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PREFACE 

ONE of the greatest burlesques of the glorious epoch at 
which we have the good fortune to live, is unquestionahly 
the rehabilitation of virtue undertaken by all the journals of 
every hue, red, green, or tri-coloured. 

Virtue is assuredly very respectable, and we have no 
wish to fail in respect to her, God forbid! good and worthy 
woman that she is! We think that her eyes are brilliant 
enough through their spectacles, that her leg is neatly gar­
~ered, that she takes her snuff in her gold box with all imag­
inable grace, that her little dog hows like a dancing-m3ster. 
We think all this. We will even acknowledge that for her 
age, she is, in point of fact, not so much amiss, and that she 
arries her years as well as can be. She is a very agreeable 
rrandmother- but she is a grandmother. It seems to me 
natural, especially at twenty years of age, to prefer some 
ittle immorality, very spruce and coquettish, and very good­
atured, with her hair a little uncurled, her skirt short rather 
an long, an enticing foot and eye, her cheek lightly kindled, 

aughter on her lips, and her heart in her hand. The most 
onstrously virtuous journalist~ cannot be of a different 

pinion, and if they say the contrary, it is very probable that 
ey do not think it. To think one thing and write another 

appens every day, especially in the case of virtuous people. 
r remember the jokes launched before the Revolution (that 

f July, I mean) against the unfortunate and virginal Vis­
count Sosthene de La Rochefoucauld, who lengthened the 
;kirts of the dancers at the Opera, and with his own patrician 
hands applied a modest plaster to the middle of all the 
statues. Viscount Sosthene de La Rochefoucauld has been 
far surpassed. Modesty has been greatly improved upon 
since that time, and we now indulge in refinements which 
be would not have dreamed of. 

For my own part, not being .accustomed to look at statues 
• 
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Christianity is so much in vogue, owing to the prevalent 
hypocrisy, that nco-Christianity itself enjoys a certain favour. 
They say that it even possesses an adept, including Monsieur 
Drauineau. 

An extremely curious variety of the moral journalist, 
properly so-called, is the female-family journalist. 

E e ~ushes chaste susceptibility as far as anthropophagy, 
or to within little of it. 

His manner of procedure, though simple and easy at first 
sight, i, none the less facetious and superlatively diverting, 
and I think that it is worth preserving for posterity-for 
our children's children, as the perukes of the so-called "grand 
century" would say. 

first, in order to pose as a journalist of this species, a few 
little preparatory utensils are needful-such as two or three 
wedded wives, a few mothers, as many sisters as possible, a 
complete assortment of daughters, and female cousins with­
out number. Next there is required a theatrical piece or a 
novel, a pen, ink, paper, and 3. printer. It might, perhaps, 
be as well to bave an idea and several subscribers, but with 
a good deal of philosophy and shareholders' money, it is 
possible to do without them. 

When you bave all this you may set up as a moral jour­
nalist. The two following recipes, suitably varied, are sufli­
nent for the editing:-

Models of Virtuolls Articles on a First Performance. 

"After the literature of blood, the literature of mire; after 
the Morgue and the galleys, the alcove and the lupanar; 
after rags stained by murder, rags stained by debaucheryj 
aftf"r, &c. (according to necessity and the space available, 
this strain may be continued from six lines up to fifty or 
morel-this is justice. See whither forgetfulness of whole­
some doctrine and romantic licentiousness lead us: the 
theatre has become a school ror prostitution, into which it is 
impossible to venture, without trembling, in the company of 
a woman you respect. You come trusting to an illustrious 
name, and you are obliged to withdraw at the third act, with 
your young daughter, quite disconcerted and out of Coun­
tenance. Your wife hides her blushes behind her fan; your 
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sister, your female cousin, &c." (The titles of relationship 
may be diversified; it is enough if they are those of females.) 

Note.-There is one who has pushed his morality so far 
as to say: "I will not go to see this drama with my mis-­
tress." That man I admire and love; I carry him in my 
heart, as Louis XVIII carried the whole of France in his 
bosom ; for he has had the most triumphant, colossal , irregu­
lar, and luxori:m idea that has entered the brain of man, out 
of all the numerous droll ideas conceived in this hlessed 
ninetee..'lth century. 

The ~ethod cf giving an account of a book is very expedi­
tious, a.,d within the reach of every capacity:-

"If you wish to read this bock, shut yourself up carefully 
at home; do not let it lie about on the table. If your wife 
or your daughter were to open it, she would be lost. It is a 
dangerous book, and it counsels vice. It would, perhaps, 
have had a great success in the time of Crebillon, in the 
petites maisolls, at the delicate suppers of the duchesses; 
but now that morals are purified, that the hand of the people 
has overthrown the worm-eaten structure of the aristocracy, 
&c., &c., that--that--th,t--there must be in every 
work an idea--a religious and moral idea, which--a 
view, lofty and profound, answering to the needs of human­
ity; for it is deplorable that young writers should sacrifice 
the most holy things to success, and employ an othenvise 
estimable talcnt in lewd pictures which would make a captain 
of draguons blush. (The virginity of the captain of dragoons 
is the finest discovery, next to that of America, which has 
been made for a long time.) The novel we are reviewing 
recalls 'Therese Philosophe,' 'Felicia,' 'Compere Mathieu,' 
and the 'Contes de Grecourt.'.. The virtuous journalist has 
immense erudition in the matter of filthy novels. It would 
be curious to know why. 

It is frightiul to think that, by order of the newspapers, 
there are many honest manufacturers who bave only these 
two recipes to live on, they and the numerous family that 
they employ. 
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Apparently I am the most enormously immoral ~erson~b'" 
to be found in Europe or elsewhere, for I see nothmg more 
licentious in thr novels and comedies of to-<lay than in the 
novels and comedies of former times, and I cannot well 
understand why the ears of the gentlemen of the press should 
have suddenly become so Jansenically delicate. 

I do not think that the most innocent journalist dare say 
that Pigault-Lebrun, the younger Crebillon, Louvet, Voise­
nOD, Marmontel, and all other makers of rorn~ces and 
novels, do not surpass in immorality, since immorality there 
is, the most disordered and licentious productions of Messrs. 
So-and-so, whom I do not mention by name out of regard 
for their modesty. 

It would need the most signal bad faith not to acknowl­
edge it. 

Let it not be objected that I have here adduced names little 
or imperfectly known. If I bave not alluded to illustrious 
and monumental names, it is not that they do not support 
my as.c;ertion with their great authority. 

Except for the difference in merit, the romances and tales 
of Voltaire are assuredly not mucb more susceptible of being 
given as prizes to little boarding-school Misses than are the 
immoral tales of our friend the lycanthropist, or even the 
moral tales of the mealy-mouthed Marmontel. 

What do we see in the comedies of tbe great Moliere? 
The holy institution of marriage (to adopt the style of cate­
chism and journalist) mocked and turned into ridicule in 
every scene. 

The ~ushand is old, ugly, and w;entric; he wears his wig 
awry, bls coat bas gone out of fashIOn, be has a bilJ-beaded 
cane, bis nose is daubed with snuff, his legs are short and 
bis abdomen is as big as a budget. He sputters, sPeaks 
only folly, and. acts ~uitably. to .his word~; he sees nothing 
and bears nothlDg; hIS WIfe IS lcissed to hIS very beard and 
be does not know wbat is going on. This lasts until h~ has 
been well and duly proved a cuckold in bis own eyes and in 
the ey~ of the whole bighly edified bouse, which applauds 
enthUSIastically. 

Those wbo applaud the most are those wbo are married 
Ibe most. 
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Marriage in Moliere is called George Dandin or SganareJle. 
Adultery, Damis, or Clitandrej there is no name sweet and 

charming enough for it. 
The adulterer is always young, handsome, well·made, and 

a marquis, at the least. He enters humming the latest 
couranto in an aside; he makes one or two steps on the stage 
with the most deliberate and triumphant air in the world; 
be scratches his ear with the rosy nail of bis coquettishly 
opened little finger; he combs his beautiful fair hair with 
his tortoise-shell comb, and adjusts the legs of his trousers, 
which are of great size. His doublet and hose are hidden 
beneath aigulets and bows of ribbon, his ned-band is by the 
best maker; his gloves smell better than benjamin and civet: 
his plumes have cost a louis the spray. 

How fiery bis eye and how blooming his cheek! how 
smiling his mouth! how white his teeth! how soft and well­
washed his hands! 

He speaks, and we have nothing but madrigals and per­
fumed gallantries delivered in a fine affected style, and with 
the best air; he has read romances and knows poetry; he is 
valiant and ready to draw; he scatters gold with open hand. 
Thus Angelique, Agnes, and Isabelle, can scarcely restrain 
themselves from leaping upon his neck, well-bred and great 
ladies though they be, and the husband is duly deceived in 
the fifth act, fortunate if he has not been so from the first. 

This is the manner in which marriage is treated by 
Moliere, one of the loftiest and weightiest geniuses that bave 
ever lived. Do people think that there is anything stronger 
in the speeches in "Indiana" or '(Valentine"? 

Paternity is still less respected, if that be possible. Look 
at Orgon, look at Geronte, look at all of them. 

How they are robbed by their sons and beaten by their 
valets! How are exposed, without pity for their age, their 
avarice, and their obstinacy, and their imbecility! What 
jestings! what mystifications! How they are shouldered out 
of life, these poor old men who are slow about dyina, and 
will on no account give up their money! How the eternity 
of parents is spoken of! What speeches against hereditv 
and how much more convincing they are than all the Sain-t ~ 
Simonian declamations! 
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A father is an ogre, an Argus, a gaoler, a tyrant, a some­
thina which at the very most is only good for delaymg a 
mar~iaO'e durinO' three acts, until the final denouement. A 
father is' as ridiculous as the most ridiculous husband. A 
son is never ridiculous in Moliere, for Moliere, like all authors 
of all possible times, paid court to the youthful generation 
at the expense of the old. 

And the Scapins, with their cloaks stdped in Neapoli~n 
fashion their cap on their ear, and thOlr feather sweepIng 
the fii~re they not very pious people, very chaste, and 
deserving of canonisationl The galleys are full of worthy 
people, who bave not done a quarter of wh~t they. do. 1!'e 
cheatings of Trialph are petty ill companson WIth thOlrs. 
And the Lisettes and Martons, what wantons, ye gods, are 
they I The courtesans of the streets are far from being so 
sharp as they are, so ready to give a smutty reply. How 
well they understand how to deliver a note! how well they 
keep watch during a rendezvous! They are, on my word, 
precious girls, and give excellent advice. 

'Tis a charming society that moves and walks through 
these comedies and imbroglios. Duped guardians, cuckolded 
husbands, libertine attendants, cunning valets, young ladies 
madly in love, debauched sons, adulterous wives-are they 
not all quite equal to the melancholy young beaux, and the 
poor, weak, oppressed, and impassioned young women of 
the dramas and novels by our fashionable authors? 

And "ithal the denouements, minus the final dagger-blow 
and minus the necessary cup of poison, are as happy as 
those in fairy tales, and everybody, even the husband him­
self, is ahvays as pleased as possible. In Moliere virtue is 
always disgraced and thrashed; it wears the horns and 
?f!ers i~ back to Mascadlle; morality may just, perhap's, put 
ill a smgle appearance at the end of the piece, under the 
oomewhat homely personification of police-<>fficer Loyal. 

In all that we have just said we have had no intention of 
chipping the comers of Moliere's pedestal; we are not foolish 
enough to t;l' to sh.ake this bronze colossus "ith our puny 
~; we sunply ,,,shed to demonstrate to the pious jour­
nalists, who are shocked by recent romantic works that the 
ancient claS5ics, which every day they reco~d us to 
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read and imitate, far surpass them in wantonness and 
immorality. 

With MoHere we might easily join both MarivatL~ and 
La Fontaine, those two very opposite expressions of the 
French character, and Regnier, and Rabelais, and Marot, and 
many others. But our intention is not to construct here, a 
propos of morality, a course of literature for the use of the 
virgins of the feuilleton. 

It seems to me that they should not make so much ado 
about so little. We are, happily, no longer in the time of the 
fair Eve, and we cannot in conscience be as primitive and 
patriarchal as they were in the Ark. We are not little girls 
preparing for their first communion, and when we play at 
Crambo we do not answer "cream·tart." Our artlessness is 
tolerably knowing, and our virginity has been about town 
for a long time. These are among the things which we 
cannot have twice, and do what we may, we lannot recover 
them; for there is nothing in the world that goes more 
quickly than a virginity which departs and an illusion which 
takes to flight. 

P&haps after all there is no great harm done, and the 
knowledge of everything is preferable to the ignorance of 
everything. It is a question that I leave to be discussed by 
those who are more learned than I. The world has, at all 
events, passed the age when we can counterfeit modesty and 
bashfulness, and I think it too old a grey-beard to be able to 
play the child and virgin without miling itself ridiculous. 

Since her marriage with civilisation, society has lost the 
right of bein~ ingenuous and bashful. There are certain 
blushings which are still admissible at bed-time on the part 
of the bride, and which can be of no further service on the 
morrow; for the young woman perhaps remembers the young 
girl no longer, or, if she does, it is a very indecent thing, and 
seriously compromises her husband's reputation. 

When I chance to read one of the fine sermons which have 
taken place of literary criticism in the public prints, I am 
sometimes seized with great remorse and apprehension, I who 
have on my conscience sundry small jokes somewhat too 
highly spiced, sueh as a young man with life and spirit may 
have 10 reproach himself with. 
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Beside these Bossuets of the Cafe de Paris, these Bourda­
loues of the balconv at the Opera, these Catos at so much a 
line who scold the century in such fine fashion, I, in fact, 
look upon myself as the most terrible rascal that has ever 
polluted the face of the earth, and yet, heaven knows, the 
nomenclature of my sins, capital as well as venial, with the 
margins and spaces strictly observed, would scarcely, in the 
hands of the most sIUlful bookseller, make up one or two 
octavo volumes a day. which is little enough for one who 
makes no pretension of going to paradise in the next world, 
and of winning the :\'lonthyon prize or of carrying off the 
rose in this. 

Then, when I think that I have met with rather a large 
number of these dragons of virtue beneath the table, and 
even elsewhere, I get a better opinion of myself, and estimate 
that. with all the faults that I may have, they have another, 
which is, in my eyes, the "ery greatest and worst of all, and 
that is hypocrisy. 

If we looked carefully, we might perhaps find another little 
vice to add, but it is one so hideous, that in truth I scarcely 
dare name it. Come close, and I will whisper its name into 
your ear: it is envy. 

Envy, and nothing else. 
rt is this that goes creeping and winding through all these 

paternal homilies. However careful it may be to conceal 
itself, it may from time to time be seen gleaming above 
metaphors and figures of rhetoric with its little flat viper's 
head; it may be surprised licking its venom·blued lips with 
Its forked tongue; it may be heard hissing in the shade of 
an insidious epithet. 

I know perfectly well that it is insufferahle conceit to 
pretend that you are envied, and that it is almost as nauseous 
as a coxcomh vaunting his good fortune. I aro not so boastful 
as ~ h<;lieve th~t I am hated and envied; that is a happiness 
whIch IS not gIVen. to everybody, and it will probably be 
long before I have It. Thus I shall speak freely and unre­
!'efvedly, as ODe quite disinterested in the matter. 

On. thing. which is certain and easy of demonstration to 
tha.e wh? !",gbt doubt its existence, is the natural antipathy 
of the <nllc to the poet. of him who makes nothing to him 
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who makes something, of the drone to the bee, of the gelding 
to the stallion. 

You do not become a critic until it bas been completely 
established to your own satisfaction that you cannot be a 
poet. Before descending to the melancholy office of taking 
care of the cloaks, and noting the strokes like a billiard­
marker or a servant at the tennis-court, you long courted 
the Muse and sought to win her virginity; but you had not 
sufficient vigour to do so, your breath failed you, and you fell 
back pale and worn to the foot of the holy mountain. 

I can understand this hatred. It is painful to see another 
sit down at a banquet to which you have not been invited, 
and sleep with a woman who would have nothing to say to 
you. With all my heart, I pity the poor eunuch who is 
obliged to be present at the diversions of the Grand 
Seignior. 

He is admitted into the most sacred depths of the Oda: 
he conducts the Sultanas to the bath; he sees their beautiful 
bodies glistening beneath the silver water of the great reser­
voirs, streaming with pearls and smoother than agates; the 
most hidden beauties are unveiled to him. His presence is 
no restraint-he is a eunuch. The Sultan caresses his fa­
vourite before him, and kisses her on her pomegranate lips. 
His position is, in truth, a very false one, and he must feel 
greatly embarrassed. 

It is the same with the critic who sees the PV' walking 
in the garden of poesy with his nine fair odalisqu< -<and dis­
porting idly in the shade of large green laurels. I 'is difficult 
for him not to pick up the stones on the high,vay to cast 
them at him, and, if he be skilful enough to do so, wound 
him behind his own wall. 

The critic who has produced nothing is a coward, like an 
Abbe who courts the wife of a layman. The latter can 
neither retaliate nor fight with him. 

I think tllat the history of the different ways of depreciat­
ing any work for a month past would be at least as curious 
as that of Teglath-Phalasar or Gemmagog who invented 
pointed shoes. 

There are materials enough for fifteen or sixteen folios 
but we will take pity on the reader and confine ourselves t~ 
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a few lines-a benefit for which we expect more than eternal 
gratitude. At a very remote epoch, which is lost in the mist 
of ages very nearly three weeks ago, the romance of the 
middle 'ages flourished principally in Paris and the suburbs. 
The coat of arms was held in great honour; head· dresses, d la 
Hennin were not despised, patti -coloured trousers were 
esteeme'd' the dagger was beyond all price; the pointed shoe 
was worshipped like a fetich. There was nothing but ogives, 
turrets, litUe columns, coloured glass, cathedrals, and strong 
castles' there was nothing but damozels and squires, pages 
and va~lets, vagrants and veterans, gallant knights and fierce 
castellans; all belng things which were certainly more inno­
cent than innocent pastimes, and which did nobod)' any 
harm. 

The critic bad not waited for the second romance in order 
to begin his work of depreciation. No sooner had the first 
appeared than be had wrapped himself up in his cloth 01 
camel's hair, poured a hushel of ashes on his head, and then. 
assuming that loud and doleful tone of his, begun to cry 
out:-

"Still the middle ages, always the middle ages! who will 
deliver me from the middle ages, from these middle ages 
that are not the middle ages? Middle ages of cardboard 
and baked clay, which have nothing of the middle ages hut 
their name. 0 the iron barons in their iron armour, with 
their iron hearts in their iron breasts! 0 the cathedrals 
with their ever full-blown rose., and their flowered glass, 
their lace-work of granite, their open trefoils, their gables 
cut like a saw, their stone chasubles embroidered like a 
bride's veil, their tapers, their chants, their glittering priests 
their kneeling people, their droning organs, and their angel~ 
bovering and flapping their wings beneath the vaulted roofs! 
Ho:" have they. spoiled my middle ages, my middle ages so 
delIcate and bnght! How have they hidden them beneath 
1 '7'~ting of coarse badigeon! What loud over-colouring! 
~ . Ignorant. daubers, who think that you have produced 
;:nlour by laymg red upon blue, white upon black. and green 
~n yellow; you have seen nothing of the middle ages but 
tho shell. You have not divined the soul of the middle 
1ge5. no blood circulates beneath the skin with which vou 
"lathe your obantom •. there is no heart in vnnr rn1"t:Plpt; of 
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steel, there are no legs in your trousers of wool, there is 
neither body nor breast behind your emblazoned skirts. 
They are garments having human form, and that is all. 
Then away with the middle ages, as they have been made 
by the fabricators (the word is out! the fabricators!) The 
middle ages are unsuitable now; we want something else." 

And the public, seeing the journalists barking a~ainst the 
middle ages, was seized with a great pa..<sion for these poor 
middle ages, which they pretended that they had slain at a 
blow. The middle ages invaded everything, assisted by the 
obstruction of the papers; dramas, melodramas, romances, 
novels, poems, there were even vaudevilles of the middle 
ages, and Momus repeated feudal jollities. 

By the side of the romance of the middle ages sprouted 
the carrion romance, a very agreeable kind, largely consumed 
by nervous women of fashion and blase cooks. 

The journalists very soon scented it Qut, as crows do tht 
quarry, and with the beaks of their pens they dismembered 
and wickedly put to death this poor species of romance, 
which ·only sought to prosper and putrefy peaceably on the 
greasy shelves of circulating libraries. What did they not 
say? What did they not write? Literature of the Morgue 
or the galleys, nightmare of the hangman, hallucination of 
drunken butchers and hot-fevered convict-keepers! They 
benignly gave us to understand that the authors were 
assassins and vampires, that they bad contracted the vicious 
habit of killing their fathers and mothers, that they drank 
blood in skulls, used tibias instead of forks, and cut their 
bread with a guillotine. 

And yet, seeing that they had often breakfasted with 
them, no one knew better than they did that the authors of 
these charming butcheries were honourable men of family, 
gentle, and mbdng in good society, white gloved, fashion­
ably short-sighted, more ready to feed on beef-steaks than 
on human cutlets, and more accustomed to drink Bordeaux 
than the blood of young girls or new-born infants. AnC: 
from having seen and touched their manuscripts. they knew 
perfectly well that they were written with most virtuous ink 
upon English paper, and not with hlood from the guillotine 
upon the skin of a Christian flayed alive. 

-----------------
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But do or say what they might, the age was disposed for 
carrion and the charnel-house pleased it hetter than th. 
boudoi;' the reader could only be captured by a hook haited 
with a 'uttle corpse beginning to turn blue. A very con­
ceivable thing; put a rose at the end of your line, and 
spiders will have time enough to spin their webs in the bend 
of your arm-you will not take the smallest fry; but fasten 
on a worm or a bit of old cheese, and carp, barbel, perch, 
and eels will leap three feet out of the water to snap it. 
~fen are not so different from fish as people seem generally 
to believe. 

You would have thought that the journalists had become 
Quakers, Brahmins, Pythagoreans, or bulls, they had sud­
denly taken such a horror to redness and blood. Never 
had they been seen so melting, so emollient; it was like 
cream and whey. They admitted two colours only, sky­
blue and apple-green. Pink was only tolerated, and they 
would have led the public, had it allowed them, to feed 
on spinach on the hanks of the Lignon side hy side with 
the sheep of Amaryllis. They had cbanged their black 
dress-coat for the turtledove-coloured jacket of Celadon or 
Silvander, and surrounded their goose-quills with tufts of 
roses and favours after the fashion of the pastoral crook. 
They allowed their hair to fiow down like a child's, and 
they had manufactured virginities, according to Marian 
Delorme's recipe, in wbich they had succeeded as well as 
she did. 

They applied to literature the article of the Decalogue: 
"Thou shalt not kill." 

The smallest dramatic murder was no longer permitted, 
and the fifth act bad become impossible. 

They deemed the dagger extravagant, poison monstrous 
and the axe without excuse. They would have had dra: 
matic heroes live to the age of Melchisedec, although it has 
been recognised from time immemorial that the end of all 
tragedy is to kill. in the last scene, a poor devil of a great 
!""" who. cannot help himself, just as the end of all comedy 
~ to umte ma'''imonially two fools of lovers each about 
RXty years of age. 

It was about this time that I threw into the fire (after 
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taking duplicates, as is always done) two superb and mag­
nificent dramas of the middle ages, one in verse and the 
other in prose, the heroes of which were quartered and 
boiled in the middle of the stage-an incident which would 
have been very jovial and somewhat unprecedented. 

In order to conform to their ideas, I have since composed 
an ancient tragedy, in five acts, called HHeIiogabalus," the 
hero of which throws himself into the water-closet, an ex­
tremely novel situation which has the advantage of intro­
ducing a decoration not as yet seen on the stage. I have 
also written a modern drama far superior to "Antony," 
"Arthur, or the Fatal Man," in which the providential idea 
occurs in the shape of a Straoburg pate de foie gras, which 
the hero eats to the last crumb after effecting several rapes, 
and this joined to his remorse gives him an abominable 
attack of indigestion, of which he dies. A moral termina­
tion, if ever there was one, proving that God is just, and 
that vice is always punished and virtue rewarded. 

As to the monstrous kind, you know how they have treated 
it, how they have settled Hans of Iceland, the man-eater; 
Habibrah, the Obi; Quasimodo, the bell-ringer; and 'I ri­
boulet, who was only a hunchback;-all that strangely 
swarming family-all those gigantic creatures that my dear 
neighbour makes crawl and skip through the virgin forests 
and cathedrals of his romances. Neither grand features like 
Michael Angelo's, nor curiosities worthy of Callot, nor 
effects of light and shade after the manner of Goya-noth­
ing could find favour in their eyes; they sent him back to his 
odes \\'ben he composed romances, and to his romances when 
he composed dramas---tactics common with journalists, who 
always prefer what a man has done to what he does. Happy 
the man, nevertheless, who is recognised by the feuilleton 
'\Titers as superior in all his works, excepting of course that 
one with which they are dealing, and who would only have 
to \\Tite a theological treatise or a cookery book to have 
his stage deemed admirable! 

As for the romance of the heart, the ardent and impas­
sioned romance wbose father is the German Wer:her, and 
whose mother is the French Manon Lescaut, we have alluded, 
at the beginning of this preface, to the moral scurf which is 
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desperately attached to it under pretence of religion and good 
morals. Critical lice are like bodily hce, whIch desert corpses 
to seek the living. From the corpse of the romance of the 
middle ages the critics have passed to ~e body of ~IS othe~, 
whose skin is hard and healthy and mIght well mJure their 
teeth. 

We think in spite of all the respect that we have for the 
modem apo'stles, that the authors of the so-called immo~al 
novels, without being married to the same extent as the VIr­

tuous journalists, have commonly enough a mother, dnd 
that many of thelT' have sisters, and are abundantly provided 
with female relations; but their mothers and sisters do not 
read novels, even immoral ones; they sew, embroider, and 
busy themselves with household matters. Their stockings, 
as Monsieur Planard would say, are perfectly white; you 
may look at their legs, they are not blue; and Chrysale, 
good man, who had such a hatred for learned women, might 
hold them up as an example to the learned Philaminte. 

As to the spouses of these: gentlemen, since they have so 
much of them, I certainly think that, however virginal their 
husbands may be, there are sundry things which they ought 
to koow. It may be indeed that they have been taught 
nothing. In that case, I understand the anxiety to keep 
them in this precious and blessed state of ignorance. God 
is great, and Mahomet is His prophet! Women are in­
quisitive; Heaven and morality grant that they may satisfy 
their curiosity in a more legitimate fashion than did their 
~dmother Eve, and ask no questions of the serpent! 

As for their daughters, if they have been to a boarding­
school. I do not see what these books could teach them. 

It is as absurd to say that a man is a drunksrd because 
be describes an ergie, or a debauchee because he recounts a 
debau.:h, as to pretend that a man is virtuous because he has 
wntten a moral book; every day we see the contrary. It is 
~e chara~ter who speaks and not the author; the fact that 
h,,! hero 15 an atheist does not make him an atheist· his 
hnrnd.; act and speak like brigands, but he is not ther~fore 
a 'l;'~d hImself At that rate it would be necessary to 
~I .otlne Shakespeare. Comeille, and all the tragic writers: 

eo, have comrrutted more murders than Mandrin and 

-
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Cartouche. This has, nevertheless, not been done, and I 
think that it will be long before it is done, however virtu­
ous and moral criticism may come to be. It is one of the 
manias of these narrow-brained scribblers to substitute 
always the author for the work and have recourse to person­
alities, in order to give some poor scandalous interest to 
their wretched rhapsodies, which they are quite aware no­
body would read if they contained only their own individual 
opinions. 

We find it hard to understand the purport of all this 
bawling, the good of all this temper and despair, and who 
it is that impels the miniature Geoffreys to constitute them­
relves the Don Quixotes of morality, and. 'ike true literary 
policemen, to seize and atdgel, in the name of virtue, every 
idea which makes its appearance in a book with its mob­
cap awry or its skirt tucked up a little too high. It is very 
singular. 

Say what they will, the age is an immoral one (if this 
word signifies anything, of which we have strong doubts), 
and we wish for no other proof than the quantity of immoral 
books it produces and the success that attends them. Books 
follow morals, and not morals books. The Regency made 
Crebillon, and not Crebillon the Regency. Boucher's little 
shepherdesses had their faces painted and their bosoms bare, 
because the little marchionesses had the same. Pictures are 
made according to models, and not models according to 
pictures. Some one bas said somewhere' that literature and 
the arts influence morals. Whoever he was, he was un­
doubtedly a great fool. It was like sayinl' green peas make 
the spring grow, whereas green peas grow hecause it is spring, 
and cherries because it is summer. Trees bear fruits: it is 
certainly not the fruits that bear the trees, and this law is 
eternal and invariable in its variety; the centuries follow 
one another, and each bears its own fruit, which is not that 
of the preceding century; books are the fruits of morals. 

By the side of the moral journalists, under this rain of 
homilies as under summer rain in some park, there has sprung 
up between the planks of the Saint-Simonian stage a theory 
of little mushrooms, of a novel and somewhat curious species. 
Whose natural history we are about to give. 
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These are the utilitarian critics. Poor fellows! Their 
noses are too short to admit of their wearing spectacles, and 
yet they cannot see the length of their noses. 

If an author threw a volume of romance or poetry on 
their desk, these gentlemen would tum round carelessly in 
their easy chair, poise it on its hinder legs, and balancing 
themselves with a capable air, say loftily:-

"What purpose does this book serve? How can it be 
applied for the moralisation and well-being of the poorest 
and most numerous class? Wbatl not a word of the needs 
of society, nothing about civilisation and progress? How 
can a man, instead of making the great synthesis of human­
ity, and pursuing the regenerating and providential idea 
through the events of history, how can he write novels and 
poems which lead to nothing, and do not advance our gen­
eration on the path of the future? How can he busy him­
self with form, and style, and rhyme in the presence of such 
grave interests? "'hat are style, and rhyme, and form to us? 
They are of no consequence (poor foxes! they are too sour). 
Society is suffering, it is a prey to great internal anguish 
(translate-no one will subscribe to utilitarian journals). 
It is for the poet to seek the cause of this uneasiness and 
to cure it. He wm find the means of doing so by sympa­
thising from his heart and soul with humanity-(philan­
thropic poets! they would be something uncommon .and 
charming). This poet we await, and on him we call with 
all our vows. When he appears, his will he the acclamations 
of the crowd, his the palm, his the crown, his the Pry_ 
taneum." 

"'ell and good! But as we wish our reader to remain 
awake until the end of this blissful preface, we shall not 
continue this very faithful imitation of the utilitarian style. 
\vhich is, in its nature, tolerably soporific, and might. with 
advantage, take the place of laudanum, and Academic dis­
courses. 

Xo. fools, no, goitrous cretins that you are a book does 
not make gelatine soup; a novel is not a pair of seamless 
boots: a sonnet, a syringe with a continuous jet· or a drama. 
a railway-all things which are essentially civilising and 
adapted to advance humanity on its path of DrOlrress. 
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By the guts of all the popes past, present, and future, no, 
and two hundred thousand times no! 

We cannot make a cotton cap out of a metonymy, or put 
on a comparison like a slipper; we cannot use an antithesis 
as an umbrella, and we cannot, unforttmately, lay a medley 
of rhymes on our body after the fashion of a waistcoat. I 
have an intimate conviction that an ode is too light a gar­
ment for winter, and that we should not be better clad in 
strophe, antistrophe, and epode than was the cynic's wife who 
contented herself with merely her virtue as chemise, and 
went about as naked as one's band, so history relates. 

However, the celebrated Monsieur de La Calprenede bad 
once a coat, and when asked of what material it was made, 
he replied, "Of Silvandre." Silvandre was the name of 3 

piece which be had just brought out "ith success. 
Such arguments make one elevate one's shoulders above 

the head, and higher than the Duke of Gloucester's. 
People who pretend to be economists, and whD wish to 

reconstruct society from top to bottom, seriously advance 
similar Donsense. 

A novel has two uses-<me material and the other spiritual 
-if we may employ such an ""'Pression in reference to a 
novel. Its material use means first of all some thousands 
of francs which find their way into the author's pocket, 
and ballast him in such a fashion that nei ther devil nor 
wind can carry him off; to the bDokseller, it means a fine 
thoroughbred horse, pawing and prancing with its cabriolet 
of ebony and steel, as Figaro says; to the papermaker, an­
other mill beside some stream or other, and often the means 
of spoiling a fine site; to the printers, some tons of logwood 
fDr the weekly staining of their throats; to the circulating 
library, some piles of pence covered with very proletarian 
verdigris, and a quantity of fat which, if it were properly 
collected and utilised, would render whale-fishing superfluous. 
Its spritual use is that when reading novels we sleep, and 
do not read useful, virtuous, and progressive journals, or 
other similarly indigestible and stupefying drugs. 

Let anyone say after this that novels do not contribute 
to civilisation. I say nothing of tobacco-sellers !!rocers and 
dealers in fried potatoes, who have a very gr~at inter~st in 



this branch of literature, the paper employed in it being 
commonly of a superior quality to that of newspapers. 

In truth, it is enough to make ODe burst with laughing to 
hear the dissertations of these Republican or Saint-Simonian 
utilitarian gentlemen. I should, first of all, very much like 
to know the precise meaning of this great lanky substantive 
with whic-o the void in their columns is daily truffled, and 
which serves them as a Shibboleth and sacramental term-­
utility. What is this word, and to what is it applicable? 

There are t,YO sorts of utility, and the meaning of the 
vocable is always a relative one. \Vbat is useful for one is 
not useful for another. You are a cobbler, I am a poet. It 
is useful to me to have my first verse rhyme with my second. 
A rhyming dictionary is of gre,t utility to me; you do not 
want it to cobble an old pair of boots, and it is only right to 
say that a shoe-knife would not be of gre,t service to me in 
making an ode. To this you will object that a cohbler is 
far above a poet, and that people can do without the one 
better than without the other. Without affecting to dis­
parage the illustrious profession of cobbler, which I honou, 
equally with that of constitutional monarch, I humbly con­
fess that I would rather have my shoe unstitched than my 
verse badly rhymed, and that I should be more willing to go 
without boots than without poems. Scarcely ever going out, 
and Walking more skilfully with my head than with my 
feet, I wear out fewer shoes than a virtuous Republican, 
who is always hastening from one minister to another in 
the hope of having some place flung to him. 

I know that there are some who prefer mi11s to churches. 
and bread for the body to that for the soul. To such I have 
nothing to say. They deserve to be economists in this world 
and also in the next. 

Is there anything absolutely useful on this earth and in 
this life of ours? To begin with, it is not very useful that 
we are on the earth and alive. I defy the most lelmed of 
the band to tell us of what use we are, unless it be to not 
subscribe to the "Constitutionnel," nor any other species of 
journal wbatscever. 

~~e:'I;t, the util~ty of our existence being admitted a priori, 
what are the things really useful for supporting itl Some 



l 

PREFACE 

soup and a piece of meat twice a day is all that is necessary 
to fill the stomach in the strict acceptation of the word. 
Man wbo finds a coffin six feet long by two wide more than 
sufficient after his death does not need much more room 
during his life. A hollow cube measuring seven or eight 
feet every way, with a hole to breathe through, a single 
cell in the hive, nothing more is wanted to lodge him and 
keep the rain off his back. A blanket properly rolled around 
his body will protect him as well and better against the cold 
than the most elegant and best cut dress coat by Staub. 

With this be will be able, literally, to subsist. It is truly 
sald that it is possible to live on a shilling a day. But to 
prevent one's-self from dying is not living; and I do not see 
in what respect a town organised after the utilitarian fashion 
would be more agreeable to dwell in than the cemetery of 
Pere-la-Chaise. 

Nothing that is beautiful is indispensable to life. You 
might suppress flowers, and the world would not suffer ma­
terially; yet who would wish that there were no more flow­
ersl I would rather give up potatoes than roses, and I 
think that there is none but an utilitarian in the world 
capable of pulling up a bed of tulips in order to plant 
cabbages therein. 

What is the use of women's beauty I Provided that a 
woman be medically well formed, and in condition to bear 
children, she will always be good enough for economists. 

What is the good of music? of painting? Who would be 
foolish enough to prefer Mozart to Monsieur Carrel, and 
Michael Angelo to the inventor of white mustardl 

There is nothing truly beautiful but that which can never 
be of any use whatsoever; everything useful is ugly, for it is 
the expression of some need, and man's needs are ignoble 
and disgusting like his own poor and infirm nature. The 
most useful place in a house is the water-closet. 

For my own part, may it please these gentlemen, I am 
one of those to whom superfluity is a necessity-and I like 
things and persons in an inverse ratio to the services that 
they render me. I prefer a Chinese vase, strewn with 
dragons and mandarins, and of no use to J,lle whatever, to 
certain utensil which is of service to me, and of my talent, 
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the one I esteem the most is my incapacity for guessing 
logogriphs and charades. I would most joyfully renounce 
my rights as a Frenchman and a citizen to see an authentic 
picture by Raphael, or a beautiful woman naked-Princess 
Borghese, for instance, when she posed for Canova, or Julia 
Grisi entering her bath. I would willingly consent, so far as 
I am concerned, to the return of the anthropophagous 
Charles X, if he brought me back a hamper of Tokay or 
Johannisberger from his Bohemian castle, and I would deem 
the electoral laws sufficiently wide, if some streets were more 
SO and some other things less. Although I am no dilletante, 
I would rather have the noise of fiddles and tambourines 
than that of the bell of the President of the Chamber. I 
would sell my breeches for a ring, and my bread for pre­
serves. It appears to me that the most fitting occupation 
for a civilised man is to do nothing, or to smoke analytically 
his pipe or cigar. I also highly esteem those who play skittles 
and those who make good verses. You see that the utilitarian 
principles are far from being mine, and that I shall never be 
a contributor to a virtuous journal, unless, of course, I be­
come cODverted, which would be rather comical. 

Instead 01 of Ie ring a Monthyon prize as the reward of 
virtue, I would rather, like that great but misunderstood 
philosopher Sardanapalus, give a large premium to anyone 
inventing a new pleasure; for enjoyment appears to me to be 
the end of life and the only useful thing in the world. God 
has willed it so, He who has made women, perfumes, light, 
beautiful flowers, good wines, frisky horses, greyhound­
hitches, and Angora cats; He who did not say to His angels, 
"Have virtue," but "Have love," and who has given us a 
mouth more sensitive than the rest of our skin to kiss 
women. eyes raised on high to see the light. a subtle power 
of smell to breathe the soul 01 flowers. sinewy thighs to 
press the sides of stallions, and to fly as quick as thought 
without railway or steam-boiler, delicate hands to stroke the 
long head of a greyhound. the velvety back 01 a cat, and the 
smooth shoulders 01 a creature 01 easy virtue, and who finally 
bas Il!anted to us alone the triple and glorious privilege of 
dnn~'mg when without thirst, of striking a light, and of 
making love at all seasons. a orivilege which djstinguishe~ us 



lrom brutes far more than the custom of reading papers and 
fabricating charters. 

Good beavens! wbat a foolish thing is this pretended per­
fectibility of the buman race which is continually being 
dinned into our ears! One would think, in truth, that man 
is a machine susceptible of improvements, and that some 
wheel-work in better gear or a counterpoise more suitably 
placed would make him work in a more convenient and 
easy fashion . When they succeed in giving man a double 
stomach so that be may ruminate like an ox, or eyes at the 
other side of his head that, like Janus, he may see those 
who put out tbeir tongues at him behind, and contemplate 
his indignity in a less inconvenient position than that of the 
Athenian Venus Callipyge, when they plant wings upon his 
shoulder-blades that he may not be obliged to pay three­
pence for an omnibus, and create a new organ for him, weB 
and good: the word perfectibility will then begin to have 
some meaning. 

After all these fine improvements, what has been done that 
was not done as wen and better before the flood? 

Have people succeeded in drinking more than they drank 
in the times of igoorance and barbarity (old style)? Alex­
ander, the doubtful friend of the bandsome Hephrestion, did 
not drink so badly, although in his time there was no 
"Journal of Useful Knowledge," and I do not know of any 
utilitarian who would be capable of draining the great drink­
ing vessel tbat he caned the cup of Hercules, without becom­
ing oinopic and more swelled Qt't than tbe younger Lepeintre 
or a hippopotamus. 

Marshal de Bassompierre, who emptied bis great funnel­
shaped boot to tbe bealth of the thirteen cantons, appears 
to me singularly wortby in his way and difficult to improve 
upon. 

What economist will enlarge our stomachs so as to contain 
as manv beef-steaks as did tbe late Milo of Crotona who 
ate an ox? The bill of fare of the Cafe Anglais, of Velour's, 
or of any otber culinary celebrity that you will, appears to 
me very meagre and (ECumenical, compared witb the bill of 
fare of Trimalcio's dinner. At what table do they now 
serve up a sow and her twelve young ones in a single dish? 



xxviii PREF.\CE 

Who has eaten sea-eels and lampreys fattened on man? Do 
you really believe that Brillat-Savarin bas improved on 
Apicius? 

Could that great tripe· man of a Vitellius fill his famous 
Minerva's shield at Chevet's, with brains of pheasants and 
peacocks, tongues of flamingoes, and livers of scarus? Your 
oysters from the Rocher de Cancale are truly rarities beside 
the Lucrine oysters, which had a sea made expressly for 
them. The little suburban villas of the Marquises of the 
Regency are ',\-Tetched country-boxes in comparison with the 
villas of the Roman patricians ;:.t Baire, Caprree, and Tibur. 
Should not the Cyclopean magnificence of those great volup­
tuaries who built eternal monuments for the pleasures of a 
day make us fall flat on the ground before the genius of 
the ancients, and strike out for ever from our dictionaries­
the word perfectibility? 

Have they invented a single capital sin the more? Ln­
fortunately, there are but seven as before, a very moderate 
number of falls for the upright man per day. I do not even 
think that after a century of progress, at the rate we arc 
going, any lover wlJ] be able to repeat the thirteenth labour 
of Hercules. Can a man be agreeable to his divinity even 
once oftener than in the time of Solomon? Many very 
illustrious, learned men, and very respectable ladies, hold 
quite the contrary opinion, and maintain that amiability is 
decreasing. Well, then, what is the use of speaking of 
progress? I am quite aware that you will tell me that we 
have an Upper and a Lower Chamber, that we bope that 
everybody will soon be an elector, and the number of repre­
sentatives doubled or tripled. Do you think that there are 
not enough mistakes in French made as it is on the national 
tribune, and that there are too few for the evil work they 
have to plot? I can scarcely understand the utility whir" 
consists in penning two or three hundred provincials in a 
wooden hut, with a ceiling painted by )1onsieur Fragonard 1 

to have them iumble and blunder any number of petty laws 
which are either atrocious or absurd. "That matter::. it 
whether it be a sabre, an aspergill, or an umbreJla that 
governs you? It is always a stick, and I am astonished th:H 
men of progress should dispute about the choice of a cudge' 
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to tickle their shoulders, when it would be much more pro­
gres.o;ive and less expensive to break it and throw the pieces 
to all the devils. 

The only onc among you who has common-sense is ~ 
madman, a great genius, an idiot, a divine poet f~ above 
Lamartine, Hugo, and Byron; he is Charles Fourner, the 
phalansterian, who is all this in himself alone: be al?ne bas 
displayed logic with boldness enough to follow out Its con­
sequences to the end. He affirms without besitation that 
men will soon have a tail fifteen feet long, with an eye at 
the extremity. This would certainly be progress, and would 
admit of our doing a thousand fine things previously impos­
sible, sucb as killing e1epbants without striking a blow, 
swinging on trees without swings as conveniently as the best 
conditioned ape, doing without umbrella or parasol by spread­
ing the tail over our beads like the squirrels, wbo get on 
very agreeably without gamps, together with other preroga­
tives wbich it would take too long to enumerate. Many 
phalansterians even pretend that they already bave a sma!; 
one, which is ready to become larger, if God but grant them 
life. 

Charles Fourrier bas invented as many speefes of animals 
as Georges Cuvier the great naturalist. He bas invented 
horses three times as big as elepbants, dogs as large as tigers, 
fishes capable of satisfying more people than Jesus Christ's 
three fishes, which the incredulous Voltairians think were 
Apri! ones, and I a magnificent parable. He bas built 
towns, beside wbich Rome, Babylon, and Tyre were but 
mole-bills; he has piled Babels one upon the other, and 
raised spires to the clouds more inliuite than any of these 
in John :llartin's engravings; be has conceived I know not 
how many orders of architecture and new condiments' he 
has designed a theatre which would appear grand ov.;, to 
the Romans of the Empire, and drawn up a bill of fare which 
Lucius or Xomentanus might perhaps have found sufficient 
for a dinner of friends; he promises to create new pleasures 
and to develof: our organs and senses; he is to render worn~ 
more beautiful a"d "oluptuous, and men more robust and 
vigorous; he guarantees you against children, and proposes 
to reduce the number of the world's inhabitants, so that 
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everybody may be at his ease, which is more reasonable than 
to urge the proletarians to produce others only to cannonade 
them afterwards in the streets when they multiply overmuch, 
and to send them bullets instead of bread. 

Progress is possible only in this way. All the rest is bitter 
mockery, witless buffoonery that is not even good enough to 
dupe gaping idiots. 

