas�on death, and I d�d so w�th
premed�tat�on," he would repeat every day. But the judge was a
pedant above everyth�ng. Jul�en's confess�ons had no effect �n
curta�l�ng the �nterrogat�ons. The judge's conce�t was wounded.
Jul�en d�d not know that they had wanted to transfer h�m �nto an
awful cell, and that �t was only, thanks to Fouqué's efforts, that he
was allowed to keep h�s pretty room at the top of a hundred and
e�ghty steps.
M. the abbé de Fr�la�r was one of the �mportant customers who
entrusted Fouqué w�th the purvey�ng of the�r f�rewood. The good
tradesmen managed to reach the all powerful grand v�car. M. de
Fr�la�r �nformed h�m, to h�s unspeakable del�ght, that he was so
touched by Jul�en's good qual�t�es, and by the serv�ces wh�ch he had
formerly rendered to the sem�nary, that he �ntended to recommend
h�m to the judges. Fouqué thought he saw a hope of sav�ng h�s
fr�end, and as he went out, bow�ng down to the ground, requested M.
the grand v�car, to d�str�bute a sum of ten lou�s �n masses to entreat
the acqu�ttal of the accused.
Fouqué was mak�ng a strange m�stake. M. de Fr�la�r was very far
from be�ng a Valenod. He refused, and even tr�ed to make the good
peasant understand that he would do better to keep h�s money.



See�ng that �t was �mposs�ble to be clear w�thout be�ng �nd�screet, he
adv�sed h�m to g�ve that sum as alms for the use of the poor
pr�soners, who, �n po�nt of fact, were dest�tute of everyth�ng.
"Th�s Jul�en �s a s�ngular person, h�s act�on �s un�ntell�g�ble," thought
M. de Fr�la�r, "and I ought to f�nd noth�ng un�ntell�g�ble. Perhaps �t w�ll
be poss�ble to make a martyr of h�m.... In any case, I shall get to the
bottom of the matter, and shall perhaps f�nd an opportun�ty of putt�ng
fear �nto the heart of that madame de Rênal who has no respect for
us, and at the bottom detests me.... Perhaps I m�ght be able to ut�l�se
all th�s as a means of a br�ll�ant reconc�l�at�on w�th M. de la Mole, who
has a weakness for the l�ttle sem�nar�st."
The settlement of the lawsu�t had been s�gned some weeks
prev�ously, and the abbé P�rard had left Besançon after hav�ng duly
ment�oned Jul�en's myster�ous b�rth, on the very day when the
unhappy man tr�ed to assass�nate madame de Rênal �n the church of
Verr�ères.
There was only one d�sagreeable event between h�mself and h�s
death wh�ch Jul�en ant�c�pated. He consulted Fouqué concern�ng h�s
�dea of wr�t�ng to M. the Procureur-General ask�ng to be exempt from
all v�s�ts. Th�s horror at the s�ght of a father, above all at a moment
l�ke th�s, deeply shocked the honest m�ddle-class heart of the wood
merchant.
He thought he understood why so many people had a pass�onate
hatred for h�s fr�end. He concealed h�s feel�ngs out of respect for
m�sfortune.
"In any case," he answered coldly, "such an order for pr�vacy would
not be appl�ed to your father."

CHAPTER LXVIII

A POWERFUL MAN



But her proceed�ngs are so myster�ous and her f�gure �s so elegant!
Who can she be?—Sch�ller.

The doors of the turret opened very early on the follow�ng day.
"Oh! good God," he thought, "here's my father! What an unpleasant
scene!"
At the same t�me a woman dressed l�ke a peasant rushed �nto h�s
arms. He had d�ff�culty �n recogn�s�ng her. It was mademo�selle de la
Mole.
"You w�cked man! Your letter only told me where you were. As for
what you call your cr�me, but wh�ch �s really noth�ng more or less
than a noble vengeance, wh�ch shews me all the loft�ness of the
heart wh�ch beats w�th�n your bosom, I only got to know of �t at
Verr�ères."
In sp�te of all h�s prejud�ces aga�nst mademo�selle de la Mole,
prejud�ces moreover wh�ch he had not owned to h�mself qu�te
frankly, Jul�en found her extremely pretty. It was �mposs�ble not to
recogn�se both �n what she had done and what she had sa�d, a noble
d�s�nterested feel�ng far above the level of anyth�ng that a petty
vulgar soul would have dared to do? He thought that he st�ll loved a
queen, and after a few moments sa�d to her w�th a remarkable
nob�l�ty both of thought and of elocut�on,
"I sketched out the future very clearly. After my death I �ntended to
remarry you to M. de Cro�seno�s, who w�ll off�c�ally of course then
marry a w�dow. The noble but sl�ghtly romant�c soul of th�s charm�ng
w�dow, who w�ll have been brought back to the cult of vulgar
prudence by an aston�sh�ng and s�ngular event wh�ch played �n her
l�fe a part as great as �t was trag�c, w�ll de�gn to apprec�ate the very
real mer�t of the young marqu�s. You w�ll res�gn yourself to be happy
w�th ord�nary worldly happ�ness, prest�ge, r�ches, h�gh rank. But, dear
Math�lde, �f your arr�val at Besançon �s suspected, �t w�ll be a mortal
blow for M. de la Mole, and that �s what I shall never forg�ve myself. I



have already caused h�m so much sorrow. The academ�c�an w�ll say
that he has nursed a serpent �n h�s bosom.
"I must confess that I l�ttle expected so much cold reason and so
much sol�c�tude for the future," sa�d mademo�selle de la Mole,
sl�ghtly annoyed. "My ma�d who �s almost as prudent as you are,
took a passport for herself, and I posted here under the name of
madam M�chelet."
"And d�d madame M�chelet f�nd �t so easy to get to see me?"
"Ah! you are st�ll the same super�or man whom I chose to favour. I
started by offer�ng a hundred francs to one of the judge's secretar�es,
who alleged at f�rst that my adm�ss�on �nto th�s turret was �mposs�ble.
But once he had got the money the worthy man kept me wa�t�ng,
ra�sed object�ons, and I thought that he meant to rob me—" She
stopped.
"Well?" sa�d Jul�en.
"Do not be angry, my l�ttle Jul�en," she sa�d, k�ss�ng h�m. "I was
obl�ged to tell my name to the secretary, who took me for a young
work�ng g�rl from Par�s �n love w�th handsome Jul�en. As a matter of
fact those are h�s actual express�ons. I swore to h�m, my dear, that I
was your w�fe, and I shall have a perm�t to see you every day."
"Noth�ng could be madder," thought Jul�en, "but I could not help �t.
After all, M. de la Mole �s so great a nobleman that publ�c op�n�on w�ll
manage to f�nd an excuse for the young colonel who w�ll marry such
a charm�ng w�dow. My death w�ll atone for everyth�ng;" and he
abandoned h�mself w�th del�ght to Math�lde's love. It was madness, �t
was greatness of soul, �t was the most remarkable th�ng poss�ble.
She ser�ously suggested that she should k�ll herself w�th h�m.
After these f�rst transports, when she had had her f�ll of the
happ�ness of see�ng Jul�en, a keen cur�os�ty suddenly �nvaded her
soul. She began to scrut�n�ze her lover, and found h�m cons�derably
above the plane wh�ch she had ant�c�pated. Bon�face de La Mole
seemed to be brought to l�fe aga�n, but on a more hero�c scale.
Math�lde saw the f�rst advocates of the local�ty, and offended them by
offer�ng gold too crudely, but they f�n�shed by accept�ng.



She promptly came to the conclus�on that so far as dub�ous and far
reach�ng �ntr�gues were concerned, everyth�ng depended at
Besançon on M. the abbé de Fr�la�r.
She found at f�rst overwhelm�ng d�ff�cult�es �n obta�n�ng an �nterv�ew
w�th the all-powerful leader of the congregat�on under the obscure
name of madame M�chelet. But the rumour of the beauty of a young
dressmaker, who was madly �n love, and had come from Par�s to
Besançon to console the young abbé Jul�en Sorel, spread over the
town.
Math�lde walked about the Besançon streets alone: she hoped not to
be recogn�sed. In any case, she thought �t would be of some use to
her cause �f she produced a great �mpress�on on the people. She
thought, �n her madness, of mak�ng them rebel �n order to save
Jul�en as he walked to h�s death. Mademo�selle de la Mole thought
she was dressed s�mply and �n a way su�table to a woman �n
mourn�ng, she was dressed �n fact �n such a way as to attract every
one's attent�on.
She was the object of everyone's not�ce at Besançon when she
obta�ned an aud�ence of M. de Fr�la�r after a week spent �n sol�c�t�ng
�t.
In sp�te of all her courage, the �dea of an �nfluent�al leader of the
congregat�on, and the �dea of deep and calculat�ng cr�m�nal�ty, were
so assoc�ated w�th each other �n her m�nd, that she trembled as she
rang the bell at the door of the b�shop's palace. She could scarcely
walk when she had to go up the sta�rcase, wh�ch led to the
apartment of the f�rst grand V�car. The sol�tude of the ep�scopal
palace ch�lled her. "I m�ght s�t down �n an armcha�r, and the armcha�r
m�ght gr�p my arms: I should then d�sappear. Whom could my ma�d
ask for? The capta�n of the gendarmer�e w�ll take care to do noth�ng.
I am �solated �n th�s great town."
After her f�rst look at the apartment, mademo�selle de la Mole felt
reassured. In the f�rst place, the lackey who had opened the door to
her had on a very elegant l�very. The salon �n wh�ch she was asked
to wa�t d�splayed that ref�ned and del�cate luxury wh�ch d�ffers so
much from crude magn�f�cence, and wh�ch �s only found �n the best



houses �n Par�s. As soon as she not�ced M. de Fr�la�r com�ng
towards her w�th qu�te a paternal a�r, all her �deas of h�s cr�m�nal�ty
d�sappeared. She d�d not even f�nd on h�s handsome face the
�mpress of that drast�c and somewhat savage courage wh�ch �s so
ant�-pathet�c to Par�s soc�ety. The half-sm�le wh�ch an�mated the
features of the pr�est, who was all-powerful at Besançon, betokened
the well-bred man, the learned prelate, the clever adm�n�strator.
Math�lde felt herself at Par�s.
It was the work of a few m�nutes for M. de Fr�la�r to �nduce Math�lde
to confess to h�m that she was the daughter of h�s powerful
opponent, the marqu�s de la Mole.
"As a matter of fact, I am not Madame M�chelet," she sa�d,
reassum�ng all the haught�ness of her natural demeanour, "and th�s
confess�on costs me but l�ttle s�nce I have come to consult you,
mons�eur, on the poss�b�l�ty of procur�ng the escape of M. de la
Vernaye. Moreover, he �s only gu�lty of a p�ece of folly; the woman
whom he shot at �s well; and, �n the second place, I can put down
f�fty-thousand francs stra�ght away for the purpose of br�b�ng the
off�c�als, and pledge myself for tw�ce that sum. F�nally, my grat�tude
and the grat�tude of my fam�ly w�ll be ready to do absolutely anyth�ng
for the man who has saved M. de la Vernaye."
M. de Fr�la�r seemed aston�shed at the name. Math�lde shewed h�m
several letters from the M�n�ster of War, addressed to M. Jul�en Sorel
de la Vernaye.
"You see, mons�eur, that my father took upon h�mself the
respons�b�l�ty of h�s career. I marr�ed h�m secretly, my father was
des�rous that he should be a super�or off�cer before the not�f�cat�on of
th�s marr�age, wh�ch, after all, �s somewhat s�ngular for a de la Mole."
Math�lde not�ced that M. de Fr�la�r's express�on of goodw�ll and m�ld
cheerfulness was rap�dly van�sh�ng �n proport�on as he made certa�n
�mportant d�scover�es. H�s face exh�b�ted a subtlety t�nged w�th deep
perf�d�ousness, the abbé had doubts, he was slowly re-read�ng the
off�c�al documents.