The phalanstery is truly an improvement on the Abbey of 
Theleme, and it definitively relegates the terrestrial para­
dise to the number of completely superannuated and old­
fashioned things. The "Thousand and One Nights," and the 
"Tales of Madame d'Aulnoy," can alone wrestle success· 
fully with the phalanstery. What fertility! What inven­
tion! There is sufficient in it to supply with the marvellous 
three thousand cart loads of romantic or classic poems; and 
our versifiers, Academicians or not, are very sorry troltveres 
if we compare them with Monsieur Charles Fourrier, the 
inventor of impassioned attractions. The idea of making 
use of impulses, which up to the present people have sought 
to repress, is most assuredly a lofty and powerful one_ 

You say that we are progressing! If a volcano were to 
open its jaws to-morrow at Montmartre, and make a wind­
ing sheet of ashes and a tomb of lava for Paris, as VesU\ius 
did formerly for Stahia, Pompeii, and Herculaneum, and if 
after some thousands of years the antiquaries of the time 
were to dig and exhume the corpse of the dead town, what 
monument pray would still be standing to witness to the 
splendour of !he great buried huilding, the Gothic Notre­
Dame. They would ohtain a fine idea of our arts hy clear­
ing out the Tuileries as touched up by Monsieur Fontaine! 
The statues of the Pont Louis XV would have a fine effect 
when transferred to the museums of the day! And if there 
lVere not the pictures of the ancient schools, and the statues 
of antiquity, or of the Renaissance heaped up in that long, 
shapeless interior, the gallery of the Louvre; 'f there were 
not the ceiling by Ingres to prevent a belief that Paris had 
been hut an encampment of barbarians, a village 0' Welches 
or Topinarnboux, the things obtained from the excavations 
wo~d be of a very curious nature. Sabres belonging to the 
Nationa] Guard, firemen's helmets, and coins struck with 
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an unformed stamp, that is what they would find instead of 
the heautiful, curiously-chased armour which the middle 
ages have left beneath their towers and ruined tombs, and 
the medals which fill the Etruscan vases and pave the 
foundations of all the Roman structures. As 10 our wretched 
furniture of veneered wood, all those miserable boxes, so 
bare, so ugly, so insignificant, which are called chests of 
drawers and writing-tables, and all our formless and fragile 
utensils, I hope that time would have sufficient pity for 
them to destroy them without leaving a trace behind. 

Once upon a time we took a fancy to build a grancl and 
magnificent monument. We were first of all obliged to 
borrow the plan from the ancient Romans; and even before 
it was finished our Pantheon gave wayan its legs, like a 
rickety child, and stumbled, like a pensioner dead drunk, so 

( 

tbat it was necessary to furnish it with crutches of stone, 
without which it would have fallen pitifully at fui! length 
hefore the wbole world, and provided the nations wit." food 

L for laughter for more than a hundred years. 'Ve "ished 
to set up an obelisk in one of our squares; we bad to go and 
filch it from Luxor, and we were two years bringing it borne. 
Old Egypt bordered her bigbways with obelisks, as we do 
ours with poplar trees; she carried bunches of them under 
her arms as a kitchen-gardener carries his bundles of aspara­

I gns, and cut out a monolith in the sides of her mountains 
of granite more easily than we shape a tooth-pick or an 
ear-pick. Some centuries ago they bad Raphael, they bad 
Michael Angelo; now we bave Monsieur Paul Delaroche, 
.-.Jd all because we are making progress. 

You boast of your opera; ten operas such as yours would 
dance the saraband in a Roman circus. Monsieur Martin 
himself, with bis tame tiger and his poor lion, gouty and 
asleep, like a subscriber to the Ie Gazette," is something very 
wretched beside an ancient gladiator. What are your benefit 
performances which last until two o'clock in the morning. 
when we think of these plays whicb lasted a bundred days, 
of those representations in which veritable vessels veritabl) 
fought in a veritable sea; in which thousands of men can 
scientiously cut themselves to pieces;-tum pale, a beroir 
Franconi !-in whicb, when the sea had retired, there camf 
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the desert, with its tigers and roaring lions, terrible supers 
wbo served only for once, in which the leading part was 
filled by some robust Dacian or Pannonian athlete whom it 
would often bave been very difficult to recall at the conclu­
sion of the piece, and whose sweetheart was some beautiful 
and dainty Num:dian lioness that had been fasting for three 
days? Does not the elephant funambulist appear to you 
superior to Mademoiselle Georges? Do you think that 
Mademoiselle Taglioni dmces better than Arbuscula, and 1 

Perrot better than Bathyllus? I am persuaded that Roscius 
might have given points to Bocage, excellent as the latter is­
Galeria Coppiola played a young girl's part at more than a 
hundred years of age. It is right to say that the oldest of I 

our young ladies is scarcely more than sL,ty, and that Made­
moiselle Mars is not even progressing in that direction. They 
had two or three thousand gods in whom they believed, and 
we have only one in whom we scarcely believe at all. It is 
progression of a strange sort. Is not Jupiter something 
more than Don Juan, and a very different kind of seducer? 
In truth, I know not what we have invented or even im­
proved upon. 

Next to the progressive journalists, and as if to serve as an 
antithesis to them, there come the blase journalists, who are 
usually twenty or two-and-twenty years of age, who have 
never left their own neighbourhood, md have as yet slept 
only ,cith their charwoman. Everything tires them, every­
thbg is too much for them, everything wearies them ; they 
are surfeited, blase, worn Qut, inaccessible. They know 
beforehand "hat you are going to tell them; they have 
seen, felt, e.'Pfrienced, heard all that it is possible to see. 
feel, experience, and hear; the human heart has no recess so 
secret that they have not turned their lantern upon it. They 
tell you with marvellous self-assurance: "T~e human heart 
is not like that; women are not made so; this character is 
untrue;" or, perhaps, "'Vhat! always love and hate; always 
men and women! Cannot people speak of something else? 
But man is worn threadbare, and women still more so since. 
Monsieur de Balzac has concerned himself with them: 

" 'Who will deliver us from men and women?' 
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"You think, sir, that your fable is new? It is so L1 the 
same way that the Pont-Neuf is; nothing in the world is 
more common; I read it somewhere or other when I was at 
nurse or elsewhere; it has been dinned into my ears for ten 
years past. Moreover, learn, sir, that there is nothing that 
I do not know, that everything is used up so far as I am 
concerned, and that were your idea as virginal as the Virgin 
Mary, I should none the less affirm that I had seen her 
prostitute herself on the roadsides with the pettiest of scrib­
blers and poorest of pedants." 

These journalists have been the cause of J ocko, of the 
Monstre Vert, the Lyons of Mysore, and a thousand other 
fine inventions. 

They are continually complaining of being obliged to read 
books, and see pieces at the theatre. Apropos of a paltry 
vaudeville, they will talk to you of almond-trees in flower, 
balmy limes, the breeze of spring, and the fragrance of the 
young foliage; they set up for lovers of nature after the 
fashion of young Werther, and yet have never set foot o"t of 
Paris, and could not tell a cabbage from a beet. If it is 
winter, they speak of the charms of the domestic hearth, 
the crackl'ng fire, and irons, slippers, dreaming, and dozing; 
they will not fail to quote the famous line from Tibullus, 

uQuam juvat imm!tes ventos audire cubantem:" 

whereby they will give themselves the most charming little 
appearance in the world, at once disillusioned and ingenuous. 
They pose as men who have ceased to be influenced by the 

I work of man, whom dramatic emotion leaves as cold and 
hard as the knife with which they mend their pen, and who 
nevertheless cry, like J. J. Rousseau, "Voila la pervenche!" * 
They profess a fierce antipathy to Gymnase colonels, Ameri­
can uncles, cousins male and female, sensitive old growlers, 
and romantic widows, and try to cure us of the vaudeville 
by proving to us every day in their feuilletons that all 
Frenchmen are not bnrn clevrr. 'Vole do not indef'rl.. con­
sider this a great evil, but the contrary, and w~ are delighted 

• "Look at the periwinkle" (the flower), i.e. If the summer is 
comin/Z."-Tr011.Slator's Note. 
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to acknowledge that the extinction of vaudeville or comic 
opera in France (national species) would be. one of the 
greatest blessings from heaven. But I should 11ke to know 
what kind of literature these gentlemen would allow to take 
its place. It is true that it could not be worse. 

Others preach against bad taste, and translate the tragic 
Seneca. Lastly, to bring up the rear, a new battalion of 
critlcs has been formed of a kind not seen before. 

Their critical iormula is the most convenient, extensible 
malleable, peremptory, superlative, and tri~phant that a 
critic has ever conceived. Zoilus would certamly have prof­
ited by it. 

Hitherto, when it was wished to depreciate a work, or 
discredit it in the eyes of the patriarchal and ingenuous 
subscriber, false or perfidiously isolated quotations were 
made; phrases were maimed and verses mutilated in such a 
fashion that the author even would have thought himself 
the most ridiculous person in the world; he was charged 
with imaginary plagiarisms; passages in his book were com - ~ 
pared with passages in ancient and modern authors with 
which they had not the least connection; he was accused in 
kitchen style, and with many solecisms, of not knowing his 
own language, and of perverting the French of Racine and 
Voltaire; it was seriously affirmed that his work had a 
tendency towards anthropophagy, and that its readers would 
infallibly become cannibals and hydrophobes in the course of 
!he week; but all this was poor and behind the time, as 
brazen-faced and fossilised as possible. The acc"""tion of 
immorality, dragged as it had been through feuilletons and 
((va~ety" columns, was becoming insufficient, and so un­
servlceable, that scarcely any paper but the "Constitution­
nel," a pure and progressive one, as is known, had the des­
perate courage still to employ it. 
:~.en was invented criticism of the future, prospective 

cnti~s~. Can you not see at once how charming it is, and 
how 1t 15 the product of a fine imagination? The recipe is 
simple, and may be imparted to you. The book to be con­
Sldered fine and worthy of praise is one that has not yet 
appeared. The book that appears is bound to be detestable . 
To-morrow's will be superb-but it is always to-day. Such 
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criticism is like the barber who had the following words for 
a sign written in large characters: -

SHAVING GRATIS HERE TO-MORROW. 

All the poor devils who read the placard promised them­
selves for the morrow the unspeakable and sovereign delight 
of having a shave for once in their lives without loosening 
their purse-strings, and for joy of it their beards grew haIf­
a-foot on their chins in the course of the night preceding 
the lucky day; but when they had the napkin round their 
necks, the barber asked them whether they had any money, 
and requested them to shell out, or he would treat them after 
the fashion of nutters and apple-gatherers in Le Perche; and 
he swore his most sacred oath that he would cut their throats 
with his razor if they did not pay. And when the poor 
beggars, in miserable and pitiful plight, quoted the placard 
and the sacrosanct inscription, the barber said: "Ho, ho! 
my fine lellows, you are no great scholars, and would do 
well to go back to school! The placard says: 'To-morro\\" 
[ am not so simple and whimsical as to shave gratis to-dar: 
my fellow-barbers would say that I was ruining the trade. 
Come again next time, or the week when two Sundays come 
together, and you will find yourselves well off. May I 
herome a green leper if I don't shave you gratis, on the word 
of an honest barber." 

Authors \\'ho read a prospective article jeering at an actual 
work, always flatter themselves that the book that they are 
\\'riting will be the book of the future. They try to comply, 
as far as is possible, with the critic's ideas, and become social, 
progressive, moralising, paJingenesical, mythical, pantheis­
tical, buchezistical, believing that they will thereby escape 
the tremendous anathema; but they fare as did the barber's 
customers-to-day is not the eve of to-morrow. The often 
promised to-morrow will never shine upon the world; for 
this formula is too convenient to be abandoned so soon. 
While decrying the book of which they are jealous, and which 
they would fain annihilate, they put on the gloves of the 
most generous impartiality. It looks as though they asked 
nothing better than to approve and to praise, and yet they 
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never do so. This recipe is far superior to that which migh L 

be called the retrospective, and which consists in extolling 
only ancient works, which are no longer read and which: 
trouhle nobody, at the expense of modern books which 
occupy attention and wound self·love more directly. 

We said, before beginning this review of the critics, that 
the materials might furnish fifteen or sixteen folio volumes, 
but that we should content ourselves with a few lines. I am 
beginning to fear that these few lines must be each two or 
three thousand fathoms long, and resemble those great pam­
phlets which arEl so thick that a gunshot could not pierce 
them, and which bear the treacherous title-A word about 
the Revolution, a word about this or that The history of 
the deeds and jests, and multiple loves of the divine Made­
leine de Maupin would run a serious risk of being put off, 
and it will be understood that an entire volume is not too 
much to worthily sing the adventures of this fair Bradamant. 
Hence, wishful though we be to continue the blazonry of the 
Dlustrious Aristarchuses of the age, we shall content our­
selves with the unfinished sketch we have just obtained, 
adding a few reflections on the good-nature of our gentle 
brethren in Apollo, who, stupid as the Cassander of panto­
mime, stand still to receive hlows from harlequin's wand 
and kicks in the rump from the clown, without stirring any 
more than if they were images. 

It is as though a fencing-master should cross his arms 
behind his back during a bout, and receive all his adversary's 
thrusts in his unguarded breast, without essaying a single 
parry. 

It is like a pleading in which the king's attorney bad the 
sole right of speech, or a debate in which reply was not 
allowed. 

'The critic advances this or that. He lords it, and makes a 
great disp\ay_ Absurd, detestable, monstrous; it is like 
nothing; it Is \ike everything. A drama is produced, and 
the critic goes to see it; be finds that it corresponds in DO 

rape<:t to the drama which he had fabricated in his head 
on the !!IIg!\eStion of the title; and Sf', in his feuilleton, he 
substitutes his own drama for the author's. He gives large 
doses of erudition; be dIobwdeDs himself of all the knowl-
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edge be bas obtained tbe day before in some library, and 
treats like negroes people to whom be should go to school, 
and the least of whom migbt teach men more able than he. 

Authors endure this with a magnanimity and forbearance 
that seems really inconceivable to me. Wbat, after all, are 
these critics wbose tones are so peremptory and words so 
short, that ODe might take them fur true sons of the gods? 
Tbey are simply men wbo bave been at college with us, and 
who have evidently profited less by their studies than we, 
since they have never produced a work, and can do nothing 
but bespatter and spoil the works of others like veritable 
stymphalian vampires. 

Would it not be something to criticise the critics? for these 
fastidious grandees, who make such an affectation of being 
haughty and hard to please, are far from possessing tbe in· 
fallibility of our Holy Father. There would be enough to 
fill a daily paper of the largest size. Their blunders, his­
torical or othenvise, their forged quotations, their mistakes in 
French, their plagiarisms, their dotage, their trite and ill­
mannered pleasantries, their poverty of ideas, their want of 
intelligence and tact, their ignorance of the simplest things 
which make them ready to take the Pir.eus for a man and 
Monsieur Delaroche for a painter, would provide authors 
with ample materials for taking their revenge, without in­
volving any work but that of underlining the passages with 
pencil and reproducing them word for word; for the critic's 
patent is not accompanied by that of a great writer, and 
mistakes in language or taste are not to be avoided merely 
by reproving such in others. The critics prove this every 
day. 

If Chiiteaubriand, Lamartine, and others of the same kind 
were to criticise, I could understand people kneeling and 
adoring; but that Messrs. Z. K. Y. V. Q. X., or some similar 
letter between A and n, should play the part of petty 
Quintilians and scold you in the name of morality and polite 
literature, is something which always revolts me, and makes 
me indulge in unparalleled rage. I would fain have a police 
regulation forbidding certain names from jostling certain 
others. It is true that a cat may look at " king, and that 
Salnt Peter of Rome, giant as he is. cannot prevent thes.o 
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Transteveronians from polluting him in strange sort below; 
but I none the less believe that it would be insane to write 
along monumental reputations: 

Commit no nuisance here. 

Charles X alone really understood this question. By order­
ing the suppression of the newspapers, he did a great service 
to the arts and to civilisation. Newspapers are a species of 
courtiers or jobbers who interpose between artists and public, 
between king and p"";.>le. We know what fine results have 
followed. These perpetual barkings deaden inspiration and 
fill heart and intellect with such distrust, that we dare not 
have faith either in a poet or government; and thus royalty 
and poetry, the two greatest things in the world, become 
impossible, to the great misfortune of the people, who sac­
rifice their welfare to the poor pleasure of reading every 
morning a few broadsheets of bad paper, soiled with bad 
ink and bad style. 

There was no art criticism under Julius II, and I am not 
acquainted with any feuilleton on Daniel de Volterre, Sebas­
tian del Piombo, Michael Angelo, or Raphael, nor on 
Ghiberti delle Porte or Benvenuto Cellini; and yet I think 
that for people \rho had no newspapers, and who knew 
neither the word art nor the word artistic, they had for all 
that a fair amount of talent, and did not acquit themselves 
badly in their calling. 

The reading of newspapers prevents the existence of true 
scholars and true artists. It is like a daily debauch wbich 
makes you come enervated and strengthless to the couch of 
the Muses, those hard and difficult maidens who reqnire 
their lovers to be vigorous and quite fresh . The newspaper 
kills the book, as the book has killed architecture, and as 
artillery has killed courage and muscular strength. We are 
not aware of what pleasures newspapers deprive us. They 
rob everything of its virginity; owing to them we can have 
nothing of our own, and cannot possess a book all to our­
selves; they rob you of surprise at the theatre, and tell you 
all the catastrophes beforehand; they take away from you 
the pleasure of tattling, chattering, gossiping and slandering. 
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of composing a piece of news or hawking a true one for It 

week. through all the drawing-rooms of society. They intone 
their ready-made judgments to us, whether we want them or 
not, and prepossess us against things that we should like : 
it is owing to them that the dealers in phosphorus boxes, 
if only they have a little memory, chatter about literature 
as nonsensically as country Academicians; it is also owing 
to them that all day long, instead of artless ideas or indi­
vidual stupidity, we hear half-digested scraps of newspaper 
which resemble omelettes raw on one side and burnt on the 
other, and that we are pitilessly surfeited with news two or 
three hours old and already known to infants at the breast: 
they blunt our taste, and make us like those peppered· 
brandy drinkers and file and rasp swallowers, who have 
ceased to find any flavour in the most generous wines, and 
cannot apprehend their flowery and fragrant bouquet. 

If Louis-Philippe were to suppress the literary and polit­
ical journals for good and all, I should be infinitely grateful 
to him, and would rhyme him on the spot a fine disordered 
dithyramb with bold verses and cross rhymes, signed: "YOUI 

very humble and very faithful subject, &c." Let it not be 
imagined that literature would no longer engage attention: 
at a time when there were no newspapers, a quatt:ain used 
to occupy all Paris for a week and a first performance for 
six months. 

It is true that we should lose the advertisements and the 
eulogies at fifteen-pence a line, and notoriety would be less 
prompt and less startling. But I have devised a very in­
genious method for replacing the advertisements. If my 
gracious monarch suppresses the journals between the pres­
ent time and the publication of this glorious romance. I 
shall certainly make use of it, and I promise myself wonders 
from it. The great day being come. twenty-four criers on 
norseback, and in the publisher's livery. with his address on 
their backs and breasts, carrying in their hands banners 
embroidered on both sides with the title of the romance, and 
each preceded by a drummer and a kettle-drummer, will 
traverse the town, and, stopping in the squares and at the 
cross-ways, cry in a loud and inte11igible voice: UTo-day, 
and '1ot yesterday. nor to-morrow. is published the ad-
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mirable, inimitable, divine, and more than divine romance, 
'Mademoiselle de Maupin,' by the very celebrated Thoo.­
phile Gautier, which Europe, and even the other parts of 
the world and Polyoesia, have been ""Pecting so impatiently 
for a year and more. It is being sold at the rate of five 
hundred copies a minute, and the editions are following one 
another every half hour; the nineteenth has been reached 
already. A picket of municipal guards is before the door of 
the shop, restraining the crowd and preventing all disorder." 

Surely this would be quite equal to a three-lined advertise­
ment in the IIDebats" or the "Courier Franc;ais," among 
elastic belts, crinolined collars, feeding-bottles with inde­
structible teats, Regnault's jujubes, and cures for toothache. 

May 1834. 
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has very little resemblance to that of whieb 1 dream, and 
to whieb 1 consider myself adapted. It may be that 1 am 
mistaken, and that 1 really am suited only to this mode of 
life; but 1 can scarcely believe it, for if this were my true 
destiny, 1 should have fitted myself into it with greater ease, 
and should not have been bruised by the sharp corners of it 
at so many places and so painfully. 

"You know what an overpowering attraction strange ad­
ventures have for me, how I worship everything that is singu­
lar, extrava"aant, and perilous, and how greedily 1 devour 
novels and books of travels. There is not, perhaps, on 
earth a fancy more foolish or more vagrant than mine. Well, 
through some fatality or other, it so happens that 1 have 
never had an adventure and have never made a journey. 
So far as I am concerned, the circuit of the world is the 
circuit of the town in which I live; I touch my horizon on 
all sides; 1 rub shoulders with the real; my life is that of 
the shell on the sand-bank, of the ivy round the tree, of 
the cricket on the hearth; in truth, 1 am surprised that my 
feet have not yet taken root. 

"Love is painted with bandaged eyes; hut it is destiny 
that should be depicted thus. 

"1 have as valet a species of clown, heavy and stupid 
enough, who has roved as much as the north wind, who has 
been to the devil, and 1 know not where besides, who has 
seen with his own eyes all those things about whieb 1 have 
formed such fine ideas, and who cares as much for them as 
he does for a glass of water; he has been placed in th~ 
strangest si tuations, and he has had the most astonishing 
adventures that one could have. 1 make him talk some­
times, and am maddened to think that all these glorious 
thin..,os have befallen a booby, who is capable of neither 
feeling nor reflection, and who is good for nothing but his 
usual work,-brushing clothes and cleaning boots. 

HIt is clear that this rascal's life ought to have been mine. 
As for him, he thinks me very fortunate, and is lost in wonder 
to see me melancholy, as I am. 

"All this is not very interesting, my poor friend, and is 
scarcely worth the trouble of writing. is it? But since you 
insist on my writing to you, 1 must relate my thoughts and 
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feelings, and give you the history of my ideas, in default of 
events and actions. There will, perhaps, be little order and 
little novelty in what I shall have to tell you, but you must 
lay the blame on yourself alone. T shall be obeying your 
own wish. 

"You have been my friend from childhood, and I was 
brought up with you; our lives were passed together for a 
long time, and we are wont to tell each other our most 
secret thoughts. I can therefore, without blushing. give 
you an account of all the nonsense that passes through my 
idle brain. I shall neither add, nor deduct a single word, 
for I have no false pride with you. And so I shall be 
scrupulously exact, even in trifiing and shameful matters; I 
shall certainly not veil myself before you. 

"Beneath this winding sheet of indifferent and depressing 
languor of which I have just told you. there sometimes stirs 
a thought, torpid rather than dead, and I do not always 
possess the swret. "d calm that melancholy Qi\'es. I have 
relapses, and I fall again into myoId perturbations. Noth· 
in~ in the world is so fatiguing as these n"Tooseless whirl­
winds and these aimless flights. On such d1Ys, although I 
have nothing to do any more than on others, I rise very 
early. befrr. the sun, so persuaded an1 I that I am in a 
hurry, and that I shall not have the necesslry time. I dress 
myself with all speed, as if the house were on fire, putting 
on my garments at random, and bewailing the loss of a 
minute. Anyone seeing me would suppose that I was going 
to keep a love appointment or look for money. Not at all. 
I even do not know whither I an1 ~oinQ: but go I must. and 
I should believe my safety compromised if I remained. It 
seems to me that I am called from without. that mv drstim' 
is at that moment p~ssing in the street, and that the questior 
of my life is about to be decided. 

"I go down with an air of wild sUJ"I')rise, mv dress in 
disorder, and my bair uncombed. People tum' and laugh 
when they meet me, and think that I am a youn!( debauchee. 
who has spent the ni~ht at the tavern or elsewhere .. Indeed 
I am intoxicated, though I have drunk nothing. and T have 
the manner of a drunkard, even to his uncert~~n !(ait. now 
fast and now slow. I go from street to street'. like a dog 
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that bas lost his master, seeking quite at a venture, very 
troubled, very much on the alert, turning at the least noise, 
gliding into every group, heedless of the rebukes of the 
people I run up against, and looking about me everywhere, 
\lith a clearness of vision which at other times 1 do not 
possess. Then it suddenly becomes evident to me that 1 am 
mistaken, that it is assuredly not there, that I must go fur­
ther, to the other end of the tOWD, I know not where, and 
I set off as if the devil were carrying me away. My toes 
only touch the ground, and I do not weigh an ounce. Truly 
I must present a singular appearance with my preoccupied 
and frenzied countenance, the gesticulations of my arms and 
the inarticulate cries I utter. When I think of it in cold 
Dlood, 1 laugh heartily in my own face; but this, 1 would 
have you Know, does not prevent me from doing just the 
same on the next occasion. 

"If 1 were asked why 1 rush along in this way, 1 certainly 
should be greatly at a loss for an answer. 1 am in no haste 
to arrive, since I am going nowhere. I am not afraid of 
being late, since I have no engagement. There is no one 
waiting for me, and I have no reason for being in a burry 
here. 

uls it an opportunity for loving, an adventure, a woman, 
an idea or a fortune. something which is wanting to my life, 
and which I seek without accounting to myself for it, but 
impelled by a vague instinct? Is it my existence which de­
,,;res to complete itself? Is it the wish to emerge from my 
home and from myself, the weariness of my present life 
and the longing for another? It is something of this, and 
perhaps all of this put together. It is always a very un­
pleasant condition, a feverish irritation, which is usually 
succeeded by the dullest atony. 

"1 often have an idea, that if 1 had set out an hour earlier, 
or had increased my pace, 1 should have arrived in time: 
that, while I was passing down one street, the object of my 
search was passing dQ\m the other, and that a block of 
w.jUcles was sufficient to make me miss what I have been 

1\Ji tI..-·Iite at random for so long. You cannot imagine 
s~ce y wO-'llld the deep despair into which I fall when I 
IDSlst on my lis ends in nothing, and that my youth is pass-
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ing away with no prospect opening up before me; then al 
my idle passions growl dully in my heart, and prey upon 
themselves for lack of other food, like beasts in a menagerie 
that the keeper bas forgotten to feed. 

"In spite of the stifled and secret disappointments of 
every day, there is something within me which resists and 
will not die. I have no. hope, for bope implies desire, 
certain disposition for wishing that things should tum out in 
one way rather than in another. I desire nothing, for T 
desire everything. I do not hope, or rather I hope no longer: 
-that is too silly,-and it is quite the same to me wbether 
a thing happens or not. I am waiting, and for what? I do 
not know, but I am waiting. 

"It is a tremulous waiting, full of impatience, broken by 
starts and nervous movements, as must be that of a lover 
who awaits his mistress. Nothing comes; I grow furious, or 
begin to weep. I wait for the heavens to open, and an 
angel to descend with a revelation to me, for a revolution 
to break out and a throne to be given me, for one of 
RapbaePs virgins to leave the canvas and come to embrace 
me, for relations, whom I do not possess, to die and leave 
me wbat will enable me to sail my fancy on a nver of gold, 
for a hippogriff to take me and carry me into regions 
unknown. But, whatever I am waiting for, it is assuredly 
nothing usual and commonplace. 

"This has reached such a pitch, that, when I come in. I 
never fail to say: 'No one bas come? There is no letter for 
me? No news?' I know perfectly well that there is noth­
ing, and that there can be nothing. It is all the same; I am 
always greatly surprised and disappointed on receiving the 
customary reply: 'No, sir, nothing at all.' 

"Sometimes-but this is seldom-the idea \ilkes a more 
definite form. It will be some beautiful woman whom I do 
not know, and who does not know me, whom I have met 
at the theatre or at church, and who has not heeded me 
in the least. I go over the whole house, and until I have 
opened the door of the last room-I scarcely dare tell you, 
it is so foolish-I hope that she bas come, and that she is 
there. This is not conceit on my part. I have so little of the 
coxcomb about me, that several women. whom I believed 
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very indifferent to me, and without any opinion in particular 
respecting me, have, so others tell me, been greatly pre­
P""",,,,,ed in my favour. It has a different origin. 

"When I am not dulled by weariness and disrouragement, 
my soul awakes and recovers all its former vigour. I hope, 
I love, I desire, and so violent are my desires, that I imagine 
that they will draw everything to them, as a powerful magnet 
attracts particles of iron, even when they are at a great dis­
tance from it. This is why I wait for the things I wish for, 
instead of going to them, and frequently neglect the most 
favourable opportunities that are opened up to my hopes. 
Another would write the most amorous note in the world to 
the divinity of his heart, or would seek for an opportunity 
to approach ber. As for me, I ask the messenger for the 
reply to a letter ~,hich I bave not written, and spend my 
time constructing the most wonderful situations in my bead 
for bringing me in the most favourable and most unex­
pected light under the notice of her whom I love. A book 
might be made larger and more ingenious than the 'Strata­
sems of Polybius' of all the stratagems which I imagine for 
introducing myself to her and revealing my passion. Gen· 
erally, it would only be necessary to say to one of my 
frieeds: 'Introduce me to Madame So-and-so,' and to pay 
a compliment drawn from mythology and suitably punc-
tuated with sighs. . 

"To listen to all this, one would tbink me fit for a mad­
house; nevertheless, I am a rational fellow enough, and I 
have not put many of my follies into practice. All this passes 
in the recesses of my soul, and all these absurd ideas are 
buried very carefully deep within me; on the outside nothing 
is to be seen, and I bave the reputation of being a placid and 
cold young man, indifferent to women, and without interest 
in things belonging to bis years; which is as remote from 
the truth as the judgments of the world usually are. 

"Nevertheless, in spite of all my discouragements, some 
of my desires have been realised, and, so little joy has been 
given me by their fulfilment, that I dread the fulfilment of 
the rest. You remember the childish eagerness witb which I 
longed to bave a horse of my own; my mother has given 
me one quite recently; he Is as black as ebony, with a little 
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white star on his forehead, with flowing mane, glossy coat, 
and slender legs, just as I wished him to he. When they 
brought him to me, it gave me such a shock, that I re­
mained quite a quarter of an hour very pale and unable to 
compose myself. Then I mounted, and, without speaking a 
single word, set off at full gallop, and for more than an haUl 
went straight across country in an ecstasy difficult to con­
ceive. I did the same every day for a week, and I really 
do not know how it was that I did not kill him or at least 
break his wind. By degrees all this great eagerness died 
away, I brought my horse to a trot, then to a walk, and 
now I have come to ride him with such indifference, that he 
often stops and I do :lOt notice it. Pleasure has become 
habit more quickly than I could have thought possible. 

liAs to Ferragus---that is the name I have given him-he 
is really the mest charming animal that one could see. He 
has tufts on his feet like eagle's dovvn; he is as lively as a 
goat and as quiet as a lamb. You will have the greatest 
pleasure in galloping him when you come here; and, although 
my mania for riding has passed away, I am still very fond 
of him, for he is a horse of an excellent disposition, and I 
sincerely prefer him to many human beings. If you only 
heard how joyfully he neighs when I go to see him in the 
stable, and with what intelligent eyes he looks at me! I 
confess that I am touched by these tokens of affection, and 
that I take him by the neck and embrace him with as 
much tend~rness, on my word, as if he were a beautiful girl. 

III bad also another desire, more keen, more eager, more 
continually awake, more dearly cherished, and for which I 
had built in my soul an enchanting castle of cards, a palace 
of chimeras, that was often destroyed but raised again with 
desperate constancy: it was to have a rnistress---a mistress 
quite my own-like the horse. I do not know whether the 
fulfilment of this dream would have found me so soon cold 
as the fulfilment of the other; I doubt it. But perhaps I am 
wrong, and shall be tired of it as soon. Owing to my 
peculiar disposition, I desire a thing so frantically, without, 
however, making any effort to procure it, that if by chance, 
or otherwise, I attain the object of my wish, I have such a 
moral lumbago, and am so worn out, that I am seized with 
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swoonings, and have not energy enough left to enjoy it: 
hence things which come to me without my wishing for them 
generally give me more pleasure than those which I have 
coveted most strongly. 

"I am twenty-two years old, and I am not virgin. Alas! 
no one is so now at that age, either in body, OT, what is 
much worse in heart. Besides, consorting with the class of 
females who afford us pleasure for payment, and are not to 
be counted any more than a lascivious dream, I have gained 
over several virtuous or nearly virtuous women, neither 
beautiful nor ugly, neither young nor old, such as are to be 
met with by young fellows who have nothing regular on 
hand and whose hearts are unoccupied. With a little good· 
will, and a pretty strong dose of romantic illusions, you can 
call this having a mistress, if you like. For myself, I find 
it impossible; I might have a thousand of the kind, and I 
should still believe my desire as unfulfilled as ever. 

"I have not, therefore, as yet had a mistress, and my 
whole desire ~ to have one. It is an idea that tor­
ments me strangely; it is not an effervescence of tempera­
ment, a boiling of the blood, the first burst of puberty. It 
is not woman that I want, but a woman, a mistress; I desire 
one, and shall have one shortly; if I did not succeed, I con­
fess to you that I should never get over it, and that I should 
have an inward timidity, a dull discouragement, which woulci 
exercise a serious influence upon the rest of my life. I should 
consider myself defective in certain respects, inharmonious 
or incomplete, deformed in mind or body; for after all my 
requirement is a just one, and nature owes it to every man. 
'50 long as I have nol atlained my end, I shall look upon 
myself merely as a child, and I shan not have the confidence 
in myself which I ought to have. A mistress is to me what 
the toga virilis was to the young Roman. 

((I see so many beautiful women in the possession of men 
who are ignoble in every respect, and scarcely fit to be their 
lackeys, that I blush for them, and for myself. It gives me a 
pitiful opinion of women to see them wasting their affection 
on blackguards who despise and deceive them, instead of 
giving themselves to some loyal and sincere young fellow 
who would esteem himself very fortunate. and would worship 
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them on his knees; to myself, for instance. It is true that 
men of the former species obstruct the drawing-rooms, show 
themselves off before everyone, and are always lounging on 
the back of some easy chair, while I remain at home, my 
forehead pressed against the window pane, \\'atching the riveI 
steaD} and the mist rise, while silently erecting in my heart 
the perfumed sanctuary, the marvellous temple in which I am 
to lodge the future idol of my soul. A chaste and poetical 
occupation, and one for which women are as little grateful 
to you as may be. 

"Women have little liking for dreamers, and peculiarly 
esteem those who put their ideas into practice. After all, they 
are right. Obliged by their education and !.heir social posi­
tion to keop silence and to wait, they naturally prefer those 
who come to them and speak, and thus relieve them from a 
false and tiresome position. I am quite sensible of tht5: yet 
never in my life shan I be able to take it upon me, J., I see 
many others do, to rise from my seat, cross a drawing-room r 
and say unexpectedly to a woman: 'Your dress becomes you 
like an angel,' or: 'Your eyes are particularly bright this 
evening.' 

"All this does not prevent me from positively wanting a 
mistress. I do not know who it will be, but I see none among 
the women of my acquaintance who could suitably IIll this 
dignified position. I find that they possess very few of the 
qualities I require. Those who would be young enough are 
wanting in beauty or intellectual charm; those who are beau· 
tiful and young are basely and forbiddingly virtuous, or lack 
the necessary freedom; and then there is always some bus­
band, some brother, a mother or an aunt, somebody or other, 
,\;th big eyes and large ears, who must be wheeled or thrown 
out of the window. Every rose has its worm, and every 
woman has a swarm of relations who must be carefully cleared 
away, if we wish to pluck some day the fruit of her beauty. 
There is not one of them, even to country cousins of the third 
degree, whom we have never seen, that does not 1\ish to pre­
s",,,e the spotless purity of tbeir dear cousin in all its white­
ness. This is nauseous, and I shall never bave the patienc, 
to pull up all the weeds, and lop away all the briars whicb. 
fatally <.bstruct the approaches to a pretty woman. 
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"I am not fond of mammas, and I like young girls still 
less. Further, I must confess that married women have but 
a very slight attraction for me. They involve a confusion 
and a mingling which are revolting to me; I cannot tolerate 
the idea of division. The woman who has a husband and a 
lover is a prostitute for one of them, and often for both; and, 
besides, I could never consent to yield the first place to an­
other. My natural pride cannot stoop to such a degradation. 
I shall never go because another man is coming. Though the 
woman were to be compromised and lost, and we were to fight 
with kni,·es e:lch with a foot upon her body, I should re­
main. Private staircases, cupboards, closets, and all the ma­
chinery for deception would be of little service with me. 

uI am not much smitten with what is called maidenly in­
genuousness, youthful innocence, purity of heart, and other 
charming things which in verse are most effectivej that I call 
simply nonsense, ignorance, imbecility, or hypocrisy. The 
maidenly ingenuousness which consists in sitting on the very 
edge of an eJSy chair, with arms pressed close to the body, 
and eyes fIxed on the point of the corset, and in not speaking 
without permission from its grand-parents, the innocence 
which has a munopoly of uncurled hair and white frocks, the 
purity cf heart which wears its dress high up at the neck 
because it ha~ as yet neither shoulders nor breast to show, do 
not, in truth, appear wonderfully agreeable to me. 

"I do not care much for teaching little simpletcns to spell 
out the alphabet of love. I am neither old enough nor de­
praved enough for that; besides, I should succeed badly at 
it, for I never could show anybody anything, even what I 
knew best myself. I prefer women who read fluently, we 
arrive sooner at the end of the chapter; a.'1d in everything, 
but especially in love, the end is what we have to consider. 
In this respect, I am rather like those people who begin a 
novel at the wrong end, read the catastrophe first of all , and 
then go backwards to the first page. This mode of reading 
and loving has its charm. Details are relished more when we 
are at peace concerning the end, and the inversion introduces 
the unforeseen. 

"Young girls then, and married women are excluded from 
the category. It must, therefore, be among the widows that 
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we are to choooe our divinity. Ala" though nothing else is 
left to us, I greatly fear that neither will they afford us what 
we wish. 

"If I happened to love a pale narcissus bathed in a tepid 
dew of tears, and bending with melancholy grace over the 
new marble tomb of some bappily and recently departed 
husband, I should certainly, and in a very short wbile, be as 
miserable as was the defunct during his lifetime. Widows, 
however young and charming they may be, have a temble 
drawback which other women are without; if you are not on 
!be very best terms with them, and a cloud passes across the 
heaven of your love, they tell you at once with a little super­
lative and con temptuous air-

"'Ah! how strange you are to-dayl It is just like what h. 
was. Wben we quarrelled, he used to speak to me in the very 
same way; it is curious, but you have the same tone of voice 
and the same look; when you are out of temper, you cannot 
imagine bow like my bllShand you are; it is frightful.' 

"It is pleasant to have things of this sort said to your very 
facel There are some even who are impudent enough to 
praise the departed one like an epitaph, and to extol his heart 
and his leg at the expense of your leg and your heart. With 
women who have only one or more lovers, you have at least 
the unspeakable advantage of never hearing about your pre. 
decessor, and this is a consideration of no ordinary interest. 
Women have too great a regard for what is appropriate and 
legitimate not to ob~rve a diligent silence in such an event, 
and all m3tters of the kind are consigned to oblivion as soon 
as possible. It is an understood thing that a man is always a 
woman '5 first lover. 

"I do not think that an aversion so well founded admits of 
any serious reply. It is not that I consider widows altogether 
devoid of charm, when they are young and pretty and have 
not yet laid aside their mourning. They have little languish· 
ing airs, little ways of letting the arms droop, of arching the 
Declr. and of bridling up like unmated turtle-doves; a heap of 
charming affectations sweetly veiled beneath the transparency 
of aape, a well-ordered affectation of despair, skilfully man­

ioaged sighs, and tears which f~ so opportunely and lend such :m. to the eyes! 
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"Truly, next to wine-perhaps even before it-the liquid 
I love best to drink is a beautiful tear, clear and limpid, 
trembling at the tip of a dark or a blonde eye-lash. What 
means are there of resisting that? We do not resist it; and 
then black is so becoming to women! A white skin, poetry 
apart, turns to ivory, snow, milk, alabaster, to everything 
spotless that there is in the world for the use of composers of 
madrigals; while a dark skin has but a dash of brown that is 
full of vivacity and fire . 

. ,,/ "Mourning is a happy opportunity for a woman, and the 
reason I shall never marry, is the fear lest my wife should get 
rid of me in order to go into mourning for me. There are, 
however, some women who cannot turn their sorrow to ac­
count, and who weep in such a way that they make their noses 
red, and distort their features like the faces that we see on 
fountains ; this is a serious danger. There is need of many 
charms and much art to weep agreeably j otherni.se, there is 
a risk of not being comforted for a long time. Yet notwith­
standing the pleasure of making some Artemisia faithless to 
the shade of her Mausolus, I cannot really choose from among 
this swarm of lamenting ones her whose heart I shall ask 
in exchange for my own. 

"And now I bear you say: Whom will you take then? You 
will not have young girls, nor married women, nor widows. 
You do not like mammas, and I do not suppose that you are 
any fonder of grandmothers. Whom the deuce do you like? 
It is the answer to the charade, and if ' l knew it, I should 
not torment myself so much. Up to the present, I have never 
loved any woman, but I have loved and do love--love. Al­
though I have had no mistresses, and the women that I have 
had have merely kindled desire, I have felt, and I am ac­
quainted with love itself. I have not loved this woman or 
that, one more than another; but some one whom I have 
Rever seen, who must live somewhere, and whom I shall find, 
if it please God. I know well what she is like, and, when I 
meet her, I shall recognise her. 

"I have often pictured to myself the place where she 
dwells, the dress that she wears, the eyes and hair that she 
has. I hear her voice; I shoul~ recognise her step among a 
thousand, and if, by chance, some one uttered her name, I 
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..... u1d turn round; it is impossible that she should not have 
one of the five or six names that I bave given ber in my head. 

"She is twenty-six years old, neither more Dor less. She is 
not without experience, and she is not yet satiated. It is a 
charming age for making love as it ought to be, without child­
ishness and without libertinism. Sbe is of medium height. 
I like neither a giantess nor a dwarf. I wish to be ahle to 
carry my goddess by myself from the sofa to the bed; but 
it would be disagreeable to bave to look for ber in the latter. 
When raising herself slightly on tiptoe, her mouth should 
reach my ltiss. That is the proper height. As to her figure, 
she is rather plump than thin. I am something of the Turk 
in this matter, and I should scarcely like to meet with a wrmr':--'~""""' I 
ner when I expected a circumference; a woman's sItin should 
be well filled, her flesh compart and fum, like the pulp of a 
peach that is nearly ripe: and the mistress I shall have is 
made just so. She is a blonde with dark eyes, white like a 
blonde, "ith the colour of a brunette, and a red and spark-
ling smile. The lower lip rather large, the eyeball swimming 
in a flood of natural moisture, her breast round, small, and 
firm, her hands long and plump, her walk undulating like a 
snake standing on its tail, her hips full and yielding, her 
shoulders broad, the nape of her neck covered with down; a 
style of beauty at once delicate and compact, graceful and 
healthy, poetic and real; a subject of Giorgione's wrought by 
Rubens. 

"Here is ber costume: she wears a robe of scarlet or hlack 
velvet, with slashings of white satin or silver doth, an open 
bodice, a large ruff d la Medici, a felt hat capriciously drawn 
up like Helena Systerman's, and with long feathers curled 
and crisp, a golden chain or a stream of diamonds about her 
neck, and a quantity of large, variously enamelled rings on all 
her fingers. 

"I will not excuse her a ring or a bracelet. Her robe must 
be literally of velvet or brocade; at the very most, I might 
permit her to stoop to satin. I would rather rumple a silk 
skirt than a linen one. and let pearls and feathers fall from the 
hair than natural flowers or a simple how; I know that the 
lining of a linen sltirt is often at least as tempting as that of 
• si1k Ime, hut I prefer the silk one. 
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ClThus, in my dreams, I have given myself as mistrEsses 
many queens, many empresses, many princesses, many sul­
tanas, many celebrated courtesans, but never a commoner or 
a shepberdess; and amid my most vagrant desires, I bave 
never taken advantage of any ODe on a carpet of grass or in 
a bed of serge d'Aumale. I consider beauty a diamond whichv'" 
should be mounted and set in gold. I cannot imagine a beau­
tiful \)'oman nithcut a carriage, horses, serving-men, and all 
that belengs to an income of four thousand a year: there is a ..... 
harmony betwee~ beauty and y;enlth. One requires the other: 
a pretty foot calls for a pretty shoe, a pretty shoe calls for a 
carpet, and a carriage, a.-:d all the rest of it. A beJ.utiful 
Farnan, pocrly dressed and in a me:m house, is, to my mind, 

,/ /the most painful sight that one could see, and I could not feel 
lo\·e towards such a one. It is only the bandsome and the 
rich wbo can m3ke love without being ridiculous or pitiable. 
At this rate few people would be entitled to make love: I 
myself 5.'>ould be the first to be excluded; but such is never­
theless my opinion. 

"It v,ill be in the evening, during a beautiful sunset, that 
we shall meet for the first time; the sky will bave those clear 
yellow and p:lle-green orange-coloured tints that we see in 
the pictures of the old masters; there will be a great avenue 
of flowering chestnut trees and venerable elms filled with 
wood-pigeons-fine trees of fresh dark green, giving a shade 
foil of mystery and d3Il1pness; a few statues bere and there, 
some marble vases with their snowy whiteness standing out 
in relief on the ground of green, a sheet of water with the 
fanuliar s-;van, and, quite in the background, a mansion of 
brick a:ld stone, as in the time of Henri IV, with a peaked 
slate roof, lofty chimneys, weathercocks on all the gables, 
and lor.g narrow windows. 

HAt one cf these windows, the queen of my soul, in tJ:te 
dress I bave just described, leaning with an air of melanchol)l 
on the balcony, and behind her a little negro holding her f~ 
and ber parrot. You see that nothing is wanting, and that th 
wbole thing is perfectly absurd. The fair one drops hel 
glove; I pick it up, kiss it, and bring it to ber. We enter intA 
com"rsation; I display all the wit that I do not possess' 
say channing things; I am answered in the sarne way, I ~ 
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join it is a display of fireworks, a luminous rain of d:lZzling 
words. In short, I am adorable-and adored. Supper-time 
arrives; I am invited, and accept the invitation. 'Vhat a sup­
per, my dear friend, and whJ.t a cook is my imagination I 
The wine laughs in the crystal, the brown and white phe .... s'nt 
smokes in the blazoned dish; the banquet j~ prolon~ed far 
into the night, ana you may be quite sure that I do not end 
the latter at my own home. Is not this weB conceived? 
Nothing in the world can be more simple, and it is truly very 
astonishing that it has not come to pass ten times rather than 
once. 

"Sometimes it is in a large forest. The bun t sweeps by; 
the horn sounds, and the pack giving tongue crosses the path 
,yith the swiftness of lightning; the fair one, in a riding 
habit, is mounted on a Turkish steed as white as milk, and as 
frisky and mettlesome as possible. Although she is an excel­
lent horsewoman, he paws the ground, caracoles, rears, and 
she has all the trouble in the world to hold him in; he gets the 
bit between his teeth and takes her straight towards a preci­
pice. I fall there from the sky for the purpose, check the 
horse, take the fainting princess in my anns, restore her, and 
bring her back to the mansion. What well-born woman would 
refuse her heart to a man who has risked his life for her ? 
Not one; and gratitude is a cross-road which very quickly ~ 
leads to love. 

"You will, at all events, admit that when I go in for ro­
mance, it is not by halves that I do so, and that I am as 
foolish as it is possible to be. It is always so, for there is 
nothing in the world more disagreeable than folly with reason 
in it. You will almost admit that when I mite letters they 
are volumes rather than simple notes. In everything, I like 
what goes beycnd ordinary limits. That is the reason why 
I am fond of you. Do not laugh too much at all tbe nonsense 
I have scribbled to you: I am laying my pen aside in order 
to put it into practice; for I ever rome back to the same re­
frain: I want to have a mistress. I do not know whether it 
will be the lady of the park or the beauty of the balcony 
but I bid you good-bye that I may commence mv quest. My 
resolution is taken. Should she, whom I seek -be concealed 
in t!le remotest part of the kingdom of Cathay ~r Samarcand, 
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I shall manage to find her out. I will let you know of the 
success or failure--I hope it will be the success----of my enter­
prise. Pray for me, my dear friend. For my own part, I 
am putting on my finest coat, and am leaving the house de­
termined not to return without a mistress in accordance with 
my ideas. I have been dreaming long enough; to action now. 

"P.S.-Send me some news of little D--; what bas 
become of him? No one here knows anything about him. 
and give my compliments to your worthy brother and to the 
whole family." 

II. 

"WELL! my friend, I have come in again without having 
been to Cathay, Cashmere, or Samarcand; but it is right to 
say tilat I have not a mistress any more than before. Yet 
I had taken myself by the hand and sworn my greatest oath 
thaI. I would go to the end of the world-and I have not even 
been to the end of the town. I do not know how it is, but I 
have never been able to keep my word to anyone, even to 
myself: the devil must have a hand in it. If I say, 'I shall 
go there to-morrow,' I am sure to remain where I am; if I 
purpose going to the wine shop, I go to church; if I wish to 
go to church, the roads become as confused beneath my feet 
as skeins of thread, and I find myself in quite a different 
place; I fast when I have determined on an orgie, and so on. 
Thus I believe that my resolve to have a mistress is what pre­
vents me from having one. 

UI must give you a detailed account of my expedition; it is 
'1uite worthy of the honours of narration. That day I had 
spent two full hours at least at my toilet. I had my hair 
combed and curled, the small amount of moustache that I 
possess turned up and waxed, and with my usually pale face 
animated somewhat hy the emotion of desire, I was really not 
so bad. At last, after looking at myself carefully in the glass 
in different lights to see whether I had a sufficiently handsome 
and gallant appearance, I went resolutely out of the house. 
with lofty countenance, chin in air, and one hand on my hip. 
looking straight hefore me, making the heels of my boots 
rattle like an ~de, elbowing the townsfolk, anQ with 
quite a victorious and triumpbal mien. 
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"I was like another Jason going to the conquest of the 
Golden Fleece. But, alas! Jason was more fortunate than 
I: besides the conquest of the fieece he at the same time 
effected the conquest of a beautiful princess, while, as for 
mc, I have neither princess nor fleece. 

HI went away, then, through the streets, noticing all the 
women, and hastening up to them and looking at them as 
closely as possible when they seemed worth the trouble of an 
examination. Some ,yould assume their most virtuous air. 
and pass, without raising their eyes. Others would at first he 
surprised, and then, if they had good teeth, would smile. 
Others again would turn after a little to see me when they 
thought I was no longer looking at them, and blush like cher­
ries when they found themselves face to face with me. 

"The weather was fine, and there was a crowd of people 
out walking. And yet, I must confess, in spite of all the re­
spect I entertain towards that interesting half of the human 
race, that which it is agreed to call the fair sex is devilishly 
ugly: in a hundred women there was scarcely one that was 
passable. This one had a moustache; that one had a blue 
nose; others had red spots instead of eyebrows. One was 
not badly made, but her face was covered with pimples. A 
second had a charming head, but she might have scratched 
her ear with her shoulder. A third would have shamed Praxi­
teles with the roundness and softness of certain curves, but 
she skated on feet that were like Turkish stirrups. Yet an­
other displayed the most magnificent shoulders that one could 
see; but as a set off, her hands resemhled for shape and size 
those enormous scarlet gloves which haberdashers use as 
signs. And generally, what fatigue was there on these faces! 
how blighted, etiolated, and basely worn by petty passions 
and petty vices! What expressions of envy, evil curiosity, 
greediness, and shameless coquetry! And how much more 
ugly is a woman who is not handsome than a man who is 
not so! 

III saw nothing good--except some grisettes. But thera 
is more linen than silk to rumple in that quarter, and they are 
no affair of mine. In truth, I believe that man, and by mana 
I also understand woman, is the ugliest animal on earth .'~ 
This quadruped who walks on his hind legs seems to me sin-
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gularly presumptuous in assigning quite as a matter of right 
the first rank in creation to himself. A lion, or a tiger, is 

,!handsomer than man, and many individuals in their species 
attain to all the beauty that belongs to their nature. This is 
extremely rare among men. How many abortions for one 
Antinoiis! how many Gothones ior one Phyllis! 

"I am greatly afraid, my dear friend, that I shall never 
embrace my ideal, and yet then! is nothing extravagant or un­
natural in it. It is not the ideal of a third-form schoolboy. 
I do not require globes of ivory, nor columns of alabaster, 
nor traceries of azure; and in its composition I have employed 
neither lilies, nor snow, nor roses, nor jet, nor ebony, nor coral, 
nor ambrosia, nor pearls, nor diam::mds; I have left the stars 
of heaven in peace, and I have not unhooked the sun out of 
season. It is almost a vulgar ideal, so simple is it: and it 
seems to me that mth a bag or two of piastres I might find it 
ready made and completely realised in no matter which 
bazaar of Constantinople or Smyrna; it would probably cost 
me less than a borse or a thorough-bred dog. And to think. 
that I shall never attain to this-for I feel that I shall never 
do so! It is enough to madden one, and I fall into the finest 
passions in the world against my fate. 

liAs for you-you are not so foolish as I am, and you are 
fortunate; you have simply gh·en yourself up to your life 
without tormenting yourself to shape it, and you have taken 
things as they carne. You have not sought happiness, and it 
bas sought you; you are loved, and you love. I do not envy 
you-you must not think that, at least-but when I reflect. 
on your bliss, I feel less joyous than I ought to be, and I say 
to myself with a sigh that I would gladly enjoy similar fe­
licity. 

"Perhaps my bappiness has passed close to me, and in my 
blindness I have not seen it. Perhaps the voice has spoken, 
and the noise of the storms within me has prevented me from 
bearing. 

··Perhaps I bave been loved in obscurity by some bumble 
heart that I bave disregarded and broken. Perbaps I have 
myself been the ideal of another, the lode-star of some soul 
in suspense, the dream of a night and the thougbt of a day. 
Had I looked to my feet, I might perhaps bave seen some fair 
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Magdalene, with her box of odours and her sweeping hair. I 
passed along with my arms raised towards the heavens, desir· 
ing to pluck the stars which fled from me, and disdaining to 
pick up the little Easter daisy that was opening her golden 
heart to me in the dewy grass. I have made a great mistake. 
I have asked from love something more than love, and that it 
could not gh-e. I forgot that love was naked; I did not un· 
derstand the meaning of this grand symhol. I have asked 
from it rohes of brocade, feathers, diamonds, suhlimity of 
soul, knowledge, poetry, beauty, youth, supreme power­
everything that is not itself. Love can offer itself alo"e, and 
he who would obtain from it aught else is not worthy to be 
loved. 

"I have without doubt hastened too much: my hour has 
not come; God, who has lent me life, will not take it back 
from me before I have lived. To what end give a lyre with­
out strings to a poet, or a life without love to a man' God 
could not do such an inconsistent thing; and no doubt He 
will, at His chosen time, place in my path her whom I am to 
love, and by whom I am to be loved. But why has love come 
to me before the mistress? Why am I thirsty, yet without the 
spring at which to quench my thirst? or why can I not fly like 
the birds of the desert to the spot where there is water? The 
world is to me a Sahara without wells or date-trees. I have 
not a single shady nook in my life where I c:m screen myself 
from the sun: I endure all the fervour of pJSSion without its 
raptures and unspeakable delights; I know its torments, and 
am ,,;thout its pleasures. I am jealous of what does not exist; 
I am disquieted by the shadow of a shadow; I heave sighs 
which have no motive; I suffer sleeplessness which no wor­
shipped phantom comes to adorn; I shed tears which flow 
to the ground without being dried; I give to the winds kisses 
which are not returned; I wear out my eyes trying to grasp 
in the distance an uncertain and deceitful form; I wait for 
what is not to come, and I count the hours anxiousiy, as 
though I had an appointment to keep. 

"\Vboever thou art, angel or demon, maid or courtesan, 
shepherdess or princess, whether thou comest from the no~ /" 
or from the south, thou whom I know not, and whom I love 
oh i force me not to wait longer for thee, or the flame . 
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consume the altar, and thou wilt find in the place of my heart 
but a heap of cold ashes. Descend from the sphere where 
thou art; leave the crystal skies, consoling spirit, and come 
thou to cast the shadow of thy mighty wings upon my soul. 
Come thou, woman whom I wiH love, that I may close about 
thee the arms that have been open for so long. Let the 
golden doors of the palace wherein she dwells tum on their 
hinges; let the humble latch of her cottage rise: let the 
branches in the woods and the briars of the wayside untwine 
themselves; let the enchantments of the turret and the spells 
of the magicians be broken; let the ranks of the crowd be 
opened up to suffer her to pass through. 

"If thou comest too late, 0 my ideal! I shall not have the 
power left to love thee. My soul is like a dovecote full of 
doves. At every hour of the day there flies forth some desire. 
The doves return to the cote, but desires return not to the 
heart. The azure of the sky becomes white with their count­
less swarms; they pass away, through space, from world to 
world, from clime to clime, in quest of some love where they 
may perch and pass the night: hasten thy step, 0 my dream' 
or thou wilt find in the empty nest but the shells of the birds 
that have flown away. 

"My friend, companion of my childhood, to you alone 
could I relate such things as these. Write to me that you 
pity me, and that you do not reckon me a hypochondriac: 
afford me comfort, for never did I need it more: how enviable 
are those who have a passion which they can satisfy! The 
drunkard never encounters cruelty in his hottle. He falls 
from the tavern into the kennel, and is more happy on his 
beap of filth than a king upon his throne. The sensualist goes 
to courtesans for facile amours or shameless refinements. A 
painted cheek, a short petticoat, a naked breast, a licentious 
speech, and he is happy; his eye grows white, his lip is wet: 
he attains the last degree of his happiness, he feels the rapture 
of his coarse voluptuousness. The gamester has need but of 
a green cloth and a pack of greasy and worn-out cards to 

_obtain the keen pangs, nervous spasms, and diabolical enjoy­
r"ents of his homole passion. Such people as these may be 
u;ated or amused; but that is impossible for me. 
Ha'· This idea has so taken possession of me that I no longer 



MADEMOISELLE DE MAUPIN 21 

love the arts, and poetry bas no longer any charm for me. 
What formerly transported me, makes not the least impres­
sion on me. 

" I begin to believe that I am in the wrong, and that I am 
3sking more from nature and society than they can give. 
What I seek has no existence, and I ought not to complain for 
having failed to find it. Yet if the woman of our dreams is 
impossible to the conditions of human nature, what is it that 
causes us to love her only and none other, since we are men, 
and our instinct should be an infallible guide? Who has 
given us the idea of this imaginary woman? From what clay 
bave we formed this inviSIble statue? Whence took we the 
feathers that we have placed on the back of this chimera? 
Wbat mystic bird placed unnoted in some dark comer of our 
soul the egg from which there has come forth our dream? 
What is this abstract beauty which we feel but cannot define? 
"''by, in the presence of some woman who is often charming, 
do we sometimes say that she is beautiful, while we think h ... 
very ugly? 

"Where is the model, the type, the inward pattern which 
alfords us the standard of comparison?-for beauty is not an 

'\ absolute idea, and it can be estimated only by contrast. 
Have we seen it in the skies,-in a star,-at a ball, under a 
mother's shadow, the fresh bud of a leafless rose? Was it in 
Italy or in Spain? Was it here or was it there, yesterday or 
a long time ago? Was it the worshipped courtesan, the fash· 
ionable singer, the prince's daughter? A proud and noble 
bead bending beneath a weighty diadem of pearls and rubies? 
,\ young and cbiIdish face stooping among the nasturtiums 
md bindweeds at the window? To what school belonged that 

f
·cture in which this beauty stood out white and radiant amid 
e dark shadows? Was it Raphael who caressed the outline 
at pleases you? Was it C1eomenes who polished the mar­

Ie that you adore? Are you in love with a Madonna or a 
ian.? Is your ideal an angel, a sylphid, or a woman? 
"Alas! it is something of all this, and yet it is not this. 
" Such transparency of tone, such freshness so charming 

and full of splendour, such flesh wherein runs so much hlood 
and life, such beautiful flaxen hair spreading itself like a 

tie of gold, such sparkling smiles and such amorous dim-
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pies, such shapes undulating like flames, such force and such 
suppleness, such satin gloss and sucP rich lines, such plumr 
arms and such fleshy and polished backs-all this exquisi te 
health belongs to Rubens. Raphael alone could fill linea­
ments so ch:!ste with that pale amber colour. What other, 
save he, cun'ed those long eye-brows so delicate and so black, 
and spread the fringes of those eye-lashes so modestly cast 
dm"ID? Do you think that A11egri goes for nothing in your 
ideal? It is from him that the lady of your thoughts bas 
.;tole~ the dull, \"/arm whiteness that enraptures you. She ha 
stood fer lCI13 before his canvases to surprise the secret 0 

th~t "',gelic and ever full-blown smile; she bas modelled th 
ovol cf r.er hee on the oval of a nymph or a s~bt. That lin 
of the hip "hich winds so voluptuously belongs to the sleep­
in3 A.-:tiope. Those fat, delicate hands might be claime 
by Danle or Magdalene. 

"Dusty antiquity itself has provided many of the material 
or the ccmposition of your young chimera. Those strong an 
supple 1cL'1S around which you twine your arms with so mu 
passiO!l "ere sculptured by Praxiteles. That divinity has pur 
posely suffere:l the tip of her charming little foot to p 
throu3h the ashes of Herculaneum that your idol may not b 
lame. N~ture h~ also contributed her share. Here an 
there b the prisn of desire you have seen a beautiful eye b 
neath a windol7-blind, an ivory brow pressed against a pan", 
a smiling mouth behind a fan. From a hand you have divine 
the arm, ."d from an ankle, the knee. What you saw w 
perfect; you supposed the rest to be like what you .aw, an 
you completed it with portions of other beauties obtained el 
where. 

"Even the ideal beauty realised by the painters did n 
satisfy you, and you have sought from the poets more round 
curves, more ethereal forms, more divine charms, and mor 
e.~uisite refinements. You have besought them to gi 
breath and speech to your phantom, all their love all thei 
musing, cll their joy and Sldoess, their melancholy' and thei 
morbid.-ess, all their memories and all their hopes, thei 
Imowled~e and their passions, their spirit and their heart. 
this you have taken from them. and to crown the impossib 
you have added your own passion, your own spirit, your 0 
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dream, and your own thought. The star has lent its ray, 
the flower its fragrance, the palette its colour, the poet his 
harmony, the marble its fDim, and you your desire. 

(( How could a real woman, eating and drinking, getting up 
in the morning and going to bed at night, however adorable 
and full of charm she might otherwise be, compare with a 
creature such as this? It could not reasonably be expected. 
and yet it is expected and sought. What strange blindness! 
It is sublime or absurrl. How I pity and how I admire those 
who pursue their dream in the teeth of all reality, and die 
content if they have but once kissed the lips of their chimera! 
But what a fearful fate is that of a COlumbus who has failed 
to discover hls world, and of a lover who has not found hi, 
mistress! 

"Ab! if I were a poet my songs should be consecrated to 
those whose lives have been failures; whose arrows have 
missed the mark, who have died without speaking the word 
they had to utter and without pressing the hand that was 
destined for them; to all that has proved abortive and tn 
all that has passed unnoticed, to the stifled fire, to the barren 
genius, to the unknown pearl in the depths of the sea, to all 
that has loved without return, and tn all that has suffered 
with pity from none. It would be a noble task. 

"Plato was right in wishing to banish you from his repub­
lic, 0 ye poets! for what evil have you wrought upon us! 
How yet more bitter has our wormwood been rendered by 
your amhrosia! and how yet more arid and desolate seems 
our life to us after feasting our eyes on the vistas which you 
open up tn us of the infinite 1 How terrible a conflict have 
your dreams waged against our realities, and how have our 
hearts been trodden and trampled on by these rude athlet.., 
during the contest! 

"We have sat down like Adam at the foot of the walls of 
the terrestrial paradise, on the steps of the staircase leading 
to the world which you have created, seeing a light brighter 
than the sun's flashing through the chinks of the door, and 
hearing indistinctly some scattered notes of a seraphic har­
mony. Whenever one of the elect enters or comes forth amid 
a flood of splendour, we stretch our necks trying tn see some­
thing through the half-opened portaL The fairy archltecru... 
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has not its equal save in Arab tales. Piles of columns with 
arches superposed, pillars t"isted in spiral?, foliage ~arvel: 
lously carved, hollowed trefoils, porphy~, jas'par, lapis-lazuli 
-but what know I of the transparenCles and dazzlmg re­
flections, of the profusion of strange gems, sardonyx, chrys· 
oberyl, aqua marina, rainbow-tinted opals, and azerodrach, 
with jets of crystals, torches that would make the stars grow 
pale, a lustrous vapour, giddy and filled with sound-a lux· 
ury perfectly Assyrian! 

liThe door swings to again, and you see no more. Your 
eyes, filled \\ith corrosive tears, are cast down on this poor 
earth so impoverished and wan, on these ruined hovels and 
on this tattered race, on your soul, an arid rock where noth­
ing living springs, on all the wretchedness and misfortune of 
reality. Ah! if only we could fly so far, if the steps of that 
fiery staircase did not burn our feet; but, alasl Jacob's ladder 
can be ascended only by angels I 

"What a fate is that of the poor man at the gate of the 
rich I Wbat keen irony is that of a ~ace facing a cottage 
-the ideal facing the real, poetry facing prose! What 
:iX"e!l hate must wring the heart-strings of the wretched be­
in;;S! What gnashings of teeth must sound througb the night 
from their pallet, as the wind brings to their ears the sighs of 
theorbos and viols of love! Poets, painters, sculptors, musi· 
cians, why have you lied to us? Poets, why have you told 
us your dreams? Painters, why bave you fixed upon the 
canvas that impalpable phantom which ascended and de­
scended with your fits of passion between your heart and your 
head, saying to us: 'This is a woman'? Sculptors, why have 
you taken marble from the depths of Carrara to make it ex· 
press for ever, and to the eyes of all, your most secret and 
flee~g desire? Musicians, wby have you listened during 
me mght to the song of the stars and the flowers and noted 
it down? Wby bave you made songs so beautiful that the 
s\l'.eet~t voice saying to us, 'I love you,' seems hoarse as the 
?""ding of a saw or the croaking of a crow? Curse you for 
impostors!-and may fire from heaven burn up and destroy 
~l pl~tures, r:ems, statues, and musical scores-But this 
is a tirade of interminable length and one wbkh deviates 
IOmewhat from the epistolary styl~. Wbat a dose! 
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"I have given myself up nicely to lyrics, my dear friend, 
and I have now been writing bombast for some time absurdly 
enough. All this is very remote from our subject, which is, if 
I remember rightly, the glorious and triumphant history of 
the Chevalier d'Albert in his pursuit of the most beautiful 
princess in the world, as the old romances say. But in truth 
the history is so meagre that I am obliged to have recourse 
to digressions and reflections. I hope that it will not be al­
ways so, and that the romance of my life will before long 
be more tangled and complicated than a Spanish imbroglio. 

"After wandering front street to street. I detennined to go 
to one of my friends who was to introduce me to a house 
where, I was told, a world of pretty women were to be seen­
a collection of real ideals, enough to satisfy a score of poets. 
There were some to suit every taste- aristocratic beauties 
with eagle looks, sea-green eyes, straight noses, proudly ele­
vated chins, royal hands, and the walk of a goddess; silver 
lilies mounted on stalks Qf gold; simple violets of pale colour 
and sweet perfume, with moist and downcast eye, frail neck, 
and diaphanous flesh; lively and piquant beauties, affected 
beauties, and beauties of all sorts; for the house is a very 
seraglio, minus the eunuchs and the kislar aga. 

"My friend tells me that he has already had five or six 
flames there--ijuite as many. This sec",s to me prodigious 
in the extreme, and I greatly fear that I shall not be equally 
successful; De C-- pretends that I shall, and that I shall 
succeed beyond my wishes. According to him, I have only 
one fault, which will be cured by time and by mixing in 
society: it is that I esteem woman too much and women not 
enough. It is quite possible that there may be some truth in 
this. He says that I shall be quite lovable when I have got 
rid of this little oddity. God grant it! Women must feel that 
I despise them, for a compliment which they would think 
adorable and charming to the last degree in the mouth of 
another, angers and displeases them as much as the most 
cutting epigram when it proceeds from mine. This has pro· 
bably some connection with ",het De C-- objects to in me 

"My heart beat a little faster as I ascended the staircase. 
and I had scarcely recovered from my emotion when D~ 
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C--, nudging me with his elbow, brought me face to face 
with a woman of about thirty years of age, rather handsome, 
attired with heavy luxury and an extreme affectation of child­
ish siIT!plicity, which, however, did not prevent her from being 
plastered with red paint like a coach wheel. It was the lady 
of the house. 

"De C--, assuming that shrill, mocking voice so different 
from his customary tones, and wbich he makes use of in 
society when be wishes to play the cbarmer, said to her, with 
many tokens of ironic respect, through which was visible the 
most profound contempt: 

" 'This is the young fellow I spoke to you about the other 
day-a man of the most distinguished merit. He belongs to 
one of the best families, and I think that it cannot but be 
agreeable to you to receive him. I have therefore taken the 
liberty to introduce him to you.' 

"jYou have certainly done quite right, sir,' replied the lady, 
mincing in the most e.~aggerated fashion. Then she turned 
to me, and, after looking me over with the corner of her eye 
&fter the manner of a skilled connoisseur, and in a way that 
made me blush to the tips of my ears, said, 'You may con­
sider yourself as invited once for all, and come as often as 
you have an evening to throwaway.' 

"I bowed awkviardly enough, and stammered out some 
unconnected words, which could not have given ber a lofty 
opinion of my talents. The entrance of some other people 
released me from the irksomeness inseparable from an intro­
duction, and De C-- . drawing me into a corner of the 
window, began to lecture me soundly. 

"lTbe deuce! You are going to compromise me. I an­
nounced you as a phrenix of wit. a man of unbridled imagi­
nation, a lyric poet, everything that is most transcendent and 
impassioned, and there you stand like a blockhead without 
uttering a word! What a miserable imagination! I thought 
your humour more fertile jJan that. But come, give your 
tongue the rein, and chatter right and left. You need not say 
sensible and judicious things; on the contrary, that might de 
you harm. Speak-that is the essential thing- speak much 
and long. Draw atteotion to yourself: cast aside all fear and 
modesty. Get it well into your head that all here are fools or 
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nearly so, and do not forget that an orator who would succeed 
cannot despise his hearers enough. What do you think 01 
ilie mistress of the house?' 

"'She displeases me considerably already; and, though I 
spoke to her for scarcely three minutes, I felt as bored as il 
I had been her husband.' 

" 'Ah! is that what you think of her?' 
C( '\¥by, yes.' 
" 'Your dislike to her is then quite insurmountable? Well. 

so much the worse. It would have been only decent to have 
courted her il but for a month. It is the proper thing to do. 
and a respectable young lellow cannot be introduced into so­
ciety except through her.' 

" 'Well! I'll pay court to her,' I repliod with a piteous 
air, 'since it is necessary. But is it so essential as you see-m 
to think?' 

"'Alas! yes, it is most indispensable, and I am going to 
explain the reasons to you. Madame de Themines is at 
present in vogue; she has all the absurdities of the day after 
a superior fashion, sometimes those of to-morrow, but never 
those of yesterday. She is quite in the swim. People wear 
what she wears, and she never wears what bas been worn 
already. Furthermore she is rich, and ber equipages are ;n 
the best taste. She has no wit, but much jargon; she nas 
keen likings -nd little passiu. People please her, but do 
not move her. She has a cold heart and a licentious bead. 
As to her soul-if she has one, which is doubtful-it is of .ne 
blackest, and there is no wickedness or baseness of which 
it is incapable; but she is very dexterous, and she keeps up 
appearances just so far as is necessary to prevent anything 
being proved against her. She will grant her favours to a 
man Witl'0ut ado, but will not write him the simplest note. 
Accordingly her most intimate enemies can find nothing to 
say about her except that she rouges too highly, and that cer­
tain portions of her person have not in truth all the round­
ness that they seem to possess-which is false.' 

U 'How do you know?' 
" 'What a question! in the only way one kno,.,; things of 

the kind, by finding out for myself.' 
" 'Then you've been intimate with Madame de Themines?' 
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"'Certair.lyl Wby not? It would bave been most unbe­
coming if I bad not had her. She has been of great service 
to me, and I am very grateful for it.' 

"'I do not understand the nature of the services she can 
have rendered you. ' 

« 'Are you really a fool then?' said De C--, looking at 
me with the most comical air in the world. IUpon my word, 
I am afraid so. Must I tell you the whole story? Madame 
de Tnemines is reputed, and d=rvedly so, to have special 
know1edge on certain subjects, and a young man that she has 
taken up and favoured for a while may present himself boldly 
everywhere, and be sure that he will not remain for long with­
out hadng an affair on hand, and two rather than one. Be­
sides this unspeakable advantage, there is another no 1ess im­
portant, which is, thlt as soon as the women of the world 
here see that you are the recognised lover of ~Iadame de 
Themines, they will make it a pleasure and a duty, even if 
they have not the least liking for you, to carry you off from 
a woman who is the fashion as she is. In5tead of the ad­
vances and proceedings that would have been necessary, you 
will not know where to choose, and you will of necessity be­
come the object of all the allurements and affectations imag­
inable. 

U 'Nevertheless, if she inspires you with too great a repug­
nance, do not take her. You are not exactly obliged to do so, 
though it would have been polite and proper. 1fut make a 
choice quickly, and attack her who pleases you most. or who 
seems to afford you most facilities, for delay would lose you 
the benefit oj novelty, and the advanta~e it gives you for a 
fe~v days over all the cavaliers here. All these ladies have no 
conception of those passions which have their birth in intI­
macy. and develop slowly with respect and silence. They are 
for thunderbolts and occult ,ymp,thies-something marvel­
lously well imagined to save the tedium of resistance. and all 
the prolixity and repetition which sentiment mingles with 
the ~mance of love, and which only serve to delay the con­
clUSIon uselessly. These ladies are very economical of their 
time, and it appears so p\"ecious to them that they "'ould be 
grieved to leave a single minute unemployed. They have a 
desire to oblige mankind, which cannot be too highly praised, 



J 

MADEMOISELLE DE ~IAUPIN 29 

and they love their neighbour as themselves, which is quite 
according to the Gospel, and very meritorious. They are very 
charitable creatures, who would not for anything in the world 
cause a man to die of despair. 

"'There must be three or four already smitten in your 
favour, and I would advise you in a friendly way to pursue 
your point with spirit over these instead of amusing yourself 
gossiping with me in the embrasure of a window, which will 
not advance you to any great extent.' 

" 'But, my dear De C--, I am quite new to this kind of 
thing. I am utterly withont the power to distinguish at first 
sight a woman who is snlltten from one who is not; and I 
might make strange blunders if you did not assist me with 
your experience.' 

H 'You are really as primitive as you can be. I did not 
think that it was possible to be as pastoral and bucolic as that 
in the present blessed century I What the devil do you do, 
then, with the large pair of black eyes that you have there, 
and that would have the most crushing effect if you knew how 
to make use of them? 

"'Just look yonder a moment at that little woman in rose, 
playing with her fan in the corner near the fireplace. She 
bas been eyeing you for a quarter of an hour with the most 
significant fixity and assiduity. There is not another in the 
world who can be indecent after such a superior fashion, and 
display such noble shamelessness. She is greatly disliked by 
the women who despair of ever attaining to such a height of 
impudence, but to compensate (or this, she is greatly liked 
by the men, wbo find in her all the piquancy of a courtesan. 
She is in truth charmingly depraved, and full of wit, spirit, 
and caprice. She is an excellent preceptor for a young man 
with prejudices. In a week she "ill rid your conscience of all 
scruples, and corrupt your heart in such a way that you will 
never be a subject for ridicule or elegy. Sbe has inexpressibly 
practical ideas about everything; she goes to the bottom of 
things with a swiftoess and certainty that are astonishing. 
She is algebra incarnate, is that little woman. She is pre­
cisely what is needed by a dreame~ and an enthusiast. She 
will soon cure you of your vapouriih idealism, and she will 
do you a great service. She will moreover do it with the 
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greatest pleasure, for it is an instinct with her to disenchant 
poets.' 

"My curiosity beiog aroused by De C--'s description, I 
left my retreat, and gliding through the various groups, ap­
proached the lady, and looked at her with much attention. 
She was perhaps twenty-five or twenty-six years of age. Her 
figure was small, but well made, thou$ somewhat inclined to 
eml)(>nooint. Her arm was white and plump, her hand noble, 
her fcot pretty and even too delicate, her shoulders full and 
gloss\', and her bosom small, but what there was of it very 
satisfactory, and giving a favourable idea of the remainder. 
As to her bair, it was splendid in the extreme, of a blue black, 
like that of a jackdaw's wing. The comer of ber eye was 
turned U,", rather high towards the temple, her nose slender 
with very open nostrils, her mouth humid and sensual. a little 
furrow in the lower lip, and an almost imperceptible down 
where the upper was united to it. And with all this there 
was such Ele. animation, health, force, and such an indefin­
able exprc£sion of lust skilfully tempered with coquetry and 
intrigue, th,t she was in short a very desirable creature, and 
more thaniustified the eager likings which she had inspired 
and still inspired every day. 

"I wished for ber; but I nevertheless understood that, 
agreeable as she was, she was not the woman wbo would real­
ise my desire, and make me say, 'At last I have a mistressl' 

"I returned to De C-- and said to him: 'I like the lady 
well enough, and I shall perhaps make arrangements with 
her. Rut before saying anything definite and binding, I 
should be very giad if you would be kind enough to point me 
out these indulgent beauties who had the goodness to be 
mUtten with me, so that I may make a choice. It would 
please me, too, seeing that you are acting as demonstrator 
to me here, if you would "dd a little account of them with 
the nomenclature 01 their qualities and their defects, the 
manner in which they should be attacked, and the tone to 
adopt with them in order that I ffiJly not look too much like 
a provincial or an author.' 

" 'Willingly,' said De '--. 'Do you see that beautiful, 
melancholy swan, displaying her neck so harmoniously, and 
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moving her sleeves as though they were wings? She is mod­
esty itself-everything that is chastest and most maidenly in 
the world_ She has a hrow of snow, a heart of ice, the looks 
of a Madonna, the smile of a simpleton, her dress is white, 
and her soul is the same. She puts nothing but orange-blos­
soms or leaves of the water-lily in her hair, and she is con­
nected with the earth only by a thread. She has never had 
an evil thought, and she is profoundly ignorant of how a man 
differs from a woman_ The Holy Virgin is a Bacchante be­
side her, which, however, does not prevent her from having 
had mOTe lovers than any other woman of my acquaintance, 
and that is saying a good deal. Just examine this discreet 

\:, person's bosom for a moment; it !s a little masterpiece, and 
it is really difficult to show so much while hiding more. Say, 

c4 is she not, with all her restrictions and all her prudery, ten 
--- times more indecent than that good lady on her left, who is 
"" making a grand show of two hemispheres, which, Lf they were 

joined together, would make a map of the world of natural 
size, or than the other on her right, whose dress is open al­
most to her stomach, and who is parading her nothingness 
with charming intrepidity? 

" 'This maideBl y creature, if I am not greatly mistaken, 
has already computed in her head the amount of love and 
passion promised by your paleness and black eyes, and what 
makes me say so is the fact that she has not once, apparently, 
at least, looked towards you; for she can move her eyes with 
so much art, and look out of the corner of them so skilfully, 
that nothing escapes her; one would think that she could see 
out of the back of her head, for she knows perfectly well what 
is going on hehind her_ She is a female Janus. U you would 
succeed with her you must lay swaggering and victorious 
manners aside_ You must speak to her without looking at 
her, without making any movement, in an aWtude of contri­
tion, and in suppressed and respectful tones. In this way 
you may say to her what you will, provided it be ouitably 
veiled, and she will allow you the greatest freedom at first of 
speech, and afterwards of action. Only be careful to look at 
her with tenderness when her own eyes are cast down, and 
speak to her of the sweets of platonic love and of the inter­
course of the soul, while employing the least platonic and 
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ideal pantomime in the worldl She is very ~S\Ial and very 
susceptible; embrace her as much as you Ilke; but, when 
most freely intimate \lith her, do not fDrget to call her 
madame two or three times in every sentence. She quarrelled 
with me because when I was most intimate with her I ad· 
dressed her familiarly when saying something or other. The 
devil! a woman is not virtuous for nothing.' 

II 41 have no great desire to hazard the adventure, after 
what you have told me. A prudish MessaIina I the union is 
monstrous and strange.' 

"It is as old as the world, my dear fellow! It is to be 
seen every day, and nothing is more common. You are wrong 
not to have fixed upon her. She has one great charm, which 
is, that with her a man always seems to be committing mor­
tal sin, and the least kiss appears perfectly damnable, while in 
the case of others he scarcely thinks the sin a venial one, and 
often even thinks nothing of it at all. That is why T kept 
ber longer than any other mistress. I should have pad her 
still if she had not left me herself. She is the only woman 
who has anticipated me, and I have a certain respect for her 
on that account. She has little voluptuous refinements of the 
most exquisite delicacy, and she possesses the great art of 
malting it appear that she has wrested from her what she 
grants very willingly-a circumstance which giveS each of 
her favours a peculiar charm. You will find in the world 
ten ?f her lovers who will swear to you on their honour that 
!be 15 the most virtuous creature in existence. She is just the 
contrary. It is a curious study to anatomise virtue of that 
~d on a pillow. Being forewarned you will not run any 
risk, and you will not have the awkwardness to fall really in 
love with her.' 

': ';\nd bow ?Id is this adorable person?' I asked, for, ex­
:urunm~ her WIth the most scrupulous attention, I found it 
Impossible to determine ber age. 

"'Ah! how old is she? . That is just the mystery, and 
God a1on~ ~ws. . I wbo pIque myself on telling a woman's 
age to Wl~tn a mmute bave never been able to find out. I 
merely estimate approximately that she is perhaps from 
eight",:" t~ thirty-six years of age. I have seen ber in full 
dr<ss. m dishabille, and less scantily clad, and I can tell you 
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nothing with respect to this. My knowledge is at fault; the 
age which she seems particularly to be is eighteen, yet that 
cannot be the case. She has the body of a maiden and the 
soul of a gay woman, and to become so deeply and so spe, 

. ciously depraved, much time or genius is necessary; it is 
needful to have a heart of bronze in a breast of steel: sh. 
has neither one nor the other, and I therefore think that she 
is thirty-six; but practically I do not know.' 

" 'Has she DO intimate friend who could give you informa­
tion on this point?' 

IC 'No. She arrived in this town two years ago. She came 
from the country, or from abroad, I forget which- an ad­
mirable situation for a woman who knows how to turn it to 
accotmt. With such a face as hers she might give herself 
any age she liked, and date only from the day that she 
arrived here.' 

U 'Nothing could be more pleasaIit,...es~ when . some 
impertinent wrinkle does not come to give you the lie, and 
time, the Great Destroyer, has the goodness to lend himself 
to this falsification of the certificate of baptism.' 

"He me some others who, according to him, would 
all the petitions that it might please me 

~ t~"-"thf·m. and would treat me with most par­
But the woman in rose at the corner 
the modest dove who served as her 

inooml",,,,bly better than all the rest; and if 
they had not all the which I require, they had, in 
appearance at least, some of them. 

{II conversed the whole evening with them, especially with 
the latter, and was careful to cast my ideas in the most 
respectful mould. Although she scarcely looked at me, I 
thought that I saw her eyes gleam sometimes beneath their 
curtain of eyelashes, and, when I ventured some rather lively 
gallantries, clothed, however, in most modest guise, a little 
blush, checked and suppressed, pass two or three lines below 
her skin, similar to that produced by a rose-coloured liquid 
when poured into a semi-opaque ct:p. Her replies were, in 
general, sober and circumspect, yet acute and full of point, 
and they suggested more than they expressed. All this was 
mtenningled with omiS!ions, hints, indirect allusions: each 
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syllable having its purpose, and each silence its import. 
Nothing in the world could have been more diplomatic and 
more charming. And yet, whatever pleasure I may have 
taken in it for the moment, I could not keep up a conversa­
tion of the kind for long. One must be perpetually on the 
alert and on one's guard, and what I like best of all in a 
chat is freedom and familiarity. 

"We spoke at first of music, which led us quite naturally 
to speak of the Opera, next of women, and then of love, a 
subject in which it is easier than in any other to find means 
of passi"g from the general to the particular. We vied ,,;th 
each other in making love; you would have laughed to listen 
to me. In truth, Amadis on the poor Roche was but a 
pedant without fire beside me. There was generosity, and 
abnegation, and devotion enough to cause the deceased 
Roman, Curtius, to blush for shame. I really did not think 
myself capable of such transcendent balderdash and bom­
bast. 

"I playing at the most quintessential Platonism-does it 
not strike you as a most facetious thing, as the best comedy 
scene that could be presented? And then, good heavens! 
the perfectly devout air, the little, demure, and hypocritical 
ways that I displayed! I lookea most innocent, and any 
mother who had heard me reasoning would not have hesi­
tated at all in letting me go about with her daughter, and 
any hushand would have entrusted his wife to me. On 
that evening I appeared more virtuous, and was less so than 
ever in my life before. I thought that it was more difficult 
than that to play the hypocrite, and to say things without 
in the least believing them. It must be easy enough, or I 
must be very apt to have succeeded so agreeably the first 
time. In truth, I have some fine moments. 

"As to the lady, she said many things that were most in­
geniously detailed, and which, in spite of the appearance of 
frankness which she threw into them, denoted the most con­
summate experience. You can form no idea of the subtlety 
of her distinctions. That woman would saT\'" a hair into three 
parts lengthways, and would disconcert all the angelic and 
!eraphic doctors. For the rest. she soeaks in such a manner 
that it is impossible to believe that she has even the shadow 
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of a body. She is immaterial. vaporous, and ideal enough tr 
make you break your arms, and if De C-- had not warned 
me about the ways. of the animal, I »bould assuredly have 
despaired of success, and have stood piteously aside. And 
when a woman teUs you for two hours, with the most dis· 
engaging air in the world, that love lives only by privation~ 
and sacrifices, and other fine things oi the oort, bow the devil 
can you decently hope to persuade her some day to place 
herself in such a situation with you as will enable you to 
discover wbether you are both made alike? 

HIn short, we separated on very friendly terms, with re­
ciprocal congratulations on the loftiness and purity of our 
sentiments. 

"The conversation with the other ODe was, as you may 
imagine, of quite an opposite Jescription. We laughed as 
much as we spoke. We mad< fun very wittily of all the 
women who were there; but I am mistaken when I say: 
'We made fun of them very wittily.' I should have said that 
'she' did so, for a man can never laugh effectively at a 
woman. For my part, I listened and approved, for it would 
bave been impossible to draw a more lively sketch, or to 
colour it more highly. It was the most curious gaUery of 
caricatures that I have ever seen. In spite of the exaggera­
tion, one could see the truth underlying it. De C-- was 
quite rigbt; the mission of this woman is to disenchant poets. 
She has about her an atmosphere of prose in which a poetical 
thought cannot live. 

"She is charming and sparkling with wit, yet beside her 
one thinks only of base and vulgar things. While speaking 
to her I felt a crowd of desires incongruous and imprac­
ticable in the place wbere I was, such as to caU for wine 
and get drunk, to place her on one of my knees and madly 
kiss her, to raise the hem of her skirt and see whether her 
ankle was slender or just the reverse, to sing a ribald refrain 
with aU my might, to smoke a pipe, or to break the win­
dows-in short, to do anything. AU the animal part, aU the 
brute, rose within me; I would "illingly bave spat on the 
Iliad of Homer ; and I would have gone on my knees to a 
barn. I can now quite understand the allegory of the com­
nanions of Ulysses being changed into swine by Circe. Circe 
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was probably some lively creature like my little woman in 
rose. 

"Shameful to relate, I experienced great delight in f""ling 
myself overtaken by brutisbness; I made no resistance, but 
assisted it as much as I could-so natural is depravity to 
man, and so much mire is there in the clay of which he is 
iormed. 
I ~'Yet for one moment I feared the canker that was seizing 
ulX>n me, and wished to leave my corrupter; but the floor 
seemed to bave risen to my knees, and it was as though J 
lVere set fast in my place. 

(lAt last I took it on me to leave her, and, the evening 
being far advanced, [ returned borne much perplexed and 
troubled, and without very well knowing what to do. r 
besitated beh.een the prude and ber opposite. I found 
voluptuousness in one and piquancy in the other, and after a 
most minute and searching self-examination, I found, not 
that I loved them both, but that I wisbed sufficiently for 
them both, for one as much as for the other, to dream about 
them and be preoccupied with the thought of them. 

liTo all appearance, my friend, I shall gain over one of 
these women, and perhaps both; and yet I confess to you 
that the possession of them will only half satisfy me. It is 
not that they are not very pretty, but at sight of them 
nothing cried out ,\;thin me, nothing panted, Dowing said, 
'It is they.' I did not recognise them. Neverthele ... , I do 
not think that I shall meet with anything mucb better so 
far as birth and beauty are concerned, and De C-­
advises me to go L 0 further. I shall certainly take his advice, 
and one or other \,f them will be my mistress, or the devil 
will take me befoN very long; but at the bottom of my 
heart a secret voice reproaches me for being false to my 
10\'e, and for stopping thus at the first smile of a woman 
for wbom I care nothing, instead of seeking untiringly 
through the world, in cloisters and in evil places, in palaces 
and in taverns, for her who, whether she be princess or 
serving-maid, nun. or courtesan, has been made for me and 
destined to me by God. 

"Then I say to myself that I am fancying chimeras, and 
that it is after all just the same wbether I sleep with this 
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woman or ,,~th another; that it will not cause the earth to 
deviate by a hair's breadth from its path, or the four seasons 
to reverse their order; that nothing in the world can be of 
smaller moment; and that I am very simple to torment my­
self with such crotchets. This is wbat I say to myself; 
but it is all in vain! I am not more tranquil nor resolved 
than before. 

"This, perbaps, results from the fact that ~ Ii.ve a .great 
deal with myseif, and that the most petty detalls ill a hfe so 
monotonous as mine assume too great an importance. I pay 
too much attention to my living and thinking. I bearken to 
the throbbing of my arteries, and the beatings of my heart; 
by dint of close attention I detacb my most fleeting ideas 
from the cloudy vapour in wbich they float, and give them a 
body. If I acted more I should not perceive all these petty 
things, and I should not bave time to be looking at my soul 
through a microscope, as I do the wbole day long. The 
noise of action would put to fligbt this swarm of idle thougbts 
which fiutter through my heart, and stun me with the 
buzzin!! of their wings. Instead of pursuing pbantoms I 
should grapple with realities; I should ask from women 
only y hat they can give-pleasure; and I should not seek to 
embrace some fantastic ideal attired in cloudy perfections. 