"What can I get out of these strange conf�dences?" he sa�d to
h�mself. "Here I am suddenly thrown �nto �nt�mate relat�ons w�th a
fr�end of the celebrated maréchale de Fervaques, who �s the all-
powerful n�ece of my lord, b�shop of —— who can make one a
b�shop of France. What I looked upon as an extremely d�stant
poss�b�l�ty presents �tself unexpectedly. Th�s may lead me to the goal
of all my hopes."
Math�lde was at f�rst alarmed by the sudden change �n the
express�on of th�s powerful man, w�th whom she was alone �n a
secluded room. "But come," she sa�d to herself soon afterwards.
"Would �t not have been more unfortunate �f I had made no
�mpress�on at all on the cold ego�sm of a pr�est who was already
sated w�th power and enjoyment?"
Dazzled at the s�ght of th�s rap�d and unexpected path of reach�ng
the ep�scopate wh�ch now d�sclosed �tself to h�m, and aston�shed as
he was by Math�lde's gen�us, M. de Fr�la�r ceased for a moment to be
on h�s guard. Mademo�selle de la Mole saw h�m almost at her feet,
t�ngl�ng w�th amb�t�on, and trembl�ng nervously.
"Everyth�ng �s cleared up," she thought. "Madame de Fervaques'
fr�end w�ll f�nd noth�ng �mposs�ble �n th�s town." In sp�te of a
sent�ment of st�ll pa�nful jealousy she had suff�c�ent courage to
expla�n that Jul�en was the �nt�mate fr�end of the maréchale, and met
my lord the b�shop of —— nearly every day.
"If you were to draw by ballot four or f�ve t�mes �n success�on a l�st of
th�rty-s�x jurymen from out the pr�nc�pal �nhab�tants of th�s
department," sa�d the grand V�car, emphas�z�ng h�s words, and w�th
a hard, amb�t�ous express�on �n h�s eyes, "I should not feel �ncl�ned
to congratulate myself, �f I could not reckon on e�ght or ten fr�ends
who would be the most �ntell�gent of the lot �n each l�st. I can always
manage �n nearly every case to get more than a suff�c�ent major�ty to
secure a condemnat�on, so you see, mademo�selle, how easy �t �s for
me to secure a conv�ct�on." The abbé stopped short as though
aston�shed by the sound of h�s own words; he was adm�tt�ng th�ngs
wh�ch are never sa�d to the profane. But he �n h�s turn dumbfounded
Math�lde when he �nformed her that the spec�al feature �n Jul�en's



strange adventure wh�ch aston�shed and �nterested Besançon
soc�ety, was that he had formerly �nsp�red Madame de Rênal w�th a
grand pass�on and rec�procated �t for a long t�me. M. de Fr�la�r had
no d�ff�culty �n perce�v�ng the extreme trouble wh�ch h�s story
produced.
"I have my revenge," he thought. "After all �t's a way of manag�ng th�s
dec�ded young person. I was afra�d that I should not succeed." Her
d�st�ngu�shed and �ntractable appearance �ntens�f�ed �n h�s eyes the
charm of the rare beauty whom he now saw pract�cally entreat�ng
h�m. He rega�ned all h�s self-possess�on—and he d�d not hes�tate to
move the dagger about �n her heart.
"I should not be at all surpr�sed," he sa�d to her l�ghtly, "�f we were to
learn that �t was ow�ng to jealousy that M. Sorel f�red two p�stol shots
at the woman he once loved so much. Of course she must have
consoled herself and for some t�me she has been see�ng extremely
frequently a certa�n abbé Marqu�not of D�jon, a k�nd of Jansen�st, and
as �mmoral as all Jansen�sts are."
M. de Fr�la�r exper�enced the voluptuous pleasure of tortur�ng at h�s
le�sure the heart of th�s beaut�ful g�rl whose weakness he had
surpr�sed.
"Why," he added, as he f�xed h�s ardent eyes upon Math�lde, "should
M. Sorel have chosen the church, �f �t were not for the reason that h�s
r�val was celebrat�ng mass �n �t at that very moment? Everyone
attr�butes an �nf�n�te amount of �ntell�gence and an even greater
amount of prudence to the fortunate man who �s the object of your
�nterest. What would have been s�mpler than to h�de h�mself �n the
garden of M. de Rênal wh�ch he knows so well. Once there he could
put the woman of whom he was jealous to death w�th the pract�cal
certa�nty of be�ng ne�ther seen, caught, nor suspected."
Th�s apparently sound tra�n of reason�ng eventually made Math�lde
loose all self-possess�on. Her haughty soul steeped �n all that ar�d
prudence, wh�ch passes �n h�gh soc�ety for the true psychology of the
human heart, was not of the type to be at all qu�ck �n apprec�at�ng
that joy of scorn�ng all prudence, wh�ch an ardent soul can f�nd so
keen. In the h�gh classes of Par�s soc�ety �n wh�ch Math�lde had



l�ved, �t �s only rarely that pass�on can d�vest �tself of prudence, and
people always make a po�nt of throw�ng themselves out of w�ndows
from the f�fth storey.
At last the abbé de Fr�la�r was sure of h�s power over her. He gave
Math�lde to understand (and he was doubtless ly�ng) that he could do
what he l�ked w�th the publ�c off�c�al who was entrusted w�th the
conduct of Jul�en's prosecut�on. After the th�rty-s�x jurymen for the
sess�ons had been chosen by ballot, he would approach at least
th�rty jurymen d�rectly and personally.
If M. de Fr�la�r had not thought Math�lde so pretty, he would not have
spoken so clearly before the f�fth or s�xth �nterv�ew.

CHAPTER LXIX

THE INTRIGUE

Castres 1676—A brother has just murdered h�s s�ster �n the
house next to m�ne. Th�s gentleman had already been gu�lty of
one murder. H�s father saved h�s l�fe by caus�ng f�ve-hundred
crowns to be d�str�buted among the counc�llors.—Locke:
Journey �n France.

When she left the b�shop's palace, Math�lde d�d not hes�tate to
despatch a cour�er to madame de Fervaques. The fear of
comprom�s�ng herself d�d not stop her for a moment. She entreated
her r�val to obta�n for M. de Fr�la�r an autograph letter from the b�shop
of ——. She went as far as to entreat her to come herself to
Besançon w�th all speed. Th�s was an hero�c act on the part of a
proud and jealous soul.
Act�ng on Fouqué's adv�ce, she had had the d�scret�on to refra�n from
ment�on�ng the steps she had taken for Jul�en. Her presence



troubled h�m enough w�thout that. A better man when face to face
w�th death than he had ever been dur�ng h�s l�fe, he had remorse not
only towards M. de la Mole, but also towards Math�lde.
"Come," he sa�d to h�mself, "there are t�mes when I feel absent-
m�nded and even bored by her soc�ety. She �s ru�n�ng herself on my
account, and th�s �s how I reward her. Am I really a scoundrel?" Th�s
quest�on would have bothered h�m but l�ttle �n the days when he was
amb�t�ous. In those days he looked upon fa�lure as the only d�sgrace.
H�s moral d�scomfort when w�th Math�lde was proport�onately
emphas�zed by the fact that he �nsp�red her at th�s t�me w�th the
maddest and most extraord�nary pass�on. She talked of noth�ng but
the strange sacr�f�ces that she was ready to make �n order to save
h�m.
Exalted as she was by a sent�ment on wh�ch she plumed herself, to
the complete subord�nat�on of her pr�de, she would have l�ked not to
have let a s�ngle m�nute of her l�fe go by w�thout f�ll�ng �t w�th some
extraord�nary act. The strangest projects, and ones �nvolv�ng her �n
the utmost danger, suppl�ed the top�cs of her long �nterv�ews w�th
Jul�en. The well-pa�d gaolers allowed her to re�gn over the pr�son.
Math�lde's �deas were not l�m�ted by the sacr�f�ce of her reputat�on.
She would have thought noth�ng of mak�ng her cond�t�on known to
soc�ety at large. Throw�ng herself on her knees before the k�ng's
carr�age as �t galloped along, �n order to ask for Jul�en's pardon, and
thus attract�ng the attent�on of the pr�nce, at the r�sk of be�ng crushed
a thousand t�mes over, was one of the least fantast�c dreams �n
wh�ch th�s exalted and courageous �mag�nat�on chose to �ndulge.
She was certa�n of be�ng adm�tted �nto the reserved port�on of the
park of St. Cloud, through those fr�ends of hers who were employed
at the k�ng's court.
Jul�en thought h�mself somewhat unworthy of so much devot�on. As
a matter of fact, he was t�red of hero�sm. A s�mple, naïve, and almost
t�m�d tenderness was what would have appealed to h�m, wh�le
Math�lde's haughty soul, on the other hand, always requ�red the �dea
of a publ�c and an aud�ence.



In the m�dst of all her angu�sh and all her fears for the l�fe of that
lover whom she was unw�ll�ng to surv�ve, she felt a secret need of
aston�sh�ng the publ�c by the extravagance of her love and the
subl�m�ty of her act�ons.
Jul�en felt �rr�tated at not f�nd�ng h�mself touched by all th�s hero�sm.
What would he have felt �f he had known of all the mad �deas w�th
wh�ch Math�lde overwhelmed the devoted but em�nently log�cal and
l�m�ted sp�r�t of the good Fouqué?
He d�d not know what to f�nd fault w�th �n Math�lde's devot�on. For he,
too, would have sacr�f�ced all h�s fortune, and have exposed h�s l�fe
to the greatest r�sks �n order to save Jul�en. He was dumbfounded by
the quant�ty of gold wh�ch Math�lde flung away. Dur�ng the f�rst days
Fouqué, who had all the prov�nc�al's respect for money, was much
�mpressed by the sums she spent �n th�s way.
He at last d�scovered that mademo�selle de la Mole's projects
frequently var�ed, and he was greatly rel�eved at f�nd�ng a word w�th
wh�ch to express h�s blame for a character whom he found so
exhaust�ng. She was changeable. There �s only a step from th�s
ep�thet to that of wrong-headed, the greatest term of opprobr�um
known to the prov�nces.
"It �s s�ngular," sa�d Jul�en to h�mself, as Math�lde was go�ng out of
h�s pr�son one day, "that I should be so �nsens�ble at be�ng the object
of so keen a pass�on! And two months ago I adored her! I have, of
course, read that the approach of death makes one lose �nterest �n
everyth�ng, but �t �s awful to feel oneself ungrateful, and not to be
able to change. Am I an ego�st, then?" He addressed the most
hum�l�at�ng reproaches to h�mself on th�s score.
Amb�t�on was dead �n h�s heart; another pass�on had ar�sen from �ts
ashes. He called �t remorse at hav�ng assass�nated madame de
Rênal.
As a matter of fact, he loved her to the po�nt of d�stract�on. He
exper�enced a s�ngular happ�ness on these occas�ons when, be�ng
left absolutely alone, and w�thout be�ng afra�d of be�ng �nterrupted,
he could surrender h�mself completely to the memory of the happy



days wh�ch he had once passed at Verr�ères, or at Vergy. The
sl�ghtest �nc�dents of these days, wh�ch had fleeted away only too
rap�dly, possessed an �rres�st�ble freshness and charm. He never
gave a thought to h�s Par�s successes; they bored h�m.
These moods, wh�ch became �ntens�f�ed w�th every succeed�ng day,
were partly guessed by the jealous Math�lde. She real�sed very
clearly that she had to struggle aga�nst h�s love of sol�tude.
Somet�mes, w�th terror �n her heart, she uttered madame de Rênal's
name.
She saw Jul�en qu�ver. Henceforth her pass�on had ne�ther bounds
nor l�m�t.
"If he d�es, I w�ll d�e after h�m," she sa�d to herself �n all good fa�th.
"What w�ll the Par�s salons say when they see a g�rl of my own rank
carry her adorat�on for a lover who �s condemned to death to such a
p�tch as th�s? For sent�ments l�ke these you must go back to the age
of the heroes. It was loves of th�s k�nd wh�ch thr�lled the hearts of the
century of Charles IX. and Henr� III."
In the m�dst of her keenest transports, when she was clasp�ng
Jul�en's head aga�nst her heart, she would say to herself w�th horror,
"What! �s th�s charm�ng head doomed to fall? Well," she added,
�nflamed by a not unhappy hero�sm, "these l�ps of m�ne, wh�ch are
now press�ng aga�nst th�s pretty ha�r, w�ll be �cy cold less than
twenty-four hours afterwards."
Thoughts of the awful voluptuousness of such hero�c moments
gr�pped her �n a compell�ng embrace. The �dea of su�c�de, absorb�ng
enough �n �tself, entered that haughty soul (to wh�ch, up to the
present �t had been so utterly al�en), and soon re�gned over �t w�th an
absolute dom�n�on.
"No, the blood of my ancestors has not grown tep�d �n descend�ng to
me," sa�d Math�lde proudly to herself.
"I have a favour to ask of you," sa�d her lover to her one day. "Put
your ch�ld out to nurse at Verr�ères. Madame de Rênal w�ll look after
the nurse."
"Those words of yours are very harsh." And Math�lde paled.



"It �s true, and I ask your pardon a thousand t�mes," excla�med
Jul�en, emerg�ng from h�s rever�e, and clasp�ng her �n h�s arms.
After hav�ng dr�ed h�s tears, he reverted to h�s or�g�nal �dea, but w�th
greater tact. He had g�ven a tw�st of melancholy ph�losophy to the
conversat�on. He talked of that future of h�s wh�ch was so soon go�ng
to close. "One must adm�t, dear one, that pass�ons are an acc�dent
�n l�fe, but such acc�dents only occur �n super�or souls.... My son's
death would be �n real�ty a happ�ness for your own proud fam�ly, and
all the servants w�ll real�ze as much. Neglect w�ll be the lot of that
ch�ld of shame and unhapp�ness. I hope that, at a t�me wh�ch I do not
w�sh to f�x, but wh�ch nevertheless I am courageous enough to
�mag�ne, you w�ll obey my last adv�ce: you w�ll marry the marqu�s de
Cro�seno�s."
"What? D�shonoured?"
"D�shonour cannot attach to a name such as yours. You w�ll be a
w�dow, and the w�dow of a madman—that �s all. I w�ll go further—my
cr�me w�ll confer no d�shonour, s�nce �t had no money mot�ve.
Perhaps when the t�me comes for your marr�age, some ph�losoph�c
leg�slator w�ll have so far preva�led on the prejud�ce of h�s
contemporar�es as to have secured the suppress�on of the death
penalty. Then some fr�endly vo�ce w�ll say, by way of g�v�ng an
�nstance: 'Why, madame de la Mole's f�rst husband was a madman,
but not a w�cked man or a cr�m�nal. It was absurd to have h�s head
cut off.' So my memory w�ll not be �nfamous �n any way—at least,
after a certa�n t�me.... Your pos�t�on �n soc�ety, your fortune, and, �f
you w�ll allow me to say so, your gen�us, w�ll make M. de Cro�seno�s,
once he �s your husband, play a part wh�ch he would have never
managed to secure una�ded. He only possesses b�rth and bravery,
and those qual�t�es alone, though they const�tuted an accompl�shed
man �n 1729, are an anachron�sm a century later on, and only g�ve
r�se to unwarranted pretens�ons. You need other th�ngs �f you are to
place yourself at the head of the youth of France."
"You w�ll take all the help of your f�rm and enterpr�s�ng character to
the pol�t�cal party wh�ch you w�ll make your husband jo�n. You may
be able to be a successor to the Chevreuses and the Longuev�lles of



the Fronde—but then, dear one, the d�v�ne f�re wh�ch an�mates you
at present w�ll have grown a l�ttle tep�d. Allow me to tell you," he
added, "after many other preparatory phrases, that �n f�fteen years'
t�me you w�ll look upon the love you once had for me as a madness,
wh�ch though excusable, was a p�ece of madness all the same."
He stopped suddenly and became med�tat�ve. He found h�mself
aga�n confronted w�th the �dea wh�ch shocked Math�lde so much: "In
f�fteen years, madame de Rênal w�ll adore my son and you w�ll have
forgotten h�m."