"This intense straining of the eye of my soul after an 
invisible object has distorted my vision. I cannot see what 
is for my gazing at what is not; and my eye, so keen for 
the ideal, is perfectly near-sighted in matters of reality. 
Thus I have known women who are declared charming by 
everybody, and who appear to me to be anything but that. 
I ha\·e greatly admired pictures generally considered baC:;. 
and odd or unintelligible verses have given me more pleasure 
than the most worthy productions. I should not be aston­
ished if, after offering up so many sighs to the mOOD, staring 
SO often at the stars, and composing so many elegies and 
sentimental apostrophes, I were to fall in love with some 
\11lgar prostitute or some ugly old woman. That would be 
a fine downfall! Reality will perhaps revenge herself in 
this way for the carelessness with which I have courted ber. 
Would it not be a nice thing if I were to be smitten with a 
fine romantic passion for some awkward cross-patch or some 
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abominable trollop? Can you see me playing the guitar 
beneath a kitchen window, and ousted by a scullion carrying 
the pug of an old dowager who is getting rid of her last 
tooth? 

"Perhaps, too, finding nothing in the world worthy of my 
love, I shall end by adoring myself, like the late Narcissus of 
egotistical memory. To secure myself against so great m1s­
fortune, I look into all the mirrors and all the brooks that 1 
..:orne across. In truth, with my reveries and aberrations, I 
am tremendously afraid of falling into the monstrous or 
unnatural. It is a serious matter, and I must take care. 

"Good-bye, my friend; I am going directly to see the lady 
In rose, lest I should give myself up to my customary medi­
tations. I do not think that we pay much attention to 
entelechia, and I imagine that anything we may do will 
have no connection with spiritualism, although she is a very 
spiritual creature: I carefully roll up the pattern of my ideal 
mistress, and put it away in a drawer, that I may not use 
it as a test with her. I wish to enjoy peacefully the beauti"" 
and the merits that she possesses. I wish to leave her 
.ttired in a robe that suits her, without trying to adapt fOI 
her the vesture that I have cut out beforehand, and at all 
hazards for the lady of my thoughts. These are very wise 
resolutions; I do not know whether I shall keep them. Once 
more, good-bye." 

III 

I AM the established lover of the lady in rose; it is almost 
a calling or a charge, and gives one stability in society. I 
am no longer like a schoolboy seeking good luck among the 
brrandmothers, and not venturing to utter a madrigal to a 
woman unless she is a centenarian. I perceive that since 
my installation people think more of me, that all the women 
speak to me with jealous coquetry, and put themselves very 
much about on my account. The men, on the contrary, are 
colder, and there is something of hostility and constraint in 
the few words that we e.xchange. They feel that they have 
in me a rival who is already formidable, and who may 
become more so. 
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"1 have been told that many of them had criticised my 
manner of dress with bitterness, and said that it was too 
effeminate; that my hair was curled and glossed with over 
much care; that this, joined to my beardless face, gave me 
the most ridiculously foppish appearance; that for my gar­
ments 1 affected rich and splendid materials which had the 
odour of the theatre about them, and that 1 was more like 
an actor than a man-all the commonplaces in fact that 
people utter in order to give themselves the right of being 
dirty and of wearing sorry and badly-cut coats. But all this 
only serves to whitewash me, and all the ladies think tbat my 
hair is the handsomest in the world, and tbat my refinements 
in dress are in the best taste, and they seem very much 
inclined to indemnify me for the expense I have gone to on 
their account-for they are not so foolish as to believe that 
all this elegance is merely intended for my own personal 
adornment. 

"Tbe lady of the bouse seemed at first somewhat piqued 
by my choice, which she had thought must of necessity have 
fallen upon berself, and for a few days she harboured some 
bitterness on account of it (towards her rival only: for she 
has always spoken in the same way to me), which manifested 
itself in sundry little 'My dears,' uttered in that sharp, jerky 
manner which is the exclusive property of women, and in 
sundry unldnd opinions respecting her toilet given in as loud 
a tone as possible, such as: 'Your hair is dressed a great 
deal too high, and does not suit your face in the least;' or. 
'Your bodice is creased under the arms; whoever made that 
dress for you?' Of, Iyou look very wearied; you seem quite 
changed;' and a thousand other small observations, to which 
the other failed not to reply when an opportunity presented 
itself with all the malice that could be desired; and if the 
opportunity did not come soon enough, she herself provided 
one for her own use, and gave back more than she had 
received. But another object diverting the attention of the 
slighted Infanta, this little wordy war soon came to an end, 
and things returned to their usual order. 

"1 have told you summarily that I am the established 
lover of the lady in rose, but that is not enough for so exact 
a man as you. You will no doubt ask me what she is called. 
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As to her name, I will not tell it to you; but if you like, 
to iacilitate the narrative, and in memory of the colour of 
the dress in wbich I saw her for the first time, we will call 
her Rosette; it is a pretty name, and it was thus that m) 
little puss was called. 

uYou will wish to know in detail-for you love precision 
in matters of this kind-the history of our loves with this 
fair Bradamant, and hy what successive gradations I passed 
from the general to the particular, and from the condition 
of simple spectator to that of actor; how from being an indif· 
ferent onlooker I have become a lover. I will gratify your 
wish with the greatest pleasure. There is nothing sinister in 
our romance. It is rose-coloured, and no tears are shed in 
it save those of pleasure; no delays or repetitions are to bf' 
met with in it; and everything advances towards the end 
with the haste and swiftness so strongly recommended by 
Horace; it is a truly French romance. 

((Nevertheless, do not imagine that I carried the fortress 
at the first assault. The Princess, though very humane 
towards her subjects, is not so lavish of ber favours as one 
might tbink at first. She knows the value of them too well 
oot to make you buy them; and she further knows too well 
the eagerness given to desire by apt delay, and the flavour 
given to pleasure by a show of resistance, to surrender her­
self to you all at once, however strong the liking may be with 
which you have inspired her. 

"To tell you the story in full I must go a little further 
back.. I gave you a sufficiently circumstantial narrative of 
our first interview. I bad one or two more in the same 
hOlU, or perhaps three, and then she invited me to go and 
see ber; I did not wait to be pressed, as you may well 
believe; I went at first with discretion, then somewhat 
oftener, then oftener still , and at last whenever I felt so 
inclined, and I must confess that that bappened at least 
three or four times a day. The lady, after a few hours' 
absence, always received me as if I had just returned from 
the East Indies; I was very sensible of this, and it obliged 
me to show my gratitude in a manner marked with the 
greatest gallantry and tenderness in the world, to which she 
responded to the best of her ability. 
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"Rosette, since we have agreed to call her so, is a woman 
of great sense, and ODe who understands men admirably; and 
although she delayed the conclusion of the chapter for some 
time, 1 was never once out of temper with her. This is truly 
wonderful, for yon know the fine passions I fall into when I 
have not at once what I desire, and when a woman e..'lCceeds 
the time that I have assigned her, in my head, for her 
surrender. 

"I do not know how she managed it, but from the first 
interview she gave me to understand that she would be 
mine, and I was more sure of it than if I had had the promise 
written and signed with her own hand. It ,,·;ll be said, 
perhaps, that the boldness and ease of her manners left 
the ground clear for the rashness of hopes. I jo not think 
that this can be the true reason: I have seen some women 
whose extraordinary freedom e.'{c1uded in a measure the very 
shadow of a doubt, who have yet not produced tris effect 
upon me, and with whom I have experienced timidity and 
disquietude when they were at the least out of place. 

"What makes rne much less amiable ,,;th the women whom 
I wish to overcome than with those about whom I am un­
concerned, is the passionate waiting for the opportunity. 
and the uncertainty in which I am respecting the success of 
my undertaking: this makes me gloomy, and throws me into 
a delirium, which robs me of many of my talents and much 
of my presence of mind. When I see the hours which I 
had destined for a dlfferent employment escaping one by 
one, anger seizes me in spite of myself, and I cannot prevent 
myself from saying very sharp and bitter things, which are 
sometimes even brutal, and which throw things back a bun­
dred leagues. With RoseUe I felt nothing of all thie; 'never, 
even when she was resisting me the most. had I the idea 
that she wished to escape my love. I allowed ber quietly to 
display all her little coquetries, and I endured with patience 
the somewhat long delays which it pleased her to inflict on 
my ardour. Her severity had something smiling in it which 
consoled you as much as possible, and in her most Hyrcanian 
cruelties you had a glimpse of a background of humanity 
which bardly allowed you to have any serious fear. 

"Virtuous women, even when they are least so, have a 
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cross and disdainful appearance which to me is intolerahle. 
They always look as if they were ready to ring the hell and 
have you kicked out of the house hy their lackeys; and I 
really think that a man who takes the trouble to pay his 
addresses to a woman (which as it is, is not so agreeable as 
one would fain believe) does not deserve to be looked at in 
Ibat way. 

"aUf dear Rosette has no such looks-and l I assure you, 
that it is to her advantage. She is the only woman with 
whom I have been myself, and I have the conceit to say that 
I have never been so good. My wit is freely displayed, and 
by the dexterity and the fire of her replies she has made me 
discover more than I credited myself with, and more, per­
haps, than I really have. It is true that I have not heen 
very logical; that is scarcely possible with her. It is not, 
however, that she has not her poetical side, in spite of what 
De C-- said about it; but she is so full of life, and force, 
and movement, she seems so well off in the atmosphere in 
which she is, that one bas no wish to leave it in order to 
ascend into the clouds. She fills real life so agreeably, and 
makes such an amusing thing of it for herself and others, 
that dreamland has nothing better to offer you. 

U\Vhat a wonderful thing! I have known her now for 
nearly two months, and during that time I have felt weary 
only when I was not with her. You will acknowledge that it 
is no ordinary woman that can produce such an effect, for 
usually womeD produce just the reverse effect upon me, and 
please me much more at a distance than when close at hand. 

"Rosette has the best disposition in the world, with men, 
be it !JIlderstood, for with women she is as wicked as a devil. 
She is gay, lively, alert, ready for everything, very original 
in her way of speaking, and always with some charming 
and unexpected drolleries to say to you. She is a delicious 
companion, a pretty comrade whom one is fond of, rather 
than a mistress, and if I bad a few years more and a few 
romantic ideas less, it would be all one to me, and I should 
even esteem myself the Most fortunate mortal in existence. 
But-but-a particle which announces nothing good, and 
this little limiting devil of a word is unfortuna:ely more used 
than any other in all human languages;-but I am a fool. 
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an idiot a veritable ninny who can be satisfied with nothing, 
and wb~ is always conjuring up difficulties where none exist, 
and I am only half happy instead of being wholly so. Half 
is a good deal for this world of ours, and yet I do not find 
it enough. 

"In the eyes of all the world I have a rrUstress whom many 
wish for and envy me, and whom no one would disdain. 
~fy desire is therefore apparently fulfilled, and I have no 
longer any right to pick quarrels with fate. Yet I do not 
",em to have a mistress; I understand by reasoning that such 
is the case, but I do not feel it to be so, and if some one 
were to ask me une.'<})Cctedly whether I had one, I believe 
I should answer INo.' Nevertheless, the possession of a 
Worna!l who has beauty and wit constitutes what at all times 
and in all lands has been and is called having a nUstress, and 
I do not think that any other mode e.'<ists. This does not 
prevent me from baving the strangest doubts on the sub­
ject, and it bas gone so far that if several persons were to 
conspire to affirm to me that I am not Rosette's favoured 
lover, I should, in spite of the palpable evidence to the 
contrary, end by believing them. 

"Do not imagine from what I bave told you that I do not 
love her, or that she displeases me in any way. On the 
contrary, I love her very much, and I find ber, as all the rest 
of the world will find her, a pretty, piquant creature. I 
simply do not feel that she is mine, and that is all. And 
yet no woman bas ever made berself more eogaging, and if 
ever I have understood what voluptuousness is, it was in 
her arms. A single kiss from ber, the chastest of her endear­
ments, makes me quiver to the soles of my feet, and sends 
all my blood flowing back to my beart Account for all 
this if you can. It is just as I tell you. But the beart of 
man is full of such absurdities, and if it were necessary to 
reconcile all its contradictions, we should have enough to do. 

"'Vhat can be the origin of this? In truth I do not know. 
"I see her the wbole day, and even the wbole nigbt if I 

wish. I give her all the caresses that I please wben we are 
by ourselves both in town or in the country. Her com­
plaisance is inexhaustible, and she enters thoroughly bto all 
my caprices, however whimsical they may be. One eyeninr 
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[ was seized with a fancy to fondle her roughly in the dra .... 
ing-room, with the lustre and candles lighted, a fire on the 
hearth, the easy chairs arranged as if for a great evening 
reception, she dressed for a ball with her bouquet and fBll, 
all her diamonds on her fingers aI>d neck, plumes on her 
head, and in the most splendid costume possible, wlu1e I 
myself was dressed like a bear. She consented to my wbim. 
When all was ready the servants were greatly surprised to 
reeeh'e an order not to allow anybody to come up; they 
did not seem to understand it in the least. and they went 
off with a dazed look which made us laugh greatly. With­
out doubt they thought that their mistress was distinctly 
mad, hut what they did or did not think was of little moment 
to us. 

"It was the drollest evening of my life. Imagine to your­
sdf the appearance I must have presented with my plumed 
hat under my paw, rings on all my claws, a little sword with 
a Silver guard, and a sky-blue nbbon at the hilt. I ap­
proached the fair one, and after making her a most graceful 
bow, seated myself by ber side, and laid siege to ber in aU 
due form. The affected madrigals, the exaggerated gal­
lantries which I addressed to her, all the jargon of the 0cca.­

sion was singularly set off by passing through my bear's 
muzzle, for I had a superb head of painted cardboard, which, 
bowever, I was soon ob1i\led to throw under the table, so 
adorable was my deity that evening, and so greatly did I 
long to kiss her hand, and something better than her hand. 
The skin followed dose on the head, for, not being accus­
tomed to play the bear, I was greatly stifled in it and more 
!IO than was necessary. 

"The ball costume had then a fine time of it, as you may 
believe; the plumes fell like snow around my beauty, her 
round white shoulders were scarcely confined by the sleeves, 
her bosom heaved above her corset, her feet emerged from 
her shoes. The necklaces became unstrung, and rolled on 
the floor, and I think that never was more fresh a dress 
more piteously ausbed and rumpled: the dress was of silver 
gauze, with a 1inIng of white satin. Rosette disolayed on 
this oc-:asion a heroism which was quite bevond thet of her 
sex, and which IJ&"e me the bigbeot opinion of her. She 
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looked on at the WIeck of her toilet as though she were a 
disinterested spectator, and not for a single instant did she 
show the least regret for ber dress and her laces; on the 
contrary, she was madly gay, and even assisted herself in 
the ill-treatment to wbich her finery was subjected by me at 
the height of my frenzy. 

"Do you not think this fine enough to be recorded in 
history beside the most splendid deeds of the heroes of 
antiquity? The greatest proof of love that a woman can 
give her lover is not to say to him: 'Take care not to rurrple 
me or stain me,' especially if her dress is new. A new dress 
is a stronger motive for a husband's security than is com­
monly believed. Rosette must worship me, or she possesses a 
philosophy superior to that of Epictetus. 

"However, I think that I paid Rosette the worth of her 
dress in caresses--a coin which is not the less esteemed and 
prized that it does not pass current with the shopkeepers. 
So much heroism as she displayed well deserved a reward, 
and, like a generous woman, she well repaid wbat I bestowed 
on her. I experienced a mad delight, such as I did not 
believe myself capable of feeling. Those sounding kisses 
mingled with piercing laugbs, those quivering and impatient 
caresses, all that irritating enjoyment, that incomplete 
pleasure, a hundred times keener than if it had been with· 
out impediment, had such an effect upon my nerves that I 
was seized with acute spasms, from which I recovered with 
difficui t y. 

"You cannot imagine the tender and proud air with which 
Rosette looked at me, and the manner, full of joy and dis­
quietude, in which she busied herself about me. Her face 
still radiated the pleasure which she felt at producing such 
an effect upon me, while at the same time her eyes, haL,ed 
in gentle tears, bore witness to the fear that she experienced 
at seeing me ill, and the interest that she took in my health. 
Never has she appeared to me so beautiful as she did at that 
moment There was something so maternal and so chaste 
in her look, that I totally forgot the more than Anacreonic 
scene wbich had just taken place, and, knee1in~ hefore her, 
asked permission to kiss her hand. This she granted me with 
singular gravity and dignity. 
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"Assuredly such a woman is not so depraved as De C-­
pretends, and as she has often seemed to myself. Her cor­
ruption is of the mind, and not of the heart. 

"I have quoted this scene to you from among twenty 
others, and it seems to me that after this a man might, with­
out extreme conceit, believe himself to be a woman's lover. 
Well, it is what I do not do. I had scarcely returned home 
when the same thought again took possession of me, and 
began to torment me as usual. I remembered perfectly all 
that I had done and seen done. The most trivial gestures 
and attitudes, all the most petty details, were very clearly 
deline:lted in my memory; I recalled everything, to the 
lightest inflections of voice and the most fleeting shades of 
enjoyment; and yet I did not seem to realize that all these 
things had happened to myself rather than to another. I 
was not sure that it was not an illusion, a phantasmagoria, 
a dream, or that I had not read it somewhere, or even 
that it was not a tale composed by myself, just as similar 
ones had often been made by me. I was afraid of being the 
dupe of my own credulity and the butt of some hoax; and 
in spite of the witness borne by my lassitude, and the 
material proofs that I had slept elsewhere, I would have 
been ready to believe that I had put myself under my 
bedclothes at my usual time, and had slept till morning. 

"I am very unfortunate in not having the capacity to 
acquire the moral certainty of a thing, the physical certainty 
of which I possess. Generally the reverse happens, and 
it is the fact that proves the idea. I would fain prove the 
fact to myself by the idea; I cannot do so; though this is 
singular enough, it is the case. The possession of a mis­
tress depends upon myself up to a certain point, but I 
cannot bring myself to believe that I have one while having 
her all the time. If I have not the necessary faith within 
me, even for something so evident as this, it is as impossible 
for me to believe in so simple a fact as it is for another to 
believe in the Trinity. Faith is not acquired; it is purely a 
gift, a special grace from Heaven. 

"Ne.ver has anyone desired so strongly as myself to live 
the life of others, and to assimilate another nature; never 
has anyone succeeded less in doing so. Whatever I may 
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do, other men are to me scarcely anything but pbantoms, 
and I have no sense of their existence; yet it is not the desire 
to recognise their life and to participate in it that is want­
ing in me. It is the power, or the lack of real sympathy 
for anything. The existence or non-e...astence of a thing or 
person does not interest me sufficiently to affect me in a 
sensible and convincing manner. 

"The sight of a woman or a man who appears to me in 
real life leaves no stronger traces upon my soul than the 
fantastic vision of a dream. About me there moves, with 
dull humming sound, a pale world of shadows and sem­
blances false or true, in the midst of which I am as isolated 
as possible, for none of them acts on me for good or evil, 
and they seem to me to be of quite a differeot nature. If 
I speak to them, and they reply to me with something like 
common-sense, I am as much surprised as if my dog or my 
cat were suddenly to begin to speak and mingle in the 
conversation. The sound of their voice always astonishes 
me, and I would be very ready to believe that they are 
merely fleeting appearances whose objective mirror I am. 
Inferior or superior, I am certainly not of their kind. 

"There are moments when I recognise none save God 
above me, and others, when I judge myself scarcely the 
equal of the wood-louse beneath its stone, or the mollusc on 
its sand-bank; but in whatever state of mind I may be. 
whether lofty or depressed, I have never been able to per­
suade myself that men were really my fellows. When 
people call me 'Sir,' or in speaking about me, say, 'this 
man,' it appears very singular to me. Even my name seems 
to me but an empty one, and not in reality mine, yet no 
matter in how low a tpne it be pronounced amidst the 
loudest noise, I tum suddenly with a convulsive and feverish 
eagerness for which I have never been able to account to 
myself. Can it be the dread of finding in this man who 
knows my name, and to whom I am no longer one of the 
crowd, an antagonist or an enemy? 

"It is especially when I have been living with a woman 
that I have most felt the invincible repugnance of my 
nature to any alliance or mixture. I am like a drop of 
oil in a glass of water. It is in vain that you turn anrl 
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move the latter; the oil can never unite with it. It wiD 
divide itself into a hundred thousand little globules which 
will reanite and mount again to the surface as soon as there 
is a moment's calm. The drop of oil and the glass of water 
-such is my history. Even voluptuousness, that diamond 
chain which Linds all creatures together, that devouring fire 
which melts the rocks and metals of the soul, and makes 
them fall in tears, as material fire causes iron and granite 
to melt, has never, all powerful as it is, succeeded in tam­
ing and affecting me. Yet my senses are very keen, but 
my soul is to my hody a hostile sister, and the hapless 
couple, like every possible couple, lawful or unla\vful, live 
in a state of perpetual war. A woman's arms, the closest 
bonds on earth, so people say, are very feeble ties, so far 
as I am concerned, and I have never been further removed 
from my mistress than when she was pressing me to her 
heart. I was stifled, that was all. 

"How many times have I been angered with myself! How 
many efforts have I made not to be as I am! How have I 
exhorted myself to be tender, amorous, impassioned! How 
often have I taken my soul by the hair, and drag~ed her to 
my lips in the midst of a beautiful kiss! Whatever I did 
she always retreated as soon as I released her. What tor­
ture for this poor soul to be exposed to these mad caprices 
of mine, and to sit everlastingly at banquets where she has 
nothing to eat I 

"It was 'with Rosette that I resolved, once for all, to try 
whether I was not decidedly unsociahle, and whether I could 
take sufficient interest in the existence of another to believe 
in it. I oushed my experiments to the point of exhaustion, 
and I did not become much clear .. amid my doubts. With 
her, pleasure i!, so keen that often 'enough the soul is, if not 
moved, at least diverted, and this somewhat prejudices the 
exactness rf my observations. But after all I came to see 
that it did not pass beyond the skin, and that I had only an 
epidermic enjoyment in which the soul took no part save 
from curiosity. I have pleasure, because I "m voung ano 
ardent; but this pleasure comes to me from ",,,,,.If ano 
not from another. The cause of it is in myself rather than 
in Rosette. 
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U:\1y efforts 3re in vain, I cannot come out of myself. I 
am still what T was, something, that is to say, very wearied 
and very we~r; <;')me, and this displeases me greatly. I have 
not succeeded in getting into my brain the idea of another, 
into my soul the feeling of another, into my body the pain 
or joy of another. I am a prisoner within myself, and all 
invasion is impossible. The prisoner wishes to escape, the 
walls would most gladly fall in, and the gates open up to 
let bim through, but some fatality or other invincibly keep' 
each stone in its place, and each bolt in its socket. It i, 
as impossible for me to admit anyone to see me as it is for 
me to go to see others, I can neither pay visits nor receive 
them, and I live in the most mournful isolation in the midst 
of the crowd. My bed perhaps is not widowed, but my heart 
is so always. 

"Ah I to be unable to increase one's self by a single 
particle, a single atom; to be unable to make the blood of 
others flow in one's veins; to see eve,' with one's own eyes, 
and not more dearly, nor further, nor differently; to hear 
sounds with the same ears and the same emotion; to touch 
with the same fingers; to perceive things that are varied 
'Vith an organ that i9 invariable; to be condemned to the 
same quality of voice, to the return of the same ton~, the 
same phrases, and the same words, and to be unable to go 
away, to avoid one's self, to take refu~e in some comer 
where there is no self-pursuit; to be obli~ed to keep one's 
self always, to dine with it, and go to bed with it; to be the 
!'ame man for twenty new women. to drag into the midst of 
the strangest situations in the drama of our life a reluctant 
character whose ,ole you know by heart ; to think the same 
things, and to have the same drl!8.l1ls: \\'hat 10rment, what 
weariness I 

"I have longed for the horn of the brothers Tangut, the 
cap of Fortunatus, the staff of Abaris, the ring of Gyges; 
I would have sold my soul to snatch the magic wand from 
the hand of a fairy, but I have never wished so much for 
anything as, like Tireslas the soothsayer, to meet on the 
mountain the serpents which cause a change of sex, and what 
I envy most in the monstrous and whimsical gods of India 
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are their perpetual avatars and their countless transfor­
mations . 

.. I began by desiring to be another man; then, on re­
Hecting that I might by analogy nearly foresee what I should 
feel, and thus not experience the surprise and the change 
that I had looked for, I would have preferred to be a woman, 
This idea has always come to me when I had a mistress who 
was not ugly-for to me an ugly woman is simply a man­
and at particular moments I would willingly have changed 
my part, for it is very provoking to be unaware of the 
effect that one produces, and to judge of the enjoyment 
of others only by one's own. These thoughts, and many 
others, have often given me, at times when it was most 
out of place, a meditative and dreamy air, which has led 
to my being accused, really most undeservedly, of coldness 
and infidelity. 

"Rosette, who very happily does not know all this, belie,'es 
me the most amorous man on earth; she takes this impotent 
transport for a transport of passion; and to the best of her 
ability she lends herself to all the experimental caprices 
that enter my head. 

"I have done all that I could to convince myself that I 
possess her. I have tried to descend into her heart, but I 
have always stopped at the first step of the staircase, at 
her skin or on her mouth. In spite of the particular inti­
macy of our relations, I am very sensible that there is 
nothing in common between us. Never has an idea similar 
to mine spread its wings in that young and smiling head; 
never has that heart, full of life and fire, that heaves with 
its throbbing so firm and pure a breast, beaten in unison 
with my heart. My soul has never united with that soul. 
Cupid, the god ",-lth hawk's wings, has not kissed Psyche 
on ber beautiful ivory brow. No! this woman does not 
belong to me. 

''If you knew all that I have done to compel my soul to 
share in the love of my body, the frenzy with which I h"'e 
plunged my mouth into hers, and steeped my arms in her 
hair, and how closely I have strained her round and supple 
form! Like the ancient Salmacis enamoured of the youn'!: 
Hermaphrodite, I strove to blend her frame with mine· 1 
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drank her breath and the tepid tears caused by voluptuous­
ness to overflow from the brimming chalice of her eyes. 
The more she drew me towards her, and the closer our 
embraces, the less I loved her. My soul, seated mourn­
fully, gazed with an air of pity on this lamentable mar­
riage to which she was not invited, or veiling her face in 
disgust, wept silently beneath the skirt of her cloak. All 
this comes perhaps from the fact that in reality I do not 
love Rosette, worthy as she is of being loved, and "ishful 
as I am to love her. 

"To get rid of the idea that I was myself, I devised very 
strange surroundings, in which it was altogether improbable 
that I would encounter myself, and not being able to cast 
my individuality to the dogs, I endeavoured to place it in 
such a different element that it would recognise itself no 
longer. I had but indifferent success, and this devil of a 
self pursues me obstlnately ; there are no means of getting 
rid of it. I cannot resort to telling it like other intruders 
that I am out, or that I ha,·e gone to the country. 

"When my mistress has been in her bath, I have tried to 
play the Triton. The sea was a very large tub of marble. 
As to the ~ereid, what was seen of her accused the water. 
all transparent as it was, of not being sufficiently so for the 
exquisite beauty of what it concealed. I have been with 
her, too, at night by the light of the moon in a gondola 
accompanied by music. 

((This would be common enough at Venice, but it is not 
at all so here. In her carriage, flying along at full gallop, 
amid the noise of the wheels, with leaps and joltings, now 
lit up by the lamps, and now plunged into the most pro­
found darkness, I have loaded her with caresses and found 
a pleasure therein which I advise you taste. But I was 
forgetting that you are a venerable patriarch, and that you 
do not go in for suer refinements. I have come into her 
house through the window with the key of the door in my 
pocket. I have made her come to me at noon-day; and. 
in ,hort, I have compromised her in such a fashion that no­
body now (myself, of course, excepted) has any doubt that 
she is my mistress. 

HBy reason of all these devices, which, if I were not '", 
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young, would look like the e.xpedients of a worn-out libertine. 
Rosette worships me chiefly and above all others. She sees 
in them the eagerness of a petulant love which nothing can 
restrain, and which is the same notwithstanding the diver­
sity of times and places. She sees in them the constantly 
reviving effect of her charms, and the triumph of her 
beauty; truly, I wish that she were right, and to be just, h is 
neither my fault nor hers that she is not. 

"The only respect in which I wrong her is that I am 
myself. If I were to tell her this, the child would very 
quickly reply that it is just my greatest merit in her eyes; 
which would be more kind than sensible. 

"Once-it was at the beginning of our union- I believed 
that I had attained my end, for one minute I believed that 
I had loved- I did love. Ohl my friend, I have never lived 
save during that minute, and had that minute been an hour 
I should have become a god. We had both gone out on 
horseback, I on my dear Ferragus, she on a mare as white 
as snow, and with the look of a unicorn, so slim were its 
legs and so slender its neck. We were following a large 
avenue of elms of prodigious height; the sun was descendin~ 
upon us lukewarm and golden, sifted through the slashings 
in the foliage; lozenges of ultramarine sparkled here and 
there through the dappled clouds, great lines of pale blue 
strewed the edge of the horizon, changing into an apple­
green of exquisite tenderness when they met with the 
orange-coloured tints of the west. The aspect of the heavens 
was charming and strange; the breeze brought to us an 
odour of wild fiowers that was ravishing in the extreme. 
From time to time a bird rose before us, and crossed the 
avenue sin¢ng. 

"The bell of a village that was not visible was gently 
ringing the Angelus, and the silver sounds, which reached 
us weakened by the distance, were infinitely sweet. Our 
animals were at a walk, and were going so equally side by 
side, that one was not in advance of the other. 'My heart 
espanded. and my soul overflowed my body. I had never 
been so happy. I said nothing. nor did Rosette, and yet we 
had never understood each other so well. We were so close 
together that my leg was touching the body of Rosette's 
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horse. I leaned over to her and passed my arm about hel 
waist; she made the same movement on her side, and laid 
hack her head upon my shoulder. Our lips clung together; 
oh! what a chaste and delicious kiss! (lur h~lr5es 1~'ere 
still walking with their bridles floating 011 tlJeir !leeks I 
felt Rosette's arm rela.."<, and her loins yield more and more. 
For myself I was growing weak, and was ready to swoon. 
A.h! I can assure you that at that moment I thougbt little 
of whether I "'as myself or another. We went thus as far 
as the end of the avenue, when the noise of feet made us 
abruptly resume our positions; it was some people of our 
acquaintance, also on borseback, who came up and spoke 
to us. If I had had pistols, I believe that I should bave 
fired upon them. 

"I looked at them with a gloomy and furious air, which 
must bave appeared very singular to them. After all, I was 
wrong to become so angry with them, for they bad, without 
intending it, done me the service of interrupting my pleasure 
at the very moment when, by reason of its own intensity, 
it was on the point of becoming a pain, or of sinking be­
neath its own violence. The science of stopping in time is 
not regarded with all the respect wbich is its due. Some· 
times when toying with a woman you pass your arm around 
ber waist; it is at first most voluptuous to feel the gentle 
warmth of ber frame, to come almost in contact with ber 
soft and velvety flesh, the polished ivory of ber skin, and to 
watch the heaving of ber swelling and quivering breast. 
The fair one falls asleep in this amorous and charming posi­
tion; the curve of her body becomes less pronounced, ber 
breast becomes calm; her sides beave with the larger and 
more regular respiration of sleep; ber muscles relax, her 
head rolls over in ber hair. 

"Your ann, however, is pressed more than before, and 
you begin to perceive that it is a woman and not a syJpbid; 
yet you would not take away your arm for anything in the 
world, and for this there are many reasonns. First, it i5 
rather dangerous to awake a woman who bas fallen asleep 
beside you: you must be prepared to suhstitute for the 
delicious dream that she has been having a reality more 
delicious still. Secondly. hy asking ber to raise herself that 
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you may withdraw your arm, you tell her indirectly that 
she is heavy and in your way, which is not polite, or per. 
haps you give her to understand that you are weak or 
fatigued-a most humiliating thing for you, and one which 
will prejudice you infinitely in her mind. Thirdly, you 
believe that as you have e).-perienced pleasure in this posi· 
tion, you may do so again by maintaining it, and in this you 
are mistaken. The poor arm finds itself caught beneath the 
mass that oppresses it, the blood stops, the nerves twitch, 
and the numbness pricks you with its millions of needles. 
You are a sort of little Milo of Crotona, and the surface 
of your couch and the back of your divinity represent \\;th 
sufficient exactness the two parts of the tree which are joined 
together again. Day comes at last to release you from this 
martyrdom, and you leap down from this rack with more 
eagerness than any husband displays in descending from 
the nuptial stage. 

"Such is the history of many passions. 
"It is that of all pleasures. 
"Be that as it may, in spite of the interruption, or by 

reason of it, never did such voluptuousness pass over my 
head; I really felt myself to be another. The sotd of 
Rosette had entered in . its integrity into my body. My 
soul had left me, and filled her heart as her own sotd filled 
mine. No doubt they had met on the way in that long 
equestrian kiss, as Rosette afterwards called it (which by 
the way annoyed me), and had crossed each other, and 
mingled together as intimately as is poSSlble for the sotds of 
two mortal creatures on a grain of perishable mud. 

"The angels must surely embrace one another thus, and 
the true paradise is not in the sky, but on the lips of one 
we love. 

HI haye waited in vain for a similar moment, and I have 
tried, but without success, to provoke it; return. We have 
very often gone to ride in the avenue of the wood during 
beautiful sunsets; the trees had the Slme verdure, the bird 
.... ere singing the same song, but the sun looked dull to us 
and the foliage yellowed; the singing of the birds seeme 
harsh and discordant, for there was no longer hannon 
within ourselves. We have hrought our horses to a • 
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and ,,"'e have ttied the same kiss. Alas! our lips only wefe 
united, and it ""s but the spectre of the old kiss. The 
beautiful, the sublime, the divine, the only true kiss that I 
bave ever given and received in my life had disappeared 
for ever. Since that day I have always returned from the 
wood with a depth of inexpressible sadness. Rosette, gay 
and playful as she usually is, cannot escape from the im­
pression of this, and ber reverie is betrayed by a little, deli­
cately wrinkled pout, which at the least is worth ber smile. 

uThere is scarcely anything but the fumes of wine, and 
the brilliancy of wax·candles that can recall me from these 
melancholy thoughts. We both drink like persons am­
demned to death, silently and continually, until we bav< 
reached the necessary dose; then we begin to laugh and to 
make fun most beartily of wbat we call our sentimentality. 

"We laugh-because we cannot weep. Ah! who ,vill cause 
a tear to spring in the depths of my exhausted eye? 

"Why had I so much pleasure that evening? It would h. 
very difficult to say. Nevertheless I was the same mm and 
Rosette the same woman. It was not the first time that 
either of us was out riding. We had seen the sun set before, 
and the spectacle had only affected us like the sight of r. 
picture which is admired according as its colours are more 
or less brilliant. There are more avenues of elms and 
chestnut trees than one in the world, and it was not the 
first that we were passing through. Who, then, caused us 
to find in it so sovereign a charm, who metamorphosed the 
dead leaves into topazes, and the green leaves into emeralds, 
who had gilded all those fluttering atoms, and changed into 
pearls all those drops of water scattered on the sward, who 
gave so sweet a harmony to the sounds of a usually dis­
cordant bell, and to the carolling of sundry little birds? 
There mu.d , have been some very searching poetry in the 
air, since even our horses appeared to be sensible of it. 

"Yet nothing in the world could bave been more pastoral 
and more simple. Some trees, some clouds, five or six blades 
of wild thyme, a woman, and a ray of the sun fal'ing across 
it all like a golden chevron on a coat of arms. I bad, 
further, no sensation of surprise or astonishment! I knew 
where I was very welL I bad never come to the plact 
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before, but I recollected perfectly botll the shape of the 
leaves and the position of the clouds; the white dove which 
was crossing the sky was fiying away in the same direction 
-the little silvery bell which I heard for the first time had 
very often tinkled in my ear, and its voice seemed to me 
like the voice of a friend: without having ever been there I 
had many times passed through the avenue \\;th princesses 
mounted on unicorns; my most voluptuous dreams used tn 
resort thither every evening, and my desires had given 
kisses there precisely similar to that exchanged by Rosette 
and myself. 

uThe kiss had no novelty to me, but it was such a one as 
I had thought that it would be. It was perhaps the only 
time in my life that I was not disappointed, and that the 
reality appeared to me as beautiful as the ;dell. If I could 
find a woman, a landscape, a piece of architecture, any­
thing answering to my intimate desire as perfectly as that 
minute answered to the minute of my dreams, I should have 
no reason to envy the gods, and I would very willingly resign 
my stall in paradise. But in truth, I do not believe that a 
man of flesh could withstand such penetrating voluptuous­
ness for an hour-two kisses such as that one would pump 
out an entire existence, and would make a complete void 
in soul and body. This is not a consideration that would 
stop me, for, not being able to prolong my life indefinitely. 
I am indifferent to death, and I would rather die of pleasure 
than of old age or weariness. 

UEut this woman does not exist. Yes, she does e.'tist. It 
may be that I am separated from her merely by a partition. 
It may be that I have jostled her yesterday or to-day. 

"What is lacking in Rosette that she is not that woman? 
She lacks my belief in her. What fatality is it that causes 
me e':er to have for my mistress a woman whom I do Dot 
love. Her neck is smooth enough to hang on it necklaces 
of the finest workmanship; her fingers are taperin~ enough 
to do honour to the finest and richest rings; rubies would 
blush with pleasure to sparkle at the rosy extremity of her 
delicate ear: her waist might gird on the cestus of Venus' 
but it is love alone who can knot his mother's scarf. • 

(CAll the merit that Ro~tte possesses is in herself, I have 
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lent her nothing. I have not cast over her beauty thaI 
veil of perfection with which love envelops the loved one; 
the veil of Isis is transparent beside such a one as that. 
Xothing but satiety can raise a comer of it. 

"I do not love Rosette; at least the love, if any, which 
I have for her has no resemblance to the idea that I have 
formed of love. Still my idea is perhaps not correct. 1 
do not venture to give any decision. However, she renderEI 
me quite insensible to the merit of other women, and J have 
never wished for anybody with any consistency since pos­
sessing her. If she has cause to be jealous of any, it is only 
of phantoms, and they do not disquiet her much. Yet my 
imagination is her most formidable rival; it is a thing which, 
with all her acuteness, she will probably never find out. 

"If women knew this! Of what infidelities is not the least 
volatile lover guilty towards his most worshipped mistress! 
It is to be presumed that the women pay us back with 
interest; but they do as we do, and say nothing about it. 
A mistress is an obligato, which usually disappears beneath 
its graces and flourishes. Very often the kisses she receives 
are not for her; it is the idea of another woman that is em­
braced in her person, and she often profits (if such can be 
called a profit) by the desires which are inspired by another. 
Ah! how many times, poor Rosette, have you served to em­
body my dreams, and given a reality to your rivals I How 
many the infidelities in which you have been the involuntary 
accomplice! If you could have thought at those moments 
when my arms clasped you with so much intensity, when my 
lips were united most closely to yours, that your beauty and 
your love counted for nothing, and that the thought of yon 
was a thousand leagues away from me! If you had been 
told that those eyes, veiled with amorous languor, were 
cast down only that they might not see you and so dissi­
pate the illusion that you merely served to complete. and 
that imtead of being a mistress you were but an instrument 
of voluptuousness, a means of deceiving, a desire impossible 
of realisation! 

"0 celestial creatures, beautiful virgins, frail and diapha­
nous, who bend your pervinca eyes and clasp your lily hands 
on the golden background of the pictures of the old German 
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masters, nindow saints, missal-martyrs who smile so sweetly 
amid the scrolls of arabesques, and emerge so fair and fresh 
from the bells of flowers! 0 beautiful courtesans lying 
veiled by your hair only, on beds strewn with roses, beneath 
broad purple curtains with your bracelets and necklaces 
of buge pearls, your fan and your mirrors where the "fest 
hangs in the shadow a flaming spangle! brown daughters of 
Titian, who display so voluptuously to us your undulating 
hips, your firm and compact limbs, your smooth bodies, and 
your supple and muscular frames! ancient goddesses, who 
rear your white psantom in the shadows of the garden!-you 
form a part of my seraglio; 1 have possessed you all in turn. 
Saint Ursula, on Rosette's beautiful hands 1 bave kissed 
thine; 1 have played with the black hair of the Muranese, 
and never had Rosette more trouble in dressing her hair 
again; maidenly Diana, 1 have been with thee more than 
Ac~n, and I have not been changed into a stag: I have 
repl.ced thy beautiful Endymion! How many rivals wbo 
are unsuspected, and on whom no vengeance can be taken! 
Yet they are not always painted or sculptured! 

uWomen, when you see your lover become more tender 
than is his wont, and strain you in his arms with extraordi­
nary emotion; when he sinks his head into your lap, and 
raises it again with humid and wandering eyes; when enjoy­
ment only augments his desire, and be stifles your voice with 
kisse5, as though he feared to hear it, be certain that he does 
not know even whether you are there; that be is keeping 
tryst at this moment with a chimera which you render pal­
pable, and wbose part you play. M~ny chamber-maids have 
profited by the love inspired by queens. Many women have 
profited by the love inspired by goddesses, and a yulgar 
enough reality has often served as a sode for an ideal idol. 
That is the reason wby poets usually take trollops for their 
mistres..<:es. A man might live ten years with a woman with­
out having ever seen her; such is the history of many great 
geniuses whose ignoble or obscene connexions have astonished 
the world. 

"1 bave been guilty only of infidelities of this description 
towards Rosette. 1 bave betrayed her only for pictures and 
statues, and she has shared equally in the betrayal. 1 have 
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not the smallest material trespass on my conscience to re­
proach myself with. I am in this respect as white as the 
snow on the ]ungfrau, and yet, without being in love with 
anyone, I would wish to he so with some one. I do not seek 
an opportunity, and I should not be sorry were it to come: 
if it came I should perhaps not avail myself of it, for I 
have an intimate conviction that it would be the same with 
another, and I had rather it were thus with Rosette than 
with any other; for, putting the woman on one sidel there 
remains to me at least a pretty companion, full of WIt, and 
very agreeahly demoralised; and this consideration is not 
one of the least that restrain me, for, in losing the mistress. 
I should he grieved to lose the friend." 

IV 

"Do you know that for nearly five months..---:yes, for quite 
five months--for five eternities. I have been Madame 
Rosette's established Celadon? It is perfectly splendid. J 
should never have believed that I was so constant, nor, I 
will wager, would she have believed it either. 'Ve are, in 
truth, a couple of plucked pigeons, for only turtle dov., 
could display such tenderness. What billing! What cooing! 
What ivy-like entwinings. What a twofold e.'tistence! 
Nothing in the world could have been more touching, and 
our two poor little hearts might have been put on or.e cartel. 
pierced by the same spit, with a gusty flame. 

"Five months tete-a-tete, so to speak, for we have been 
seeing each other every day and nearly every night-the 
door always closed to everybody: is it not enough to make 
one shudder to think of it! Well, to the glory of the peer­
less Rosette, it must be sain that I have not been over­
much wearied, and that this period will no doubt prove to 
have heen the most agreeable in my life. I do not believe 
that it would he possible to occupy a man devoid of passion 
in a more sustained and amusing manner, and God knows 
what a terrible idleness is that which proceeds from an 
empty heart! It would be impossible to form any idea of 
tbis woman's resources. She commenced by drawing them 
from her intellect, and then from her heart, for she loves me 
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to adoration. With what art does she profit by the smallest 
spark, and how well she knows how to convert it into a 
conflagrationi how skilfully she directs the faintest move­
ments of the soul' how well can she turn languor into tender 
dreaming! and by how many indirect paths can she guide 
the mind that is wandering from her back to herself again! 
It is wonderful' And I admire her as one of the loftiest 
geniuses that can exist. 

"I came to see her very cross, in a very bad temper, and 
seeking a quarrel. I know not how the sorceress managed 
it, but at the end of a few minutes she had obliged me to 
pay her compliments, although I had not the least wish to do 
so, and to kiss her hands and laugh with all my heart, al­
though I was terribly angry. Is such tyranny conceivable? 
Nevertheless, skilful as she is, the tete-d-tete cannot last 
much longer; and, during the past fortnight, I pretty often 
chanced to do what I had never done before, to open the 
books that are on the table, and read a few lines in the 
intervals of conversation. Rosette noticed it, and was struck 
with dismay, which she was scarcely able to conceal, and 
she sent away all the books out of the room. I confess 
that I regret them, although I cannot ask for them again. 

"The other day-frightful symptom!-some one called 
while we were together, and instead of being furious, as I 
used to be at the beginning, I experienced a kind of joy. I 
was almost amiable; I kept up the conversation which 
Rosette was trying to let drop so that the gentleman might 
take his leave, and, when he was gone, I volun~ered the 
remark that he was not without wit, and that his society was 
agreeable. Rosette reminded me that two months before I 
had thought him stupid, and the silliest nuisance on' earth, to 
which I had nothing to reply, for I had indeed said so. I 
was nevertheless right. in spite of my recent contradiction: 
for the first time he disturbed a charming tete-d-We, and the 
second time he came to the assistance of a conversation that 
was exhausted and languishing (on one side at least), and 
for that day spared me a scene of tenderness somewhat 
fatiguing to go through_ 

"Such is our position. It is a grave on~ia1ly when 
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ODe of the two is still enamoured, and clillgs desperately tL 
what remains of the other's love. I am in great perplexity. 
Although I am not in love with Rosette, I have a very great 
affection for her, and I should not like to do anything that 
would cause her pain. I wish to believe, as long as possible, 
that I love her. 

"In gratitude for all those hours to which she has given 
wings, in gratitude for the love which, for my pleasure, she 
has bestowed on me, I wish it. I shall deceive her. but is 
not an agreeable deception better than a distressing truth? 
for I shall never have the heart to tell her that I do not 
love her. The vain shadow of love on which she feasts 
appears so adorable to her, she embraces the pale spectre 
with such intoxication and effusion that I dare not cause it 
to vanish; yet I am afraid that in the end she will perceive 
that, after all , it is but a phantom. This morning we had a 
conversation, which I am going to relate in dramatic form 
for the sake of greater fidelity, and which makes me fear 
that we cannot prolong our union very long. 

"The scene represents Rosette's room. A ray of sun is 
shining through the curtains; it is ten o'clock. Rosette has 
one arm beneath my neck, and does not move for fear of 
waking me. From time to time she raises herself a little on 
her elbow, and, holding her breath, bends her face over mine. 
I see all this through the grating of my eyelashes, for I have 
been a\vake for an hour past. Rosette's chemise has a neck­
trimming of :l1echlin lace which is all tom, and her hair is 
escaping in confusion from her little cap. She is as pretty 
as a woman can be when you do not love her, although she 
is by your side. 

" ROSETTE (seeing that I am not longer asleep)-'O the 
nasty sleeper I ' 

(( MYSELF (yawning)-'A-a-ah!' 
" ROSETTE-'Do not yawn like that, or I will not kiss you 

for a week.' 
"MYSELF-'Oh!' 
"ROSETTE- 'It seems, sir, that you do not think it very 

important that I should kiss you?' 
HMYSELF-'Yes, I do.' 
" ROSETTE-'How carelessly you say that I Very well ; 
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you may ""1"'ct that for the next week I shall not touch you 
with the tip of my lips. To-day is Tuesday-so till next 
Tuesday.' 

"MVSELF-'Pshaw!' 
"ROSETTE-'Haw, pshaw!' 
1f~1YSELF-'Yes, pshaw! You will kiss me before this 

evening, or I die. I 
"ROSETTE-'YOU will die! What a coxcomb! I have 

spoiled you, sir,' 
IIl\IYSEL}o~-'I will live. I am not a coxcomb, and you 

have not spoiled me---<juite the contrary. First of all, I 
request the suppression of the Sir; you are well enough 
acquainted ,,;th me to call me by my name, and to say thou 
to me.' 

uRosETTE-'I have spoiled thee, D'Albert.' 
uMVSELF-'Good. Now bring your lips near.' 
"ROSETTE-INc, ne.'lCt Tuesday.' 
·'~lysEL}·-'Nonsense. Are we not to pet each other for 

the future except with a calendar in our hands? We are 
both a little too young for that. Now, your lips, my infanta, 
or I shall get a crick in my neck.' 

"ROSETTE-INc.' 
"MYSELF-'Ah! you wish to be ravished, my petj by 

heavens! you shall be. The thing is feasible, though per­
haps it has not been done yet.' 

"RosETTE-'Impertinent man!' 
"~1YSELF-'Observe, most fair one, that I have paid you 

the oompliment of a perhaps; it is very polite on my part. 
But we are wandering from the subject. Bend your head. 
Come: what is this. my favourite sultana? and what a cross 
face. \Ve wish to kiss a smile and not a pout.' 

"ROSETTE (stooping down to kiss mel-'How would you 
bave me laugh? You say such harsh things to me!' 

uMVSELF-IMy intention is to say very tender ones.­
Why do you think that I say harsh thin~ to you?' 

IIRosETTE_'I don't know-but you do.' 
"MVSELF-'YOU take jokes of no consequence for harsh­

ness.' 
"ROSETTE-IOf no consequence! You call that of no 

consequence? Everything is of consequence in love. Listen. 
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1 would rather have you beat me than laugh as you are 
doing.' 

"l\lvSELP-'You would like to see me weep, then?' 
"ROSETTE- 'Yau always go from one extreme to the other. 

You are not asked to weep, but to speak reasonably, and to 
give up this quizzing manner, which suits you very badly.' 

" MYSELF-fIt is impossible for me to speak reasonably 
and not to quiz; so I am going to beat you, since it is to your 
liking.' 

"ROSETTE-cDa.' 
" MYSELF (giving her a few little slaps on her sboulders)­

'1 would rather cut off my own head than spoil your ador­
able little body, and marble the whiteness of this charm­
ing back with blue. My goddess, whatever pleasure a 
woman may have in being beaten, you shall certainly not 
have it.' 

"ROSETTE-I You love me no longer.' 
HMYSELF-'That does not follow very directly from what 

precedes; it is about as logical as to say: It is raining, so 
do not give me my .umbrella; or: It is cold, open the 
window.' 

HRoSETTE--'YOU do not love me, you have never loved 
me.' 

HMYSELF-'~Aill! the matter is becoming complicated: you 
love me no longer, and you have never loved me. This is 
tolerably contradictory: how can 1 leave off doing' thing 
which I have never begun? You see, little queen, that you 
do not know what you are saying, and that you are perfectly 
absurd.' 

"ROSETTE-'1 wished so much to be loved by you that 1 

assisted in deluding myself. People easily believe what they 
desire; but now 1 can quite see that 1 am deceived. You 
were deceived yourself; you took a liking for love, and 
desire for passion. The thing happens every day. 1 bear 
you no ill-will for it: it did not depend upon yourself to be 
in love; 1 must lay the blame on my own lack of cljarms. 1 
should bave been more beautiful, more playful, more co­
quettish; 1 should have tried to mount up to you, 0 my 
poet! instead of wisbing you to come down to me: 1 was 
afraid of losing you in the clouds, and 1 dreaded lest your 
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you may expect that for the next week I shall not touch you 
with the tip of my lips. To-day is Tuesday-so till next 
Tuesday.' 

"?\{.VSELF-'Pshaw! I 
"ROSETTE-'How, pshaw!' 
"MVsELF-'Yes, psbaw! You will kiss me before this 

evening, or I die.' 
"ROSETTE-'You will die! What a coxcomb! I have 

spoiled you, sir.' 
II~IYSELF-'I will live. I am not a coxcomb, and you 

bave not spoiled me-quite the contrary. First of all, I 
request the suppression of the Sir; you are well enough 
acquainted with me to call me by my name, and to say thou 
to me.' 

"ROSETTE-II have spoiled thee, D'Albert.' 
u~.JYSELF-'Good. ~ow bring your lips near.' 
"ROSETTE-'::-\O, next Tuesday,' 
"1I.1yst:Lt'-'!'\onsense. lue we not to pet each other for 

the future except with a calendar in our hands? We are 
both a little too young for that. Now, your lips, my infanta, 
or I shall get a crick in my neck.' 

IIROSETTE-'No.' 
uMVSELF-'Ah! you wish to be ravished, my petj by 

beavens! you shall be. The thing is feasihle, though per­
haps it has not been done yet.' 

"RosETTE-'Impertinent man!' 
"M.YSELF-'Observe, most fair one, that I have paid you 

the compliment of a perhaps; it is very polite on my part. 
But we are wandering from the subject. Bend your head. 
Come: what is this, my favourite sultana? and what a cross 
face. We wish to kiss a smile and not a pout.' 

uROSETTE (stooping down to kiss me)-'How would you 
have me laugh? You say such harsh things to me!' 

IIMYSELF_4My intention is to say very tender ones.­
\Vhy do you think that I say harsh things to you?' 

uRosETTE_4I don't know-but you do.' 
"MYSELF-1You take jokes of no consequence for harsh­

ness.' 
"ROSETTE-'Of no consequence I You call that of no 

consequence? Everytbing is of consequence in love. Listen. 
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I would rather have you beat me than laugh as you are 
doing.' 

"J: IYSELF-'You would like to see me weep, then?' 
"ROSETTE-'YOU always go from one extreme to the other. 

You are not asked to weep, but to speak reasonably J and to 
give up this quizzing manner, which suits you very badly.' 

uMYSELF-'It is impossible for me to speak reasonably 
and not to quiz; SO I am going to beat you, since it is to your 
liking.' 

"ROSETTE-'Da. ' 
"MYSELF (giving her a few little slap" on her sboulders)­

'I would rather cut off my own head than spoil your ador­
able little body, and marble the whiteness of this charm­
ing back with blue. l\ly goddess, whatever pleasure a 
woman may have in being beaten, you shall certainly not 
have it.' 

IIRoSETTE-'You love me no longer.' 
"MYSELF-'That does not follow very directly from what 

precedes; it is about as logical as to say: It is raining, so 
do not give me my .umbrella; or: It is cold, open the 
window.' 

"ROSETTE--'YOU do not love me, you have never loved 
me.' 

"MYSELF-'Ah! the matter is becoming compIlcated: you 
love me no longer, and you have never loved me. This is 
tolerably contradictory: how can I leave off doing a thing 
which I have never begun? You see, little queen, that you 
do not know what you are saying, and that you are perfectly 
absurd.' 

"ROSETTE-'I wished so much to be loved by you that I 
assisted in deluding myself. People easily believe what they 
desire; but now I can quite see that I am deceived. You 
were deceived yourself; you took a liking for love, and 
desire for passion. The thing happens every day. 1 bear 
you no ill-will for it: it did not depend upon yourself to be 
in love; I must lay the blame on my own lack of cljarms. I 
should have been more beautiful, more playful, more co­
quettish; I should have tried to mount up to you, 0 my 
poet! instead of wishing you to come down to me: I was 
afraid of losing you in the clouds, and I dreaded lest your 
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head should steal away your heart from me. I imprisoned 
you in my love, and I believed when giving up myself wholly 
to you that you would keep something--' 

"MYSELF-'Rosette, move back a little; you are like a hot 
coal.' 

"ROSETTE-'If I am in your way, I will get up. Ah I heart 
of rock, drops of water pierce the stone, and my tears can­
not penetrate you.' (She weeps.) 

"MYSELF-'If you weep like that, you will certainly tum 
our bed into a bath. A hath? I should say into an ocean. 
Can you swim, Rosette?' 

"ROSETTE-'Villain I' 
"MYSELP-'Welll all at once I am a villain I You flatter 

me, Rosette, I have not the honour: I am a gentle citizen, 
alas; and have never committed the smallest crime; I have 
done a foolish thing, perhaps, which was to love you to dis­
traction: that is all. Would you absolutely make me repent 
of it? I have loved you, and I love you as much as I can. 
Since I have been your lover, I have always walked in your 
shadow: I have given up all my time. to you, my days and 
my nights- I have not used lofty phrases with you, because 
I do not like them except in writing; but I have given you a 
thousand proofs of my fondness. I will say nothing to you 
of the most scrupulous fidelity, for that is of course; I have 
become seven quarters of a pound thinner since you have 
been my adoration. What more would you have? Here I am 
by your side; do people behave in this way with those whom 
they do not love? I do everything that you wish. You say 
"Go," and I go; "Stay," and I stay. I am the most admirable 
lover in the world, it seems to me.' 

"RosETTE-'That is just what I complain about-the 
most perfect lover in the world, in fact.' 

"MYSELP-'Wbat have you to reproach me with?' 
"Ros~'Nothing, and I would rather have some cause 

of complaint against yoU-' 
"MYSELP-"This is a strange quarrel.' 
"ROS1':TTE--'1t is much WImII!. You do not love me. I 

aanot help it uor can you. What would you have done in 
.:II a caoe? u"" .... r"'WNy I IIIIoaId prefer to ba1/e 90rne 
~t to pudoD in yua. I wuaId CIId you; )'00 would 
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excuse yourself well or ill, and we should make it up.' 
"MYSELF-'It would be all to your advantage. The 

greater the crime the more splendid would the reparation 
be.' 

HRoSETTE-'YOU are quite aware, sir, that I am not yet 
reduced to employ that expedient, and that if I pleased pres­
ently, although you do not love me, and we are quarrel­
ling--' 

"MYSELF-'Yes, I acknowledge it as purely an effect of 
your clemency. Do please a little; it would be better than 
syllogising at random as we are doing.' 

"ROSETTE-'YoU wish to cut short a conversation which 
is inconvenient to you; but, if you please, my fine friend. 
we shall content ourselves with speaking!' 

"MYSELF-'It is an entertainment that does not cost 
much. I assure you that you are wrong; for you are won· 
derfully pretty, and I feel towards you--' 

"ROSETTE-'What you will e.'"<press to me another time. ' 
"MVSELF-'Oh come, adorable one, are you a little 

Hyrcanian tigress? You are incomparably cruel to-day! 
Are you eager to become a vestal? It would be an original 
caprice.' 

ilRoSETTE-'Why not? There have heen stranger ones 
than that ; but I shall certainly be a vestal for you. Learn, 
sir, that I am partial only to people who love me, or by 
whom I believe myself loved. You do not come under 
either of these two denominations. Allow me to rise I ' 

"MYSELF-'If you get up, I shall get up as well . You 
will have the trouble of getting into bed again: that is all.' 

"ROSETTE-'Let me alone!' 
"~IYSELF-'By heavens, no!' 
"ROSETTE (struggling)-'Ohl you will let me go!' 
C1MYSELB-'I venture, madame, to assure you of the con-

trary.' 
"ROSETTE (seeing that she is not the stronger)-'Welll I 

will stay; you are squeezing my arm with such forcel­
What do you want with me?' 

HMYSELF-'To remain where you are. I think you might 
have divined thi~ much "ithout a.<:.king any such SUperflUOU5 
question. 
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"ROSETTE (already finding it impossible to defend ba'­
oelf)-'On condition that you will love me a great deal-I 
surreDder. ' 

"MYSELF-'It is rather late to capitulate when the enemy 
is already in the fortress.' 

"ROSETTE (throwing her arms round my neck)-'Then I 
surrender unconditionally-I trust to your generosity.' 

"MYSELF-CYOU do well.' 
"Here, my dear friend, I think it would not be amiss to 

put a line of asterisks, for the rest of the dialogue could 
scan:ely be translated except by onomatopreia. 

• * • * • * 
"The ray of sunshine has had time to make the circuit of 

the room since the beginning of this scene. An odour of 
lime·trees comes in from the garden, sweet and penetrating. 
The weather is the finest that could be seen; the sky is as 
blue as an Englishwoman's eye. We get up, and after break­
fasting with great appetite, go for a long rural walk. The 
lran!parency of the air, the splendour of the country, and the 
joyous aspect of .nature inspired my soul with enough senti· 
mentality and tenderness to make Rosette acknowledge that 
after all r had a sort of heart like other people. 

"Have you never remarked how the shade of woods, the 
murmuring of fountains, the singing of birds, smiling pros­
pects, fragrance of foliage and ftowers, all the baggage of 
eclogue and de&riptiOD which we have agreed to laugh at, 
none the I ... preserves over us, however depraved we may 
be, an occult power which it is impossible to resist? I will 
confide to you, under the seal of the greatest secret, that 
quite =ently I surprised myself in a state of most countri­
lied emotion towards a nightingale that was singing. 

"It was in --'5 garden; although it was night, the sky 
had a clearness nearly equal to that of the finest day; it was 
so deep and SO transparent that the gaze easily penetrated to 
God. It seemed to me that I could see the last folds of 
angels' robes floating over the pale windings of the Milky 
Way. The '!IOOII had risen, but a large tree hid her com­
p\etely; she nddled its dark foliage with a million little lumi­
nous boles, and hung more !pBIIgIes upon it than had ever 
the fan of a marchioaess. snence, fiI1ed with solDlds and 
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stifled sighs, was heard throughout the garden (this perhaps 
resemhles pathos, but it is not my fault); although I saw 
nothing but the blue glimmering of the moon I seemed to be 
surrounded by a population of unknown and worshipped 
phantoms, and I did not feel alone, although there was only 
myself on the terrace. 

"1 was not thinking, 1 was not dreaming, I was blended 
with the nature that surrounded me; I felt myself quiver 
with the foliage, glisten with the water, shine with the ray, 
e."P3l'd with the flower; I was not myself more than the 
trees, the water, and the great night-shade. I was all of 
these, and I do not believe that it would be possible to be 
more absent from one's self than I was at that moment. All 
at once, as though something extraordinary were going to 
happen, the leaf was stilled at the end of the branch, the 
water-drop in the fountain remained suspended in air, and 
did not complete its fall; the silver thread which had set 
out from the edge of the moon stopped on its waY-<lnly my 
beart beat so sonorously that it seemed to fill all tbat great 
space with sound. It ceased to beat, and there fell such a 
silence that you might have heard the grass grow, and a 
word whispered at a distance of two hundred leagues. Then 
from the little throat of the nightingale, which probably was 
only waiting for this moment to begin its song, there burst 
a note so shrill and piercing that I heard it with my heart 
as much as with my ears. Tbe sound spread suddenly 
through the crystalline sky, which was void of noise, and 
formed a harmonious atmosphere, wherein, beating their 
wings, hovered the other notes which followed. 

"I understood perfectly what it said. as though 1 had had 
the secret of the language of the birds. It was the history 
of the loves which had not been mine that this nightingale 
sang. Never was a history more accurate and true. It did 
not omit the smallest detail or the most imperceptible tint. 
I! told me what 1 had been unable to tell myself, and ex­
plained to me what I had been unable to understand; it 
gave a voice to my dreaming, and caused the phantom, mute 
until then, to reply. I knew that 1 was loved, and the most 
languishing trilling taught me that I should be happy soon. 
1 thought that through the quivering song, and beneath the 
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an an: of from 40 to So degrees, according to the storey 
on which you happen to be-a mistress as free as mountain 
air, rich enrmgh to indulge in the nlust exquisite refinements 
and elegancies, and devoid, moreover, of all moral ideas, 
never speaking to you of her virtue while trying a new 
position, nor of her reputation any more than if she had 
never had one; never intimate with women, and scorning 
them all nearly as much as if she were a man, making very 
light of Platonism without any concealment, and yet always 
bringing the heart into play:-a woman wbo, had she been 
placed in a different sphere, would undoubtedly have be­
come the most notorious courtesan in the world, and made 
the glory of the Aspasias and Imperias grow pale! 

"Then this woman so constituted was mine. I did what 
I would with ber; I had the key of her room and ber drawer; 
I opened her letters; I had taken her own name from ber 
and given her another. Sbe was my thing, my property. 
Her youth, beauty, love all belon1!ed to me, and r used and 
abused them. I made ber go to bed during the day and sit 
up at night, if I took a fancy to do so, and she obeyed me 
simply, without appearing to make a sacrifice, and without 
assuming the little alrs of a resigned victim. She was atten­
tive, caressing, and, monstrous circumstance, scrupulously 
faithful; that is to say, that if six months ago, wben 1 was 
complaining of being without a mistress, I bad been given 
even a distant glimpse of such happiness, I should have 
gone mad ,,;th joy, and sent my hat knocking against the 
sky in token of my rejoicing. Well! now that I bave ber, 
this bappiness seems cold to me; I scarcely feel, I do not 
feel it, and the situation in which I am affects me so little, 
that I am often doubtful wbether I have made a change. 
Were I to leave Rosette, I have an intimate conviction, that 
at the end of a month, perhaps before, I should have so 
completely and carefully forgotten her, that I should no 
longer be able to tell wbether I had known her or not! 
Would she do as much on her part? I think not. 

"I was reflecting, then, upon all these things, and, feeling 
a sort of repentance, I laid on the fair sleeper's forehead the 
chastest and most melancholy kiss that ever a young man 
gave a young woman on the stroke of midnight. She moved 



68 MADEMOISELLE DE MAUPIN 

rain of notes, I could see the white arms of my beloved 
stretched out towards me in a ray from the moon. She 
came up slowly with the perfume from the heart of a large 
hundred-leaved rose. 

"I shall not try to describe her beauty. It was one of 
those thin~s to which words are denied. How speak the 
unspeakable? how paint that which has neither form nor 
colour? how mark a voice which is without tone and sneech? 
"ever had I had so much love in my heart; I waul d have 
pressed nature to my bosom. I clasped the void in my 
arms as though I had closed them on a maiden's form; I 
gave kisses to the air that passed across my lips ; I swam in 
effluence from my own radiant body. Ah! if Rosette had 
been there! What adorable nonsense would I have uttered 
to her! But women never know when to arrive oppor­
tunely. The nightingale ceased to sing; the moon, worn 
out with sleep, drew her cloud-cap over her eyes; and I-I 
left the garden, for the coldness of the night began to over­
take me. 

"As I was cold, I very naturally thought I should be 
warmer in Rosette's bed than in my own, and I went to 
share her co;]ch. I entered with my pass-key, for everyone 
in the house was slumbering. Rosette herself had fallen 
asleep, and I had the satisfaction of seeing that it was over 
an uncut volume of my latest poems. She had both her 
arms above her head, her mouth smiling and partly open, one 
leg stretched out and the other slightly bent in a posture of 
grace and ease; she looked so well that I felt mortal regret 
at not being more in love with her. 

"While gazing upon her, I bethought me that I was as 
stupid as an ostrich. I had what I had desired so long, a 
mistress of my own like my horse and my sword, young, 
pretty, amorous, and intellectual-with no high-principled 
mother, decorous father, intractable aunt, or fighting brother; 
with the unspeakable charm of a husband duly sealed and 
nailed in a fine oak coffin lined with lead, and the whole 
covered over with a big block of freestone--a circumstance 
not to be despised, for it is, after all, but slight entertainment 
to be caught in the midst of amorous enjoyment, and to go 
UK! complete the seMIltion on the pavement, after describin~ 
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a little, and the smile on her lips became somewhat moee 
decided, but she did not awake. I leant over her and 
stretching out my arms I coiled them around her in snake­
like fasbion. The contact of my body seemed to rouse her; 
she opened her eyes, raised herself, and, without speaking to 
me, she fastened her mouth to mine, and clung so tightly 
to me as to set my blood coursing rapidly, and I was warmed 
in less than no time. All the lyricism cf the evening was 
turned into prose; but it was at least poetical prose. That 
night was one of the fairest sleepless nights that I have ever 
spent: I can hope for such no longer. 

"We still have agreeable moments, but it is necessary that 
they should have been led up to, and prepared for, by some 
external circumstance such as I have related, and at the 
beginning I had no need to excite my imagination by looking 
at the moon and listening to the nightingale's song, in order 
to have all the pleasure that is possible to a man who is not 
really in love. There are no broken threads as yet in our 
weft, but there are knots here and there, and the warp is not 
nearly so smooth. 

"Rosette, who is still in love, does what she can to obviate 
these inconveniences. Unfortunately, there are two things in 
the world which cannot be commanded-love and weariness. 
On my part, I make superhuman efforts to overcome the 
somnolence which overtakes me in spite of myself, and, like 
country people wbo fall asleep at ten o'clock in town draw­
ing-rooms, I keep my eyes as wide open as possible, and 
lift up my eyelids with my fingers! It is of no use, and I 
assume a conjugal freedom from restraint which is most 
unpleasing. 

"The dear child, who the other day found herself the 
better for the rural system, brougbt me yesterday into the 
country. 

"It might be to the purpose, perbaps, to give you a little 
descriptio~ of the said country, which is rather pretty; it 
mIght enhven our metaphysics somewhat, and, besides, the 
cbaract~rs must have a background; the figures cannot stand 
out agamst a blank, or against that vague brown tint with 
which painters fill the field of their canvas. 

liThe approaches to it are very picturesque. You arrive, 
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by a highway bordered with old trees, at a star, the middle 
of which is marked by a stone obelisk surmoun(ed by a ball 
of gilt copper. Five roads form the rays; then the ground 
becomes suddenly hollow. The road dips iota a rather nar­
row valley, crosses the little stream, that occupies the bottom, 
by a one-arched bridge, and then with great strides reascends 
the opposite side, wbere stands the little village, the slated 
steeple of which can be seen peeping frorrl among the 
thatched roofs and round-headed apple-trees. The horizon 
is not very vast, for it is bounded on both sides by the 
crest of the hill, but it is cheerful and rests the eye. Besides 
the bridge there is a mill, and a structure of red stones in 
the shape of a tower; the nearly perpetual barking, and the 
sight of some brachs and young bandy-legged turnspits warm­
ing themselves in the sun before the door, would tell you 
that it is there that the gamekeeper dwells, if the buzzards 
and martins nailed to the shutters could leave you in doubt 
about it for a moment. 

"At this spot there begins an avenue of sorbs, the scarlet 
fruit of which attracts clouds of birds. As people do not 
pass there very often, there is only a white band along the 
middle; all the rest is covered over with a short fine moss, and 
in the double rut traced by the wheels of vehicles, little 
frogs, green as chrysoprase, crohk and bop. After proceed· 
ing for some time you find yourself before a gilded and 
painted iron grating, its sides adorned with spiked fences and 
chevaux-de-jrise. Then the road turns towards the mansion 
-which, being buried in the verdure like a bird's nest, can­
not as yet be seen-without hastening too much, however, 
and not infrequently turning aside to visit an elegant kiosk 
or a fIDe prospect, crossing and recrossing the stream by 
Chinese or rustic bridges. 

"Owing to the unevenness of the ground, and the dams 
erected for the service of the mill, the stream bas, in several 
places, a fall of from four to five feet, and nothing can be 
~e pleasant than to bear all these cascades prattling close 
:Ii hand, most frequently without seeing them, for the osiers 
and elders which line the bank form an almost impenetrable 
curtain. But all this portion of the park is in a measure onl~ 
the ante-cbamber of the other part. A bigh road passin 
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across this property unfortunately cuts it in two, an incoD­
venience which has been remedied in a very u.lgenious man­
ner. Two great embattled walls full of barbieans and loop­
holes, in imitation of a ruined fortress, stand on either side 
of the road; a tower on wbich bangs gigantic ivy, and which 
flanks the mansion, lets fall on the opposite bastion a veri­
table drawbridge with iron chains, wbich are lowered every 
morning. 

"You pass through a pointed archway into the interior of 
the donjon, and thence into the second enclosure, where 
the trees, which have not been cut for more than a century, 
are of extraordinary beight, with knotty trunks swaddled 
in parasitical plants, and are the finest and most singular 
that I bave ever seen. Some bave no leaves except at the 
top, where they terminate in broad parasols; others taper 
into plumes. Others, on the contrary, bave near the body 
a large tuft, out of which the stripped stem shoots up to 
heaven like a second tree planted in the first; you would 
think that they formed the foreground of an artificial land­
scape, or the side-scenes of a theatrical decoration, so curi­
ously deformed are they; wbile ivy passing from one to 
the other and suflocating them in its embrace, m'ngles its 
dark bearts with the green leaves and looks like their shad­
ows. Nothing in the world <ould be more picturesque. The 
stream widens at this spot SO as to form a little lake, and its 
shallowness allows the beautiful aquatic plants, which carpet 
its bed, to be seen beneath the transparent water. These are 
nympbae""" and lotuses floating carelessly in the purest 
crystal, with the reflections of the clouds and of the weep­
ing-willows that lean over on the bank. The mansion is on 
the other side, and this little skiff, painted apple-green and 
light red, will save you going rather a long round to read> 
the bridge. 

"It is a collection of buildings, constructed at different 
epochs, with uneven gables, and a crowd of little bel1~turrets. 
This pavilion is of brick, with corners of stone: this main 
bnilding is of a rustic order, full of embossments and ver­
miculations. This other pavilion is quite modern; it bas a 
tlat roof, after the Italian fashion, with vases and a balus--

" trade of tiles, and a vestibule of ticking in the shape of a 
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tent. The windows are all of different sizes, and do not cor­
respond; they are of all kinds. We find even trefoils and 
ogives, for the chapel is Gothic. Certain portions are lat­
ticed, like Chinese houses, with trellis-work planted in dif­
ferent colours, whereon climb woodbines, jessamines, nastur­
tiums, and virginian creepers, the long sprays of which enter 
the rooms familiarly, and ~em to stretch out a hand to you 
and bid you good morning. 

"In spite of this want of regularity, or rather by reason 
of it, the appearance of the building is charming. It has at 
least not all been seen at oncc, you can make a choice, and 
you are always bethinking yourself of something that had 
not been noticed. This dwelling, which I did not know of, 
as it is at a distance of twenty leagues, pleased me at the 
very first, and I was most grateful to Rosette for having had 
the triumphant idea of choosing such a nest for our loves. 

"We arrived there at the close of day; and being fatigued, 
had nothing more urgent, after supping with great appetite, 
than to go to bed-separately, be it understood-for we 
intended to sleep seriously. 

"1 was dreaming some rose-coloured dream, full of flowers, 
perfumes, and birds, wben I felt a warm breath on my fore­
head, and a kiss descending upon it with throbbing wings. 
A delicate noise of lips, and a soft moisture on the place 
that was toucbed, made me think that I was not dreaming. 
I opened my eyes, and the first thing that I saw was the 
fresh white neck of Rosette, who was bending down over 
the bed to kiss me. I threw my arms around ber form, and 
returned her kiss more amorously than I had done for a long 
time. 

"She went away to draw the curtain and upen the ,,,;ndow, 
then came back and sat down on the edge of my bed, hold­
ing my hand between both of hers and playing with my 
rings. Her attire was most coquettishly simple. She was 
without corset or petticoat, and had absolutely nothing on 
her but a large dressing-gown of camhric, as white as milk, 
\'ery ample and with broad folds; her hair was drawn up 
on the top of ber head with a little white rose, of the kind 
that has only three or four leaves; her ivory feet played in 
slip~ worked in brilliant an.d variegated colours, as deli-
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cate as possible, though still too large, and with no quarter 
like those of the young Roman ladies. As I looked at her I 
regretted that I was her lover, and had not to become so. 

"The dream that I had at the moment when she came to 
awake me in so agreeable a manner was not very remote 
from the reality. My room looked upon the little lake that 
I have just described. My window was frarned with jessa­
mine, \'rhich was shaking its stars in silver rain upon the 
floar. Large foreign flowers were poising their urns beneath 
my balcony as though to cense me; a sweet and undecided 
odour, formed of a thousand different perfumes, penetrared 
to my bed, whence I could see the water gleaming and 
scaling into millions of spangles; the birds were jargoning, 
warbling, chirping, and piping. It was a harmonious noise, 
and confused like the hum of a festival. Opposite, on a 
sunlit hill, stretched a lawn of golden green, on which some 
large oxen, scattered here and there, were feeding unaer 
the care of a little boy. Quite alone, and further away, 
might be seen immense squares of forest of a darker green, 
from which the bluish smoke of the charcoal kilns curled 
spirally upwards. 

IIEverything in this picture was calm, fresh, and smiling, 
and in whatever direction I turned my eyes, I saw nothing 
that was not fair and young. My room was hung in chintz, 
with mats on the floor: blue Japanese pots, with round 
bodies and tapering necks, and filled with singular flowers, 
were artistically arranged on the whatnots and on the dark­
blue marble chimneypiece which was also filled with flowers; 
there were frieze-panels of gay colour and deHcate design, 
representing scenes from rural or pastoral nature, and sofas 
and divans in every comer, and then-a beautiful and youth­
ful woman all in white, her flesh giving a tender rose tint 
to ber transparent dress where it touched it. It would be 
impossible to imagine anything better ordered for the grati­
fication alike of soul and eye. 

ClTIms my contented and careless glance would pass with 
equal pleasure from a magnificent p:>t strev.'ll with dragons 
and mandarins to Rosette's slipper, and from that to the 
corner of her shoulder which shone heneath the cambric: it 
would pause at the tremblin~ stars of the jessamine and the 
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white tresses of the willows on the bank, cross the water and 
wander on the hill, and then come back into the room, to be 
fixed on the rose-coloured bows on the corset of some sheo-
herdess. . 

"Through the slashes in the foliage the sky was opening 
thousands of blue eyes; the water prattled sofU!" and I, 
plunged in tranquil ecstdsy, without speaking, and with my 
hand still between Rosette's two little ones, gave myself up 
to all this joy. 

uDo what we may, happiness is pink and white; it can 
scarcely be represented otherwise. Delicate colours suit it 
as a matter of course. On its palette it bas only water-green, 
sky-blue, and straw-yellow. Its pictures are all bright like 
those of the Chinese painters. Flowers, light, perfumes, a 
soft and silken skin which touches yours, a veiled harmony 
coming you know not wbence, wi tb these there is perfect 
happiness, and there is no means of living happy in a dif­
ferent way. For myself, I, who have a horror of the com­
mon-place, who dream but of strange adventures, strong 
passions, delirious ecstasies, and odd and difficult situations, 
I must be foolishly happy in the manner I have indicated. 
and, for all my efforts, I have never been able to discover any 
other method of being so. 

"I would have you know that I made none of these reflec­
tions then; it was after the event and when writing to you 
that they occurred to me; at the moment in question I was 
occupied only in enjoying-the sole occupation 0f 3. reason­
able man. 

"I will not describe to you the life that "e are leading 
here; it may easily be imagined. There are ~"Iks in the 
great woods, violets and strawberries, kisses and little blue 
flowers, luncheons on the grass, readings and books forgotten 
beneath the trees; parties on the water "ith the end of a 
scarf or a white band dipping in the current, long songs 
and long laughter repeated hy the echo on the bank; the 
most Arcadian life that could be imagined ~ 

"Rosette ovenvhelms me with caresses and attentions: 
cooing more than a dove in the month of May, she roll. 
herself about me and encircles me in her folds; she strives 
that I may have no other atmosphere than her breath, and 
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no other horizon than her eyes; she invests me very care­
fully, and suffers nothing whatever to enter or come forth 
without permission; she has built a little guard-house beside 
my heart, whence she keeps watch over it night and day. 
She says charming things to me; she makes me the kindest 
madriga1s; she sits at my feet and behaves before me quite 
like a humble slave before her lord and master- behaviour 
which suits me well enough, for I like these little submissive 
ways, and I have an inclination towards oriental despotism. 
She never does the smallest thing without taking my advice, 
'<lIld she seems completely to have renounced whim and 
wish; she tries to divine my thought and to anticipate it: 
she is wearisome with wit, tenderness, and kindness; she is 
perfect enough to be thrmvn out of the window. How the 
devil can I give up so adorable a woman without seeming a 
monster? It would be enough to discredit my heart for 
ever. 

"Oh! how I long to find her in fault, and to discover some­
thing wrong against her! how impatiently I wait for an op­
portunity for a quarrel! but there is no danger that the rogue 
'nIl furnish me with one! \\-'hen I speak abruptly, and in a 
harsh tone to her, in order to bring about an altercation. 
she gives me such soft answers, in such silvery tones, with 
such moist eyes, and with such a sad and loving mien that 
I seem to myself something worse than a tiger, or else a 
crocodile at the "ery least, and, in spite of my rage, am 
obliged to ask her pardon. 

"She literally murders me with love: she puts me to the 
torture, and every day brings the planks, between which I 
am caught, a notch closer. She probably wants to drive me 
into telling her that I detest her, that she wearies me to 
death, and that, if she does not leave me at peace, I will 
cut her fare with a horsewhip. By heavens! she will suc­
ceed, and, if she continues to be so amiable, the devil take 
me but it will be before long. 

"In spite of all these fair appearances, Rosette h3S had 
enough of me as I of her ; hut as she has committed glaring 
fom~ on my account, she \\;ll not, by a rupture, put her­
self m the wrong in the eyes of the worthy corporation of 
womankind. Every great passion pretends to be etemal, and 
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it is very coDvenient to avail one's self of its advantages 
without being subjected to its drawbacks. i.osette reasons 
in this manner: cHere is a young man who has only a 
remnant of liking for me, and being artless and gentle, he 
does not dare to show it openly, and is at his wit's end; 
it is clear that I weary him, but he will die with the trouble 
of it rather than take it upon himself to leave me. As he is 
a sort of poet, be bas bis bead full of fine phrases about 
love and passion, and believes himself obliged, as a matter 
of conscience, to play the p,rt of a Tristan or an Amadis. 
Hence, as nothing in the world is more intolerable than the 
caresses of one whom you are beginning to love no longer 
(and to love a woman no longer means to hate her violently), 
I am going to lavish them on bim sufficiently to give him a 
fit of indigestion, and be will be obliged at any rate to 
send me to al1 the devils, or else begin to love me again 
as he did the first day, which be will carefully abstain from 
doing.' 

"Nothing could be better conceived. Is it not charming 
to act the deserted Ariadne? People pity you and admire 
you, and cannot find sufficient imprecations for the wretch 
who has been monstrous enough to forsake so adorable a 
creature. You assume a resigned and mournful air, you rest 
your chin on your hand and your elbow on your knee in such 
a way as to bring out the pretty blue veins of your wrisL 
You wear more streaming hair, and for some time adopt 
dresses of a darker hue. You avoid uttering the name of the 
ungrateful one, but you make indirect allusions to it, heaving 
little admirably modulated sighs. 

"A woman SO good, SO beautiful, SO impassioned, who has 
made such great sacrifices, wbo is absolutely free from re­
proach, a chosen vessel, a pearl of love, a spotless mirror, a 
drop of milk, a white rose, an ideal essence for the perfume 
of a life-a woman wbo should bave been worshipped on 
bended knees, and wbo, ajter her death, ought to be cut in 
smal1 pieces for the purpose of relics--to abandon her in­
iquitousiy, fraudulently, villainously! Why, a corsair would 
not do worse! To give her her death-blow!-for she wil1 
assuredly die of it! A man must have a paving-stone in 
h~ body instead of a heart to be13ave in such a way. 
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"0 men I men I 
"I say this ro myself; but perhaps it is not true. 
"Excellent bypocrites as women naturally are, 1 caD 

scarcely believe that they could go so far as this; are not 
Rosette's demonstrations after all only the accurate expres­
sion of ber feelings towards me? However this may be, the 
continuation of the tete·d·tete is no longer possible, and the 
fair chatelaine bas at last just sent off invitations to her 
acquaintances in the neighbourhood. We are busy making 
preparations to receive these worthy country people. G0od­
bye, dear friend." 

v 

"I WAS wrong. My wicked beart, being incapable of love, 
bad given itself this reason that it might deliver itself from 
a weight of gratitude wbich it could not support. 1 bad 
joyfully seized this idea in order to excuse myself in my 
own eyes. I had clung to it, hut nothing in the world could 
bave been more untrue. Rosette was not playing a part, 
and if ever a woman was true, it is she. Weill 1 almost bear 
ber iIl·wHl for the sincerity of her passion, wbich is one tie 
the more, and makes a rupture more difficult and less ex· 
cusable; 1 would rather bave her false and fickle. What a 
singular position is thisl You wish to go away and you 
remain; you wish to say, ' 1 bate you,' and you say, 'I love 
you;' your past impels you onward and prevents you from 
returning or stopping. You are faithful, and you regret it. 
An indefinable kind of shame prevents you from giving 
yourself up entirely to other acquaintances, and makes you 
compound with yourself. You give to one all that you can 
take from the other without sacrificing appearances; times 
and opportunities for seeing each other, wbich once presented 
themselves SO naturally, are now to be discovered only with 
.difIicuJty. You begin to remember that you bave business of 
Importance. 

"Such a situation full of twitchings is most painful, but 
it is not so much 10 as mine. When it is a new friendshi p 
that tabs you away from the old it is easier ro get free. 
Hope II1IiIes ~ GIl you from the tmaboId of the 
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house that contains your young loves. A fairer and rosier 
illusion hovers white-winged over the newly closed tomb of 
its sister lately dead; another blossom more mature and 
more balmy, on which there trembles a heavenly tear, has 
sprung up suddenly from among the withered flower-cups of 
the old bouquet; fair azure-tinted vistas open up before you; 
avenues of yoke-elms, discreet and bumid, extend to the 
horizon; there are gardens with a few pale statues, or some 
bank supported by an ivy-clad wall, lawns starred with 
daisies, narrow balconies where leaning on your elbow you 
gaze at the moon, shadows intersected with furtive gUm­
merings, nrawing-rooms with light subdued by ample cur­
tains; all the obscurity and isolation sougbt by the love 
wbich dares not show itself. 

HIt is like a new youth that comes to you. You have, 
besides, change of place, habit, and peoplej you feel, per­
haps, a species of remorse, but the desire that hovers and 
buzzes about your bead like a bee in the spring-time prevents 
you from hearkening to its voice; the void in your heart is 
filled, and your memories fade beneath new impressions. 
But in this case it is different. I love nobody, and it is only 
from lassitude and weariness of myself rather than of ber 
that I ,,;sh that I could break with Rosette. 

"MyoId notions, which bad slumbered for a little while, 
awake more foolish than ever. I am tormented as before 
with the desire of having a mistress, and as before, in 
Rosette's very arms, I doubt whether I have ever had one. 
I see again the fair lady at her window in her park of the 
time of Louis XIII, and the bun tress on ber white borse 
gallops across the avenue in the forest. My ideal beauty 
smiles at me from the height of her hammock of clouds, I 
imagine that if I were to post off on the spot and go some­
wbere, far away and quickly, I should reach a spot wbere 
things that concern me are taking place and wbere my des­
tinies are being decided. 

" I feel that I am being waited for impatiently in some 
Corner of the earth, I know not which. A suffering soul that 
cannot come to me calls eagerly for me and dreams of me; 
it is this that causes my disquietude, and renders me inca­
pable of remaining wbere I am; I am drawn violently out 
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of my element. My nature is not one of those that is the 
centre of others, one of these fixed stars around which other 
lights gravitate; I must wander over the plains of the sky 
like an unruly meteor, until I have met with the planet 
whose satellite I am to be, the Saturn on whom I am to 
place my riog. Dh I when will this marriage be accom­
plished? Until then I cannot hope to be in my proper posi­
tion and at rest, and I shall be like the distracted and 
vacillating compass-needle when seeking for its pole. 

uI have suffered my wings to be caught in this treacherous 
bird-lime, hoping that I should leave only a feather behind, 
and believing myself able to flyaway when I should think fit 
to do so. "othing could be more difficult; I find that I am 
covered with an imperceptible net more difficult to break than 
that forged by Vulcan, and the texture of the meshes is so 
fine and close that there is no aperture admitting of escape. 
The net, moreover, is large, and it is poss"ble to move 
about inside it with an appearance of freedom; it can 
scarcely be perceived, save when an attempt is made to 
break it, but then it resists and becomes as sol:d as a wall 
of brass. 

uHow much time have I lost, 0 my ideal! without making 
the slightest effort to realise thee I How have I slothfully 
abandoned myself to the voluptuousness of a night! and bow 
little do I deserve to find tI,ee I 

uSometimes I think of forming another connection: but J 
have no one in view. l\Iore frequently I propose, jf I succeert 
in breaking these bonds, never to enter into similar ones 
again; and yet there is nothing to justify such a resolution. 
for this affair has been apparently a very happy one, and ) 
have not the least complaint to make against Rosette. She 
has always been good to me; her conduct could not ha,'e been 
better. Her fidelity to me has been exemplary: she has not 
occasioned the slightest suspicion. The most vigilant and 
restless jealousy would have found nothing to say against 
her, and would have been obliged to fall asleep. A man 
could have been jealous only for things that were past: 
although it is true that in that case he would have had abund­
ant reason to be so. But jealousy of this description is a 
nicety which happily is rather rare: the present is quite 
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enough without going back to search beneath the rubbish of 
old passion for phials of poison and cups of gal\. 
. "What woman could you love if you thought of all this? 
You know, in a confused way, that a woman bas had sev­
eral lovers before you; but you say to yourself-so full of 
tortuous turnings and ,,,;ndings is the pride of man I-that 
you are the first that she has truly loved, and that it was 
owing to a concurrence of fatal circumstances that she found 
herself united to people unworthy of her, or perhaps that 
it was the vague longing of a heart which was seeking for 
its own satisfaction, and which changed because it had not 
found . 

" Perhaps it is impossible really to love anyone but a vir­
gin-a virgin in body and mind-a frail bud which no zephyr 
has as yet caressed, and the closed bosom of which has re­
ceived neither raindrop nor pearly dew, a chaste flower which 
unfolds its white robe for you alone, a fair lily with silver 
urn wherein no desire has been quenched, and which has 
been gilded only by your sun, rocked only by your breath, 
watered only by your hand. The radiance of noon is not 
worth the divine paleness of dawn, and all the fervour of a 
soul that has experience and knowledge of life yields to the 
heavenly ignorance of a young heart that is waking up to 
love. Ah! what a bitter and shameful thought is it that you 
are wiping a\vay the kisses of another, that there is not, per­
haps, a single SIX>t on this brow, these lips, this throat, these 
shoulders, on this whole body which is yours now, that has 
not been reddened and marked by strange lips; that these 
divine murmurs coming to the assistance of the tongue, whose 
words bave failed, have been heard before; that these senses, 
which are so greatly moved, have not learned their ecstasy 
and their delirium from you, and that deep down, far away 
in the retirement of one of th",,,, recesses of the soul that are 
never visited, there watobes an ineJ(orable recollection which 
compares the pleasures of former times with the pleasures of 
to-day! 

"Although my natural supineness leads me to prefer high 
roads to unbeaten paths, and a public drinking-fountain to ? 

mountain spring, I must absolutely try to love some virginal 
creature as pure as snow, as trembling as the sensi~;ve pla.'1t. 
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who can only blush, and cast down her eyes. Perhaps he­
neath this limpid flood, into which no diver has yet gone 
down, I may fish up a pearl of the purest water and fit to be . 
the fellow of Geopatra's; but to do this I should loose the 
bond that ties me to Rosette,-for it is not probahle that ) 
shall realise my wish with her,-and I do not in truth feel the 
power to do so. 

H And then, if I must confess it, I have at bottom a secret 
and shameful motive which dares not come forth into the 
light, and which I must nevertheless mention to you, seeing 
that I have promised to hide nothing from you, and that a 
confession to be meritorious must be complete-a motive 
which counts for much amid all this uncertainty. If I break 
with Rosette, some time must necessarily elapse before she 
can be replaced, however compliant may be the kind of 
woman in whom I shall seek for her successor, and with her 
I have made pleasure a habit which I should find it painful 
to interrupt_ It is, of course, possible to fall back upon 
courtesans--I liked them well enough once, and did not 
spare them on a like emergency-but now they disgust me 
horribly, and give me nausea. Having tasted of a more re­
fined though still impure passion, such cre3.tures are not 
"oaain to be thought of. On the other hand, I cannot endure 
the idea of being one or two months without a \ .... ·oman for 
my companion. This is egoism, and of a depraved descrip­
tion; but I believe that the most virtuous, if they woulrt be 
frank, might make somewhat analogous confessions. 