CHAPTER LXX

TRANQUILITY

It �s because I was fool�sh then that I am w�se to-day. Oh thou
ph�losopher who seest noth�ng except the actual �nstant. How
short-s�ghted are thy v�ews! Th�ne eye �s not adapted to follow
the subterranean work of the pass�ons.—M. Goethe.

Th�s conversat�on was �nterrupted by an �nterrogat�on followed by a
conference w�th the advocate entrusted w�th the defence. These
moments were the only absolutely unpleasant ones �n a l�fe made up
of nonchalance and tender rever�es.
"There �s murder, and murder w�th premed�tat�on," sa�d Jul�en to the
judge as he had done to the advocate, "I am sorry, gentlemen, he
added w�th a sm�le, that th�s reduces your funct�ons to a very small
compass."
"After all," sa�d Jul�en to h�mself, when he had managed to r�d
h�mself of those two persons, "I must really be brave, and apparently
braver than those two men. They regard that duel w�th an



unfortunate term�nat�on, wh�ch I can only ser�ously bother myself
about on the actual day, as the greatest of ev�ls and the arch-terror."
"The fact �s that I have known a much greater unhapp�ness,"
cont�nued Jul�en, as he went on ph�losoph�s�ng w�th h�mself. "I
suffered far more acutely dur�ng my f�rst journey to Strasbourg, when
I thought I was abandoned by Math�lde—and to th�nk that I des�red
so pass�onately that same perfect �nt�macy wh�ch to-day leaves me
so cold—as a matter of fact I am more happy alone than when that
handsome g�rl shares my sol�tude."
The advocate, who was a red-tape pedant, thought h�m mad, and
bel�eved, w�th the publ�c, that �t was jealousy wh�ch had lead h�m to
take up the p�stol. He ventured one day to g�ve Jul�en to understand
that th�s content�on, whether true or false, would be an excellent way
of plead�ng. But the accused man became �n a s�ngle m�nute a
pass�onate and drast�c �nd�v�dual.
"As you value your l�fe, mons�eur," excla�med Jul�en, qu�te bes�de
h�mself, "m�nd you never put forward such an abom�nable l�e." The
caut�ous advocate was for a moment afra�d of be�ng assass�nated.
He was prepar�ng h�s case because the dec�s�ve moment was
draw�ng near. The only top�c of conversat�on �n Besançon, and all the
department, was the cause célèbre. Jul�en d�d not know of th�s
c�rcumstance. He had requested h�s fr�ends never to talk to h�m
about that k�nd of th�ng.
On th�s part�cular day, Fouqué and Math�lde had tr�ed to �nform h�m
of certa�n rumours wh�ch �n the�r v�ew were calculated to g�ve hope.
Jul�en had stopped them at the very f�rst word.
"Leave me my �deal l�fe. Your pett�fogg�ng troubles and deta�ls of
pract�cal l�fe all more or less jar on me and br�ng me down from my
heaven. One d�es as best one can: but I w�sh to chose my own way
of th�nk�ng about death. What do I care for other people? My
relat�ons w�th other people w�ll be sharply cut short. Be k�nd enough
not to talk to me any more about those people. See�ng the judge and
the advocate �s more than enough."



"As a matter of fact," he sa�d to h�mself, "�t seems that I am fated to
d�e dream�ng. An obscure creature l�ke myself, who �s certa�n to be
forgotten w�th�n a fortn�ght, would be very s�lly, one must adm�t, to go
and play a part. It �s nevertheless s�ngular that I never knew so much
about the art of enjoy�ng l�fe, as s�nce I have seen �ts end so near
me."
He passed h�s last day �n promenad�ng upon the narrow terrace at
the top of the turret, smok�ng some excellent c�gars wh�ch Math�lde
had had fetched from Holland by a cour�er. He had no susp�c�on that
h�s appearance was wa�ted for each day by all the telescopes �n the
town. H�s thoughts were at Vergy. He never spoke to Fouqué about
madame de Rênal, but h�s fr�end told h�m two or three t�mes that she
was rap�dly recover�ng, and these words reverberated �n h�s heart.
Wh�le Jul�en's soul was nearly all the t�me wholly �n the realm of
�deas, Math�lde, who, as bef�ts an ar�stocrat�c sp�r�t, had occup�ed
herself w�th concrete th�ngs, had managed to make the d�rect and
�nt�mate correspondence between madame de Fervaques and M. de
Fr�la�r progress so far that the great word b�shopr�c had been already
pronounced. The venerable prelate, who was entrusted w�th the
d�str�but�on of the benef�ces, added �n a postscr�pt to one of h�s
n�ece's letters, "Th�s poor Sorel �s only a lunat�c. I hope he w�ll be
restored to us."
At the s�ght of these l�nes, M. de Fr�la�r felt transported. He had no
doubts about sav�ng Jul�en.
"But for th�s Jacob�n law wh�ch has ordered the format�on of an
unend�ng panel of jurymen, and wh�ch has no other real object,
except to depr�ve well-born people of all the�r �nfluence," he sa�d to
Math�lde on the eve of the ballot�ng for the th�rty-s�x jurymen of the
sess�on, "I would have answered for the verd�ct. I certa�nly managed
to get the curé N—— acqu�tted."
When the names were selected by ballot on the follow�ng day, M. de
Fr�la�r exper�enced a genu�ne pleasure �n f�nd�ng that they conta�ned
f�ve members of the Besançon congregat�on and that amongst those
who were strangers to the town were the names of MM. Valenod, de
Mo�rod, de Chol�n. I can answer for these e�ght jurymen he sa�d to



Math�lde. The f�rst f�ve are mere mach�nes, Valenod �s my agent:
Mo�rod owes me everyth�ng: de Chol�n �s an �mbec�le who �s
fr�ghtened of everyth�ng.
The journal publ�shed the names of the jurymen throughout the
department, and to her husband's unspeakable terror, madame de
Rênal w�shed to go to Besançon. All that M. de Rênal could preva�l
on her to prom�se was that she would not leave her bed so as to
avo�d the unpleasantness of be�ng called to g�ve ev�dence. "You do
not understand my pos�t�on," sa�d the former mayor of Verr�ères. "I
am now sa�d to be d�sloyal and a L�beral. No doubt that scoundrel
Valenod and M. de Fr�la�r w�ll get the procureur-general and the
judges to do all they can to cause me unpleasantness."
Madame de Rênal found no d�ff�culty �n y�eld�ng to her husband's
orders. "If I appear at the ass�ze court," she sa�d to herself, "I should
seem as �f I were ask�ng for vengeance." In sp�te of all the prom�ses
she had made to the d�rector of her consc�ence and to her husband
that she would be d�screet, she had scarcely arr�ved at Besançon
before she wrote w�th her own hand to each of the th�rty-s�x jurymen:
—
"I shall not appear on the day of the tr�al, mons�eur, because my
presence m�ght be prejud�c�al to M. Sorel's case. I only des�re one
th�ng �n the world, and that I des�re pass�onately—for h�m to be
saved. Have no doubt about �t, the awful �dea that I am the cause of
an �nnocent man be�ng led to h�s death would po�son the rest of my
l�fe and would no doubt curta�l �t. How can you condemn h�m to death
wh�le I cont�nue to l�ve? No, there �s no doubt about �t, soc�ety has no
r�ght to take away a man's l�fe, and above all, the l�fe of a be�ng l�ke
Jul�en Sorel. Everyone at Verr�ères knew that there were moments
when he was qu�te d�stracted. Th�s poor young man has some
powerful enem�es, but even among h�s enem�es, (and how many has
he not got?) who �s there who casts any doubt on h�s adm�rable
talents and h�s deep knowledge? The man whom you are go�ng to
try, mons�eur, �s not an ord�nary person. For a per�od of nearly
e�ghteen months we all knew h�m as a devout and well behaved
student. Two or three t�mes �n the year he was se�zed by f�ts of
melancholy that went to the po�nt of d�stract�on. The whole town of



Verr�ères, all our ne�ghbours at Vergy, where we l�ve �n the f�ne
weather, my whole fam�ly, and mons�eur the sub-prefect h�mself w�ll
render just�ce to h�s exemplary p�ety. He knows all the Holy B�ble by
heart. Would a blasphemer have spent years of study �n learn�ng the
Sacred Book. My sons w�ll have the honour of present�ng you w�th
th�s letter, they are ch�ldren. Be good enough to quest�on them,
mons�eur, they w�ll g�ve you all the deta�ls concern�ng th�s poor
young man wh�ch are necessary to conv�nce you of how barbarous �t
would be to condemn h�m. Far from reveng�ng me, you would be
putt�ng me to death.
"What can h�s enem�es argue aga�nst th�s? The wound, wh�ch was
the result of one of those moments of madness, wh�ch my ch�ldren
themselves used to remark �n the�r tutor, �s so l�ttle dangerous than �n
less than two months �t has allowed me to take the post from
Verr�ères to Besançon. If I learn, mons�eur, that you show the
sl�ghtest hes�tat�on �n releas�ng so �nnocent a person from the
barbar�ty of the law, I w�ll leave my bed, where I am only kept by my
husband's express orders, and I w�ll go and throw myself at your
feet. Br�ng �n a verd�ct, mons�eur, that the premed�tat�on has not
been made out, and you w�ll not have an �nnocent man's blood on
your head, etc."

CHAPTER LXXI

THE TRIAL

The country w�ll remember th�s celebrated case for a long t�me.
The �nterest �n the accused amounted to an ag�tat�on. The
reason was that h�s cr�me was aston�sh�ng, and yet not
atroc�ous. Even �f �t had been, th�s young man was so
handsome. H�s br�ll�ant career, that came to an end so early �n
h�s l�fe, �ntens�f�ed the pathos. "W�ll they condemn h�m?" the



women asked of the men of the�r acqua�ntance, and they could
be seen to grow pale as they wa�ted for the answer.—Sa�nte
Beuve.

The day that madame de Rênal and Math�lde feared so much arr�ved
at last.
The�r terror was �ntens�f�ed by the strange appearance of the town,
wh�ch had �ts emot�onal effect even upon Fouqué's sturdy soul. All
the prov�nce had rushed to Besançon to see the tr�al of th�s romant�c
case.
There had been no room left �n the �nns for some days. M. the
pres�dent of the ass�zes, was bes�eged by requests for t�ckets; all the
lad�es �n the town wanted to be present at the tr�al. Jul�en's portra�t
was hawked about the streets, etc., etc.
Math�lde was keep�ng �n reserve for th�s supreme moment a
complete autograph letter from my lord, b�shop of ——. Th�s prelate,
who governed the Church of France and created �ts b�shops, was
good enough to ask for Jul�en's acqu�ttal. On the eve of the tr�al,
Math�lde took th�s letter to the all-powerful grand v�car.
When she was go�ng away �n tears at the end of the �nterv�ew, M. de
Fr�la�r at last emerged from h�s d�plomat�c reserve and almost
shewed some emot�on h�mself. "I w�ll be respons�ble for the jury's
verd�ct," he sa�d to her. "Out of the twelve persons charged w�th the
�nvest�gat�on of whether your fr�end's cr�me �s made out, and above
all, whether there was premed�tat�on, I can count s�x fr�ends who are
devoted to my fortunes, and I have g�ven them to understand that
they have �t �n the�r power to promote me to the ep�scopate. Baron
Valenod, whom I have made mayor of Verr�ères, can do just as he
l�kes w�th two of h�s off�c�als, MM. de Mo�rod, and de Chol�n. As a
matter of fact, fate has g�ven us for th�s bus�ness two jurymen of
extremely loose v�ews; but, although ultra-L�berals, they are fa�thful
to my orders on great occas�ons, and I have requested them to vote
l�ke M. Valenod. I have learnt that a s�xth juryman, a manufacturer,
who �s �mmensely r�ch, and a garrulous L�beral �nto the barga�n, has