"It is in this respect that I am most surely caught, and 
were it not for this reason, Rosette and I would have quar­
relled irreparably long ago. And then in truth it is so mor­
tally wearisome to pay court to a woman that I have no 
heart for it. To begin again to say all the charming fool eries 
that I have said so many times already I to fe-enact the ador­
able, to v,Tite notes and to reply to them; to escort beautie~ 
in the evening two leagues from your own house: to catch 
cold in your feet and your bead before a window while watch­
ing for a beloved shadow; to calculate on a sofa how many 
superposed tissues separate you from your goddess; to carry 
bouquets and frequent balls only to arrive at my present 
po~ition-it h. wel! worth the trouble! 



MADDIOISELLE DE MAUPIN 83 

"It were as good to remain in one's rut. Wby come out of 
it only to fall again into one precisely similar, after disquiet­
ing one's-self greatly and doing one's-self much harm? If J 
were in love, matters would take their own course, and all 
this would seem delightful to me; but I am not, although I 
have the greatest wish to be so, for after all there is only love 
in the world; and if pleasure, which is merely its shadow, has 
such allurements for us, what must the reality be? In what 
a flood of unspeakable ecstasy, in what lakes of pure delight 
must those s",m whose hearts have been reached by one of 
its gold-tipped arrows, and who bum with the kindly ardour 
of a mutual flame! 

"By Rosette's side I experience that dull calm, and that 
kind of lazy comfort which results from the gratification of 
the senses, but nothing more; and this is not enough. Often 
this voluptuous enervation turns to torpor, and this tran­
quillity to weariness; and J then fall into purposeless absence 
of mind, and into a kind of dull dreaming which fatigues me 
and wears me out. It is a condition that I must get out of at 
all costs. 

"Oh! if I could be like certain of my friends who kiss an 
old glove with intoxication, who are rendered completely 
happy by the pressure of the hand, who would not exchange 
a few paltry flowers, half withered by the perspiration of the 
ball, for a Sultana's jewel-box, who cover with their tears 
and sew into their shirts, just Q\"er their hearts, a note 
w:itten in wretched style, and stupid enough to have been 
copied from the 'Complete Letter Writer,' who worship 
women with big feet, and excuse themselves for doing so on 
the ground that they have a beautiful soul! 

"If I could follow with trembling the last folds of a dress. 
and wait for the opening of a door that I might see a dear. 
white apparition pass into a flood of light; if a whispered 
word made me change colour; if r posses..<ed the virtue to 
forego dining that I might amve the sooner at a trysting­
place; if I were capable of stabbing a rival or fighting a duel 
with a husband; if, by the special favour of heaven, it were 
given to me to find wit in ugly women, and goodness in those 
who are both ugly and foolish; if I could make up my mind 
to dance a minuet and to listen to sonatas played by young 
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persons on harpischord or harp; if my capacity could reach 
to the height of understanding ombre and reversis; if, in 
short, I were a man and not a poet, I should certainly be 
much happier than I am; I should be less wearied and less 
wearisome. 

"Only one thing have I ever asked of women-beauty; I 
am very willing to dispense with wit and soul. For me a 
woman who is beautiful has always wit; she has the wit to be 
beautiful, and I know of none that is equal to this. It 
would take many brilliant phrases and sparkling flashes to 
make up the worth of the lightning from a beautiful eye. 
I prefer a pretty mouth to a pretty word, and a well-modelled 
shoulder to a virtue, even a theological one j I would give 
fifty souls for a delicate foot, and all our poetry and poets 
for the hand of Jeanne d'Aragon or the brow of tho Virgin 
of Foligno. I worship beauty of form above all things ; 
beauty is to me visible divinity, palpable happiness, heaven 
come down upon earth. There are certain undulating out­
lines, delicate lips, curved eyelids, inclinations of the head, 
and extended ovals which ravish me beyond all e.'pression, 
and engage me for whole hours at a time. 

"Beauty, the only thing that cannot be acquired, inacces­
sible for ever to those who are without it at first; ephemeral 
and fragile flower which grows without being sown, pure gift 
of heaven! 0 beauty! the most radiant diadem wherewith 
chance could crown a brow-thou art admirable and precious 
like all that is beyond the reach of man, like the azure of 
the firmament, like the gold of the star, like the perfume of 
the seraphic lily! We may e..change a stool for a throne ; 
we may conquer the world, and many have done so ; but who 
could refrain from kneeling before thee, pure personification 
of the thought of God? 

"I ask for nothing but beauty, it is true; but I must have it 
so perfect that I shall probably never find it. Here and there 
I have seen, in 3. few women, portions that were admirable 
acrompanied by what was commonplace, and I have loved 
them for the choice parts that they had, without taking the 
rest into account~ it is, however, a rather painful task and 
sorrowful operation to suppress half of one's mistress in this 
way. and mentally to ampUtate whatever is ugly or 'Jrdinarv 
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in ber by confining one's gaze to whatever goodness she may 
possess. Beauty is harmony, and a person who is equally 
ugly throughout is often less disagreeable to look at than a 
woman who is unequally beautiful. No sight gives me so 
.nuch pain as that of an unfinished masterpiece, or of beauty 
wbich is wanting in something; a spot of oil offends less on a 
coarse drugget than on a rich material. 

"Rosette is not bad; she might pass for bein~ beautiful, 
but she is far from realising my dream; she is a statue, 
several portions of which have been finished to a nicety. 
The rest has not been wrought so clearly out of the block; 
there are some parts indicated "ith much delicacy and charm, 
and others in a more slovenly and negligent fashion. In 
the eyes of the vulgar the statue appears entirely finished, 
and its beauty complete; but a more attentive observer dis­
covers many places where the work is not close enough, and 
outlines which, to attain to the purity that they ought to pos­
sess, would need the nail of the workman to pass and re-pass 
many more times over them; it is for love to polish this mar­
ble and complete it, which is as much as to say that it will 
not be I who will finish it 

"For the rest I do not limit beauty to any particular sinu­
osity of lines. ~1ien, gesture, walk, breath, colour, tone, per­
fume, all that life is enters into the composition of my ideal; 
everything that has fragrance that sings, or that is radiant 
belongs to it as a matter of course. I love rich brocades, 
splendid stuffs with their ample and powerful folds; I love 
large flowers and scent-boxes, the transparency of spring 
water, the reflecting splendour of fine armour, thoroughbred 
horses and large white dogs such as we see in the pictures of 
Paul Veronese. I am a true pagan in this respect, and I 
in no wise adore gods that are badly made. Although I am 
not at bottom exactly what is called irreligious, no one is in 
fact a worse Christian than 1. 

"I do not understand the mortification of matter which is 
the essence of Cl:ristianity, I think it a sacrilegious act to 
strike God's handiwork, and I cannot believe that the flesh 
is bad, since He has Himself formed it with His own fingers 
and in His own image. I do not approve much of long dark.­
coloured smock-frock with only a head and two hands emerg-
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ing from t!:em, and pictures in which everything is drowned 
in shadow except a radiant countenance. My wish is that 
the sun should enter eyerywhere, that there should be as 
much light and as little shadow as possible, that there ,hould 
be sparkling colour and curving lines, that nudity should be 
displayed proudly, and that matter should be concealed froll' 
none, seeing that, equally with mind, it is an everlasting 
hymn to the praise of God. 

"I can perfectly understand the mad enthusiasm of the 
Greeks for beauty; and for my part I see nothing absurd in 
the law which compelled the judges to hear the pleadings of 
the lawyers in a dark place, lest their good looks and the 
gracefulness of their gestures and attitude should prepossess 
them favourably and incline the scale. 

"I would buy nothing of an ugly shopwoman ; I would be 
more willing to give to beggars whose rags and leanness were 
picturesque. There is a little feverish Italian as green as a 
citron, with large black and white eyes which are half his 
face--you would think it was an unframed Murillo or Espag­
nolet exposed for sale by a second-hand dealer on the pave­
ment; he always has a penny more than the others. 1 would 
never beat a handsome horse or dog, and I should not like 
to have a friend or a servant who had not an agreeable ex­
terior. 

ult is a real torture to me to see ugly things or ugly per­
sons. Architecture in bad taste, a piece of furniture of bad 
shape, prevent me from taking pleasure in a house, however 
comfortable and attractive it may otherwise be. The best 
wine seems almost sour to me in an ill-turned glass, and J 
confess that I would rather have the most Lacedremonian 
broth on an enamel by Bernard de Palissy than the most deli­
cate game in an earthenware plate. Externals have always 
taken a violent hold on me, and that is the reason why 1 
avoid the company of old people; it grieves me, and affects 
me disagreeably, because they are "Tinkled and deformed, 
though some indeed have a beauty of their own; and a good 
deal of disgust b mingled with the pity that I feel for them. 
Of all the ruins in the world the ruin of a man is assuredly 
the saddest to contemplate. 

"If I _re a painter (and I have always regretted that I 
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am not), I would people my canvases only with godde5Se5, 
nymphs, madonnas, cherubs, and cupids. To devote one's 
brush to the making of portraits, uoless they be those of beau­
tiful persons, appears to me high treason against the art; 
and, far from wishing to double ugly or ignoble faces, and 
insignificant and mlgar heads, I should be more inclined to 
have them cut orf the originals. Caligula's ferocity turned 
in this direction would seem to me almost laudable. 

"The only thing in the world that I have ever wished for 
with any consistency is to be handsome. By bandsome, I 
mean as h:mdsome as Paris or Apollo. To be free from de­
formity, a::d to have tolerably regular features, i.e., to have 
one's r.ose b the middle of one's face, and neither Snl.lO nor 
hooked, eyes neither red nor blood-shot, and a mouth be­
comingly cut, is not to be handsome. At this rate I should 
be so, and I am as remote from the idea that I bave formed 
of manly beauty as if I were one of the clock-jacks that 
strike the hour on the bells; I might bave a mouotain on 
each shoulder, legs as crooked as those of a turnspit, and 
the nose and muzzle of an ape, and yet have as close a 
resemblance to it. 

"I often look at myself in the glass for whole bours, with 
unimagi~able fixity and attention to see whether some im­
provement has not taken place in my face; I wait for the line! 
to make a movement and become straighter or rounder with 
more delicacy and purity, for my eye to light up and swim 
in a more vivacious fluid, for the sinuosity that separates 
my forehe3d from my nose to be filled up, and for my pro­
file thus to assume the stillness and simplicity of the Greek 
profile, and I am always very much surprised that this does 
not happen. I am always hoping that some spring or other 
I shall lay aside the form that I have, as a !lCrpent sl:eds his 
old skin. 

"To think that I want so little to be handsome, and that I 
shall never be so! What! half a line, a huodredth or a thou­
sandth part of a line more or less in one place or another, 
a little less flesh on this bone, a little more on that-a 
painter or a statuary would have settled the affair in balf an 
hour. \Vhat mattered it to the atoms composing me to crys­
talise in such or s~ch a way? How did it concern this oul-
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line to come out here and to go in there, and where was the 
necessity that I should be as I am and not different? In 
truth if I had Chance by the throat I think I should strangle 
it. Because it has pleased a wretched particle of I know not 
what to fall I know not where, and to coagulate foolishly 
into the clumsy countenance that I display, I am to he un· 
happy for ever! Is it not the most foolish and miserable 
thing in the world? How is it that my soul, with her eager 
longing for it, cannot let the poor carrion that she keeps up­
right fall prostrate, and go and animate one of those statues 
",hose exquisite beauty saddens and ravishes her? 

"There are two or three persons whom I would assassinate 
with delight, being careful, however, not to bruise or spoil 
them, if I were in possession of the word that would effect the 
transmigration of souls from one body to the other. It has 
always seemed to me that to do what I wish (and what that 
is I do not know), I had need of very great and perfect 
beauty, and I imagine to myself that, if I had it, my life, 
which is so fettered and tormented, would have been left in 
peace. 

"We see so !:lany beautiful faces in pictures I-why is none 
of them mine?-so many charming heads hidden beneath 
the dust and smoke of time in the depths of the old galleries! 
Would it not be better if they left their frames and came and 
expanded on my shoulders? Would Raphael's reputation 
suffer very much if one of the angels that he makes to fly in 
swarm!! in the ultramarine of his canvases, were to give up 
his mask to me for tbirty years? So many of the most beau­
tiful parts of his frescoes have peeled off and fallen away 
from old age! No one would heed it. What are these silent 
beauties, upon which common men bestow scarce a heedless 
glance, doing around these walls? and why has God or 
chance not wit enough to do what a man has accomplished 
with a few hairs fitted on a stick as a handle, and a few 
pastes of different colours tempered on a board? 

"My first sensation before one of these marvellous heads, 
whose painted gaze seems to pass through you and extend to 
the infinite, is a shock, and a feeling of admiration which is 
not devoid of terror. My eyes grow moist, my heart beats; 
then, when I become a little more aCCU5tomed to it, and havf 
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penetrated further into the secret of its beauty, I make a tacit 
comparison between it and myself; jealousy twists itself at 
the bottom of my soul in more tangled knots than a viper, 
and I bave all the trouble in the world to refrain from throw­
ing myself upon the canvas and tearing it to pieces. 

"To be handsome means to have in one's-self so great a 
charm that every one smiles on you and welcomes you, that 
before you bave spoken everybody is already prepossessed 
in your favour and disposed to be of your opinion; that you 
have only to pass through a street or show yourself on a 
balcony to create friends or mistresses for you in the crowd. 
To have no need of being amiable in order to be loved, to be 
exempt from all the expenditure of wit and complaisance to 
which ugliness compels you, and from the thousand moral 
qualities which are necessary to make up for the absence of 
personal beauty;-what a splendid and magnificent gift! 

"And if one could unite supreme beauty with supreme 
strength, a."ld have the muscles of Hercules beneath the skin 
of Antinoiis, what more could he WIsh for? I am sure that 
with these two things and the soul that I have, I should in less 
than three years be emperor of the world! Another thing 
that I have desired almost as much as beauty and strength i, 
the gift of transporting myself with the swiftness of thought 
from one place to another. With the beauty of an angel, the 
strength of a tiger and the wings of an eagle, I might begin 
to find that the world is not so badly organised as I at first 
believed. A beautiful mask to allure and fascinate its prey. 
wings to swoop down upon it and carry it off, and claws to 
rend it;-so long as I have not tbese I shall be unhappy. 

"All the passions and tastes that I have had have been 
merely these three longings disguised. I liked weapons. 
horses, and women: weapons to take the place of the sinews 
that I lacked: horses to serve me instead of wings; women 
that I might at least possess in somebody the beauty that 
was wanting in myself. I sought in preference the most in­
geniously murderous weapons, and those which inflicted in­
curable wounds. J never had an opportunity of making use 
of a kris or yataghan: nevertbeless I like to have them about 
me; I draw them from the sheath witb a feeling of unspeak­
able security and strength. I fence "ith them at random with 
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great energy, and if I chance to see the ro6ection of my '­
in a glass, I am astonished at its ferocious <-"Pression. 

"As to horses, I so override them that they must die or 
tell the reason why. If I had not given up riding Ferragus 
he would have been dead long ago, and that would have been 
a pity, for he is a good animal. What Arah horse oould have 
legs so ready and so slender as my desire? In women I 
have sought nothing hut the exterior, and as those that I 
have seen up to the present are far from answeriog to the 
idea that I have formed of beauty, I have fallen back en 
pictures and statues;-a resource which is after all pitiful 
enough whe.., one has senses so inflamed as mine. However, 
there is something grand and beautiful in loving a statue, 
in that the love is perfectly disinterested, that you have not 
to dread the satiety or disgust of victory, and that you can­
not reasonably hope for a seoond wonder similar to the story 
of Pygmalion. The impossible has always pleased me. 

"Is it not slngular that I who am stnI in the fairest months 
of adolescence, and who, so far from abusing exerything, have 
not even made use of the simplest things, have become sur­
feited to such a degree that I am no longer tickled by what 
is whimsical or difficult? That satiety follows pleasure is a 
natural law and easy to be understood. That a man who 
has eaten largely of every dish at a banquet should be DO 

longer hungry, and should seek to rouse his sluggish palate 
with the thousand arrows of spices or irritant wines may be 
most readily explained; but that a man who has just sat 
down to table and has scarcely tasted the first viands should 
be seized veith such su;>erb disgust, be unable to touch with­
out vomiting any dishes but those possessing extreme relish 
and care only for high-flavoured meats, cheeses marbled with 
blue, truI!Ies and wines with the taste of tlint, is a phenome­
DOll which can only result from a peculiar organisation; it is 
u though an inlant six months old were to find its nune's 
milk insipid and refuse to suck anything but brandy. 

"1 am u wary as if I had gone through all the prodigali­
ties of Sa .. ' spelus, and yet my life has been, in appear­
-.ce, tnDqaIl_ chute. It is a mistake to think that pol-
1liiian is the ... IWd wbich leads to 1IIItIety. It can aIIo 
be nIdIecl b.J ... II8d. "". • II _ -iDa than 
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excess. Desire such as mine fatigues differently from pos­
session. Its glance traverses and penetrates the object which 
it fain would bave, and wbich is radiant above it, more quickly 
and deeply than if it touched it. Wbat more can it be taught 
by use? What e:'perience can be equal to such constant and 
impassioned contemplation? 

"I bave passed through so many things, though I have 
made t1:e circuit of very few, that only the steepest heights 
any longer tempt me. I am attacked by the malady which 
seizes nations and powerful men in their old ag_the impos­
sible. All that I can do bas not the least attl.ction for me. 
Tiberius, Caligula, Nero, great Romans of the Empire, 0 
you who have been so misunderstood, and are pursued by the 
baying of the rhetors' pack, 1 suffer from your disease and 
I pity you with all the pity that rem.'ns to me! I, too, would 
build a bridge across the sea and pave the waves; I have 
dreamed of burning to\VI1S to illuminate my festivals; I have 
wished to be a woman, that I might become acquainted with 
fresh voluptuousness. 

"Thy gilded house, 0 Nero! is but a miry stable beside the 
palace th.t I have raised; my wardrobe is better equipped 
than thine, Heliogabalus, and of very different splendour. 
My circuses are more roaring and more bloody than yours, 
my perfumes more keen and penetrating, my slaves more 
numerous and better made; I, too, bave yoked naked courte­
sans to my chariot, and I bave trodden upon men with a heel 
as disdainful as yours. Colossuses of the ancient world, there 
beats beneath my feeble sides a beart as great as yours, and 
in your place I would have done what you did and perhaps 
more. How many Babels bave I piled up one upon another 
to reach the sky, slap the stars and spit thence upon creation! 
Wby am I not God, since I cannot be man? 

"Oh! I think that a hundred thousand centuries of noth­
ingness will be needed to rest me after these twenty years of 
life. God of Heaven, what stone will you roll upon me? into 
what shaduw will you plunge me? of what Lethe will you 
canse me to drink? beneath what mountain will you bury 
the Titan? Am I destined to breathe a volcano from my 
mouth and make earthquakes when turning over? 

"When I think that I was born of a mother so sweet and 10 
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resigned, whose tastes and habits were so simple, I am quite 
surprised that I did not burst through ber womb when she 
was carrying me. How is it that nODe of her calm, pure 
thoughts passed into my body with the blood that she trans· 
mitted to me? and wby must I be the son of ber flesh only 
and not of ber spirit? The dove bas produced a tiger which 
would fain have all creation a prey to bis claws. 

" I lived among the calmest and chastest surroundings. It 
is difficult to dream of an existence so purely enshrined as 
mine. My years glided away beneath the shadows of my 
mother's arm-<..hair, with my little sisters and the bouse-dog . 
. -\round me I 5aW only the worthy, gentle, tranquil beads of 
old servants who had grown grey in our service and were in 
a fashion hereditary, and of grave and sententious relatives 
or friends, clad in black, wbo would place their gloves the 
one after the other on the brim of their bats; some aunts of 
a certain age, plump, tidy, discreet, with dazzling linen, grey 
skirts, thread mittens, and their bands on their girdles like 
religious persons; furniture severe even to sadness, bare oak 
wainscoting, leather hangings, the whole fanning an interior 
of sober and subdued colour, such as is represented by cer­
rain Flemish masters. 

"The garden was damp and dark; the box which marked 
out the beds, the ivy which covered the walls and a few fir­
trees with peeled arms were charged with the representation 
of verdure and succeeded ratber badly in their task; the 
brick bouse, with a very lofty roof, though roomy and in 
good condition, bad something gloomy and drowsy about it. 
Surely nothing could have been more adapted for a separate, 
austere, and melancholy life than such an abode. It seemed 
impossible that children brought up in sucb a bouse should 
not end by becoming priests or nuns. Well! in this at­
mospbere of purity and repose, in this sh'lrlow and contem­
plation, I became rotten by degrees, and, ,,,ithout showing any 
,"gns 0f it, like a medlar upon straw. In the bosom of this 
worthy, pious, boly family I arrived at a borrible degree of 
depravity. It was not contact nith the world, for I bad not 
;eon it; nor th. fire of passions, for I was chilled by the rey 
sweat that oozed from those excellent walls. The wonm bad 
»ot cn .... 1ed from the heart of another fruit into rr.ine. It 
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had been hatched of itself entirely within my own pulp 
which it had preyed upon and furrowed in every direction; 
without, there was no appearance and warning that I was 
spoiled. I had neither spot nor worm-hole; but I was com­
pletely hollow within, and there was left to me only a slight, 
brilliantly-coloured pellicle which would bave been burst 
hy the slightest shock. 

"Is it not an inexplicable thing that a child, born of vir­
tuous parents, brought up with care and discretion, and kept 
away from everything bad, should be perverted of himself to 
such a degree, and come to be what I am now? I am sure 
that if you went back a. far as the sixth generation you 
would not find a single atom among my ancestors similar to 
those of which I am formed. I do not belong to my family; 
I am not a branch of that noble trunk, but a poisonous toad­
stool sprung up amid its moss-gro,\,lIl roots some heavy, stormy 
night; and yet no ODe has ever had more aspirations and 
soarings after the beautiful than I, no one has ever tried 
more stubbornly to spread his wings; but each attempt has 
made my fall the greater, and I have been lost through "hat 
ought to have saved me. 

"Solitude is worse for me than society, although I wish 
for the first more than for the second. Everything that takes 
me out of myself is wholesome for me; companionship wear­
ies me, but it snatches me away perforce from the vain dream­
ing, whose spiral I ascend and descend with bended bro" 
and folded arms. Thus, since the tete-a-tete has been broken 
off, and there have been people here with whom I am obliged 
to put some constraint upon myself, I have been less liahle 
to give myself up to my gloomy moods, and have been less 
tormented by the inordinate desires which swoop upon my 
heart like a cloud of vultures as soon as I am unoccupied 
for a moment. 

"There are some rather pretty women, and one or two 
young fellows who are amiahle enough and very gay; but in 
all this country swarm I am most charmed by a young cava­
lier who arrived two or three days ago. He pleased me from 
the very first, and I took a fancy to him, merely on seeinu 
aim dismount from his horse. It would be impossible to b~ 
710re ~raceful; he is not very tall, but he is slender and has 
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a good figure; there i, something soft and undulating in his 
walk and gestures which is most agreeablej many women 
might envy him his hands and feet. The only fault 
that he bas is that be is too beautiful, and bas too delicate 
features for a man. He is provided with a pair of the finest 
ard dorkest eyes in the world, wbich bave an indefinable ex­
pression, and whose gaze it is difficult to sustain; but as be 
is ycry young and hJS no appearance of a beard, the soft· 
ness and perfection of the lower part of his face tempers 
somev;hat the vivacity of his eagle eyes; his brown and Ius­
trcus h:tiI flows over his neck in great ringlets, and gives a 
peculiar character to his head. 

"Here, then, is at last one of the types of beauty that I 
dreamed of realised and walking before me I Wbat pity it is 
that he is a man, or rather that I am not a woman I This 
Adonis, who to his beautiful face unites a very lively and far­
reaching wit, enjoys the further privilege of being ab1e to 
utter bis jests and pleasantries in silvery and thrilling tones 
which it is difficult to bear without emotion. He is truly 
perfect. 

"He appears to sbare my taste for beautful things, for bis 
clothes are very rich and refined, his borse yery frisky and 
thorough-bred ; and, that everything might be complete and 
barmonious, be had a page fourteen or fifteen years old 
mounted on a pony behind him, fair, rosy, as pretty as a 
seraph, half asleep, and so fatigued with his ride, that bis 
master was obliged to lift him off the saddle and carry bim 
in his anns to his room. Rosette. received him very kindly, 
and I think that she intends to make use of him to rouse my 
jealousy and in this way bring out the little flame that sleeps 
beneath the ashes of my e.\':tiilguished passion. Nevertheless, 
formidable as such a rival may be, I am little disposed to 
be jealous of him, and I feel so drawn towards bim that I 
would willingly enough abandon my love to bave his friend­
ship!' 

VI. 

AT this point, if the gentle reader Wlll permit us we shall 
for a time leave t') hi~ dreams the worthy perso~age who, 
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up to the present, has monopolised the stage and .poken for 
himself alone, and go back to the ordinary form of romance, 
without, however, prohibiting ourselves from taking up the 
aramatic form, if necessary, later on, and reserving to our­
selves the right of drawing further on the species of episro­
lary confession addressed by the said young man to his 
friend, being persuaded that, bowever penetrating and full 
of sagacity we may be, we must know far less in this mat­
ter than be does himself . 

. . . The little page was so worn out that he slept in his 
master's arms, his little head all dishevelled, swaying to and 
fro as though he were dead. It '"las some distance from the 
flight of steps to the room which h,d boen assigned to the new 
arrival, and the servant who showed him the way offered to 
carry the child in his turn; but the young cavalier, to whom, 
moreover, the burden seemed but a feather, thanked him and 
would not relinquish it. He laid him dowo very geotly on 
the couch, taking a thousand precauticI!s not to awake him; 
a mother could not have done better. When the servant h,d 
retired and the door was shut, he I:::elt do\7n in front of nim 
and tried to draw off his boots; but the little feet, whidl v;ere 
swelled and painful, reodered this operation somewh~t diffi­
cult, and the pretty sleeper from time to time he3'-cd vague 
and inarticulate sighs like one about to wake; then the young 
cavalier would stop and wait until .ceep had again overpow­
ered him. The boots yielded as last, this was the most im­
portant; the stockings offered only a slight resistance. 

This operation accomplished, the master took both the 
child's feet and laid them beside each other on the velvet of 
the sofa; they were quite the most adorable pair of feet b 
the world, as small as could be, as white as new ivory anu a 
little rosy from the pressure of the boots in which they had 
heen imprisoned for seveoteen hours-feet too small for a 
woman, and which looked as though they had never walked; 
what was seen of the leg was round, plump, smooth, trans­
parent, veiny, and most exquisitely delicate; a leg worthy 
of the foot. 

The young !Dan, who was still on his knees, regarded these 
two little feet with loving and admiring attention; he bent 
down, took the left one and kissed it, then the right and kissed 
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it also; and then with kisses after kisses he went back along 
the leg as far as tbe place where the cloth began. The page 
raised his long eyelash a little, and cast upon his master" 
kind and drowsy look in which no surprise was apparent. 
'·My belt is uncomfortable," he said, passing his finger be­
neath the ribbon, and fell asleep again. The master un­
fastened the belt, raised the page's head with a cushion, and 
touohing his feet which, burning as they were before, bad 
become rather cold, wrapped them up carefully in bis cloak, 
took an easy-chair and sat down as close as possible to the 
sofa. 1\vo hours passed in this way, the young man looking 
at the sleeping child and following the shadows of bis dreams 
upon his brow. The only noise that was beard in the room 
was bis regular breathing and the tick-tack of the clock. 

It was certainly a very graceful picture. There was a 
means for effect in the contrast of these two kinds of beauty 
that a skilful painter would bave turneJ to good account. 
The master was as beautiful as a woman, the page as beauti­
ful as a young girl. Tbe round and rosy head, set thus in its 
bair, looked like a peach beneath its leaves; it was as fres.l, 
and as velvety, though the fatigue of tbe journey had robbed 
it of its usual brilliance; the half-opened mout.l, sbowed little 
teeth of milky whitene&, and beneath his full and glossy 
temples a network of azure veins crossed one another; his 
eyelashes, which were like the golden threads that are spread 
round the heads of virgins in the missals, reached nearly to 
the middle of his cheeks; bis long and silky hair resembled 
both gold and silver-gold in the shade and silver in the 
light; his neck was at once fat and frail , and bad nothing 
of the sex that was indicated by his dress: two or three but­
tons, unfastened to facilitate respiration, allowed a lozenge 
of plump and rounded flesh of wonderful whiteness to be 
seen through the biatus in a shirt of fine Holland linen, as 
well as the beginning of a certain curving line difficult of 
explanation on the bosom of a young boy; looking carefully 
at bim it might also have been found that bis hips were a 
little too much developed . 

. The reader may draw his O\\-Tl conclusions; we are offering 
him mere conjectures. We know as little of the matter as be 
does but we hope to know more after a time :md we promise 
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faithfully to keep him aware of our discoveries. If the read­
er's sight is better than ours, let his glance penetrate beneath 
the lace on that shirt and decide conscientiously whether the 
outline is too prominent or not prominent enough; but we 
warn him that the curtains are drawn, and that a twilight 
scarcely favourable for investigations of the kind reigns in 
the room. 

The cavalier was pale, hut of a golden paleness full of 
vigour and life; his pupils swam in a blue, crystalline hu­
mour; his straight and delicate nose imparted wonderful 
pride and energy to his profile, and its flesh was so fme that 
at the edge of the outline it suflered the light to pierce 
through; his mouth had, at certain moments, the sweetest 
of smiles, hut usually it was arched at the corners, inwards 
rather than outwards, like some of the heads that we see in 
the pictures of the old Italian masters; and this gave him a 
little look of adorahle disdain, a most piquant smorfta, an air 
of childish pouting and ill-humour, which was very singular 
and very charming. 

What were the ties uniting master to page and page to 
master? There was assuredly something more between them 
than the affection which may exist between master and ser­
vant. Were they two friends or two hrothers? If so, why 
this disguise? It would at all events have heen difficult for 
anyone who had witnessed the scene that we have just 
descnoed, to believe that these two personages were in real­
ity only what they appeared to be. 

"The dear angel, how he sleeps!" said the young man in a 
low voice ; " I don't think that he has ever travelled so far in 
his life. Twenty leagues on horseback, he who is so delicate! 
I am afraid that he will he ill from fatigue. But no, it will be 
nothing ; there will be no sign of it to-morrow; he wHl have 
recovered his beautiful colour, and be fresher than a rose 
after rain. HcrW beautiful he is so! If I were not afraid of 
awaking him, I would eat him up with caresses. What an 
adorable dimple he has on his chin! what delicacy and white­
ness of skin! Sleep well, dear treasure. Ah I I am truly 
jealous of your mother and I wish that I had made yon. He 
is Dot HI? No; his breathing is regular, and he does not stir. 
But I think some ODe knocked--" 
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And indeed two little taps bad been given as softly as 
possible on the panel of the door. 

The young man rose, and, fearing that he was mistaken, 
delayed opening until there should be another knock. Two 
other taps, a little more accentuated, were heard again, and 
a woman's soft voice said in a very low lone: "It is I, Theo­
dore." 

Theodore opened the door, but with less eagerness than is 
UBUa.l with a young man opening to a young wor.lan with a 
gentle voice who comes scratching mysteriously at his door 
towards nightfall. The folding door, being balf-opened, gave 
passage to wbom, think you?-to the mistress of the per­
plexed D' Albert, the Princess Rosette in person, rosier than 
her name, and her bosom as moved/ as was ever that of a 
\Yoman entering at evening the room of a handsome cavalier. 

"Theodorel " said Rosette. 
Theodore raised his finger and laid it on bis lips, so that 

he looked like a statue of silence, and, showing her the sleep­
ing child, conducted ber into the next room. 

"Theodore," resumed Rosette, who seemed to find singular 
pleasure in repeating the name, and to be seeking at the same 
time to collect ber ideas. "Theodore," she continued, with­
out releasing the hand which the young man had offered to 
her to lead her to an easy-chair J "so you have at last come 
hack to us? What bave you been doing all this time? where 
have you been? Do you know that I have not seen you for 
Sx months? Ah I Theodore, that is not well; some consider­
ation and some pity is due to those who love us, even though 
we do not love them. JI 

TatoooRE-"What have I been doing? I do not know. 
r have come and gone, slept and waked, wept and sung, I 
have been hungry and thirsty, too hot and too cold, I have 
been weary, I have less money, and am six months older, I 
have been living and that is all. And you, what have you 
been doing?" 

ROSETTE-HI have been loving you." 
TnEoDORE-"You have done nothing else?" 
ROSETTE-"Absolutely nothing else. I have been employ-

!.g my time badly, have I not?" 
THtoooRE-"¥ou might bave employed it better, my poor 
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Rosette; for instance in loving some one who could return 
your love. J) 

ROSETTE-''1 am disinterested in love, as I am in every­
thing. I do nnt lend love on usury; I give it as a pure gift." 

1'HEOPORE-itThat is a very rare virtue, and one which 
can only spring up in a chosen soul. I have often wished to 
be ahle to love you, at least in the way that you would like; 
but there is an insurmountable obstacle between us which I 
cannot explain to you. Have you had another lover since 1 
left you?" 

ROSETTE-uI have had one whom I have still." 
THEODORE-HWbat sort of man is he?" 
ROSETTE-rcA poet." 
THtoDORE-uThe devil! wbat kind of poet, and what bas 

he written?" 
ROSETTE-HI do not quite know; a sort of volume that 

nobody is acquainted with, and that I tried to read one 
!Vening.u 

THEODORE-uSa you have an unknown poet for your 
lover. That must be curious. Has he boles at his elbows, 
dirty linen, and stockings like the screw of a press?" 

ROSETTE-uNo; he dresses pretty well, washes bis bands, 
and has no inkspots on the tip of his nose. He is a friend of 
C--'~j I met him at Madame de Tbemines's house; you 
know a big woman who acts the child and puts on little in­
DOCent airs. II 

THfODORE-u And might one know the name of this glor­
ious personage?" 

ROSETTE-uOh, dear, yes! He is called the Chevalier 
d'Alhert." 

THEoDORE-ClTbe Chevalier d'Albertl It seems to me that 
be is the young man who was on the balcony when I was 
dismounting." 

ROSETTE-1'E.uctly." 
THtoDORE-uAnd who looked at me with such attention." 
RosETTE-uHimself." 
THtoDORE-uHe is well enough.-And he bas not caused 

me to he forgotten?" 
ROSETTE-UNo. You are unfortunately not one of those 

who can be forgotten." 
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THroooRE-"He is very fond of you, no doubt?" 
ROSETTE-HI am not quite sure. There are times when 

you would think that he loved me very much; but in reality he 
does not 10'"' me, and he is not far from hating me, for he 
bears me ill-will because of his inability to love me. He has 
acted like many others more experienced than he; he mis­
took a keen liking for passion. and was quite surprised and 
disappointed when his desire was satisfied. It is a mistake 
to think that people must continue worshipping each other 
after they have become thoroughly satiated." 

THEODORE-" And ,vhat do you intend to do with this said 
lover, who is not in love?" 

RosETTE-"What is done with the old quarters of the 
mOOD, or with last year's fashions? He is not strong enough 
to leave me the first, and, although he does not love me in 
the true sense of the word, he is attached to me by a habit of 
pleasure, and such habits are the most difficult to break. If 
I do not assist him he is capable of wearying himself con­
scientiously with me until the day of the last judgment, and 
even beyond it; for he has the germ of every noble quality 
in him; and the flowers of his soul seek only to blossom in 
the sunshine of everlasting love. Really, I am sorry that I 
was not the ray for him. Of all my lovers that I did not 
love, I love him the most; and if I were not so good as I 
am I should not give him back his liberty, and should keep 
bim still. I shall not do so; I am at this moment finishing 
with him." 

THEODORE-HHow long will that last?" 
RosETTE-" A fortnight or three weeks, but certainly a 

shorter time than it would have lasted had you not come. I 
know that I shall never be your mistress. For this, you say, 
there is a secret reason to which I would submit if you were 
permitted to reveal it to me. All hope must therefore he 
forbidden me in this respect, and yet I cannot make up my 
mind to be the mistress of another when you are present: it 
seems to me that it is a profanation, and that I have no longer 
any right to love. you." 

THfoooRE-uKeep him for the love of me." 
ROSETTE-HIf it gives you pleasure I will do so. Ah! if 

you could bave been mine, bow diflerent would my life have 
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been from what it has been! The world has a very false idea 
of me, and I shall pass away without anyone suspecting what 
I wa.s---e.xcept you, Theodore, who alone have understood me, 
and have been cruel to me. I have never desired anyone but 
you for my lover, and I bave not bad you. If you bad loved 
me, Theodore I I should have been virtuous and chaste, I 
should bave been worthy of you. Instead of that I shall leave 
behind me (if anyone remembers me) the reputation of a 
gay woman, a sort of courtesan wbo differed from the one 
of the gutter only in rank and fortune. I was born with the 
loftiest inclinations ; but nothing corrupts like not being 
loved. Many despise me without knowing wbat I must have 
suffered in order to come to be what I am. Being sure that 
I should never belong to him wbom I preferred above all 
others, I abandoned myself to the stream, I did not take the 
trouble to protect a body that could not be yours. As to 
my beart nobody has had it, or ever will bave it. Tt is yours, 
though you have broken it; and unlike most of the women 
who think themselves virtuous, provided that they have not 
passed from the arms of one man to those of another, I 
bave always been faithful in soul and beart to the thought 
of you. 

"I bave at least made some persons bappy, I have sent fair 
illusions dancing round some pillows, I bave innocently de­
ceived more than one noble heart; I was so wretched at 
being repulsed by you that I was always terrifie~ at the idea 
of subjecting anyone to similar torture. That was the on1y 
motive for many adventures wbich ba\'e been attributed to a 
pure spirit of libertinism! II libertinism!! 0 world! If you 
knew, Theodore, how profoundly painful it is to feel that you 
bave missed your life, and passed your happiness by, to see 
that everyone is mistaken concerning you and that it is im­
possible to change the opinion that people have of you, that 
your finest quali ties are turned in to faul Is, your purest es­
sences into black poisons, and that wbat is bad in you has 
alone transpired; to find the doors always open to your vices 
and always closed to your virtues, and to be unable to bring 
a single lily or rose to good amid so mucb bemlock and aco­
nitel-you do not know this, Theodore." 

THEODORE-"A1as! alas! what you say, Rosette, is the 
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history of everyone; the best part of us is that which remains 
within us, and which we cannot bring forth. It is so with 
poets. Their finest poem is one that they have not written; 
they carry away more poems in their coffins than they leave 
in their libraries." 

ROSETTE-"I shall carry my poem away with me." 
THEoDORE-"And I, mine. Who has not made one in his 

lifetime? who is so happy or so unhappy that he has not 
composed one of his own in his head or his heart? Execu­
tioners perhaps have made some that are moist with the tears 
of the tenderest sensibility; and poets perhaps have made 
some which would have been suitable for executioners, so 
red and monstrous are they." 

ROSETTE-"Yos. They might put white roses on my tomb. 
I have had ten lovers-but I am a virgin, and sha1l die one. 
Many virgins, upon whose tombs there falls a perpetual snow 
of jessamine and orange blossom, were veritable Messalinas." 

THEoDORE-le I know your worth, Rosette." 
ROSETTE-ccyOU are the only one in the world who has 

seen what I am; for you have seen me under the blow of a 
very true and deep love, 5.ince it is ~1ithout hope; and one who 
has not seen a woman in love cannot tell what she is; it is this 
that comforts me in my bitterness." 

THfODORE-" And what does this young man think of you 
who, in the eyes of the world, is at present your lover?" 

ROSETTE-"A lover's thought is a deeper gulf than the Bay 
of Portugal, and it is very difficult to say what there is at 
bottom in a r.lan ; you might fasten the sounding-lead to a 
-cord a hundre:l thousand fathoms long, and reel it off to the 
end, and it would stil1 run without meeti:1g anything to stop 
it. Yet in his case I bave occasionally touched the bottom 
at places, and the lead has brought back sometimes mud and 
sometimes beautiful shells, but oftenest mud with fragments 
of coral mingled together. As to his opinion of me it has 
greatly varied ; he began at first where others end, he despised 
me; young people wbo possess a lively imagination are liable 
to do this. There is always a tremendous downfal1 in the 
first step that they take, and the passage of their chimera into 
reality cannot be accomplished without a shock. He despised 
me, and I amused him: now he esteems me, and I weary him. 
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"In the first days of our union he saw only my vulgar side, 
and I think that the certainty of meeting with no resistance 
counted for much in his determination. He appeared ex­
tremely eager to have an affair, and I thought at first that it 
was one of those plenitudes of heart which seek but to over­
flow, one of those vague loves which people have in the May­
month of youth, and which lead them, in the absence of 
women, to encircle the trunks (If trees with their arms, and 
kiss the flowers and grass in the meadows. But it was not 
that; he was only passing through me to arrive at something 
else. I was a road for him, and not an end. Beneath the 
fresh appearance of his twenty years, beneath the first daWl> 
of adolescence, be concealed profound corruption. He was 
worm-eaten at the core; be was a fruit that contained nothing 
but ashes. In that young .nd vigorous body there struggled 
a soul as old as Satum's,-a soul as incurably unhappy a.! 

ever there existed. 
"I confess to you, Theodore, that I was frightened and 

was almost seized with giddiness as I leaned over the dark 
depths of that life. Your griefs and mine are nothing in 
comparison with his. Ha<l I loved him more I should have 
killed him. Something that is not of this world nor in this 
world attracts him, and calls him, and will take no denial; 
he cannot rest by night or by day; and, like a heliotrope in a 
cellar, he twists himself that he may turn towards the sun 
that he does not see. He is one of those men whose soul 
was not dipped completely enough in the '..-aters of Lethe 
before being united to his body; from the heayen whence it 
comes it prese,,·es recollections of eternal beluty which harass 
and torment it, and it remembers that it once had wings, 
and now has only feet. If I were God, the angel guilty of 
such negligence should be deprived of poetry for two eterni­
ties. Instead of having to build a castle of hrilliantly 001· 
oured cards to shelter a fair young fantasy for a single spring, 
a tower should have been built more lofty than the eight 
superposed temples of Belus. I was not strong enough, I 
appeared not to have understood him, I let him creep on hi, 
pinions and seek for a summit whence he might spring inte 
the immensity of space. 

"He believes that I have seen nothing of all this becauS' 
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I have lent myself to all his caprices without seeming to sus­
pect their' aim. Being unable to cure him, I wished, and I 
hope that this win be taken into account some day before 
God, to give him at least the happiness of believing that he 
had been passionately loved. He inspired me with sufficient 
pity and interest to enable me to assume with him tones and 
manners tender enough to delude him. I played my part like 
a consummate actress; I was sportive and melancholy, seD­

sitive and voluptuous; I feigned disquiet and jealousy; I shed 
false tears, and called to my Iins swarms of affected smiles. 
I attired this puppet of love in' the richest stuffs; I made it 
walk in the avenues of my parks; I invited all my birds to 
sing as it passed, and all my dahlias and daturas to salute it 
by bending their heads; I had to cross my lake on the silvery 
back of my darling swan; I concealed myself within, and lent 
it my voice, my wit, my beauty, my youth, and gave it so 
seductive an appearance that the reality was not so good as 
my falsehood. 

"When the time comes to shiver this hollow statue I shall 
do it in such a way that he will believe all the wrong to be on 
my side, and will be spared remorse. I shall myself give the 
prick of the pin through which the air that fills this b,lIoon 
will escape. Is this not meritorious and honourable decep­
tion? I have a crystal urn containing a few tears which I 
collected at the moment when they were about to fall. They 
are my jewel·box and diamonds, and I shall present them to 
the angel who comes to take me away to God." 

'I'HfoDORE-"They are the most beautiful that could shine 
nn a woman's neck. The ornaments of a queen have less 
value. For my part I think that the liquid poured by l\lagda· 
lene upon the feet of Christ was made up of the former tears 
of those whom she had comforted, ane I think, too, that it is 
with such tears as these that the Milky Way is strewn, and 
not, as was pretended, with Juno's milk. Who will do for you 
what you have done for him?" 

ROSETTE-"XO one, alas! since you cannot."' 
TUf.OOORE-" Ah! dear soul! to think that I cannot! But 

do not lose hope. You are still beautiful, and very young. 
You m..\"e many avenues of flowering limes and acacias to 
traverse before you reach the damp road bordered with box 
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and leafless trees, which leads from the porphyry tomb where 
your beautiful dead years will be buried, to the tomb of 
rough and moss-covered stone into which they will hastIly 
thrust the remains of what was once you, and the wrinkled, 
tottering spectres of the days of your old age. ~Iuch of the 
mountain of life is still left for you to climb, and it will be 
long ere you come to the zone of snow. You have only ar­
rived at the region of aromatic. plants, of limpid cascades 
wberein the iris bangs ber tri-coloured arch, of beautiful 
gleen oaks and scented larches. :Mount a little bigher, and 
from there, on the wider borizon which will be displayed at 
your feet, you shall perbaps see the bluish smoke rising from 
the roof wbere sleeps the ma.'l who is to love you. Life must 
not be despaired of at the very beginning; vistas of what we 
had ceased to look for are opened up thus in our destiny. 

"Man in his life has often reminded me of a pilgrim follow­
ing the snail-like staircase in a Gothic tower. The long 
glanite serpent winds its coils in the darkness, each scale be­
ing a step. After a few circumvolutions the little light thaL 
came from the door is e:rtinguished. The shadow of the 
houses that are not passed as yet, prevents the air-holes from 
letting in the sun. The walls are black and oozy; it is more 
like going down into a dungeon never to come forth again 
than ascending to the turret which from below appeared t~ 
you so slender and !lne, and covered with laces and em­
broideries as though it were setting out for a ball. 

"You hesitate as to !vbether you ougbt to go bigber, this 
damp darkness wei~hs so heavily on your brow. The stair­
case makes some further turns and more frequent luthems cut 
out their golden trefoils on the opposite wall. You be~ to 
see the indented gables of the bouses, the sculptures in the 
entablatures, and the whimsical shapes of the chimneys; a 
few steps more and the eye looks down upon the entire town; 
it is a forest of spires, steeples and towers which bristle up in 
"'ery direction, indented, slashed, bollowed, punched and 
allowing the light to appear through their thousand cuttings. 
The domes and cupolas are rounded like the breasts of some 
giantess or the skulls of Titans. The islets of houses and 
palaces stand out in shaded or luminous slices. A few steps 
more and you wJ1\ be on the platform; and then, beyond the 
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iown walls, you will see the verdant cultivation, the blue hill' 
and the white 5-li1S on the clouded ribbon of the river. 

"You are flooded with dazzling light, and the swallows pass 
and repass near you, uttering little joyous cries. The distant 
sound of the city reaches you like a friendly murmur, or the 
buzzing of a hive of bees; all the bells strip their necklaces 
of sonorous pearls in the air; the winds waft to you the scent> 
from the neighbouring forest and from the mountain flowers; 
there is nothing but light, harmony and perfume. If your 
feet had become weary, or if you had been seized with di .. 
couragement and had remained seated on a lower step, or 
if you had gone down again altogether, this sight would have 
been lost to you. 

"Sometimes, however, the tower has only a single open· 
ing in the middle or above. The tower of your life is 
constructed in this way; then there is need of more obstinate 
courage, of perseverance armed with nails that are more 
hooked, so as to cling in the shadow to the projections of the 
stones and reach the resplendent trefoil through which the 
sight may escape over the country; or perhaps the loo!,"" 
holes have been filled up, or the making of them has been 
forgotten, and then it is necessary to ascend to the summit; 
but the higher you mount without seeing, the more immense 
seems the horizon, and the greater is the pleasure and the 
surprise." 

ROSETTE-"O Theodore, God grant that I may soon come 
to the place where the window isl I have been following the 
spiral for a long time through the profoundest night; but I 
am afraid that the opening has been built up and that I must 
climb to the summit; and what if this staircase with its count­
less steps were only to lead to a walled-up door or a vault 
of freestone?" 

THEODORE-"Do not say that, Rosette; do not think it. 
What architect would construct a staircase that should lead to 
nothing? Why suppose the gentle architect of the world 
more stupid and improvident than an ordinary architect? 
God does not mistake, and He forgets nothin~. It is in­
credible that He should amuse Himself by shutting you up 
in a long s~e tube without outlet or opening, in order to 
play you a trIck. Wby do you think that He should grudge 
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poor ants such as we are their wretched happiness of a min 
ute, and the imperceptible grain of millet that falls to them 
in this broad creation? To do that He should have the 
ferocity of a tiger or a judge; and, if we were so displeasing 
w Him, He would only have to tell a comet to tum a little 
from its path and strangle us with a hair of its tail. Why 
the deuce do you think that God would divert Himself by 
threading us one by one on a golden pin, as the Emperor 
Domitian used to treat flies? God is not a portress, nor a 
churchwarden, and although He is old He has not yet fallen 
into childishness. All such petty viciousness is beneath Him, 
and He is not silly enough to try to be witty with us and 
play pranks with us. Courage, Rosette, courage! If you are 
out of breath, stop a little to recover it, and then continue 
your ascent: you have, perhaps, only twenty steps w climb 
in order to reach the embrasure whence you will see your 
happiness. " 

ROSETTE-"Never! oh, neverl and if I come to the sum­
mit of the wwer, it will be only w cast myself from It." 

TUEODoRE-"Drive away, poor afflicted one, these gloomy 
thoughts which hover like bats about you, and shed the 
opaque shadow of their wings upon your brow. If you wish 
me to love you, be happy, and do not weep." (He draws her 
gently to him and kisses her on the eyes.) 

ROSETTE-"What a misfortune it is to me to have known 
you! and yet, were it to be done over again, I should still 
wish to have known you. Your severity has been sweeter to 
me than the passion of others; and, although you have 
caused me much suffering, all the pleasure that 1 have had 
has come to me from you; through you I have had a glimpse 
of what I mi~ht have been. You have been a lillhtning­
flash in my night, and you bave lit up many of the dark places 
of my soul; you have opened up vistas in my life that are 
quite new. To you lowe the knowledge of love, unhappy 
love, it is true; but there is a deep and melancholy charm in 
10vinll without being loved, and it is good to remember these 
who forget us. It is a happiness to be able to love even when 
you are the only one who loves, and many die without having 
experienced it, and often the most to be pitied a .. not t.l1O"" 
who love." 



108 MADEMOISELLE DE MAUPIN 

THtoDORE-"They suffer and feel their wounds, but at 
least they live. They hold to something; they have a star 
around which they gravitate, a pole to which they eagerly 
tend. They have something to wish for; they can say to 
themselves: 'II 1 arrive there, if 1 have that, 1 shall be 
happy.' They have frightful agonies, but when dying, they 
can at least say to themselves: '1 die for him.' To die thus 
is to be born again. The really, the only irreparably un­
happy ones are those whose foolish embrace takes in the 
.:'ntire universe, those who wish for everything and wish for 
nothing, and who, if angel or fairy were to descend and say 
·uddenly to them: 'Wish for something and you shall have 
it.' would be embarrassed and mute. n 

ROSETTE-"I1 the fairy carne, 1 know what 1 sbould ask. 
her." 

THfoDORE-uyou do, Rosette, and in that respect you are 
more fortunate than 1. for 1 do not. Vague desires stir 
within me which blend together, and give birth to others 
IVhich afterwards devour them. My desires are a cloud of 
birds whirling and hovering aimlessly; your desire is an 
eagle who has his eyes on the sun, and who is prevented by 
the lack of air from rising on his outstretched wings. Ah! 
if 1 could know what 1 want ; if the idea which pursues me 
would e.~tricate itself clear and precise from the fog that en­
yeiops it; if the fortunate or fatal star woult! appear in the 
depths of my sky; if the light which 1 am to follow, wbether 
perfidious will-o'-the-wisp or l!ospitable beacon, would come 
and be radiant in the night; if my pillar of fire would go 
before me, even though it were across a desert without manna 
and without springs ; if 1 knew wbither 1 am going, though I 
were only to come to a precipice! - I would rather have the 
mad riding of accursed huntsmen through quagmires and 
thickets than this absurd and monotonous movement of the 
feet. To live in this way is to follow a calling like that of 
those horses which turn the wheel of some well with ban­
daged eyes, and travel thousands of leagues without seeing 
anything or changing thelr situation. I have been turning 
for a long time, and the bucket should have quite come Up." 

ROSETTE-hYou have many points of resemblance with 
0' Albert. and when you speak it seems to me sometimes as 
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t!)ough he were the speaker. I have no doubt that when you 
are further acquainted with him you will become much at­
tached to him; you cannot fail to suit each other. He is 
harassed as you are by these aimless flights; he loves im­
mensely without knowing what; he would ascend to heaven, 
for the earth appears to him a stool scarcely good enough 
for one of his feet, and he has more pride than Lucifer before 
his falL" 

THEoDORE-HI was at first afraid that he was one of those 
numerous poets who have driven poetry from the earth, one 
of those stringers of sham pearls who can see nothing in the 
world but the last syllables of words, and who when they 
have rhymed glade with shade, flame with name, and God 
with trod, conscientiously cross their legs and anns and suffer 
the spheres to complete their revolution." 

ROSETTE-uHe is not one of those. His verses are inferior 
to him and do not contain him. What he has written would 
give you a very false idea of his own person; his true poem 
is himself, and I do not know whether he will ever compose 
another. In the recesses of his soul he has a seraglio of beau· 
tiful ideas which he surrounds with a triple wall, and of which 
he is more jealous than was ever sultan of his odalisques. 
He only puts those into his verses which he does not care 
about or which have repulsed him; it is the door through 
which he drives them away, and the world has only those 
which he will keep no longer." 

THEODORE-HI can understand this jealousy and shame. 
In the same way many people do not acknowledge the love 
they had until they have it no longer, nor their mistresses 
until they are dead." 

ROSETTE-HIt is so difficult to possess a thing alone in this 
world! every torch attracts so many butterflies, and every 
treasure so many thieves! I like those silent ones who carry 
their idea into their grave, and will not surTender it to the 
foul kisses and shameless touches of the crowd. I am de­
lighted with the lovers who do not write their mistress's 
naroe on any hark, nor confide it to any echo, and who, when 
sleeping, are pursued by the dread lest they should utter it 
in a dream. I am one of the number; I have never spoken 
my thought, and none shall know my love-but see, it is 
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nearly eleven o'clock, my dear Theodore, and I am prevent· 
ing you from taking the rest that you must need. When I 
am cbli~ed to leave you, I always feel a heaviness of heart, 
and it seems to me the last time that I shall see you. 1 
delay the parting as much as possible; but one must part at 
last. Well, good-bye, for I am afraid that D'Albert will be 
looking for me; dear friend, good-bye." 

Theodore put his arm about her waist, and led her thus to 
the door; there he stopped, following her for a long time with 
his gaze; the corridor was pierced at wide intervals with little 
narrow-paned windows, which were lit up by the mOOD, and 
made a very fantastic alternation of light and shade. At 
each window Rosette's white, pure form .mone like a silver 
phantom; then it would vanish to reappear with greater bril­
liance a little further off; at last it disappeared a~together. 

Theodore, seemingly lost in deep thought, remained motion­
less for a few minutes with folded arms; then he p>ssed his 
hand over his forehead and threw back his hair with a move­
ment of ois head, re-entered the room, and went to bed after 
kissing the brow of the page who was still asleep. 

VIT. 

As soon as it was light at Rosette's, D'AJbert had himself 
announced with a promptness that was not usual with him. 

"Here you are," said Rosette, "and I should say you are 
P.arly, if you could ever come early. And so, to reward you 
lor your gallantry, I grant you my hand to kiss." 

And from beneath the lace-trimmed sheet of Flanders linen, 
.;he drew the prettiest little hand that was ever seen at the 
end of a round, plump arm. 

D' Albert kissed it with compunction. 
ClAnd the other one, its little sister, are we not to kiss it as 

well?" 
"Oh, dear, yes! nothing more feasible. I am in my Sunday 

humour to-day; here." And, bringing her other hand out of 
the bed, she tapped him lightly on the mouth. "Am I not the 
most accommodating woman in the world?" 

"You are grace itself, and should have white marble tem­
ples raised to you in myrtle groves. Indeed I am much afraid 
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that there will bao"en to you what jappered to Psyche, and 
that Venus will become jealous of you," said D'Albert join· 
ing b"tn the bands of the fair one and carrying them togethel 
to bis lips. 

"How you deEver all that in a breath I One would say 
that i! was a phrase you bad learnt by heart," said Rosette 
with a delicious little pout. 

"Not at all: you are quite worthy oi bavi.'lg a phrase 
turned expressly for you, and you are made to pluck the vir· 
ginity ~f madrigals," reterted D'Albert. 

"Oh, ;ndeed! reaily-what ma: .. s you so lively to·day? 
.\re you ill that you are so polite? I fear that you will die. 
Do you know that it is a bad sign when anyone changes his 
character all at once \\;th no apparent reason? Now, it i5- an 
esllbliched fact, in the eyes of all the WOIllel' who lIave taken 
tho trouble to love you, tbat you are usually as cro,s as you 
can be, and it is no less certain that at this moment you are 
'\S charming as one can be, and n-e dboiaying most inexpiic­
able amiability. There, I do think fl, .. t you are looking pale, 
my poor D'Albert; give me your .an, that I may feel your 
pulse: ' And sbe drew up his sleeve and counted the beats 
with comical gravity. "No. von are as well as possible, with­
out the slightest symptom 0 'ever, Then I must be furiously 
pretty thi ' morning! Just . et me my mirror, and let me see 
bow far your gallantry is ';gbt or wrong." 

D'AJbert took up a IiWI mirror that was on the toilet-table 
and laid it on tbe bed. 

"In point at fact," said Rosette, "you are not alto2'ether 
wrong. \Vby do you not make a sonDet on my eyes, sir noet? 
You have no reason or not doing so. Just see how unfortu­
nate T ami t(' bave eyes like that and a !>O"t like this. and 
yet to be 1 WaIll of sonnets, as thougb I were one·eyed with 
a wal L.d.frie~ tor my lover I You do not love me, sir: you 
have not e~en written me an acrostic sonnet. And what do 
you :hink A my mouth? Vet I have kissed you with that 
mouth, and .:,,11, perbaps, do so ~gain , mj handsome gloomy 
one; and, indeed, it is a favour that yCI s:arcely d~erve 
(thi, is not meant for to·day, for you deserve everything); 
but not to be always talking about Il'Y°,elf, you have un­
paralleled beauty and freshness this mornin~, you look lib 
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a brother of Aurora; and although it is scarcely ligbt you 
are already dressed and got up as though you were going to 
.. ball. Perchance you have designs upon me? would you 
deal a treacherous blow at my virtue? do you wish to make a 
conquest of me? But I forgot that that was done already, 
and is now ancient history." 

"Rosette, do not jest in that way; you know very well that 
I love you." 

"Why, that depends. I don't know it very well; and you?" 
"Perfectly; and so tme is it that if you were SO kind as to 

forbid your door to everybody, I sHould endeavour to prove it 
to you, and, I venture to ' flatter myself, in a victorious fash­
ion." 

"As for that, no; however much I may wish to be con­
vinced, my door shall remain open; I am too pretty to have 
closed doors; the sun shines for everybody, and my beauty 
shall be like the sun to-day, if you have no objection." 

ceBut I have, on my honour j however, act as though I 
thoHght it excellent. I am your very humble slave, and I lay 
my wishes at your feet. II 

"That is quite right ; continue to have sentiments of the 
kind, and leave the key in your door this evening." 

(lTbe Chevalier Theodore de Serannes," said a big negro's 
head, smiling and chubby-faced, appearing between the leaves 
of the folding-door, "wishes to pay his respects to you and 
entreats you to condescend to receive him." 

"Ask the chevalier to come in," said Rosette, drawing up 
the sheet to her chin. 

Theodore fi rst went up to Rosette's bed and made her a 
most profound and graceful bow, to which she returned a 
friendly nod. and then turned towards D'Albert. and saluted 
him also with a free and courteous air. 

U\\7bere were you?" said Theodore. ell have perhap5 in­
terrupted an interesting conversation. Pray continue, and 
acquaint me with the subject of it in a few words." 

(lOb, no!" replied Rosette with a mischievous smile: "we 
were talking of business." 

Theodore sat do ..... " at the foot of Rosette's bed. for D'AI­
bert bad placed himself beside the pillow, as being the first 
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arrival; the conversation wandered for some time from sub. 
jeel to subject, and was very witty, very gay and very lively, 
which is the reason why we shall not give any account of it; 
we should be afraid that it would lose too much if transcribed. 
l\iien, accent, fire in speech and gesture, the thousand ways 
of pronouncing a word, all the spirit of it, like the foam of 
champagne which sparkles and evaporates immediately, are 
things that it is impossible to fix and reproduce. It is a 
lacuna which we leave to be filled up by the reader, and with 
which he will assuredly deal better than we; let him here 
imagine five or six pages filled with everything of the most 
delicate, most capricious, most curiously fantastical, most 
elegant and most glittering description. 

We are aware that we are hei·e employing an artifice which 
tends to recall that of Timanthes who, despairing of his 
ability to adequately represent Agamemnon's face, threw a 
drapery over his head ; but we would rather be timid than 
imprudent. 

It might perbaps be to the purpose to inquire into the mo­
tives which had prompted D'Albert to get up so early in the 
morning, and the incentive which had induced bim to visit 
Rosette as earlv as if he had been sti]) in love with her. It 
looked as thou~ it were a slight impulse of secret and un­
acknowledged jealousy. He was certainly not much attached 
to Rosette. and he would even have been very glad to get 
rid of her, but he wished at least to give her up bimself and 
not to be given up by her, a thing which never fails to wound 
a man's pride deeply, however well extinguished his first 
ft.ame may otherwise be. 

Theodore was such a handsome cavalier that it was difficult 
to see him appearing in a connection without being appre­
hensive of what had, in fact, often happened already, appre­
bensive, that is, lest all eyes should be turned upon him and 
all hearts follow the eyes; and it was a singular thing that, 
although he had carried off many women, no lover had ever 
maintained towards him the lasting resentment which is 
usually entertained towards those who have supplanted you. 
In an his ways there was such a conquering charm, such 
natural grace, and something so sweet and proud, that even 
men were sensible 0; it. D'Albert, who had come to see 
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Rosette with the intention of speaking to Theodore with tart­
ness, should he meet him there, was quite surprised to find 
himself free from the slightest impulse of anger in his pres­
ence, and so ready to receive the advances that were made 
to him. 

At the end of half an hour you would have thought them 
friends from childhood, and yet D'Albert had an intimate 
conviction that if Rosette was ever to love, it would be this 
man, and he had every reason to be jealous at least for the 
future, for as to the present, he had as yet no suspicion; what 
would it bave been had be seen the fair one in a white dress­
ing-golVn gliding like a moth on a moon-ray into the band­
some youth's room, and not coming out until three or four 
hours afterwards with mysterious precautions? He might 
truly have thought himself more unfortunate than he was, 
fOl- one of the things that we scarcely ever see is a pretty, 
amorous woman coming out of the chamber of an equally 
pretty cavalier exactly as she went in. 

Rosette listened to Tbeodore v,ith great attention, and in 
the way that people listen to someone whom they love; but 
what he said was so amusing and varied, that this attention 
seemed only natural and was easy of explanation. Accord­
ingly D'Albert did not take umbrage at it. Theodore's man­
ner towards Rosette was polished and friendly, but nothing 
more. 

"Wbat shall we do to-day, Theodore?" said Rosette: "sup­
pose we take a sail? wbat do you think? or we might go 
hunting?" 

"Let us go hunting, it is less melancholy than gliding over 
the water side by side with some languid swan, and bending 
the leaves of the water-lilies right and left,-is that not your 
opinion, D'Albert?" 

"I might perhaps prefer to flow along in the boat with the 
current of the stream to galloping desperately in pursuit of a 
poor beast: but I will go where you go. We have now only 
to let :\ladame Rosette get up, and assume a suitable cos· 
tume.u 

Rosette gave a sign of assent, and rang to have herself 
dressed. The two young men went off arm·in·arm. and it 
was easy to ~, seeing them ~ friendly together, that one 
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was the formal lover and the other the beloved lover of the 
same person. 

Everyone was soon ready. D'Albert and Theodore were 
already mounted in the first court when Rosette appeared in 
a riding-habit, on the top of the flight of steps. She had a 
little sprightly and easy air in this costume which became her 
very well. She leaped upon the saddle with her usual agility, 
and gave a switch to her horse which started off like an arrow, 
D'AJbert struck in both his spurs and soon rejoined her. 
Theodore allowed them to get some way ahead, being sure of 
catching them up as soon as he wished to do so. He seemed 
to be waiting for something, and often looked round towards 
the mansion. 

"Theodore, Theodore, come on! are you riding a wooden 
horse?" cried Rosette. 

Theodore gave bis animal a gallop, and diminished the 
distance separating him from Rosette, without, however, caus­
ing it to disappear. 

He again looked towards the mansion of which they were 
beginning to lose sight; a little whirlwind of dust, in which 
something that could not yet be discerned was in very hasty 
motion, appeared at the end of the road. In a few moments 
it was at Theodore's side, and opening up, like the classic 
clouds in the Iliad, displayed the fresh and rosy face of the 
mysterious page. 

'Theodore, come along!" cried Rosette a second time. 
"give your tortoise the spur and come up beside us." 

Theodore gave the rein to his horse which was pawing and 
rearing with impatience, and in a few seconds be , ..... as several 
heads in advance of D'Alhert and Rosette. 

U\Vhoever loves me will follow me," said Theodore, leaping 
a fence four feet high. "Well, sir poet," be said, when be was 
on the other side, "you do not jump? Yet your mount has 
wings, SO people say." 

"Faith! I would rather go round; I have only one head to 
break after all; if I had several I should try," replied D'AJ· 
bert, smiling. 

".Nobody loves me then, since nobody follows rna," said 
Theodore, drawing down the arched corners of his mouth 
even more than usual. The little page raised his large blue 
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eyes towards him with a look of reproach, and brought hi, 
heels against his horse's sides. 

The horse gave a prodigious bound. 
"Yes! somebody," he said to him on the other side of the 

fence. 
Rosette cast a singular look upon the child and blushed up 

to her eyes; then, giving a furious stroke with her whip on the 
neck of her mare, she crossed the bar of apple-green wood 
which fenced the avenue. 

"And I, Theodore, do you think that I do not love you?'; 
The child cast a sly side-glance at her, and drew close to 

Theodore. 
D' Albert was already in the middle of the avenue, and saw 

nothing of all this; for, from time immemorial, fathers, hus· 
bands, and lovers have been possessed of the privilege of see­
ing nothing. 

"Isnabel," said Theodore, u you are mad, and so are you, 
Rosette 1 Isnabel, you did not take sufficient room for the 
leap, and you, Rosette, nearly caught your dress in the posts. 
You might have killed yourself." 

U\Vhat matter?" replied Rosette with an accent so sad and 
melancholy, that Isnabel forgave her for having leaped the 
fence as well. 

They went on for some time and reached the cross-roads 
where they were to find huntsmen and pack. Six arches cut 
in the thickness of the forest led to a little stone tower with 
six sides, on each of which was engraved the name of the road 
that terminated there. The trees rose to such a height that 
it seemed as if they wished to card the fleecy, flaky clouds 
~linS over their heads before a somewhat strong bree7..e ; 
close, high grass and impenetrable bushes atlorded retreats 
lilld fortresses to the game, and the hunt promised to be a 
success. It was a genuine old-world forest, with ancient oaks 
lIlare than a century old, such as are to be seen no longer 
now than We plant no more trees, aod have not patience 
enough to wait until those that are plaoted have grown up; 
a hereotitary forest planted by great-grandfathers for the 
fathers, and by the fathers for the grandsons, with avenues of 
prodigious breadth, an obelisk surmounted by a ball, a rock­
"om fountain, the indispensable pond, and white-powdered 
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keepers in yellow leather breeches and sky-blue coats; one 
of those dark, bushy forests wherein stand out in admirable 
relief the white satiny cruppers of the great horses of Wouver­
mans, and the broad flags on the Dampierre horns, which 
Parrocelli loves to display radiant on the hUlll;men's backs. 

A multitude of dog's tails, like prun:ng knives or hedge-bills 
were curled friskily in a dusty cloud. The signal was given, 
the dogs, which were straining hard enough at the leash to 
strangle themselves were uncoupled, and the hunt began. We 
jhall not describe very minutely the turnings and windings of 
the stag through the forest; we do not even know with exact­
itude whether it was a full grown stag, and in spite of all our 
researches we have not been able to ascertaill, which is really 
distressing. Nevertheless we think that only full grown stags 
could have been found in such a forest, so ancient, so shady, 
and so lordly, and we see no reason why the animal after 
which the four principal characters of this illustrious romance 
were galloping on horses of different colours and non passibus 
aequis, should not have been one. 

The stag ran like the true stag that he was, and the fifty 
dogs at his heels were no ordinary spur to his natllral swift­
ness. The run was so quick that only a few rare bays were 
to be heard. 

Theodore, being the best mounted and the best horseman, 
followed hard on the pack with incredible eagerness. 
D'Albert was close behind him. Rosette and the little page 
Isnabel came after, separated by an interval which was in­
creasing every minute. 

The interval was soon so great as to take away all hopes of 
restoring an equilibrium. 

"Suppose we stop for a little," said Rosette, Uto give our 
horses breath? The hunt is going in the direction of the 
pond, and I know a cross-road which will take us there as soon 
as they." 

Isnabel drew the bridle of his little mountain horse which, 
sI;aking the hanging locks of his mane over his eyes, bent 
hIS head, and began to scrape the sand with his hoofs. 

This little horse formed the most perfect contrast with 
Rosette's: he was as black as night, the other as white as 
"'tin: he was quite shaggy and dishevtlled, the other had iq; 
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mane plaited with blue, and its tail curled and crisped. The 
second looked like a unicorn, and the first like a barbel 

The same antithetical difference was to be remarked in the 
masters as in tbe steeds. Rosette's hair was as dark as 
IsnabeJ's was fail; her eyebrows were very neatly traced and 
in a very apparmt manner; the page's were scarcely more 
vigorous than his skin and resembled the down on a peach. 
The colour of the one was brilliant and strong like the light 
of noon; the complexion of the other had the transparencies 
and blushings of the dawn of day. 

"Suppose we try to catch up the hunt now?" said Isnabel 
to Rosette; "the horses have had time to take breath." 

"Come along I " replied the pretty amazon, and they started 
off at a gallop down a rather narrow, trans\'erse avenue which 
ied to the pond; the two animals were abreast and took up 
nearly the whole breadth. 

On Isnabel's side a great branch projected like an arm 
from a twisted and knotted tree, which seemed to be shaking 
its pst at the riders. The child did not see it. 

I(Ta~te care!" cried Rosette, "bend down on your saddle! 
you will be unhorsed I " 

The warning had been given too late; the branch struck 
Isnabel in the middle of the body. The violence of the blow 
made him lose his stirrups, and, as his horse continued to gal­
lop and the branch was too strong to bend, he found him.eJf 
lifted out of the saddle and fell heavily behind. 

The child lay senseless from the blow. Rosette, greatly 
frightened, threw herself from her horse, and hastened to the 
page who showed no signs of life. 

His cap had fallen off, and his beautiful fair hair streamed 
on all sides in disorder on the sand. His little open hands 
looked l:ke hands of wax, so pale were they. Rosette knelt 
down beside him and tried to restore him. She had neither 
salts nor flask about her, and her perplexity was great. At 
last she noticed a tolerably deep rut in which the rain-water 
had collected and become clear; she dipped her finger into it, 
to the great terror of a little frog who was the naiad of this 
sea, and shook a few drops upon the bluish temples of the 
young page. He did not appear to feel them, and the water­
pearls rolled along his white cheeks like a sylphid's tears 
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along the leaf of a lily. Rosette, thinking that his clothes 
might distress him, unfastened his belt, undid the buttons of 
his tightly-fitting coat and opened his shirt that his breast 
might have freer play. 

Rosette there saw something wbicl1 to a man would have 
been one of the most agreeable surprises in the world, but 
which seemed to be very far from giving ber pleasure-for 
her eyebrows drew close together, and ber upper lip trembled 
slightly-namely, a very white bosom, scarcely formed as 
yet, but which gave admirable promise, and was already ful­
filling much of it ; a round, polished ivory bosom-to speak 
like the Ronsardizers-delicious to see, and more delicious 
to kiss. 

uA woman!" she said, (fa woman! ahl Theodore!" 
Isnabel-for we shall continue to give bim this name, al­

though it was not bis-began to breathe a little, and languidly 
raised his long eyelashes; be had not been wounded in any 
way, but only stunned. He soon sat up, and witb Rosette's 
lSSistance was able to stand up cn his feet and remount his 
horse, which had stopped as soon as he bad felt that his rider 
was gone. 

They proceeded at a slow pace as far as the pond, where 
they did in fact meet again with the rest of the hunt. Ro­
sette, in a few words. related to Tbeodore what had taken 
place. The latter changed colour several times during Ro­
sette's narration, and kept his horse beside Isnabel 's for the 
remainder of the way. 

They came back very early to the mansion; the day which 
had commenced so joyously ended rather sadly. 

Rosette was pensive, and D'Albert seemed also to be 
plunged in deep thougbt. The reader will soon know what 
bad occasioned this. 

VIII. 

UNo, my dear Silvio, no, I have not forgotten you; I am 
'lot one of those wbo pass through life without ever throwing 
a look behind; my past follows me and invades my present, 
and almost my future; your friendship is one of the sun-lit 
spots which stand out most clearly on tbe borizon quite blue 
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as it already is of my later years; often do I tum to contem­
plate it, from the summit I have reached, with a feeling of 00-

speakable melancholy. 
"Ob ! what a glorious time was that, when we were pure as 

angels! Our feet scarcely touched the ground; we had as it 
were wings upon our shoulders, our desires swept us away, and 
in the breeze of springtime there trembled about our brows 
the golden glory of adolescence. 

"Do you remember the little island planted with poplars 
at that part where the river branches off? To reach it, it was 
necessary to cross a somewhat long and very narrow plank 
which used to bend strangely in the middle ; a real bridge for 
goats, and one, indeed, which was scarcely used but by them: 
it was delicious. Short, thick grass wherein the forget-me-not 
bJinkingly opened its pretty little blue eyes, " path as yellow 
as nankeen which formed a girdle for the island's green robe 
and clasped its waist, while an ever moving shade of aspens 
and poplars were not the least of the delights of this para­
dise. There were great pieces of linen which the women would 
come to spre"d out to bleach in the dew; you would have 
thought them squares of snow;-and that little girl so brown 
and sunburnt whose large wild eyes shone with such brilliant 
splendour beneath the long locks of her h l ir, and who used 
to run after the goats threatening them and shaking her osier 
rod when they made as though they would walk over the lin­
ens that were under her care-do you remember her? 

"And the sulphur-coloured butterflies with unequal and 
quivering flight, and the king-fisher which we so often tried to 
catch and which had its nest in that alder thicket? and those 
paths down to the river, with their rudely hewn steps and 
their posts and stakes all green below, w;'ich were nearly 
always shut in by s::reens of plants and boughs? How limpid 
and mirror-like was t1:e waterl how clearly could we see the 
bed of golden gravell and what a pleasure it was, seated on 
the bank, to let the tips of our feet dangle in it! The golden­
flowered "ater-lilies spread'ns gracefully upon it looked like 
green hair flowing over the agate back of some bathing 
nymph. The sky looked at itself in this mirror with azure 
smiles and mo,t exqu'site transparencies of pearl-gray, and 
at all hours of the day there were turquoises, spangles, wools 
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and moires in exhaustless variety. How I loved those squad­
rons of little ducks with the emerald necks which used to 
sail incessantly from one bank to the other making wrinkles 
across the pure glass I 

"How well were we suited to be the figures in that land· 
scape I how well adapted were we to that sweet calm nature, 
and how readily did we harmonise \\;th itl Spring without, 
youth within, sun on the grass, smiles on our lips, flakes of 
blossoms on all the bushes, fair illusions full-blown in our 
souls, modest blushes on our cheeks and on the eglantine, 
poetry singing in our heart, unseen birds warbling in th. 
trees, light, cooings, perfumes, a thoU5and confused mur­
murs, the heart beating, the water stirring a pebble, a grass­
blade or a thought upspringing, a drop of water flo,ving along 
a flower-cup, a tear overflo\ving along au eyelash, a sigh of 
love, a rustling of leaves .. what evenings we spent there 
waJkit.g slowly, and so close to the ed::e that we had often 
one foot in the water and the other on the ground! 

"Alas 1 this lasted but a short time, with me, at least, for 
you have been able, while acquiring the knowledge of the man, 
to preserve the purit:, of the child. The germ of corruption 
that was in rr.e has developed very quickly, and the gangrene 
has pitilessly devoured all of me that was pure and boly. 
Nothing good is le:t to me but my friendship for you. 

"I am accustomed to conceal nothing from you, neither 
actions nor thoughts. The most secret fibres of my heart I 
have laid bare before you; however whimsical, ridiculous, and 
eccentric the impulses of my soul may be, I must describe 
them to you ; but, in truth, what I have experienced for some 
time is so strange, that I can scarcely dare to acknowledge 
it to myself. I told you somewhere that I feared lest, from 
seeking tbe beautiful and disquieting myself to attain it, I 
should at last fall into the imoossible or monstrous. I have 
almost come to this; oh, wbe;' shall I emerge from all these 
currents which conflict and draw me to left and right; 
when will the deck of my ves...<el cease to tr""ble be­
neath my feet and be swept by the waves of all these storms? 
where shall I find a harbour ~:here I may cast anchor, and a 
rock immovable and beyond the reach of the billows where I 
may dry myself and wring the foam from my hair. 
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"You know the eagerness with which I have sought lor 
physical beauty, the importance that I attach to external 
form, and the love of tbe visible world that possesses me. I 
cannot he otherwise; I am too corrupted and surfeited to be­
lieve in moral beauty, and to pursue it with any consistency. 
I have completely lost tbe knowledge of good and evil, and 
from sheer depravity bave almost returned to the ignorance 
of the savage or the child. In truth, nothing appears to me 
worthy of praise or blame, and the strangest actions astonisb 
me but little. My conscience is deaf and dumb. Adultery 
appears to me the most innocent thing in the world ; I deem 
it quite a simple matter that a young girl should prostitute 
herself; it seems to me that I would betray my friends with­
out the least remorse, and that I should not have the slightest 
scruple about kicking people who annoyed me down a preci­
pice if I were walking with them along the edge. I would 
look with coolness on the most atrocious sights, and there is 
something in the sufferings and misfortunes of humanity 
wbich is not displeasing to me. I experience at tEe sight of 
some calamity falling upon the world the same feefmg of 
acrid and bitter Voluptuousness that is experienced by a man 
wbo at last avenges an old affront. 

"0 world, wbat hast thou done to me that 1 should bate 
thee thus? Who has filled me so with gall against thee? wbat 
was I e.'pecting from thee that I sbould preserve such rancour 
against thee for having deceiveci me? to wbat lofty bope bast 
thou been false? wbat eaglet "Iings hast thou shorn? What 
doors wast tbou to open wbich bave remained closed, and 
wbich of us bas failed in respect of the other? 

"Nothing touches me, nothing moves me; I no longer feel. 
on bearing the recital of beroic deeds, those sublime quiverings 
which at one time would run through me from bead to foot. 
All this even appears to me to be somewbat silly. No accent 
is deep enough to bite the slackened fibres of my beart and 
cause them to "orate: I see the tears of my fellow-creatures 
How with as indifferent an eye as the rain, unless indeed they 
be of a fine water, and the light be reflected in them in pictur­
esque fashion and they flow over a beautiful cbeek. For 
animals, and for them almost alone, I have a feeble residue of 
pity. I would suffer a peasant or a servant to be beaten with. 
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out mercy, and could not patiently endure to have the samr 
treatment given in my presence to a horse or a dog; yet I am 
not wicked-I have never done, ~nd probably shall never do, 
any harm to anybody in the world; but this is rather a result 
of my indifference and the sovereign contempt which I have 
for all persons who do not please me, and which does not 
allow me to be occupied with them even to do them an in­
jury. 

"I abhor the whole world in a body, and in the whole 
collection I scarcely deem one or two worthy of " special 
hatred. To hate anyone is to disquiet yourself as much about 
him as though you loved him; to distinguish him, isolate him 
from the crowd; to be in a violent condition on account of 
him; to think of him by day and dream of him by night: 
to bite your pillow and grind your teeth at the thought that 
he exists; what mort could you do for one you loved? Wouid 
you bestow the same trouble and activity on pleasing a mis­
tress as on ruining an enemy? I doubt it-in order really to 
hate anybody, we must love another. Every great hatred 
serves as a countenveight to a great love: and whom could I 
hate, I who love nobody? 

"My hate, like my love, is a confused and general feeling. 
which seeks to fasten upon something and cannot; I have a 
treasure of hate and love within me which I cannot turn to 
account, and which weighs horribly upon me. If I can find 
no means of pouring forth one or other of them, or both, T 
shall burst, and break asunder like bags crammed too full of 
money which rupture themselves and rip their seams. Oh! if 
I could abhor somebody, if one of the stupid people with 
whom I live could insult me in suob a way as to make myoid 
viper blood boil in my icy veins and rouse me from the dull 
somnolence wherein I stagnate; if thou couldst bite me on the 
cheek with thy rat-like teeth and communicate thy venom 
and thy rage to me, old sorceress with palsied head; if some­
one's death could be my life: if the last heart's throb of an 
enemy writhing beneath my foot could impart delicious quiv­
erings to my hah, and the odour of his blood become sweeter 
to my parched nostrils than the aroma of flowers, oh I ho,,' 
readily would I abandon love, and how happy would I esteem 
myself I 
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UMortal embraces, tiger-like bitings, boa entwinings, ele­
phant feet pressed on a cracking and flattening breast, steeled 
tail of the scorpion, milky juice of the euphorbia, curling 
kris of Java, blades that glitter in the night and are extin­
guished in blood, you it is that, with me, shall take the 
place of leafless roses, humid kisses and the entwinings of 
love! 

"I bave said that I love nothing; alas! I am now afraid of 
loving something. It were ten thousand times better to 
hate than so to love! I have found the type of beauty that 
I dreamed of so long. I have discovered the body of my 
pbantom; I have seen it, it has spoken to me, I have touched 
its hand, it exists; it is not a chimera. I well knew that I 
could not be mistaken, and that my presentiments never 
lied. Yes, Silvio, I am by the side of my life's dream; its 
room is there and mine is here. I can see the trembling of 
·.he curtain at its window and the light of its .lamp. Its 
~adow has just passed across the curtain. In an bour we 
shall sup together. 

"The beautiful Turkish eyelashes, the deep and limpid 
gaze, the ,varm colour of pale amber, the long and lustrous 
black hair, the nose finely cut and proud, the joints and 
slender delicate extremities after the manner of Parmeginiano, 
the dainty rurves, the purity of oval, whicb give so much 
elegance and aristocracy to a face, all that I wished for, 
and that I should have been happy to find disseminated 
in five or six persons, I have found united in one! 

"What I most adore of all things in the world is a pretty 
hand. If you saw this one! what perfection! what vivacious 
v;bitenessl what softness of skin! what penetrating moisturel 
how admirably t",,"ring the extremity of the fingers! how 
clear the oval markings on the nails! what polish and what 
splendour I you would compare them to the inner leaves of a 
rose,-the hands of Anne of Austria, so vaunted and cele­
brated, are in comparison but those of a turkey-berd or of a 
scullery-maid. And then what grace is there and what art 
in the slightest movements of this hand! how gracefully does 
this little finger curve and keep itself a little apart from its 
tall brothers! The thought of this hand maddens me and 
causes my lips to quiver and bum. I close my eyes that I 
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may see it no longer; but with the lips of its delicate finger> 
it takes my eyelashes and opens the lids, and causes a 
thousand visions of ivory and snow to pass before me. 

"Ah! it is Satan's claw, no doubt, that is gloved beneath 
this satin skin;-it is some jesting demon who is befooling 
me;-there is some sorcery here. It is too monstrously 
impossible. 

"This hand-I shall set out for Italy to see the pictures of 
the great masters, to study, compare, draw, and in short be­
come a painter that I may represent it as it is, as I see it, as 
I feel it; it will perhaps be a means of ridding myself of 
this species of possession. 

"I wished for beauty; I knew not what I asked. It is to 
be desirous of looking without eyelids at the sun, to be de­
sirous of touching fire. I suffer horribly. To be unable to 
assimilate this perfection, to be unable to pass into it and 
have it pass into me, to have no means of representing it 
and making it felt! When I see something beautiful I wish 
to touch it with the whole of myself, everywhere and at the 
5aIJle time. I wish to sing it, and paint it, to sculpture it 
and write it, to be loved by it as I love it; I wish what is, and 
ever will be, impossible. 

"Your letter has done me harm, much harm-forgive me 
for saying so. All the calm, pure happiness that you enjoy. 
the walks in the reddening woods, the long talks so tender 
and intimate which end with a chaste kiss upon the brow; 
the separate and serene life; the days so quickly spent that 
the night seems to advance, make me find the internal per­
turbations in which I live more tempestuous still. So you 
are to be married in two months; all the obstacles are re­
moved, and you are now sure of belonging to each other for 
ev~r: Your present felicity is increased by all your future 
fe~C!ty. You are happy and you have the certainty of 
bemg still happier soon. What a lot is yours! Your loved 
one is beautiful, hut what you love in her is not lifeless and 
palp~ble beauty, material beauty, but the beauty that is 
mVlSlble and eternal, the beauty that never grows old, the 
beauty of the soul. She is full of grace and purity: she loves 
you as such souls know how to love. You did not seek 
to know whether the gold of her hair approached in tone tho 
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tresses ~f Rubens and Giorgione; but it pleased you because 
it was hers. And I will wager, bappy lover that you are, 
that you do not even knO\V whether your mistress's type is 
Greek or Asiatic, English or It~1ian. 0 Silvio! ho", rare are 
the hearts that are satisfied with love pure and simple and 
desire neither a hermitage in the forests, nor a garden on an 
island in Lake Maggiore. 

"If I had the courage to tear myself from here, I would 
go and spend a month with you ; it"might be that I should be 
purified in the air that you breathe, and that the shadows of 
your avenues would shed a little freshness on my burning 
brow; but no, it is a paradise wherein I must not set my 
foot. Scarcely should 1 be permitted to gaze from a distance 
over the wall at the two be,utiful angels walking in it, hand 
io hand and eye to eye. The demon cannot enter into Eden 
save in the form of a serpent, and, dear Adam, for all the 
happiness io heaven, I would not be the serpent to your Eve. 

"What fearful work has been wrought in my soul of late? 
who has turned my blood acd changed it into venom? Mon­
strous thought, spreading thy pale green branches and thy 
hemlock umbels io the icy shadow of my heart, what poisoned 
wind has lodged there the germ whence thou art sprung? It 
was this then that was reserved for me, it was to this that all 
the paths, so desperately essaved, were to lead me! 0 fate, 
how thou dost mock usl All the eagle-flights towards the 
SUD, the pure flames aspirL,g to beaven, the divine melan­
choly, the love deep and restrained, the religion of beauty, 
the fancy so curious and graceful, the exhaustless and ever­
mounting flood from the internal spring, the ecstacy ever 
open-winged, the dreaming that bore more blossoms than the 
hawthorn in May, all the poetry of my youth, all these gifts 
so beautiful and rare, were only to succeed in placing me 
beneath the lowest of mankind! 

"1 wished to love. 1 went like a madman callin~ and in­
~oking 10\'e; 1 writhed with rage beneath the feeling of my 
Impotence; 1 fired my blood, and dragged my body to the 
sloughs of pleasure; I clasped to suffocation against my arid 
heart a fair young woman who loved me' I pursued the 
passion .th~t fled from me: 1 de~ed m'yself, and acted 
like a VIrgIn golD~ to an evil place In hope of finding a lover 
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among those brought thither by impure motives, instead of 
waitiog patiently in discreet and silent shadow until the angel 
reserved for me by God should appear to me with radiant 
penumbra, a flower from heaven ready to my hand. All the 
years that I have wasted in childish disquietude, hastening 
hither and thither, and trying to force nature and time, I 
ought to have spent in solitude and meditation, in striving 
to render myself worthy of being loved; that would have been 
\\isely done: but I had scales before my eyes and I walked 
straight to the precipice. Already I h.ve one foot suspended 
over the void, and I believe that I shall soon raise the other. 
My resistanc, is in vain, I feel it, I must roll to the bottom 
of the new abyss which has just opened up within me. 

"Yes, it was indeed thus that I had imagined love. I now 
feel that of which I had dreamed. Yes, here is the chann­
ing and terrible sleeplessness in which the roses are thistles 
and the thi: tles roses; here is the sweet grief and the 
wretched happiness, the unspeakable trouble which surrounds 
you with a golden cloud and, like drunkenne5.>: causes the 
shape of objects to waver before you, the buzzings in the 
ear wherein there ever rings the last syllable of the well· 
beloved's nar!'e, the paleness, the flushings, the sudden quiv. 
erings, the burning and icy sweat: it is indeed thusi the 
poets do "at lie. 

"Whe::! I am abc;.:t to c:'r the drawing-room in which 
we usually meet, r.:y heart beats with such violence that it 
might be seen through my dress, or:j I am obliged to restrain 
it with both "'y honds lest it should escape. If I perceive 
thi~ form at ilie end of an avenue or in the park, distance 
is straightway effaced, and the road passes away I know not 
where: the devil must carry it 0:£ or I must h"'e wings. 
Notiling can divert my attention from it: I read, and the 
same image comes between the book and my eyes; I ride, I 
gallop, and I still believe that I can feel in the whirlwind 
its long hair mingling with mine, and hear its burried respira· 
tion and its warm breath passing lightly over my cheek. 
This image possesses and pursues me everywhere, and I never 
see it more than when I see it not. 

"You pitied me for not loving, pity me now for loving, and 
above all for loving whom I love. What a misfortune. wbat 
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a hatchet-stroke upon my life that was already so mutilated! 
,vhat senseless, guilty, odious passion has laid hold upon mel 
It is a sllame whose blush will never fade from II'y brow. 
It is the most lamentable of aU my aberrations, I cannot 
understand it, I cannot com prebend it at aU, everything is 
confused and upset within me; I can no longer tell who I am 
or what others are, I doubt whether I am a man or a woman, 
I have a horror of myself, I experience strange and inex­
plicable emotions, and there are moments when it seems to 
me as if my reason were departing, and when the feeling 
Df my existence forsakes me altogether. For a long time I 
could not helieve what was; I listened to myself and watched 
myself attentively. I strove to unravel the ronfused skein 
that was entangled in my soul. At last, through all the veils 
which enveloped it, I discovered the frightful truth. Silvio, 
I love-Ohl no, I can never teU you-I love a man." 