secret asp�rat�ons for a contract w�th the War Off�ce, and doubtless
he would not l�ke to d�splease me. I have had h�m told that M. de
Valenod knows my f�nal �njunct�ons."
"And who �s th�s M. Valenod?" sa�d Math�lde, anx�ously.
"If you knew h�m, you could not doubt our success. He �s an
audac�ous speaker, coarse, �mpudent, w�th a natural g�ft for
manag�ng fools. 1814 saw h�m �n low water, and I am go�ng to make
a prefect of h�m. He �s capable of beat�ng the other jurymen �f they
do not vote h�s way."
Math�lde felt a l�ttle reassured.
Another d�scuss�on awa�ted her �n the even�ng. To avo�d the
prolongat�on of an unpleasant scene, the result of wh�ch, �n h�s v�ew,
was absolutely certa�n, Jul�en had resolved not to make a speech.
"My advocate w�ll speak," he sa�d to Math�lde. "I shall f�gure too long
anyway as a laugh�ng-stock to all my enem�es. These prov�nc�als
have been shocked by the rap�d�ty of my success, for wh�ch I have to
thank you, and bel�eve me, there �s not one of them who does not
des�re my conv�ct�on, though he would be qu�te ready to cry l�ke an
�d�ot when I am taken to my death."
"They des�re to see you hum�l�ated. That �s only too true," answered
Math�lde, "but I do not th�nk they are at all cruel. My presence at
Besançon, and the s�ght of my suffer�ngs have �nterested all the
women; your handsome face w�ll do the rest. If you say a few words
to your judges, the whole aud�ence w�ll be on your s�de, etc., etc."
At n�ne o'clock on the follow�ng day, when Jul�en left h�s pr�son for
the great hall of the Pala�s de Just�ce, the gendarmes had much
d�ff�culty �n dr�v�ng away the �mmense crowd that was packed �n the
courtyard. Jul�en had slept well. He was very calm, and exper�enced
no other sent�ment except a sense of ph�losoph�c p�ty towards that
crowd of jealous creatures who were go�ng to applaud h�s death
sentence, though w�thout cruelty. He was very surpr�sed when,
hav�ng been deta�ned �n the m�ddle of the crowd more than a quarter
of an hour, he was obl�ged to adm�t that h�s presence affected the



publ�c w�th a tender p�ty. He d�d not hear a s�ngle unpleasant remark.
"These prov�nc�als are less ev�l than I thought," he sa�d to h�mself.
As he entered the courtroom, he was struck by the elegance of the
arch�tecture. It was real Goth�c, w�th a number of pretty l�ttle columns
hewn out of stone w�th the utmost care. He thought h�mself �n
England.
But h�s attent�on was soon engrossed by twelve or f�fteen pretty
women, who sat exactly oppos�te the pr�soner's seat and f�lled the
three balcon�es above the judges and the jury. As he turned round
towards the publ�c, he saw that the c�rcular gallery that dom�nated
the amph�theatre was f�lled w�th women, the major�ty were young
and seemed very pretty, the�r eyes were sh�n�ng and full of �nterest.
The crowd was enormous throughout the rest of the room. People
were knock�ng aga�nst the door, and the jan�tors could not obta�n
s�lence.
When all the eyes that were look�ng for Jul�en observed where he
was, and saw h�m occupy�ng the sl�ghtly ra�sed place wh�ch �s
reserved for the pr�soner, he was greeted by a murmur of
aston�shment and tender �nterest.
You would have taken h�m for under twenty on th�s day. He was
dressed very s�mply, but w�th a perfect grace. H�s ha�r and h�s
forehead were charm�ng. Math�lde had �ns�sted on off�c�at�ng
personally at h�s to�lette. Jul�en's pallor was extreme. Scarcely was
he seated �n th�s place than he heard people say all over the room,
"Great heavens! how young he �s!... But he's qu�te a ch�ld!... He �s
much better than h�s portra�t."
"Pr�soner," sa�d the gendarme who was s�tt�ng on h�s r�ght, "do you
see those s�x lad�es �n that balcony?" The gendarme po�nted out a
l�ttle gallery that jutted out over the amph�theatre where the jury were
placed. "That's madame, the prefect's w�fe," cont�nued the
gendarme. "Next to her, madame the marqu�se de M——. She l�kes
you well: I have heard her speak to the judge of f�rst �nstance. Next
to her �s madame Derv�lle."



"Madame Derv�lle!" excla�med Jul�en, and a v�v�d blush spread over
h�s forehead. "When she leaves here," he thought, "she w�ll wr�te to
madame de Rênal." He was �gnorant of madame de Rênal's arr�val
at Besançon. The w�tnesses were qu�ckly heard. After the f�rst words
of the open�ng of the prosecut�on by the advocate-general, two of the
lad�es �n the l�ttle balcony just oppos�te Jul�en burst �nto tears. Jul�en
not�ced that madame Derv�lle d�d not break down at all. He
remarked, however, that she was very red.
The advocate-general was �ndulg�ng �n melodrama �n bad French
over the barbar�ty of the cr�me that had been perpetrated. Jul�en
not�ced that madame Derv�lle's ne�ghbours seemed to man�fest a
keen d�sapproval. Several jurors, who were apparently acqua�nted
w�th the lad�es, spoke to them and seemed to reassure them. "So far
as �t goes, that �s certa�nly a good omen," thought Jul�en.
Up to the present, he had felt h�mself steeped �n an unadulterated
contempt for all the persons who were present at the tr�al. Th�s
sent�ment of d�sgust was �ntens�f�ed by the stale eloquence of the
advocate-general. But the coldness of Jul�en's soul gradually
d�sappeared before the marks of �nterest of wh�ch he was ev�dently
the object.
He was sat�sf�ed w�th the sturdy demeanour of h�s advocate. "No
phrases," he sa�d to h�m �n a wh�sper, as he was about to commence
h�s speech.
"All the bombast wh�ch our opponent has stolen from Bossuet and
lav�shed upon you," sa�d the advocate, "has done you good."
As a matter of fact, he had scarcely spoken for f�ve m�nutes before
pract�cally all the women had the�r handkerch�efs �n the�r hands. The
advocate was encouraged, and addressed some extremely strong
remarks to the jury. Jul�en shuddered. He felt on the po�nt of
break�ng �nto tears. "My God," he thought, "what would my enem�es
say?"
He was on the po�nt of succumb�ng to the emot�on wh�ch was
overcom�ng h�m, when, luck�ly for h�m, he surpr�sed an �nsolent look
from M. the baron de Valenod.



"That rogue's eyes are gleam�ng," he sa�d to h�mself "What a tr�umph
for that base soul! If my cr�me had only produced th�s one result, �t
would be my duty to curse �t. God knows what he w�ll say about �t to
madame de Rênal."
Th�s �dea effaced all others. Shortly afterwards Jul�en was brought
back to real�ty by the publ�c's man�festat�on of applause. The
advocate had just f�n�shed h�s speech. Jul�en remembered that �t was
good form to shake hands w�th h�m. The t�me had passed rap�dly.
They brought �n refreshments for the advocate and the pr�soner. It
was only then that Jul�en was struck by the fact that none of the
women had left the aud�ence to go and get d�nner.
"Upon my word, I am dy�ng of hunger," sa�d the advocate. "And
you?"
"I, too," answered Jul�en.
"See, there's madame, the prefect's w�fe, who �s also gett�ng her
d�nner," sa�d the advocate, as he po�nted out the l�ttle balcony. "Keep
up your courage; everyth�ng �s go�ng all r�ght." The court sat aga�n.
M�dn�ght struck as the pres�dent was summ�ng up. The pres�dent
was obl�ged to pause �n h�s remarks. Am�d the s�lence and the
anx�ety of all present, the reverberat�on of the clock f�lled the hall.
"So my last day �s now beg�nn�ng," thought Jul�en. He soon felt
�nflamed by the �dea of h�s duty. Up to the present he had controlled
h�s emot�on and had kept h�s resolut�on not to speak. When the
pres�dent of the ass�zes asked h�m �f he had anyth�ng to add, he got
up. He saw �n front of h�m the eyes of madame Derv�lle, wh�ch
seemed very br�ll�ant �n the art�f�c�al l�ght. "Can she by any chance be
cry�ng?" he thought.
"Gentlemen of the jury!
"I am �nduced to speak by my fear of that contempt wh�ch I thought,
at the very moment of my death, I should be able to defy.
Gentlemen, I have not the honour of belong�ng to your class. You
behold �n me a peasant who has rebelled aga�nst the meanness of
h�s fortune.



"I do not ask you for any pardon," cont�nued Jul�en, w�th a f�rmer note
�n h�s vo�ce. "I am under no �llus�ons. Death awa�ts me; �t w�ll be just.
I have brought myself to make an attempt on the l�fe of the woman
who �s most worthy of all reverence and all respect. Madame de
Rênal was a mother to me. My cr�me was atroc�ous, and �t was
premed�tated. Consequently, I have deserved death, gentlemen of
the jury. But even �f I were not so gu�lty, I see among you men who,
w�thout a thought for any p�ty that may be due to my youth, would
l�ke to use me as a means for pun�sh�ng and d�scourag�ng for ever
that class of young man who, though born �n an �nfer�or class, and to
some extent oppressed by poverty, have none the less been
fortunate enough to obta�n a good educat�on, and bold enough to
m�x w�th what the pr�de of the r�ch calls Soc�ety.
"That �s my cr�me, gentlemen, and �t w�ll be pun�shed w�th even more
sever�ty, �nasmuch as, �n fact, I am very far from be�ng judged by my
peers. I do not see on the jury benches any peasant who has made
money, but only �nd�gnant bourgeo�s...."
Jul�en talked �n th�s stra�n for twenty m�nutes. He sa�d everyth�ng he
had on h�s m�nd. The advocate-general, who asp�red to the favours
of the ar�stocracy, wr�thed �n h�s seat. But �n sp�te of the somewhat
abstract turn wh�ch Jul�en had g�ven to h�s speech, all the women
burst out �nto tears. Even madame Derv�lle put her handkerch�ef to
her eyes. Before f�n�sh�ng, Jul�en alluded aga�n to the fact of h�s
premed�tat�on, to h�s repentance, and to the respect and unbounded
f�l�al adm�rat�on wh�ch, �n happ�er days, he had enterta�ned for
madame de Rênal.... Madame Derv�lle gave a cry and fa�nted.
One o'clock was str�k�ng when the jury ret�red to the�r room. None of
the women had left the�r places; several men had tears �n the�r eyes.
The conversat�ons were at f�rst very an�mated, but, as there was a
delay �n the verd�ct of the jury, the�r general fat�gue gradually began
to �nvest the gather�ng w�th an atmosphere of calm. It was a solemn
moment; the l�ghts grew less br�ll�ant. Jul�en, who was very t�red,
heard people around h�m debat�ng the quest�on of whether th�s delay
was a good or a bad omen. He was pleased to see that all the
w�shes were for h�m. The jury d�d not come back, and yet not a
woman left the court.



When two o'clock had struck, a great movement was heard. The l�ttle
door of the jury room opened. M. the baron de Valenod advanced
w�th a slow and melodramat�c step. He was followed by all the jurors.
He coughed, and then declared on h�s soul and consc�ence that the
jury's unan�mous verd�ct was that Jul�en Sorel was gu�lty of murder,
and of murder w�th premed�tat�on. Th�s verd�ct �nvolved the death
penalty, wh�ch was pronounced a moment afterwards. Jul�en looked
at h�s watch, and remembered M. de Lavalette. It was a quarter past
two. "To-day �s Fr�day," he thought.
"Yes, but th�s day �s lucky for the Valenod who has got me
conv�cted.... I am watched too well for Math�lde to manage to save
me l�ke madame de Lavalette saved her husband.... So �n three
days' t�me, at th�s very hour, I shall know what v�ew to take about the
great perhaps."
At th�s moment he heard a cry and was called back to the th�ngs of
th�s world. The women around h�m were sobb�ng: he saw that all
faces were turned towards a l�ttle gallery bu�lt �nto the crown�ng of a
Goth�c p�laster. He knew later that Math�lde had concealed herself
there. As the cry was not repeated, everybody began to look at
Jul�en aga�n, as the gendarmes were try�ng to get h�m through the
crowd.
"Let us try not to g�ve that v�lla�n Valenod any chance of laugh�ng at
me," thought Jul�en. "W�th what a contr�te sycophant�c express�on he
pronounced the verd�ct wh�ch enta�ls the death penalty, wh�le that
poor pres�dent of the ass�zes, although he has been a judge for
years and years, had tears �n h�s eyes as he sentenced me. What a
joy the Valenod must f�nd �n reveng�ng h�mself for our former r�valry
for madame de Rênal's favors! ... So I shall never see her aga�n! The
th�ng �s f�n�shed.... A last good-bye between us �s �mposs�ble—I feel
�t.... How happy I should have been to have told her all the horror I
feel for my cr�me!
"Mere words. I cons�der myself justly conv�cted."



CHAPTER LXXII [1]

When Jul�en was taken back to pr�son he had been taken �nto a
room �ntended for those who were condemned to death. Although a
man who �n the usual way would not�ce the most petty deta�ls, he
had qu�te fa�led to observe that he had not been taken up to h�s
turret. He was th�nk�ng of what he would say to madame de Rênal �f
he had the happ�ness of see�ng her before the f�nal moment. He
thought that she would break �nto what he was say�ng and was
anx�ous to be able to express h�s absolute repentance w�th h�s very
f�rst words. "How can I conv�nce her that I love her alone after
comm�tt�ng an act�on l�ke that? For after all, �t was e�ther out of
amb�t�on, or out of love for Math�lde, that I wanted to k�ll her."
As he went to bed, he came across sheets of a rough coarse
mater�al. "Ah! I am �n the condemned cell, he sa�d to h�mself. That �s
r�ght.
"Comte Altam�ra used to tell me that Danton, on the eve of h�s death,
would say �n h�s loud vo�ce: '�t �s s�ngular but you cannot conjugate
the verb gu�llot�ne �n all �ts tenses: of course you can say, I shall be
gu�llot�ned, thou shalt be gu�llot�ned, but you don't say, I have been
gu�llot�ned.'
"Why not?" went on Jul�en, "�f there �s another l�fe.... Upon my word,
�t w�ll be all up w�th me �f I f�nd the God of the Chr�st�ans there: He �s
a tyrant, and as such, he �s full of �deas of vengeance: h�s B�ble
speaks of noth�ng but atroc�ous pun�shment. I never l�ked h�m—I
could never get myself to bel�eve that anyone really l�ked h�m. He
has no p�ty (and he remembered several passages �n the B�ble) he
w�ll pun�sh me atroc�ously.
"But suppos�ng I f�nd Fénelon's God: He w�ll perhaps say to me:
'Much forg�veness w�ll be vouchsafed to thee, �nasmuch as thou hast
loved much.'
"Have I loved much? Ah! I loved madame de Rênal, but my conduct
has been atroc�ous. In that, as �n other cases, s�mple modest mer�t
was abandoned for the sake of what was br�ll�ant.



"But st�ll, what f�ne prospects? Colonel of Hussars, �f we had had a
war: secretary of a legat�on dur�ng peace: then ambassador ... for I
should soon have p�cked up pol�t�cs ... and even �f I had been an
�d�ot, would the marqu�s de la Mole's son-�n-law have had any r�valry
to fear? All my stup�d�t�es have been forg�ven, or rather, counted as
mer�ts. A man of mer�t, then, and l�v�ng �n the grandest style at
V�enna or London.
"Not exactly, mons�eur. Gu�llot�ned �n three days' t�me."
Jul�en laughed heart�ly at th�s sally of h�s w�t. "As a matter of fact,
man has two be�ngs w�th�n h�m, he thought. Who the dev�l can have
thought of such a s�n�ster not�on?"
"Well, yes, my fr�end: gu�llot�ned �n three days," he answered the
�nterruptor. "M. de Chol�n w�ll h�re a w�ndow and share the expense
w�th the abbé Maslon. Well, wh�ch of those two worthy personages
w�ll rob the other over the pr�ce pa�d for h�r�ng that w�ndow?" The
follow�ng passage from Rotrou's "Venceslas" suddenly came back
�nto h�s m�nd:—

LADISLAS
.................Mon âme est toute prête.
THE KING, father of Lad�slas.
L'échafaud l'est auss�: portez-y-votre tête.

"A good repartee" he thought, as he went to sleep. He was
awakened �n the morn�ng by someone catch�ng hold of h�m v�olently.
"What! already," sa�d Jul�en, open�ng h�s haggard eyes. He thought
he was already �n the execut�oner's hands.
It was Math�lde. "Luck�ly, she has not understood me." Th�s reflect�on
restored all h�s self possess�on. He found Math�lde as changed as
though she had gone through a s�x months' �llness: she was really
not recogn�sable.
"That �nfamous Fr�la�r has betrayed me," she sa�d to h�m, wr�ng�ng
her hands. Her fury prevented her from cry�ng.
"Was I not f�ne when I made my speech yesterday?" answered
Jul�en. "I was �mprov�s�ng for the f�rst t�me �n my l�fe! It �s true that �t �s



to be feared that �t w�ll also be the last."
At th�s moment, Jul�en was play�ng on Math�lde's character w�th all
the self-possess�on of a clever p�an�st, whose f�ngers are on the
�nstrument.... "It �s true," he added, "that I lack the advantage of a
d�st�ngu�shed b�rth, but Math�lde's great soul has l�fted her lover up to
her own level. Do you th�nk that Bon�face de la Mole would have cut
a better f�gure before h�s judges?"
On th�s part�cular day, Math�lde was as unaffectedly tender as a poor
g�rl l�v�ng �n a f�fth storey. But she fa�led to extract from h�m any
s�mpler remark. He was pay�ng her back w�thout know�ng �t for all the
torture she had frequently �nfl�cted on h�m.
"The sources of the N�le are unknown," sa�d Jul�en to h�mself: "�t has
not been vouchsafed to the human eye to see the k�ng of r�vers as a
s�mple brook: s�m�larly, no human eye shall see Jul�en weak. In the
f�rst place because he �s not so. But I have a heart wh�ch �t �s easy to
touch. The most commonplace words, �f sa�d �n a genu�ne tone, can
make my vo�ce broken and even cause me to shed tears. How often
have fr�g�d characters not desp�sed me for th�s weakness. They
thought that I was ask�ng a favour: that �s what I cannot put up w�th.
"It �s sa�d that when at the foot of the scaffold, Danton was affected
by the thought of h�s w�fe: but Danton had g�ven strength to a nat�on
of coxcombs and prevented the enemy from reach�ng Par�s.... I
alone know what I should have been able to do.... I represent to the
others at the very outs�de, s�mply A PERHAPS.
"If madame de Rênal had been here �n my cell �nstead of Math�lde,
should I have been able to have answered for myself? The extrem�ty
of my despa�r and my repentance would have been taken for a
craven fear of death by the Valenods and all the patr�c�ans of the
local�ty. They are so proud, are those feeble sp�r�ts, whom the�r
pecun�ary pos�t�on puts above temptat�on! 'You see what �t �s to be
born a carpenter's son,' M. de Mo�rod and de Chol�n doubtless sa�d
after hav�ng condemned me to death! 'A man can learn to be learned
and clever, but the qual�t�es of the heart—the qual�t�es of the heart
cannot be learnt.' Even �n the case of th�s poor Math�lde, who �s
cry�ng now, or rather, who cannot cry," he sa�d to h�mself, as he



looked at her red eyes.... And he clasped her �n h�s arms: the s�ght of
a genu�ne gr�ef made h�m forget the sequence of h�s log�c.... "She
has perhaps cr�ed all the n�ght," he sa�d to h�mself, "but how
ashamed she w�ll be of th�s memory on some future day! She w�ll
regard herself as hav�ng been led astray �n her f�rst youth by a
plebe�an's low v�ew of l�fe.... Le Cro�seno�s �s weak enough to marry
her, and upon my word, he w�ll do well to do so. She w�ll make h�m
play a part."

"Du dro�t qu'un espr�t ferme et vaste en ses desse�ns
A sur l'espr�t gross�er des vulga�res huma�nes."

"Ah! that's really humorous; s�nce I have been doomed to d�e, all the
verses I ever knew �n my l�fe are com�ng back �nto my memory. It
must be a s�gn of demoral�sat�on."
Math�lde kept on repeat�ng �n a choked vo�ce: "He �s there �n the next
room." At last he pa�d attent�on to what she was say�ng. "Her vo�ce �s
weak," he thought, "but all the �mper�ousness of her character comes
out �n her �ntonat�on. She lowers her vo�ce �n order to avo�d gett�ng
angry."
"And who �s there?" he sa�d, gently.
"The advocate, to get you to s�gn your appeal."
"I shall not appeal."
"What! you w�ll not appeal," she sa�d, gett�ng up, w�th her eyes
sparkl�ng w�th rage. "And why, �f you please?"
"Because I feel at the present t�me that I have the courage to d�e
w�thout g�v�ng people occas�on to laugh too much at my expense.
And who w�ll guarantee that I shall be �n so sound a frame of m�nd �n
two months' t�me, after l�v�ng for a long t�me �n th�s damp cell? I
foresee �nterv�ews w�th the pr�ests, w�th my father. I can �mag�ne
noth�ng more unpleasant. Let's d�e."
Th�s unexpected oppos�t�on awakened all the haught�ness of
Math�lde's character. She had not managed to see the abbé de
Fr�la�r before the t�me when v�s�tors were adm�tted to the cells �n the
Besançon pr�son. Her fury vented �tself on Jul�en. She adored h�m,



and nevertheless she exh�b�ted for a good quarter of an hour �n her
�nvect�ve aga�nst h�s, Jul�en's, character, and her regret at hav�ng
ever loved h�m, the same haughty soul wh�ch had formerly
overwhelmed h�m w�th such cutt�ng �nsults �n the l�brary of the Hôtel
de la Mole.
"In just�ce to the glory of your stock, Heaven should have had you
born a man," he sa�d to her.
"But as for myself," he thought, "I should be very fool�sh to go on
l�v�ng for two more months �n th�s d�sgust�ng place, to serve as a butt
for all the �nfamous hum�l�at�ons wh�ch the patr�c�an party can dev�se,
[2] and hav�ng the outburst of th�s mad woman for my only
consolat�on.... Well, the morn�ng after to-morrow I shall f�ght a duel
w�th a man known for h�s self-possess�on and h�s remarkable sk�ll ...
h�s very remarkable sk�ll," sa�d the Meph�stophel�an part of h�m; "he
never makes a m�ss. Well, so be �t—good." (Math�lde cont�nued to
wax eloquent). "No, not for a m�nute," he sa�d to h�mself, "I shall not
appeal."
Hav�ng made th�s resolut�on, he fell �nto med�tat�on....
"The cour�er w�ll br�ng the paper at s�x o'clock as usual, as he
passes; at e�ght o'clock, after M. de Rênal has f�n�shed read�ng �t,
El�sa w�ll go on t�ptoe and place �t on her bed. Later on she w�ll wake
up; suddenly, as she reads �t she w�ll become troubled; her pretty
hands w�ll tremble; she w�ll go on read�ng down to these words: At
f�ve m�nutes past ten he had ceased to ex�st.
"She w�ll shed hot tears, I know her; �t w�ll matter noth�ng that I tr�ed
to assass�nate her—all w�ll be forgotten, and the person whose l�fe I
w�shed to take w�ll be the only one who w�ll s�ncerely lament my
death.
"Ah, that's a good paradox," he thought, and he thought about
noth�ng except madame de Rênal dur�ng the good quarter of an hour
wh�ch the scene Math�lde was mak�ng st�ll lasted. In sp�te of h�mself,
and though he made frequent answers to what Math�lde was say�ng,
he could not take h�s m�nd away from the thought of the bedroom at
Verr�ères. He saw the Besançon Gazette on the counterpane of



orange taffeta; he saw that wh�te hand clutch�ng at �t convuls�vely. He
saw madame de Rênal cry.... He followed the path of every tear over
her charm�ng face.
Mademo�selle de la Mole, be�ng unable to get anyth�ng out of Jul�en,
asked the advocate to come �n. Fortunately, he was an old capta�n of
the Ital�an army of 1796, where he had been a comrade of Manuel.
He opposed the condemned man's resolut�on as a matter of form.
W�sh�ng to treat h�m w�th respect, Jul�en expla�ned all h�s reasons.
"Upon my word, I can understand a man tak�ng the v�ew you do,"
sa�d M. Fel�x Vaneau (that was the advocate's name) to h�m at last.
"But you have three full days �n wh�ch to appeal, and �t �s my duty to
come back every day. If a volcano were to open under the pr�son
between now and two months' t�me you would be saved. You m�ght
d�e of �llness," he sa�d, look�ng at Jul�en.
Jul�en pressed h�s hand—"I thank you, you are a good fellow. I w�ll
th�nk �t over."
And when Math�lde eventually left w�th the advocate, he felt much
more affect�on for the advocate than for her.



[1] There �s no head�ng to th�s and the follow�ng chapters �n the
or�g�nal.—TRANSL.

[2] The speaker �s a Jacob�n.

CHAPTER LXXIII

When he was deep asleep an hour afterwards, he was woken up by
feel�ng tears flow over h�s hand. "Oh, �t �s Math�lde aga�n," he
thought, only half awake. "She has come aga�n, fa�thful to her tact�cs
of attack�ng my resolut�on by her sent�mental�sm." Bored by the
prospect of th�s new scene of hackneyed pathos he d�d not open h�s
eyes. The verses of Belphgor, as he ran away from h�s w�fe, came
�nto h�s m�nd. He heard a strange s�gh. He opened h�s eyes. It was
madame de Rênal.
"Ah, so I see you aga�n before I d�e, or �s �t an �llus�on," he excla�med
as he threw h�mself at her feet.
"But, forg�ve me, madame, you must look upon me as a mere
murderer," he sa�d, �mmed�ately, as he recovered h�mself.
"Mons�eur, I have come to entreat you to appeal; I know you do not
want to...." her sobs choked her; she was unable to speak.
"De�gn to forg�ve me."
"If you want me to forg�ve you," she sa�d to h�m, gett�ng up and
throw�ng herself �nto h�s arms, "appeal �mmed�ately aga�nst your
death sentence."
Jul�en covered her w�th k�sses.
"W�ll you come and see me every day dur�ng those two months?"
"I swear �t—every day, unless my husband forb�ds me."
"I w�ll s�gn �t," excla�med Jul�en.



"What! you really forg�ve me! Is �t poss�ble?"
He clasped her �n h�s arms; he was mad. She gave a l�ttle cry.
"It �s noth�ng," she sa�d to h�m. "You hurt me."
"Your shoulder," excla�med Jul�en, burst�ng �nto tears. He drew back
a l�ttle, and covered her hands w�th k�sses of f�re. "Who could have
prophes�ed th�s, dear, the last t�me I saw you �n your room at
Verr�ères?"
"Who could have prophes�ed then that I should wr�te that �nfamous
letter to M. de la Mole?"
"Know that I have always loved you, and that I have never loved
anyone but you."
"Is �t poss�ble?" cr�ed Madame de Rênal, who was del�ghted �n her
turn. She leant on Jul�en, who was on h�s knees, and they cr�ed
s�lently for a long t�me.
Jul�en had never exper�enced moments l�ke th�s at any per�od of h�s
whole l�fe.
"And how about that young madame M�chelet?" sa�d Madame de
Rênal, a long t�me afterwards when they were able to speak. "Or
rather, that mademo�selle de la Mole? for I am really beg�nn�ng to
bel�eve �n that strange romance."
"It �s only superf�c�ally true," answered Jul�en. "She �s my w�fe, but
she �s not my m�stress."
After �nterrupt�ng each other a hundred t�mes over, they managed
w�th great d�ff�culty to expla�n to each other what they d�d not know.
The letter wr�tten to M. de la Mole had been drafted by the young
pr�est who d�rected Madame de Rênal's consc�ence, and had been
subsequently cop�ed by her, "What a horr�ble th�ng rel�g�on has made
me do," she sa�d to h�m, "and even so I softened the most awful
passages �n the letter."
Jul�en's ecstat�c happ�ness proved the fulness of her forg�veness. He
had never been so mad w�th love.



"And yet I regard myself as devout," madame de Rênal went on to
say to h�m �n the ensu�ng conversat�on. "I bel�eve s�ncerely �n God! I
equally bel�eve, and I even have full proof of �t, that the cr�me wh�ch I
am comm�tt�ng �s an awful one, and yet the very m�nute I see you,
even after you have f�red two p�stol shots at me—" and at th�s po�nt,
�n sp�te of her res�stance, Jul�en covered her w�th k�sses.
"Leave me alone," she cont�nued, "I want to argue w�th you, I am
fr�ghtened lest I should forget.... The very m�nute I see you all my
dut�es d�sappear. I have noth�ng but love for you, dear, or rather, the
word love �s too weak. I feel for you what I ought only to feel for God;
a m�xture of respect, love, obed�ence.... As a matter of fact, I don't
know what you �nsp�re me w�th.... If you were to tell me to stab the
gaoler w�th a kn�fe, the cr�me would be comm�tted before I had g�ven
�t a thought. Expla�n th�s very clearly to me before I leave you. I want
to see down to the bottom of my heart; for we shall take leave of
each other �n two months.... By the bye, shall we take leave of each
other?" she sa�d to h�m w�th a sm�le.
"I take back my words," excla�med Jul�en, gett�ng up, "I shall not
appeal from my death sentence, �f you try, e�ther by po�son, kn�fe,
p�stol, charcoal, or any other means whatsoever, to put an end to
your l�fe, or make any attempt upon �t."
Madame de Rênal's express�on suddenly changed. The most l�vely
tenderness was succeeded by a mood of deep med�tat�on.
"Suppos�ng we were to d�e at once," she sa�d to h�m.
"Who knows what one w�ll f�nd �n the other l�fe," answered Jul�en,
"perhaps torment, perhaps noth�ng at all. Cannot we pass two
del�c�ous months together? Two months means a good many days. I
shall never have been so happy."
"You w�ll never have been so happy?"
"Never," repeated Jul�en ecstat�cally, "and I am talk�ng to you just as I
should talk to myself. May God save me from exaggerat�ng."
"Words l�ke that are a command," she sa�d w�th a t�m�d melancholy
sm�le.



"Well, you w�ll swear by the love you have for me, to make no
attempt e�ther d�rect or �nd�rect, upon your l�fe ... remember," he
added, "that you must l�ve for my son, whom Math�lde w�ll hand over
to lackeys as soon as she �s marqu�se de Cro�seno�s."
"I swear," she answered coldly, "but I want to take away your not�ce
of appeal, drawn and s�gned by yourself. I w�ll go myself to M. the
procureur-general."
"Be careful, you w�ll comprom�se yourself."
"After hav�ng taken the step of com�ng to see you �n your pr�son, I
shall be a hero�ne of local scandal for Besançon, and the whole of
Franche-Comté," she sa�d very dejectedly. "I have crossed the
bounds of austere modesty.... I am a woman who has lost her
honour; �t �s true that �t �s for your sake...."
Her tone was so sad that Jul�en embraced her w�th a happ�ness
wh�ch was qu�te novel to h�m. It was no longer the �ntox�cat�on of
love, �t was extreme grat�tude. He had just real�sed for the f�rst t�me
the full extent of the sacr�f�ce wh�ch she had made for h�m.
Some char�table soul, no doubt �nformed M. de Rênal of the long
v�s�ts wh�ch h�s w�fe pa�d to Jul�en's pr�son; for at the end of three
days he sent her h�s carr�age w�th the express order to return to
Verr�ères �mmed�ately.
Th�s cruel separat�on had been a bad beg�nn�ng for Jul�en's day. He
was �nformed two or three hours later that a certa�n �ntr�gu�ng pr�est
(who had, however, never managed to make any headway among
the Jesu�ts of Besançon) had, s�nce the morn�ng, establ�shed h�mself
�n the street outs�de the pr�son gates. It was ra�n�ng a great deal, and
the man out there was pretend�ng to play the martyr. Jul�en was �n a
weak mood, and th�s p�ece of stup�d�ty annoyed h�m deeply.
In the morn�ng, he had already refused th�s pr�est's v�s�t, but the man
had taken �t �nto h�s head to confess Jul�en, and to w�n a name for
h�mself among the young women of Besançon by all the conf�dences
wh�ch he would pretend to have rece�ved from h�m.
He declared �n a loud vo�ce that he would pass the day and the n�ght
by the pr�son gates. "God has sent me to touch the heart of th�s



apostate ..." and the lower classes, who are always cur�ous to see a
scene, began to make a crowd.
"Yes, my brothers," he sa�d to them, "I w�ll pass the day here and the
n�ght, as well as all the days and all the n�ghts wh�ch w�ll follow. The
Holy Ghost has spoken to me. I am comm�ss�oned from above; I am
the man who must save the soul of young Sorel. Do you jo�n �n my
prayers, etc."
Jul�en had a horror of scandal, and of anyth�ng wh�ch could attract
attent�on to h�m. He thought of se�z�ng the opportun�ty of escap�ng
from the world �ncogn�to; but he had some hope of see�ng madame
de Rênal aga�n, and he was desperately �n love.
The pr�son gates were s�tuated �n one of the most populous streets.
H�s soul was tortured by the �dea of th�s f�lthy pr�est attract�ng a
crowd and creat�ng a scandal—"and doubtless he �s repeat�ng my
name at every s�ngle m�nute!" Th�s moment was more pa�nful than
death.
He called the turnkey who was devoted to h�m, and sent h�m two or
three t�mes at �ntervals of one hour to see �f the pr�est was st�ll by the
pr�son gates.
"Mons�eur," sa�d the turnkey to h�m on each occas�on, "he �s on both
h�s knees �n the mud; he �s pray�ng at the top of h�s vo�ce, and say�ng
l�tan�es for your soul.
"The �mpudent fellow," thought Jul�en. At th�s moment he actually
heard a dull buzz. It was the responses of the people to the l�tan�es.
H�s pat�ence was stra�ned to the utmost when he saw the turnkey
h�mself move h�s l�ps wh�le he repeated the Lat�n words.
"They are beg�nn�ng to say," added the turnkey, "that you must have
a very hardened heart to refuse the help of th�s holy man."
"Oh my country, how barbarous you st�ll are!" excla�med Jul�en,
bes�de h�mself w�th anger. And he cont�nued h�s tra�n of thought
aloud, w�thout g�v�ng a thought to the turn-key's presence.
"The man wants an art�cle �n the paper about h�m, and that's a way
�n wh�ch he w�ll certa�nly get �t.



"Oh you cursed prov�nc�als! At Par�s I should not be subjected to all
these annoyances. There they are more sk�lled �n the�r charlatan�sm.
"Show �n the holy pr�est," he sa�d at last to the turnkey, and great
streams of sweat flowed down h�s forehead. The turnkey made the
s�gn of the cross and went out rejo�c�ng.
The holy pr�est turned out to be very ugly, he was even d�rt�er than
he was ugly. The cold ra�n �ntens�f�ed the obscur�ty and dampness of
the cell. The pr�est wanted to embrace Jul�en, and began to wax
pathet�c as he spoke to h�m. The basest hypocr�sy was only too
palpable; Jul�en had never been so angry �n h�s whole l�fe.
A quarter of an hour after the pr�est had come �n Jul�en felt an
absolute coward. Death appeared horr�ble to h�m for the f�rst t�me.
He began to th�nk about the state of decompos�t�on wh�ch h�s body
would be �n two days after the execut�on, etc., etc.
He was on the po�nt of betray�ng h�mself by some s�gn of weakness
or throw�ng h�mself on the pr�est and strangl�ng h�m w�th h�s cha�n,
when �t occurred to h�m to beg the holy man to go and say a good
forty franc mass for h�m on that very day.
It was twelve o'clock, so the pr�est took h�mself off.

CHAPTER LXXIV

As soon as he had gone out Jul�en wept desperately and for a long
t�me. He gradually adm�tted to h�mself that �f madame de Rênal had
been at Besançon he would have confessed h�s weakness to her.
The moment when he was regrett�ng the absence of th�s beloved
woman he heard Math�lde's step.
"The worst ev�l of be�ng �n pr�son," he thought "�s one's �nab�l�ty to
close one's door." All Math�lde sa�d only �rr�tated h�m.



She told h�m that M. de Valenod had had h�s nom�nat�on to the
prefectsh�p �n h�s pocket on the day of h�s tr�al, and had
consequently dared to defy M. de Fr�la�r and g�ve h�mself the
pleasure of condemn�ng h�m to death.
"Why d�d your fr�end take �t �nto h�s head," M. de Fr�la�r just sa�d to
me, "to awaken and attack the petty van�ty of that bourgeo�s
ar�stocracy. Why talk about caste? He po�nted out to them what they
ought to do �n the�r own pol�t�cal �nterest; the fools had not been
g�v�ng �t a thought and were qu�te ready to weep. That caste �nterest
�ntervened and bl�nded the�r eyes to the horror of condemn�ng a man
to death. One must adm�t that M. Sorel �s very �nexper�enced. If we
do not succeed �n sav�ng h�m by a pet�t�on for a repr�eve, h�s death
w�ll be a k�nd of su�c�de."
Math�lde was careful not to tell Jul�en a matter concern�ng wh�ch she
had now no longer any doubts; �t was that the abbé de Fr�la�r see�ng
that Jul�en was ru�ned, had thought that �t would further h�s amb�t�ous
projects to try and become h�s successor.
"Go and l�sten to a mass for me," he sa�d to Math�lde, almost bes�de
h�mself w�th vexat�on and �mpotent rage, and leave me a moment �n
peace. Math�lde who was already very jealous of madame de
Rênal's v�s�ts and who had just learned of her departure real�sed the
cause of Jul�en's bad temper and burst �nto tears.
Her gr�ef was real; Jul�en saw th�s and was only the more �rr�tated.
He had a cry�ng need of sol�tude, and how was he to get �t?
Eventually Math�lde, after hav�ng tr�ed to melt h�m by every poss�ble
argument, left h�m alone. But almost at the same moment, Fouqué
presented h�mself.
"I need to be alone," he sa�d, to th�s fa�thful fr�end, and as he saw
h�m hes�tate: "I am compos�ng a memor�al for my pet�t�on for pardon
... one th�ng more ... do me a favour, and never speak to me about
death. If I have need of any espec�al serv�ces on that day, let me be
the f�rst to speak to you about �t."
When Jul�en had eventually procured sol�tude, he found h�mself
more prostrate and more cowardly than he had been before. The



l�ttle force wh�ch th�s enfeebled soul st�ll possessed had all been
spent �n conceal�ng h�s cond�t�on from mademo�selle de la Mole.
Towards the even�ng he found consolat�on �n th�s �dea.
"If at the very moment th�s morn�ng, when death seemed so ugly to
me, I had been g�ven not�ce of my execut�on, the publ�c eye would
have acted as a spur to glory, my demeanour would perhaps have
had a certa�n st�ffness about �t, l�ke a nervous fop enter�ng a salon. A
few penetrat�ng people, �f there are any amongst these prov�nc�al
m�ght have managed to d�v�ne my weakness.... But no one would
have seen �t."
And he felt rel�eved of part of h�s unhapp�ness. "I am a coward at th�s
very moment," he sang to h�mself, "but no one w�ll know �t."
An even more unpleasant ep�sode awa�ted h�m on the follow�ng day.
H�s father had been announc�ng that he would come and see h�m for
some t�me past: the old wh�te-ha�red carpenter appeared �n Jul�en's
cell before he woke up.
Jul�en felt weak, he was ant�c�pat�ng the most unpleasant
reproaches. H�s pa�nful emot�on was �ntens�f�ed by the fact that on
th�s part�cular morn�ng he felt a keen remorse for not lov�ng h�s
father.
"Chance placed us next to each other �n the world," he sa�d to
h�mself, wh�le the turnkey was putt�ng the cell a l�ttle �n order, "and
we have pract�cally done each other all the harm we poss�bly could.
He has come to adm�n�ster the f�nal blow at the moment of my
death."
As soon as they were w�thout w�tnesses, the old man commenced
h�s stern reproaches.
Jul�en could not restra�n h�s tears. "What an unworthy weakness," he
sa�d to h�mself querulously. "He w�ll go about everywhere
exaggerat�ng my lack of courage: what a tr�umph for the Valenod,
and for all the fatuous hypocr�tes who rule �n Verr�ères! They are very
great �n France, they comb�ne all the soc�al advantages. But h�therto,
I could at any rate say to myself, �t �s true they are �n rece�pt of



money, and that all the honours lav�shed on them, but I have a noble
heart.
"But here �s a w�tness whom everyone w�ll bel�eve, and who w�ll
test�fy to the whole of Verr�ères that I shewed weakness when
confronted w�th death, and who w�ll exaggerate �t �nto the barga�n! I
shall be taken for a coward �n an ordeal wh�ch comes home to all!"
Jul�en was nearly desperate. He d�d not know how to get r�d of h�s
father. He felt �t absolutely beyond h�s strength to �nvent a ruse
capable of dece�v�ng so shrewd an old man.
H�s m�nd rap�dly rev�ewed all the alternat�ves. "I have saved some
money," he suddenly excla�med.
Th�s �nsp�rat�on produced a change �n the express�on of the old man
and �n Jul�en's own cond�t�on.
"How ought I to d�spose of �t?" cont�nued Jul�en more qu�etly. The
result had freed h�m from any feel�ng of �nfer�or�ty.
The old carpenter was burn�ng not to let the money sl�p by h�m, but �t
seemed that Jul�en wanted to leave part of �t to h�s brothers. He
talked at length and w�th an�mat�on. Jul�en felt cyn�cal.
"Well, the Lord has g�ven me a message w�th regard to my w�ll. I w�ll
g�ve a thousand francs to each of my brothers and the rest to you."
"Very good," sa�d the old man. "The rest �s due to me: but s�nce God
has been grac�ous enough to touch your heart, your debts ought to
be pa�d �f you w�sh to d�e l�ke a good Chr�st�an. There are, moreover,
the expenses of your board and your educat�on, wh�ch I advanced to
you, but wh�ch you are not th�nk�ng of."
"Such �s paternal love," repeated Jul�en to h�mself, dejectedly, when
he was at last alone. Soon the gaoler appeared.
"Mons�eur, I always br�ng my v�s�tors a good bottle of champagne
after near relat�ons have come to see them. It �s a l�ttle dear, s�x
francs a bottle, but �t rejo�ces the heart."
"Br�ng three glasses," sa�d Jul�en to h�m, w�th a ch�ld�sh eagerness,
"and br�ng �n two of the pr�soners whom I have heard walk�ng about



�n the corr�dor." The gaoler brought two men �nto h�m who had once
been condemned to the gallows, and had now been conv�cted of the
same offence aga�n, and were prepar�ng to return to penal serv�tude.
They were very cheerful scoundrels, and really very remarkable by
reason of the�r subtlety, the�r courage, and the�r coolness.
"If you g�ve me twenty francs," sa�d one of them to Jul�en, "I w�ll tell
you the story of my l�fe �n deta�l. It's r�ch."
"But you w�ll l�e," sa�d Jul�en.
"Not me," he answered, "my fr�end there, who �s jealous of my twenty
francs w�ll g�ve me away �f I say anyth�ng untrue."
H�s h�story was atroc�ous. It was ev�dence of a courageous heart
wh�ch had only one pass�on—that of money.
After the�r departure Jul�en was no longer the same man. All h�s
anger w�th h�mself had d�sappeared. The awful gr�ef wh�ch had been
po�soned and rendered more acute by the weakness of wh�ch he
had been a v�ct�m s�nce madame de Rênal's departure had turned to
melancholy.
"If I had been less taken �n by appearances," he sa�d to h�mself, "I
would have had a better chance of see�ng that the Par�s salons are
full of honest men l�ke my father, or clever scoundrels l�ke those
felons. They are r�ght. The men �n the salons never get up �n the
morn�ng w�th th�s po�gnant thought �n the�r m�nds, how am I go�ng to
get my d�nner? They boast about the�r honesty and when they are
summoned on the jury, they take pr�de �n conv�ct�ng the man who
has stolen a s�lver d�sh because he felt starv�ng.
"But �f there �s a court, and �t's a quest�on of los�ng or w�nn�ng a
portfol�o, my worthy salon people w�ll comm�t cr�mes exactly s�m�lar
to those, wh�ch the need of gett�ng a d�nner �nsp�red those two felons
to perpetrate.
"There �s no such th�ng as natural law, the express�on �s noth�ng
more than a s�lly anachron�sm well worthy of the advocate-general
who harr�ed me the other day, and whose grandfather was enr�ched
by one of the conf�scat�ons of Lou�s XIV. There �s no such th�ng as



r�ght, except when there �s a law to forb�d a certa�n th�ng under pa�n
of pun�shment.
"Before law ex�sted, the only natural th�ng was the strength of the
l�on, or the need of a creature who was cold or hungry, to put �t �n
one word, need. No, the people whom the world honours are merely
v�lla�ns who have had the good fortune not to have been caught red-
handed. The prosecutor whom soc�ety put on my track was enr�ched
by an �nfamous act. I have comm�tted a murder, and I am justly
condemned, but the Valenod who has condemned me, �s by reason
alone of that very deed, a hundred t�mes more harmful to soc�ety.
"Well," added Jul�en sadly but not angr�ly, "�n sp�te of h�s avar�ce, my
father �s worth more than all those men. He never loved me. The
d�sgrace I br�ng upon h�m by an �nfamous death has proved the last
straw. That fear of lack�ng money, that d�storted v�ew of the
w�ckedness of mank�nd, wh�ch �s called avar�ce, make h�m f�nd a
tremendous consolat�on and sense of secur�ty �n a sum of three or
four hundred lou�s, wh�ch I have been able to leave h�m. Some
Sunday, after d�nner, he w�ll shew h�s gold to all the env�ous men �n
Verr�ères. 'Wh�ch of you would not be del�ghted to have a son
gu�llot�ned at a pr�ce l�ke th�s,' w�ll be the message they w�ll read �n
h�s eyes."
Th�s ph�losophy m�ght be true, but �t was of such a character as to
make h�m w�sh for death. In th�s way f�ve long days went by. He was
pol�te and gentle to Math�lde, whom he saw was exasperated by the
most v�olent jealousy. One even�ng Jul�en ser�ously thought of tak�ng
h�s own l�fe. H�s soul was demoral�sed by the deep unhapp�ness �n
wh�ch madame de Rênal's departure had thrown h�m. He could no
longer f�nd pleasure �n anyth�ng, e�ther �n real l�fe or �n the sphere of
the �mag�nat�on. Lack of exerc�se began to affect h�s health, and to
produce �n h�m all the weakness and exaltat�on of a young German
student. He began to lose that v�r�le d�sda�n wh�ch repels w�th a
drast�c oath certa�n und�gn�f�ed �deas wh�ch bes�ege the soul of the
unhappy.
"I loved truth.... Where �s �t? Hypocr�sy everywhere or at any rate
charlatan�sm. Even �n the most v�rtuous, even �n the greatest," and



h�s l�ps assumed an express�on of d�sgust. "No, man cannot trust
man."
"Madame de —— when she was mak�ng a collect�on for her poor
orphans, used to tell me that such and such a pr�nce had just g�ven
ten lou�s, a sheer l�e. But what am I talk�ng about. Napoleon at St.
Helena ... Pure charlatan�sm l�ke the proclamat�on �n favour of the
k�ng of Rome.
"Great God! If a man l�ke that at a t�me when m�sfortune ought to
summon h�m sternly to h�s duty w�ll s�nk to charlatan�sm, what �s one
to expect from the rest of the human spec�es?"
"Where �s truth? In rel�g�on. Yes," he added, w�th a b�tter sm�le of
utter contempt. "In the mouth of the Maslons, the Fr�la�rs, the
Castanèdes—perhaps �n that true Chr�st�an�ty whose pr�ests were
not pa�d any more than were the apostles. But St. Paul was pa�d by
the pleasure of command�ng, speak�ng, gett�ng h�mself talked
about."
"Oh, �f there were only a true rel�g�on. Fool that I am. I see a Goth�c
cathedral and venerable sta�ned-glass w�ndows, and my weak heart
conjures up the pr�est to f�t the scene. My soul would understand
h�m, my soul has need of h�m. I only f�nd a n�ncompoop w�th d�rty
ha�r. About as comfort�ng as a cheval�er de Beauvo�s�s.
"But a true pr�est, a Mass�llon, a Fénelon. Mass�llon sacr�f�ced
Dubo�s. Sa�nt-S�mon's memo�rs have spo�lt the �llus�on of Fénelon,
but he was a true pr�est anyway. In those days, tender souls could
have a place �n the world where they could meet together. We
should not then have been �solated. That good pr�est would have
talked to us of God. But what God? Not the one of the B�ble, a cruel
petty despot, full of v�nd�ct�veness, but the God of Volta�re, just,
good, �nf�n�te."
He was troubled by all the memor�es of that B�ble wh�ch he knew by
heart. "But how on earth, when the de�ty �s three people all at the
same t�me, �s one to bel�eve �n the great name of GOD, after the
fr�ghtful way �n wh�ch our pr�ests have abused �t."
"L�v�ng alone. What a torture."



"I am grow�ng mad and unreasonable," sa�d Jul�en to h�mself, str�k�ng
h�s forehead. "I am alone here �n th�s cell, but I have not l�ved alone
on earth. I had the powerful �dea of duty. The duty wh�ch r�ghtly or
wrongly I la�d down for myself, has been to me l�ke the trunk of a
sol�d tree wh�ch I could lean on dur�ng the storm, I stumbled, I was
ag�tated. After all I was only a man, but I was not swept away.
"It must be the damp a�r of th�s cell wh�ch made me th�nk of be�ng
alone.
"Why should I st�ll play the hypocr�te by curs�ng hypocr�sy? It �s
ne�ther death, nor the cell, nor the damp a�r, but madame de Rênal's
absence wh�ch prostrates me. If, �n order to see her at Verr�ères, I
had to l�ve whole weeks at Verr�ères concealed �n the cellars of her
house, would I compla�n?"
"The �nfluence of my contemporar�es w�ns the day," he sa�d aloud,
w�th a b�tter laugh. "Though I am talk�ng to myself and w�th�n an ace
of death, I st�ll play the hypocr�te. Oh you n�neteenth century! A
hunter f�res a gun shot �n the forest, h�s quarry falls, he hastens
forward to se�ze �t. H�s foot knocks aga�nst a two-foot anth�ll, knocks
down the dwell�ng place of the ants, and scatters the ants and the�r
eggs far and w�de. The most ph�losoph�c among the ants w�ll never
be able to understand that black, g�gant�c and terr�fy�ng body, the
hunter's boot, wh�ch suddenly �nvaded the�r home w�th �ncred�ble
rap�d�ty, preceded by a fr�ghtful no�se, and accompan�ed by flashes
of redd�sh f�re."
"In the same way, death, l�fe and etern�ty, are very s�mple th�ngs for
anyone who has organs suff�c�ently vast to conce�ve them. An
ephemeral fly �s born at n�ne o'clock �n the morn�ng �n the long
summer days, to d�e at f�ve o'clock �n the even�ng. How �s �t to
understand the word 'n�ght'?"
"G�ve �t f�ve more hours of ex�stence, and �t w�ll see n�ght, and
understand �ts mean�ng."
"So, �n my case, I shall d�e at the age of twenty-three. G�ve me f�ve
more years of l�fe �n order to l�ve w�th madame de Rênal."



He began to laugh l�ke Meph�stopheles. How fool�sh to debate these
great problems.
"(1). I am as hypocr�t�cal as though there were someone there to
l�sten to me.
"(2). I am forgett�ng to l�ve and to love when I have so few days left
to l�ve. Alas, madame de Rênal �s absent; perhaps her husband w�ll
not let her come back to Besançon any more, to go on comprom�s�ng
her honour."
"That �s what makes me lonely, and not the absence of a God who �s
just, good and omn�potent, devo�d of mal�ce, and �n no w�se greedy
of vengeance."
"Oh, �f He d�d ex�st. Alas I should fall at H�s feet. I have deserved
death, I should say to H�m, but oh Thou great God, good God,
�ndulgent God, g�ve me back her whom I love!"
By th�s t�me the n�ght was far advanced. After an hour or two of
peaceful sleep, Fouqué arr�ved.
Jul�en felt strongly resolute, l�ke a man who sees to the bottom of h�s
soul.

CHAPTER LXXV

"I cannot play such a tr�ck on that poor abbé Chas-Bernard, as to
summon h�m," he sa�d to Fouqué: "�t would prevent h�m from d�n�ng
for three whole days.—But try and f�nd some Jansen�st who �s a
fr�end of M. P�rard."
Fouqué was �mpat�ently wa�t�ng for th�s suggest�on. Jul�en acqu�tted
h�mself becom�ngly of all the duty a man owes to prov�nc�al op�n�on.
Thanks to M. the abbé de Fr�la�r, and �n sp�te of h�s bad cho�ce of a
confessor, Jul�en enjoyed �n h�s cell the protect�on of the pr�estly
congregat�on; w�th a l�ttle more d�plomacy he m�ght have managed to



escape. But the bad a�r of the cell produced �ts effect, and h�s
strength of m�nd d�m�n�shed. But th�s only �ntens�f�ed h�s happ�ness at
madame de Rênal's return.
"My f�rst duty �s towards you, my dear," she sa�d as she embraced
h�m; "I have run away from Verr�ères."
Jul�en felt no petty van�ty �n h�s relat�ons w�th her, and told her all h�s
weaknesses. She was good and charm�ng to h�m.
In the even�ng she had scarcely left the pr�son before she made the
pr�est, who had clung on to Jul�en l�ke a ver�table prey, go to her
aunt's: as h�s only object was to w�n prest�ge among the young
women who belonged to good Besançon soc�ety, madame de Rênal
eas�ly preva�led upon h�m to go and perform a novena at the abbey
of Bray-le-Haut.
No words can do just�ce to the madness and extravagance of
Jul�en's love.
By means of gold, and by us�ng and abus�ng the �nfluence of her
aunt, who was devout, r�ch and well-known, madame de Rênal
managed to see h�m tw�ce a day.
At th�s news, Math�lde's jealousy reached a p�tch of pos�t�ve
madness. M. de Fr�la�r had confessed to her that all h�s �nfluence d�d
not go so far as to adm�t of flout�ng the convent�ons by allow�ng her
to see her sweetheart more than once every day. Math�lde had
madame de Rênal followed so as to know the smallest th�ng she d�d.
M. de Fr�la�r exhausted all the resources of an extremely clever
�ntellect �n order to prove to her that Jul�en was unworthy of her.
Plunged though she was �n all these torments, she only loved h�m
the more, and made a horr�ble scene nearly every day.
Jul�en w�shed, w�th all h�s m�ght, to behave to the very end l�ke an
honourable man towards th�s poor young g�rl whom he had so
strangely comprom�sed, but the reckless love wh�ch he felt for
madame de Rênal swept h�m away at every s�ngle m�nute. When he
could not manage to persuade Math�lde of the �nnocence of her
r�val's v�s�ts by all h�s th�n excuses, he would say to h�mself: "at any



rate the end of the drama ought to be qu�te near. The very fact of not
be�ng able to l�e better w�ll be an excuse for me."
Mademo�selle de La Mole learnt of the death of the marqu�s de
Cro�seno�s. The r�ch M. de Thaler had �ndulged �n some unpleasant
remarks concern�ng Math�lde's d�sappearance: M. de Cro�seno�s
went and asked h�m to recant them: M. de Thaler showed h�m some
anonymous letters wh�ch had been sent to h�m, and wh�ch were full
of deta�ls so artfully put together that the poor marqu�s could not help
catch�ng a gl�mpse of the truth.
M. de Thaler �ndulged �n some jests wh�ch were devo�d of all taste.
Maddened by anger and unhapp�ness, M. de Cro�seno�s demanded
such unqual�f�ed sat�sfact�on, that the m�ll�ona�re preferred to f�ght a
duel. Stup�d�ty tr�umphed, and one of the most lovable of men met
w�th h�s death before he was twenty-four.
Th�s death produced a strange and morb�d �mpress�on on Jul�en's
demoral�sed soul.
"Poor Cro�seno�s," he sa�d to Math�lde, "really behaved very
reasonably and very honourably towards us; he had ample ground
for hat�ng me and p�ck�ng a quarrel w�th me, by reason of your
�nd�scret�on �n your mother's salon; for the hatred wh�ch follows on
contempt �s usually frenz�ed."
M. de Cro�seno�s' death changed all Jul�en's �deas concern�ng
Math�lde's future. He spent several days �n prov�ng to her that she
ought to accept the hand of M. de Luz. "He �s a nervous man, not too
much of a Jesu�t, and w�ll doubtless be a cand�date," he sa�d to her.
"He has a more s�n�ster and persever�ng amb�t�on than poor
Cro�seno�s, and as there has never been a dukedom �n h�s fam�ly, he
w�ll be only too glad to marry Jul�en Sorel's w�dow."
"A w�dow, though, who scorns the grand pass�ons," answered
Math�lde coldly, "for she has l�ved long enough to see her lover
prefer to her after s�x months another woman who was the or�g�n of
all the�r unhapp�ness."
"You are unjust! Madame de Rênal's v�s�ts w�ll furn�sh my advocate
at Par�s, who �s endeavour�ng to procure my pardon, w�th the subject



matter for some sensat�onal phrases; he w�ll dep�ct the murderer
honoured by the attent�on of h�s v�ct�m. That may produce an
�mpress�on, and perhaps some day or other, you w�ll see me prov�de
the plot of some melodrama or other, etc., etc."
A fur�ous and �mpotent jealousy, a prolonged and hopeless
unhapp�ness (for even suppos�ng Jul�en was saved, how was she to
w�n back h�s heart?), coupled w�th her shame and angu�sh at lov�ng
th�s unfa�thful lover more than ever had plunged mademo�selle de la
Mole �nto a gloomy s�lence, from wh�ch all the careful ass�du�ty of M.
de Fr�la�r was as l�ttle able to draw her as the rugged frankness of
Fouqué.
As for Jul�en, except �n those moments wh�ch were taken up by
Math�lde's presence, he l�ved on love w�th scarcely a thought for the
future.
"In former days," Jul�en sa�d to her, "when I m�ght have been so
happy, dur�ng our walks �n the wood of Vergy, a frenz�ed amb�t�on
swept my soul �nto the realms of �mag�nat�on. Instead of press�ng to
my heart that charm�ng arm wh�ch �s so near my l�ps, the thoughts of
my future took me away from you; I was engaged �n countless
combats wh�ch I should have to susta�n �n order to lay the
foundat�ons of a colossal fortune. No, I should have d�ed w�thout
know�ng what happ�ness was �f you had not come to see me �n th�s
pr�son."
Two ep�sodes ruffled th�s tranqu�l l�fe. Jul�en's confessor, Jansen�st
though he was, was not proof aga�nst an �ntr�gue of the Jesu�ts, and
became the�r tool w�thout know�ng �t.
He came to tell h�m one day that unless he meant to fall �nto the
awful s�n of su�c�de, he ought to take every poss�ble step to procure
h�s pardon. Consequently, as the clergy have a great deal of
�nfluence w�th the m�n�ster of Just�ce at Par�s, an easy means
presented �tself; he ought to become converted w�th all publ�c�ty.
"W�th publ�c�ty," repeated Jul�en. "Ha, Ha! I have caught you at �t—I
have caught you as well, my father, play�ng a part l�ke any
m�ss�onary."



"Your youth," repl�ed the Jansen�st gravely, "the �nterest�ng
appearance wh�ch Prov�dence has g�ven you, the st�ll unsolved
mystery of the mot�ve for your cr�me, the hero�c steps wh�ch
mademo�selle de la Mole has so freely taken on your behalf,
everyth�ng, up to the surpr�s�ng affect�on wh�ch your v�ct�m man�fests
towards you, has contr�buted to make you the hero of the young
women of Besançon. They have forgotten everyth�ng, even pol�t�cs,
on your account. Your convers�on w�ll reverberate �n the�r hearts and
w�ll leave beh�nd �t a deep �mpress�on. You can be of cons�derable
use to rel�g�on, and I was about to hes�tate for the tr�v�al reason that
�n a s�m�lar c�rcumstance the Jesu�ts would follow a s�m�lar course.
But �f I d�d, even �n the one case wh�ch has escaped the�r greedy
clutches they would st�ll be exerc�s�ng the�r m�sch�ef. The tears wh�ch
your conversat�on w�ll cause to be shed w�ll annul the po�sonous
effect of ten ed�t�ons of Volta�re's works."
"And what w�ll be left for me," answered Jul�en, coldly, "�f I desp�se
myself? I have been amb�t�ous; I do not mean to blame myself �n any
way. Further, I have acted �n accordance w�th the code of the age.
Now I am l�v�ng from day to day. But I should make myself very
unhappy �f I were to y�eld to what the local�ty would regard as a p�ece
of coward�ce...."
Madame de Rênal was respons�ble for the other ep�sode wh�ch
affected Jul�en �n qu�te another way. Some �ntr�gu�ng woman fr�end
or other had managed to persuade th�s naïve and t�m�d soul that �t
was her duty to leave for St. Cloud, and go and throw herself at the
feet of K�ng Charles X.
She had made the sacr�f�ce of separat�ng from Jul�en, and after a
stra�n as great as that, she no longer thought anyth�ng of the
unpleasantness of mak�ng an exh�b�t�on of herself, though �n former
t�mes she would have thought that worse than death.
"I w�ll go to the k�ng. I w�ll confess freely that you are my lover. The
l�fe of a man, and of a man l�ke Jul�en, too, ought to preva�l over
every cons�derat�on. I w�ll tell h�m that �t was because of jealousy that
you made an attempt upon my l�fe. There are numerous �nstances of



poor young people who have been saved �n such a case by the
clemency of the jury or of the k�ng."
"I w�ll leave off see�ng you; I w�ll shut myself up �n my pr�son,"
excla�med Jul�en, "and you can be qu�te certa�n that �f you do not
prom�se me to take no step wh�ch w�ll make a publ�c exh�b�t�on of us
both, I w�ll k�ll myself �n despa�r the day afterwards. Th�s �dea of
go�ng to Par�s �s not your own. Tell me the name of the �ntr�gu�ng
woman who suggested �t to you.
"Let us be happy dur�ng the small number of days of th�s short l�fe.
Let us h�de our ex�stence; my cr�me was only too self-ev�dent.
Mademo�selle de la Mole enjoys all poss�ble �nfluence at Par�s. Take
�t from me that she has done all that �s humanly poss�ble. Here �n the
prov�nces I have all the men of wealth and prest�ge aga�nst me. Your
conduct w�ll st�ll further aggravate those r�ch and essent�ally
moderate people to whom l�fe comes so easy.... Let us not g�ve the
Maslons, the Valenods, and the thousand other people who are
worth more than they, anyth�ng to laugh about."
Jul�en came to f�nd the bad a�r of the cell unbearable. Fortunately,
nature was rejo�c�ng �n a f�ne sunsh�ne on the day when they
announced to h�m that he would have to d�e, and he was �n a
courageous ve�n. He found walk�ng �n the open a�r as del�c�ous a
sensat�on as the nav�gator, who has been at sea for a long t�me,
f�nds walk�ng on the ground. "Come on, everyth�ng �s go�ng all r�ght,"
he sa�d to h�mself. "I am not lack�ng �n courage."
H�s head had never looked so poet�cal as at that moment when �t
was on the po�nt of fall�ng. The sweet m�nutes wh�ch he had formerly
spent �n the woods of Vergy crowded back upon h�s m�nd w�th
extreme force.
Everyth�ng went off s�mply, decorously, and w�thout any affectat�on
on h�s part.
Two days before he had sa�d to Fouqué: "I cannot guarantee not to
show some emot�on. Th�s dense, squal�d cell g�ves me f�ts of fever �n
wh�ch I do not recogn�se myself, but fear?—no! I shall not be seen to
fl�nch."



He had made h�s arrangements �n advance for Fouqué to take
Math�lde and madame de Rênal away on the morn�ng of h�s last day.
"Dr�ve them away �n the same carr�age," he had sa�d. "Do you see
that the post-horses do not leave off gallop�ng. They w�ll e�ther fall
�nto each other's arms, or man�fest towards each other a mortal
hatred. In e�ther case the poor women w�ll have someth�ng to d�stract
them a l�ttle from the�r awful gr�ef."
Jul�en had made madame de Rênal swear that she would l�ve to look
after Math�lde's son.
"Who knows? Perhaps we have st�ll some sensat�ons after our
death," he had sa�d one day to Fouqué. "I should l�ke to rest, for rest
�s the r�ght word, �n that l�ttle grotto �n the great mounta�n wh�ch
dom�nates Verr�ères. Many a t�me, as I have told you, I have spent
the n�ght alone �n that grotto, and as my gaze would plunge far and
w�de over the r�chest prov�nces of France, amb�t�on would �nflame
my heart. In those days �t was my pass�on.... Anyway, I hold that
grotto dear, and one cannot d�spute that �ts s�tuat�on m�ght well
arouse the des�res of the ph�losopher's soul.... Well, you know! those
good pr�ests of Besançon w�ll make money out of everyth�ng. If you
know how to manage �t, they w�ll sell you my mortal rema�ns."
Fouqué succeeded �n th�s melancholy bus�ness. He was pass�ng the
n�ght alone �n h�s room by h�s fr�end's body when, to h�s great
surpr�se, he saw Math�lde come �n. A few hours before he had left
her ten leagues from Besançon. Her face and eyes looked
d�straught.
"I want to see h�m," she sa�d.
Fouqué had not the courage e�ther to speak or get up. He po�nted
w�th h�s f�nger to a b�g blue cloak on the floor; there was wrapped �n
�t all that rema�ned of Jul�en.
She threw herself on her knees. The memory of Bon�face de la Mole,
and of Marguer�te of Navarre gave her, no doubt, a superhuman
courage. Her trembl�ng hands und�d the cloak. Fouqué turned away
h�s eyes.



He heard Math�lde walk�ng fever�shly about the room. She l�t several
candles. When Fouqué could br�ng h�mself to look at her, she had
placed Jul�en's head on a l�ttle marble table �n front of her, and was
k�ss�ng �t on the forehead.
Math�lde followed her lover to the tomb wh�ch he had chosen. A
great number of pr�ests convoyed the b�er, and, alone �n her draped
carr�age, w�thout anyone know�ng �t, she carr�ed on her knees the
head of the man whom she had loved so much.
When they arr�ved �n th�s way at the most elevated peak of the h�gh
mounta�ns of the Jura, twenty pr�ests celebrated the serv�ce of the
dead �n the m�ddle of the n�ght �n th�s l�ttle grotto, wh�ch was
magn�f�cently �llum�nated by a countless number of wax candles.
Attracted by th�s strange and s�ngular ceremony, all the �nhab�tants
of the l�ttle mounta�n v�llages wh�ch the funeral had passed through,
followed �t.
Math�lde appeared �n the�r m�dst �n long mourn�ng garments, and had
several thousands of f�ve-franc p�eces thrown to them at the end of
the serv�ce.
When she was left alone w�th Fouqué, she �ns�sted on bury�ng her
lover's head w�th her own hands. Fouqué nearly went mad w�th gr�ef.
Math�lde took care that th�s w�ld grotto should be decorated w�th
marble monuments that had been sculpted �n Italy at great expense.
Madame de Rênal kept her prom�se. She d�d not try to make any
attempt upon her l�fe; but she d�ed embrac�ng her ch�ldren, three
days after Jul�en.

THE END.

The �nconven�ence of the re�gn of publ�c op�n�on �s that though, of
course, �t secures l�berty, �t meddles w�th what �t has noth�ng to do
w�th—pr�vate l�fe, for example. Hence the gloom�ness of Amer�ca
and England. In order to avo�d �nfr�ng�ng on pr�vate l�fe, the author



has �nvented a l�ttle town—Verr�ères, and when he had need of a
b�shop, a jury, an ass�ze court, he placed all th�s �n Besançon, where
he has never been.
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