IX 

"It is so. I love a man, Silvio. I long sought to delude 
myself; I gave a different name to the feeling that I ex­
rerienced; I clothed it in the garment of pure and disinter­
ested friendship: I believed that it was merely the admiration 
which I entertain for all beautiful persons and things; for 
severd days I walked in the treacherous, pleasant paths 
that wander about every waking passion; but I now recog­
nise the profound and terrible road to which I am pledged. 
There is no means of concealment: I have examined myself 
thoroughly, and coldly weighed all the circumstances; 1 bave 
accounted to myself for the smallest detail; I have explored 
my soul in every direction with the certainty which results 
from the habit of self-investigation; I blush to think and 
write about it; but the fact, alas! is only too certain, I love 
this young man not from friendship but from 10ve;-y05, 
from love. 

"You whom I have loved so much, Silvio, my good, my 
only comrade, you have never insoired me 'with a similar 
feeling, and yet, if ever there was under heaven a close and 
lively friendship, if ever two souls, though different, under-
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stood each other perfectly, it was our friendship and our 
two souls. What winged bours bave we spent together' 
what talks without end and always too soon terminated' 
bow many things bave we said to each other which people 
have never said to themrelves! We had towards each other 
in our hearts the window which Momus would have liked to 
open in man's bosom. How proud I was of being your 
friend, I who was younger than you, I so insane and you so 
full of reason I 

"Wbat I feel towards this young man is truly incredible; 
no woman has ever troubled me so singularly. The sound of 
his clear, silvery voice affects my nerves and agitates me in a 
strange manner; my soul hangs on his lips, like a bee on a 
flower, to drink in the honey of his words. I cannot brush 
him as I pass without quivering from head to foot, and 
when, in the evening, as we are separating, he gives me his 
soft, satin-like, adorable band, all my life rushes to the spot 
that he has touched, and an bour afterwards I still feel th. 
pressure of his fingers. 

"This morning I gazed at him for a long time without 
his seeing me. I was concealed behind my curtaln_ He was 
at his window which is exactly opposite to mine. Thi. part 
of the mansion was built at the end of Henri lV's reign; it is 
balf brick, half ashlar, according to the custom of the time: 
the window is long and narrow, with a lintel and balcony 
of stone. Theodore-for you have no doubt already gueesed 
that it is he who is in question-was resting his elbow on the 
parapet with a melancholy air, and appeared to be in a 
profound reverie. A drapery of red, large-flowered damask, 
wbich was half caught up, rell in broad folds behind him and 
served as a background. How bandsome he was, and bow 
marvellously his dark and pale head was set off by the purple 
tint I Two great clusters of black, lustrous bair, like the 
grape-bunches of the ancient Erigone, bung gracefully down 
his cheeks, and framed in a most charming manner the 
correct delicate oval of his beautiful face. His round, plump 
neck was entirely bare, and he had on a dressing-gown with 
broad sleeves which was tolerably like a woman's dress. 
In his hand he beld a yellow tulip, picking it pitilessly to 
pieces in his reverie and throwing the fragments to the wind. 
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"One of the luminous angles traced by the sun on the wall 
chanced to be pojected against the window, and the picture 
was gilded with a warm, transparent tone which would have 
made Giorgione's most brilliant canvas envious. 

"With his long hair stirred softly by the breeze, bis marble 
neck thus uncovered. his ample robe clasped around his 
waist, and his beautiful hands issuing from their ruffles like 
the pistils of a flower from the midst of their petals, h, 
looked not the handsomest of men but the most beautiful 0 _ 

women, and I said in my heart-cIt is a woman, obI it is:. 
WOm3.D!' Then I suddenly remembered the nonsense which, 
as you know, I wrote to you a long time ago, respecting my 
ideal and the manner in which I should assuredly meet with 
it: the beautiful lady in the Louis XIII park, the red and 
white mansion, the Jarge terrace, the avenues of old chestnut 
trees, and the interview at the window: I once gave you all 
these detalls. It was just so,-what I saw was the exact 
realisation of my dream. It was just the style of architecture, 
the effect of light, the description of beauty, the colour and 
the character that I had desired;-nothing was wanting, only 
the lady was a man;-but I confess to you that for the 
moment I had completely forgotten this. 

"Theodore must be a woman disguised; the thing is im­
possible otherwise. Such beauty, even for a woman, is not 
the beauty of a mao, were he Antinotis, the friend of Adrian; 
were he Alexis, the friend of Virgil. It is a woman, by 
heaven, and I was very foolish to torment myself in such • 
manner. In this way everything is explained in the mos· 
natural fashion in the world, and I am not such a monster as 
I believed. 

"Would God put those long, dark, silken frin~es on the 
coarse eyelids of a man? Would he dye our ugly blobber­
lipped and hair-bristling mouths with carmine so delicate and 
bright? Our bnnes, hewn into shape as with blows of a 
hedge-bill and coarsely fitted together, are not worthy of 
being swaddled in such white and tender flesh; our indented 
.;kulls are not made to be bathed in floods of such wonderful 
hair. 

"0 beauty I we were created only to love thee and worship 
thee on our knees, if we have found thee. and to seek thee 
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eternally through the world, if this happiness has not been 
given to us; but to possess thee, to be thyself, is possible 
only to angels and to women. Lovers, poets, painters and 
sculptors, we all seek to raise an altar to thee, the Io'Ver in his 
mistress, the poet in his song, the painter in his canvas, the 
sculptor in his marble; but it is everlasting despair to be 
unable to give palpability to the beauty that you feel, and 
to be enshrouded in a body which in no way realises the 
body which you know to be yours. 

"I once saw a young man ,'·h) had robbed me of the 101m 
that I ought tn have had. The rascal was juS! such as [ 
should have wished to be. He had the beauty 01 my ugli­
ness, and beside him I looke j like a rough sketch cf him. 
He was of my height, but more slender 3r.d vigorcus; his 
figure resembled mine, but had an elegance and nobility that 
I do not possess. His eyes were not of a different colour 
than my own, but they had a look and a brilliancy that 
mine will never have. His no"" had been cast in the same 
mould as mine, but it seemed to have been retouched by the 
chisel of a skilful statuary; tbe ncstrils were more open 
and more impassioned, the flat parts more cleanly cut. and 
there was something heroIC in It which is altogetber wanting 
to that respectable portion of my individuality: you would 
have said that nature had firs. tried in my person to make 
this perfected self of mine. 

"I looked like the erase,j and shapeless draught of the 
thought whereof he 'vas the copy in fair, moulded writing. 
When I saw him walk, stop. salute the ladies, sit and lie 
down with the perfect grace which results from beauty of 
proportion, I was seized with sadness and frigbtful jealousy. 
such as must be felt by the clay '!lode! drying .nd splitting 
obscurely in a corner of the studio, while the haughty marble 
statue, which would not have existed without it, stands 
proudly on its sculptured socle, and attracts the attention and 
praises of the visitors. For tbe rogue is, after all, only my 
own self which has succeeded a little better, and been cast 
with less rebellious brenze, that has made its way more 
exactly into the hollows of the mould. I think that he has 
great hardihood to strut in this way with my form and to 
display as much insolence as though he were an original 
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type: he is, when all is said, only a plagiarism from me, for 
I was born before him, and without me nature would not 
have conceived the idea of making bim as he is. 

"When women praised his good manners and personal 
charms, I had every inclination in the world to rise and say 
to them-'Fools that you are, just praise me directly, for 
this gentleman is myself and it is uselessly circuitous to 
transmit to him what is destined to come back to me.' At 
"ther times I itched horribly to strangle him to tum his soul 
!lUt of the body which belQnged to me, and I would prowl 
about him with compressed lips and clenched fists like a lord 
prowling around his palace in which a family of ragamuffins 
has establisljed itself in his absence, and not knowing how 
\0 cast them out. For the rest, this young man is stupid, 
~nd succeeds all the better for it. And sometimes I envy 
him his stupidity more than his beauty. 

"The Gospel saying about the poor in spirit is not com­
plete: 'They shall have the kingdom of Heaven;' I know 
nothing about that, and it is a matter of indifference to me; 
but they most certainly have the kingdom of the earth,­
dley have the money and the beautifui women, in other 
words the only two desirable things in the world. Do you 
know a sensible man who is rich, or a fellow with heart and 
!lOme merit who has a passable mistress? Although Theodore 
is very handsome, I nevertheless have not wished for his 
beauty, and I would rather he had it than I. 

IIThose strange loves of which the elegies of the ancient 
poets are fulL which surprised us so much and which we 
could not understand, are probable, therefore, and possible. 
In the tranolations that we used to make of them we sub­
stiruted the names of women for those which were actually 
there. Juventius was made to terminate as Juventia, Alexis 
was changed into Ianthe. The beautiful boys became beau­
tiful girls, we thus reconstructed the monstrous seraglio of 
(·.tullus, Tibullus, Martial, and the gentle VirgiL It was a 
\ ery gallant occupation which only proved how little we bad 
'omprebended the ancient genius. 

"1 am a man of the Homeric times; the world in which I 
!i\'e is not mine, and I have no comprehension of the society 
"irhich qm'ounds me. Christ has not come for me; I am as 



MADEMOISELLE DE :\lAliPll,\ 33 

much a pagan as were Alcibides and Pbidias. I have never 
gone to pluck passion flowers upon Golgotha, and the deep 
river which flows from the side of the Crucified One and 
forms a red girdle round the world has not bathed me in its 
flood. My rebellious body will not recogoise the supremacy 
of the soul, and my flesh does not admit that it should be 
mortified. I deem the earth as fair as heaven, and I think 
that correctness of form is virtue. Spirituality does not suit 
Ille, I prefer a statue to a phantom, and noon to twilight. 
Three things please me: gold, marble and purple, splendour, 
solidity and colour. My dreams are composed of them, and 
all my chimerical palaces are constructed of these materials. 

"Sometimes I b3ve other areams,-of long cavalcades of 
perfectly white borses, without harness or bridle, ridden by 
beautiful naked youths who defile across a band of dark 
blue colour as on the friezes of the Parthenon, or of theories 
of young girls crowned with bandelets, with straight-folded 
tunics and ivory sistra, who seem to wind around an immense 
vase. Never mist or vapour, never anything uncertain or 
wavering. My sky has no clouds, or, if there be any, they 
are solid chisel-carved clouds, formed with the marble frag­
ments fallen from the statue of Jupiter. Mountains with 
sharp-cut ridges indent it abruptly on the borders, and the 
sun, leaning on one of the loftiest summits, opens wide his 
lion-yellow eye with its golden lashes. The grasshopper 
cries and sings, the corn-ear cracks; the shadow, vanquished 
and exhausted by the heat, rolls itself up and collects itself 
at the foot of the trees: everything is radiant, shining, re­
splendent. The smallest detail becomes firm and is boldly 
accentuated; every object assumes a robust form and colour. 
There is no room for the softness and dreaming of Christian 
art. 

"Such a world is mine. Tne streams in my landscapes 
fall in a sculptured tide from a sculptured urn ; through the 
tall green reeds, sonorous as those of the Eurotas, may be 
seen glistening the round, silvery hip of some nymph with 
glaucous hair. He'l' is Diana passing through this dark oak 
forest with her quiver at her back, her flying scarf, and her 
buskins with intertwining bands. She is followed by her 
pack and her nymphs with harmonious names. My pic-
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tures are painted with four tints, like the pictures of the 
primitive painters, and often they are only coloured basso­
relievos; for I love to touch what I ha,-e seen with my finger 
ane to pursue the roundness of the outlines into its most 
fugitive windings; I view each thing from every side and go 
around it with a light in my hlnd. 

"I have looked upon love in the light of antiquity and as 
a more or less perfect piece of sculpture. How is this arm? 
Pretty well. The hands are net wanting in delicacy. What 
do you think of this foot? I think that the ankle is without 
nobility, and that the heel is Commonplace. But the breast 
is well placed and of good shape, the serpentine line is suffi­
ciently undulating, the shoulders are fat and of a hand",me 
character. This woman would be a passable mOGel, and it 
would be possible to cast several portions of her. Let us 
10,"e her. 

"I have always been thus. I look upon women with the 
eyes of a sculptor and not of a fover. I have all my life 
been troubled about the shape of the flagon, ne,·er about the 
quality of its contents. I might have had Pandora's box in 
my hand, and I believe that I should not have opened it. 
Just now I said that Christ had not come fer me; ~lary, star 
of the modem Heaven, sweet mother of tbe glorious babe, 
has not come either. 

";;"or a long time and very often I bave stopped beneath 
the stone foliage in cathedrals, in the trembling bri~tness 
from the windows, at an hour when the organ was naaning 
of itself, when an imisible finger touched the keys and the 
wind breathed in the pipes, and I have plunged my eyes deep 
into the pale azure of the long eyes of the Madonna. I have 
followed piously the wasted oval of her face, and the scarcely 
indicated arch of ber eyebrows; I have admired her smooth 
and luminous bro""" her chastely transparent temples, her 
,1'eek-bonef shaded with a sober virginal COlOUf, tenderer 
t: .• , the blossom of the peach; I have counted one by one 
the b~"\Utlful golden lashes casting their palpitating shadow; 
through the half-tint which bathes her I have distinruished 
the fleeting lines of '.ler frail and modestly bended ::eck· I 
have e"en, ",;th rash hand, raised the folds of her tunic ~d 
,"('ntempiated unveiled th. \irgin, milk-di.tended bosom ",hleb 
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was never pressed but by lips divine; I have pursued its 
delicate blue veins into their most imperceptible ramifica­
tions, I have laid my finger upon it that I might cause the 
celestal drink to spring forth in white streams; I have 
touched with my mouth the bud of the mystic rose. 

"Well! I confess that all this immaterial beauty, so winged 
and vaporous that one feels that it is about to take its flight, 
has affected me very moderately. I prefer the Venus Ana· 
dyomene a thousand times. The antique eyes turned up at 
the corners, the lips SO pure and so firmly cut, so amorous 
and so inviting for a kiss, the low full brow, the hair undu· 
lating like the sea and knotted carelessly behind the head. 
the firm and lustrous shoulders, the back with its thousano 
charming curves, the small and gently swelling bosom, all 
the well-rounded shapes, the breadth of hips, the delicate 
strength, the expression of superhuman vigour in a body so 
adorably feminine, ravish and encoant me to a degree of 
which you can form no idea, you who are a Christian and 
wscreet. 

"Mary, in spite of the humble air which she affects, is far 
'.00 proud for me ; scarcely does even the tip of her foot, in 
its encircling white bandelets, touch the surface of the globe 
which is already growing blue and on which the old serpent 
is writhing. Her eyes are the most beautiful in the world, but 
they are always turned towards heaven or cast . down; they 
ne\·er look you in the face and have never reflected a human 
form. And then, I do not like the. nimbuses of smiling 
cherubs which circle her head in a golden vapour. I am 
jealous of the tall pubescent angels "ith floating robes and 
hair who are so amorously eager in her assumptions; the 
hands entwined to support her, the wings in motion to ~an 
her, displease and annoy me. These heavenly coxcombs, 
'" coquettish and triumphant, with their tunics of light, their 
perukes of golden thread, and their handsome blue and green 
feathers, seem too gallant to me, and if I were God I should 
take care not to give such p~es to my mistress. 

"venus emerges from the >;ea to land upon the world- · 
as is fitting in a divinity that loves men-quite naked and 
quite alone. She prefers the e:nth to Olympus, and has more 
men than gods for her lovers; she does not enwrap her>;elf 
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in the lan~rous veils of mysticism; she stands erect, her 
dolphin behind 1-,., her foot on her conch of mother of pearl, 
the sun strikes upcn her pclished body, and with her white 
hand .he holos lH) in the air the flood of her beautiful hair 
on which old Father Ocean has strewn his most perfect 
pearls. You may look at her: she conceals nothing, for 
modesty was made for the ugly alone, and is a modern inven­
tion, daughter of the Christian contempt for form and 
matter. 

"0 ancient world! so all that thou hast revered is scorned; 
so thy idols are overthrown in the dust; \Vasted anchorites, 
clad in rags that are full of holes, and blood-covered martyrs, 
with shoulders torn by the tigers in thy circuses, have perched 
themselves upon the pedestals of thy beautiful, charming 
gods: Christ has wrapped the world in his shroud. Beauty 
must blush at itself and assume a winding sheet. Beautiful 
youths with oil-rubbed limbs who wrestle in lyceum or gym­
nasium, beneath the brilliant sky, in the full sight of the 
Attie sun, before the astonished crowd ; young Spartan girls 
who dance the bibasis, and run naked to the summit of 
Taygetus, resume your tunics and your chlamydes: your 
reign is past. And you, shapers of marble, Prometheuses of 
bronze, bree.k your chisels: there are to be no more sculptors. 
The palpable world is dead. A dark and lugubrious thought 
alone fills the immensity of the void. Cleomene goes to the 
weavers to see what folds are made bv cloth or linen. 

"Virginity, bitter plant, born on a sOil steeped with blood, 
whose etiolated and siekly flower opens painfully in the dark 
shade of cloisters, beneath a cold lustral rain;-scentle..c;s rose 
all bristling with thorns, thou hast taken the place, with us, 
of the beautiful, joyous roses bathed in spikenard and 
Falemian of the dancing women of Svbaris! 

"The ancient world did not know thee fruitless flower; 
ne\"er didst thou enter into its wreaths of intoxicating fra· 
grance; in that vigorous and healthy society thou wouldst 
h.aye been trampled scornfully underfoot. Virginity, mys­
tiasm. melancholy,-three unknown words -three new mal· 
adies br?ught in .by Christ. Pale spectr~s who flood our 
world \\1th your ICY tears and who with your elbow on a 
cloud and your hand in your bosom, ::an only say-'O death! 
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o death!' you could not have set foot in that world so "ell 
peopled with indulgent and wanton gods! 

HI consider woman, after the manner of the ancients, as a 
beautiful slave designed for our pleasure. Christianity bas 
not rehabilitated ber in my eyes. To me she is still some­
thing dissimilar and inlenor tnat we worship and play with. 
a toy which is more intelligent than if it were of ivory or 
gold, and which gets up of itself if we let it fall. I have 
been told, in consequence of this, that I think badly of 
women; I consider, on the contrary, that it is thinking very 
well of them. 

HI do not know, in truth, why women are so anxious to 
be regarded as men. I can understand a person wishing to 
be a boa, a lion or an elephant; but that anyone should 
wish to be a man is something quite beyond my comprehen­
sion. If I had been at the Council of Trent when they dis­
cussed the important question of whether a woman is a man, 
I should certainly have given my opinion in the negative. 

"I have written some love-verses during my lifetime, Of, 

at least, some which assumed to pass for such. I have just 
read a portion of them again. They are altogether wanting 
in the sentiment of modem love. If they were written in 
Latin distichs instead of in French rhymes, they might be 
taken for the work of a bad poet of the time of Augustus. 
And I am astonished that the women, for whom they were 
written, were not seriously angry, instead of being quite 
channed with them. It is true that women know as little 
about poetry as cabbages and roses, which is quite natural 
and plain, being themselves poetry, or, at least, the best 
instruments for poetry: the flute does not hear nor under­
stand the air that is played upon it. 

"In these verses nothing is spoken of but golden or ebony 
hair, marvellous delicacy of skin, roundness of arm, small­
ness of foot, and shapely daintiness of hand, and the whole 
terminates with a humble supplication to the divinity to 
grant the enjoyment of all these beautiful things as speedHy 
as possible. In the triumphant passages there is nothing 
but gaflands hung upon the threshold, torrents of flowers, 
burning perfumes, Catullian addition of kisses, sleepJ"", 
and channin~ nights, quarrels with Aurora, and injunctions 
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to the same Aurora to return and hide herself behind the 
saffron curtains of old Tithonus;-brightness without beat. 
sonorousness without vibration. They are accurate, pol­
ished, written with consistent elaboration: but through all 
the refinements and veils of expression you may divine the 
short, stern voice of the master trying to be mild while speak­
ing to the slave. There is no soul, as in the erotic poetry 
written since the Christian era, asking another soul to love 
it because it loves; there is no azure-tinted, smiling lake 
inviting a brook to pour itself into its bosom that they may 
reflect the stars of heaven together; there is no pair of 
doves spreading their wings at the same time to fly to the 
same nest. 

"Cynthia, you are beautiful; make baste. Who knows 
wbether you will be alive to-morrow? Your bair is blacker 
than the lustrous skin of an Ethiopian virgin. Make baste; 
a few years bence, slender silver threads will creep into its 
thick clusters; these roses smell sweet to-day, but to-morrow 
they will have the odour of death, and be but the corpses of 
roses. Let us inhale thy roses while they resemble thy 
cheeks; let us kiss thy cheeks while they resemble thy roses. 
IVhen you are old, Cynthia, no one will have anything more 
to do with yoU,-Dot even the Hetor's servants when you 
would pay them,-and you will run after me whom now you 
repulse. Wait until Saturn with his nail bas scratched this 
pure and shining brow, and you will see bow your threshold, 
so besieged, so entreated, so warm \vith tears and so decked 
with flowers, will be shunned, and cursed, and covered with 
weeds and briars. Make haste, Cynthia; the smallest wrinkle 
may serve as a grave for the greatest love. 

"Such is the brutal and imoeriouS fonnula in which all 
ancient elegy is contained: it always comes back to it: it is 
its greatest, its :trongest reason. the Achilles of its arguments. 
After this it bas scarcely anything to say, and, when it bas 
promised a robe of twice-dyc~ byssus and a union of equal­
sized pearls, it bas reached the end of its tether. And it is 
also nearly the whole of \ •. 1--.1 I 5nd most conclusive in a 
"milar emergency. 

"Nevertheless I do not always abide by so scanty" pro­
~me, but embroider my barren canvas with a fe\V dif-
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ferently coloured silken threads picked uo here and there. 
But these pieces are short or are twenty times renewed, and 
do not keep their places well on the groundwork of the woof. 
I speak of love with tolerable elegance became I have rearl 
many fine things about it. It only needs the talent of an 
actor to do so. \Vith many women this appearance i5 
enough; my habitual writing and imagination prevent me 
from bein~ short of such materials, and every mind that i5 
at all practised may easily arrive at the game result h,' 
application; but I do not feel a word of wh1t I "y, and J 
repeat in a whisper like the ancient poet: Cynthia, make 
haste. 

"I have often been accused of deceit and dissimulation. 
Xobody in the world would be so pleased as myself to 
speak freely and pour forth his heart! but, as 1 have not an 
idea or a feeling s'milar to those of the people who sur· 
round me,- as, at the first true word that 1 let fall. there 
would be a hurrah and a general outcry, I bave preferred to 
keep Sl1ence, Of, if speaking, to discharge (lnly such follie '; 
as are admitted and have rights of citizenship. I would be 
welcome if 1 said to the ladies what 1 have just written 
to you! 1 do not think that they would have any great 
liking for my manner of seeing and ways of looking upon 
love. 

"As for men, I am equally unable to tell them to their 
face that they are wrong not to go on all fours: and that 
is in truth the most favourable thought that 1 have with 
respect to them. 1 do not wish to have a qu<urel at every 
word. What does it matter, after all, what 1 think or do 
not think; or if 1 am sad when I seem gay, and joyous 
when I have an air of melancholy? I cannot be blamed 
for not going naked: may I not clothe my countenance as 
I do my body? Wby should a mask be more reprehensible 
than a pair of breeches, or a lie than a corset? 

IIAlasl the earth turns round the sun, roasted on one side 
and frozen on the other. A battle takes place in which six 
hundred thousand men cut each other to pieces: the weather 
IS as fine as possible; the flowers display unparalleled co· 
quetry, and impudently open their luxuriant bosoms beneatli 
the very feet of the horses. To-day a fabulous number of 
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good deeds have been performed; it is pouring fast, there is 
snow and thunder, lightning and hail; you would think that 
the world was coming to an end. The benefactors of human­
ity are muddy to the waist and as dirty as dogs, unless they 
have carriages. Creation mocks pitilessly at the creature, 
and shouts keen sarcasms at it every minute. Everything 
is indifferent to everything, and each lives or vegetates in 
virtue of its own law. What difference does it make to the 
,)Un, to the beetroots, or even to men, whether I do this or 
that, live or die, suffer or rejoice, dissemble or he sincere? 

"A straw falls upon an ant and breaks its third leg at the 
second articulation; a rock falls upon a village and crushes 
it : I do not believe that one of these misfortunes draws 
more tears than the other from the golden eyes of the stars. 
You are my best friend, if the expression is not as hollow 
as a bell; but were I to die, it is very evident that, mourn 
as you might, you would not abstain from dining for even 
two days, and would, in spite of such a terrible catastrophe, 
continue to play trick-track very pleasantly. Which of my 
friends or mistresses will know my name and Christian names 
twenty years hence, or would recognise me in the street if 
[ were to appear with a coat out at elbows? Forgetfulness 
and nothingness are the whole of man. 

"I feel myself as perfectly alone as is possible, and all 
the threads passing from me to things and from things to 
me llflve been broken one by one. There are few examples 
of a man who, preserving a knowledge of the movements 
that take place ,,;!hin him, has arrived at such a degree of 
brutishness. I am like a flagon of liqueur which has been 
left uncorked and whose spirit has completely evaporated. 
The beverage has the same appearance and colour i but 
taste it, and you will find in it nothing but the insipidity 
Df water. 

"When I think of it, I am frightened at the rapidity of 
this decomposition: if it continues I shan be obli~ed to salt 
myself, or I 5hall ine, itably grow rotten, and the worms 
will come after me, seeing that I have no longer a soul, and 
that the latter alone constitutes the difference between a 
bcdy and a corpse. One year ago, not more, I had still 
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something human in me; I was disquieted, I was seeking. 
I had a thought cherished above all others, a sort of aim, 
an ideal; I wanted to be loved and 1 had the dteams that 
come at that age,-less vaporous, le~ chaste, it is true, than 
those of ordinary youths, but ylt contained within just 
limits. 

"Little by little the incorporeal ,>art was withdrawn and 
dissipated, and there was left at br ttom of me only a thick 
bed of coarse slime. The dteam 'Jecame a nightmare, and 
the chimera a succubus; the wOl ld of the soul closed its 
ivory gates against me: I now und.!rstand only what I touch 
with my bands; my dreams are d stone; everything con· 
denses and hardens about me, nothh'g floats, nothing wavers, 
there is neither air nor breath; n1atter presses upon me, 
encroaches upon me and crushes me; I am like a pilgrim 
who, having faUen asleep with his feet in the water on a 
summer's day, has awaked in winter with his feet locked 
fast in the ice. I no longer wish for anybody's love or 
friendship; glory itself, that brilliant aureola which I had 
so desired for my brow, no longer inspires me with the 
slightest longing. Only one thing, alas! now palpitates within 
me, and that is the horrible desire which draws me towards 
Theodore. You see to what aU my moral notions are reduced. 
What is physically beautiful is good, aJ1 that is u~ly is evil. 
I might see a beautiful woman who, to my own knowledge, 
bad the most villainous soul in the world, and was an 
adulteress and a poisoner, and I confess that this would be 
a matter of indifference to me and would in no way prevent 
me from taking delight in her, if the shape of her nose 
suited me. 

"This is the way in which I picture to myself sumeme 
happiness; there is a large square building, with0ut any 
windows looking outward; a large court surrounded by a 
white marble colonnade, a crystal fountain in the centre 
with a jet of quicksilver after the Arabian fashion, and 
boxes of orange and pomegranate trees placed alternately; 
overhead, a very blue sky and a very yeUow sun ; large 
greyhounds with pike-like noses should be sleepin~ here and 
there; from bme to tim, barefooted negroes with rings of 
gold on tbel]" legs, and beautiful wbite, slender serving-
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"",men, dothed in rich and capricious garments, should 
pass through the hollow arcades, baskets on the'r arms or 
amphoras on their heads. For myself, I should be there, 
motionless and silent, beneath a ma~ificent canopy, sur­
rounded with piles of cushions, having a huge tame lion 
sut)porting my elbow and the naked breast of a young slave 
like a stool beneath my foot, and smoking opium in a large 
jade pipe. 
. "I cannot imagine paradise differently; and, if God really 
wishes me to go there after my death, he will build me a 
little kiosk on this DIan in the comer of some star. Para­
di~c. as it is commonly described, aopears to me much too 
musical. and I confess, with all humility that I am perfectly 
incapable of enduring a sonata which would last for merely 
ten thousand Years. 

"You see the nature of my Eldorado, of my promised 
I.nd: it is a dream like any other; but it has this special 
feature, that I never introduce any known countenance into 
it; that none of my friends has crossed the threshold of this 
imaginary palace; and that nene of the women that I have 
possessed h:lS sat down beside me on the velvet of the 
cushions: I am there alone in the midst of phantoms. I 
have never conceived the idea of loving all the women's 
faces, and graceful shadows of young girls with whom I 
people it: I have never supposed one of them in love with 
me. In this f:mtastic £craglio I have created no favourite 
sultana. There are negresses, mulattoes, Jewesses with blue 
skin and red hair, Greeks and Circassians, Spaniards and 
En/dishwomen; but they are to me only symbols of colour 
and fe,ture, and I have them just as a man has all kinds of 
wines in bis cellar, and ever; species of humminq-bird in his 
collection. Tbey are objects to be admired, pictures which 
have no need of a frame. statues which come to you when 
vou call them and wish to look at them closely. A woman 
possesses this unquestionable advanta~e over a statue, that 
she turns of hf"rself in the direction that you wish, whereas 
you are obli~ed to walk round the .tatue and place yourself 
at the point of sigbt;-wbich is fatiguin~. 

"You must see that with such ideas 1 cannot remain in 
the!e Lnes nor in this world of ours; for it is impossible to 



MADEMOISELLE DE MAUPIN 143 

exist thus by the side of time and space. I must find some 
thing else. 

"Such thoughts lead simply and logically to this conclu­
sion. As only satisfaction of the eye~ polish of form. and 
purity of feature are sought for, they are accepted wherever 
they are found . This is the explanation of the singular 
aberrations in the love of the ancients. 

"Since the time of Christ there hasl not been a si~gle 
human statue in which adolescent beauty has been idealised 
and represented with the care that characterises the ancient 
sculptors. Woman has become the symbol of moral and 
physical beauty: man has really fallen from the day that the 
infant was born at Bethlehem. Woman is the queen of 
creation: the stars unite in a crown upon her head, the cres­
cent of the moon glories in waxing beneath her foot, the sun 
yields his purest gold to make her jewels, painters who ,,;sh 
to fiatter the angels give them women's faces, and, certes, I 
shall not be the one to blame them. 

"Previous to the gentle and worthy narrator of parables, 
it was quite the opposite; gods or heroes were not made 
feminine when it wa:; wished to make them charming; they 
bad their own type, at once vigorous and delicate, but always 
male, however amorous their outlines might be, and how­
ever smooth and destitute of muscles and veins the work­
man might have made their divine legs and arms. He was 
more ready to bring the special beauty of women into accord­
ance with this type. He enlarged the shoulders, attenuated 
the hips, gave more prominence to the throat, and accentu­
ated the joints of the arms and thighs more strongly. There 
is scarcely any difference between Paris and Helen. And 
so the hermaphrodite was one of the most eagerly cherished 
chimens of idolatrous antiquity. 

"This son of Hermes and Anhrodite is, in fact, one of the 
sweetest creations of Pagan gen-ius. Xothing in the world can 
be imagined more ravishing than these two bodies, h"rmoni· 
ously blended top.ther and beth perfect, these two beautier 
SO equal and so different. forming but one superior to both. 
because they are r"'Ciprocally tempered and improved. Tn 
an exclusive worshipper of form. can there be a more de· 
lightful uncertainty than t.1,.t into which vou are throWlJo 
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by the sight of the back, the ambiguous loins, and the strong, 
delicate legs, which you are doubtful whether to attribute to 
Mercury ready to take his flight or to Diana coming forth 
from the bath? The torso is a compound of the most chann­
ing monstrosities: on the bosom, which is plump and quite 
pubescent, swells with strange grace the breast of a young 
maiden; beneath the sides, which are well covered and quite 
feminine in their softness, you may divine the muscles and 
the ribs, as in the sides of a young lad; the belly is rather 
flat for a woman, and rather round for a man, and in the 
whole habit of the body there is something cloudy and 
undecided which it is impossible to describe, and which pos­
sesses quite a peculiar attraction. Theodore would certainly 
be an excellent model for this kind of beauty; nevertheless, 
I think, that the feminine portion prevails with him, and 
that he has preserved more of Salmacis than did the Her­
maphrodite of the Metamorphoses. 

"It is a singular thing that I have nearly ceased to think 
about his sex, and that I love him in perfect indifference to 
it. Sometimes I seek to persuade myself that such love is 
ridiculous, and I tell myself so as severely as possible; but 
it only comes from my lips-it is a piece of reasoning which 
I go through but do not feel: it really seems to me as if it 
were the simplest thing in the world and as if anyone else 
wouid do the same in my place. 

"I see him, I listen to him speaking or singing-for he 
lings admirably-and take an unspeakable pleasure in doing 
so. He produces the impression of a woman upon me to 
such an extent that ODe day, in the heat of conversation, I 
inadvertently called him Madame, which made him laugh 
in what appeared to me to be a somewhat constrained 
manner. 

uYet, if it were a woman, what motives could there be for 
this disguise? I cannot account for them in any way. It is 
comprehensible for a very young, very handsome and per­
fectly beardless cavalier to disguise himself as a woman; he 
can thus open a thousand doors which would have remained 
~bstinately shot against him, and the quid pro quo may 
mvolve him in quite a labyrinthine and jovial complication 
of adventures. You may, in this manner, reach a woman 
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wbo is strictly guarded, or realise a piece of good fortune 
under favour of the surprise. 

"But I am not very clear as to the advantages to be 
derived by a young and beautiful woman from rambling 
about in man's clothes. A woman ought not to give up in 
this way the pleasure of being courted, madrigalised and 
worshipped; she should rather give up ber life, and she would 
be right, for wbat is a woman·s life without all this? Noth­
ing, or sometbing worse than death. And I am always aston­
ished that women wbo are thirty years old, or bave the 
small-pox, do not throw themselves down from the top of a 
steeple. 

"In spite of all this, something stranger than any reason­
ing cries to me that it is a woman, and that it is she of wbom 
I bave dreamed, she wbom alone I am to love, and by wbom 
I alone am to be loved. Yes, it was she, the goddess with 
eagle glance and beautiful royal bands, wbo used to smile 
with condescension upon me from the height of ber throne 
of clouds. She has presented herself to me in this disguise 
to prove me, to see wbether I should recognise her, wbether 
my amorous gaze would penetrate tl:e veils wbic1 enwrap 
her, as in those wondrous tales where the fairies appear at 
first in the forms of beggars, and then suddenly stand out 
resplendent with gold and precious stones. 

"I bave recognised thee, 0 my love! At the sight of thee 
my beart leaped within my bosom as did St. Jobn in the 
womb of SI. Elisabeth, when she was visited by the Virgin; 
a blazing light was shed througl) the air; I perceived, as it 
were, an odour of divine ambrosia; I saw the trail of fIre at 
thy feet, and I straightway understood that thou .vert not a 
mere mortal. 

"The melodious sounds of SI. Cecilia's viol, to which the 
angels listen with rapture, are barsh and discordant in com­
pnison with the pearly cadences which escape from thy 
ruhy lips: the Graces, young and smiling, dance a ceaseless 
roundel about thee; the birds, warbling, bend their little 
variegated beads to see thee better as thou passest through 
the woods, and pipe to thee their prettiest refrains; the 
~orous moon rises earlier to kiss thee with her pale silver 
hps, for she has forsaken her shepherd for thee; the wind 
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Is careful not to efface the delicate print of thy charminf 
foot upon the sand; the fountain becomes smoother than 
crystal when thou hendest over it, fearing to ~'rinkle and dis­
tort the rcflection of thy celestial countenance; the modest 
violets themselves open up their little hearts to thee and dis­
playa thousand coquetries before thee; the jealous straw­
berry is piqued to emulation and strives to equal the divine 
carnation of thy mouth ; the imperceptible gnat hums joy­
ously and applauds thee with the beating of its wings: all 
nature loves and admires thee. who art her fairest work! 

/lAh! now I live;-until this moment I was but a dead 
man: now I am freed from the shroud, and stretch both my 
wasted hands out of the grave towards the sun; my blue. 
ghastly colour has left me: my blood circulates swiftly 
through my veins. The frightful .ilence which reigned 
around me is broken at last. The black, opaque vault which 
weighed heavy on my brow is illumined. A thousand mys­
terious voices whisper in my ear; charming stars sparkJe 
above me, and sand the windings of my path with their 
spangles of gold; the daisies laugh sweetlv to me, and the 
bell-flowers murmur my name with their little restless tongues. 
I understand a multitude of things which I used not to 
understand, I discover affinities and marvellous sympathies. 
I know the language of the roses and nightingales and I 
read with fluency the book which once I could not even 
spell. -

"I h,,'e recognised that I had a friend in the respectable 
old oak all covered with mi.stletoe and parasitic plants, ann 
that the frail and languid periwinkle, whose larp:e blue eye 
is ever running over with tears, had long cherished a discreet 
and restrained passion for me. It is love, it is love that has 
opened my eye. and given me the answer to the enigma. 
Love has come down to the bottom of the vault where mv 
soul cowered numb and somnolent: he has taken it by th-e 
finger-tips and has brought it up the steep and narrow 
.taIrcase leading without. All the locks of the prison were 
picked, and ior the fi"t time this poor Psyche came forth 
from me in whom she had been shut up. 

"Another life has become mine. I breathe "ith the breast 
,( another, and a blow wcunding him would kill me. Be 
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fore this happy day I was like those gloomy Japanese idols 
which look down perpetually at their own bellies. I was a 
spectator of myself, t:!>e audience of the comedy that I Wal' 
playing; I looked at myself living, and I listened to t1u' 
oscillations of my heart as to the throbbing of a pendulum. 
That was all. Images were portrayed on my beedles.; eyes, 
sounds struck my inattentive ear, but nothing from thf 
external world reached my soul. The existence of anyone 
else was not necessary to me; I even doubted any existence 
other than my own, concerning which again I was scarcely 
sure. It seemed to me that I was alone in the midst of the 
universe, and that all the rest was but vap:mrs, images, vain 
illusions, fleeting appearances destined to people this nothing­
ness. Wbat a difference! 

"And yet what if my presentiment is deceiving me, and 
Theodore is really a man, as every one believes him to be! 
Such marvellous beauties have sometimes been seen, and 
great youth assists such an illusion. It is something that I 
w111 not think of and that would drive me mad; the seed 
fallen yesterday into the sterile rock of my heart bas already 
pierced it in every direction with its thousand filaments; it 
has clung vigorously to it, and to pluck it up would be 
impossible. It is already a blossoming and green-growing 
tree with twisting muscular roots. If I came to know with 
certainty that Theodore is not a woman, I do not know, 
alas! wbether I should not still love him." 

x 
" My fair friend, you were quite right in dissuading me 

from the plan that I had formed of seeing men and study­
ing them thoroughly before giving my heart to any among 
them. I have for ever extinguished love within me, and 
even the possibility of love. 

"Poor young girls that we are, brought up with so much 
care, surrounded in such maidenly fashion with a triple wall 
of reticence and precaution, who are allowed to understand 
nothing, to suspect nothing, and whose principal knowledge 
is to know nothing, in wbat strange errors do we live, and 
what treacherous chimeras cradle us in their arms! 



148 MADEMOISELLE DE 11AUPIN 

"Ah! Graciosa, thrice cursed be the minute when the idea 
of this disguise occurred to me; what horrors, infamies, bru­
talities have I been forced to witness or to hear! what a 
treasure of chaste and precious ignorance bave I dissipated 
in but a short timel 

"It was in a fair moonlight, do you remember? we were 
walking together, at the very bottom of the garden, in that 
dull, little-frequented alley, tenninated at one end by a 
statue of a flute-playing Faun which has lost its nose, and 
wbose wbole body is covered "ith a thick leprosy of blackish 
moss, and at the other by a counterfeit view painted on the 
wall, and half-effaced by the rain. 

"Through the yet spare foliage of the yoke-elm we could 
here and there see the twinkling of the stars and the curved 
crescent of the moon. A fragrance of young shoots and 
fresh plants reached us from the parterre with the languid 
breath of a gentle breeze; a hidden bird was piping a lan­
guorous and whimsical tune; we, like true young girls, were 
talking of love, wooers, marriage, and the handsome cavalier 
that we had seen at mass; we were exchanging our few 
ideas of the world and things; we were turning over an 
expression that we had chanced to hear and whose meaning 
seemed obscure and singular to us, in a hundred different 
ways; we were asking a thousand of those absurd questions 
which only the most perfect innocence can imagine. What 
primitive poetry and what adorable foolishness were there 
in those furtive conversations between two little simpletons 
who had but just left a boarding-school I 

"You "ished to have for your lo,·er a bold, proud young 
fellow, with black moustache and bair, large spurs, large 
feathers, and a large sword--a sort of bully in love, and you 
indulged to the full in the heroic and triumphant: you 
dreamed of nothing but duels and escalades, and miraculous 
devotion, and you would have been ready to throw your 
glove into the lions' den that your Esplandian might follow 
to fetch it. It was very comical to see you, a little girl 
as you '<ere then, blonde, blushing, and yielding to the 
faintest blast, delivering yourself of such generous tirades all 
m a breath, and with the most martial air in the world. 

"For myself, although I was only six months older than 
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you, I was six years less romantic : one thing chiefly dis-­
quieted me, and this was to know what men said among 
themselves and what they did after leaving drawIng-rooms 
and theatres: I felt that there were many faulty and obscure 
sides to their li\"es, which were carefully veiled from ow 
gaze, and which it was very important that we should know. 
Sometimes h'dden behind a curtain, I would watch from a 
distance the gentlemen who came to the house, and it seemed 
to me then as if I could distinguish something base and 
cynical in their manner, a coarse carelessress or a wild 
preoccupied look, which I could no longer discern in them 
as soon as they had come in, and which they s.. .. med to la)" 
aside, as by enchantment, on the threshold of the room. 
All, young as well as old, appeared to me to have uniformly 
adopted convent!onal m:l..sks, conventional opinions and can· 
ventional modes of speech when in the presence cf women. 

"From the corner of the drawing-room, where I used to sit 
as straight as a doll, without leaning blck in my easy-chair, I 
would listen and look as I rolled my bouquet between my 
fingers: although my eyes were cast down I could see to right 
and to left, before me and beh'nd me: like the fabulous 
eyes of the lynx, my eyes could pierce through walls, and 
I could have told what was going on in the adjoining room. 

"I had also perceived a noteworthy difference in the way 
in which they spoke to married women; they no longer used 
discreet, polished, and childishly embellished phrases such as 
were addressed to myself and my companions, but displayed 
bolder S!'rightliness, less soher and more disembarrassed 
manners, open reticence, and the ambiguity that quickly 
comes from a comrotion which knows that it has similar 
corruption before it: I was quite sensible th·t there existed 
an element in common between them which did not exist 
between us, and I would have given anything to know what 
this element was. 

"With what anxiety and furious curiosity I would follow 
with eye and ear the laughing, buzzing groups of young 
men, who, after making a halt at some points in the circle, 
would resume their walk, talking and castin~ ilmbitnlnus 
glances ~ they pa&.,.j. On their scornfully puffed-up lips 
hovered mcredulous sneers: they looked as though they were 
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scoffing at what they had just said, and were retracting the 
compliments and adoration with which they had over­
whelmed us. 1 could not hear their words; but 1 knew 
from the movements of their lips that they were uttering 
expressions in a language with which 1 was unacquainted, 
and of which no one had ever made use in my presence. 

"Even those wbo had the most bumble and submissive air 
would raise their heads with a very perceptible shade of 
revolt and weariness ; a sigh of breathlessness, like that of an 
actor who has reached the end of a long couplet, would 
escape from their bosoms in spite of themselves, and when 
leaving us they would make a balf-tum of their heels in an 
eager, hu:ried manner which denoted a sort of internal satis­
faction at their release from the bard task of be;ng polite 
and gallant. 

"1 would have given a year of my life to listen, without 
being seen, to an hour of their conversation. I could often 
understand, by certain attitudes, indirect gestures and side­
glances, that 1 was the subject of their conversation, and 
that they were speaking of my age or my face. Then I 
would be on burning coals; the few subdued words and 
partial scraps of sentences reaching me at intervals would 
excite my curiosity to the highest degree, without being 
capable of satisfying it, and 1 would indulge in strange per­
plexities and doubts. 

"Generally, what was said seemed to be favourable to 
me, and it was not this that disquieted me: 1 did not care 
very much about being thought beautiful; it was the slight 
observations dropped into the hollow of the ear, and nearly 
always followed by long sneers and singular winkings of the 
eye, that is what 1 should have liked to hear; and I would 
have cheerfully abandoned the most flowery and perfumed 
conversation in the world to hear one of such expressions as 
are whispered behind a curtain or in the comer of a door­
way_ 

"If I had had a lover I should have greatly liked to know 
the way in which he spoke of me to another man, and the 
lenDs in which, with a little wine in his bead and both 
elbows on the table-cloth, he would boast of his good fortune 
to the companions of his orgie. 
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"I know this now, and in truth 1 am sorry that 1 know n. 
It is always so. 

"11y idea was a mad one, but what is done is done, and 
what is learned cannot be unlearned. 1 did not listen to 
you, my dear Graciosa, and I am sorry for it; but we do not 
always listen to reason, especially when it comes from such 
pretty lips as yours, for, from some reason or other, we can 
never imagine advice to be wise unless it is given by some 
old head that is hoary and grey, as though sixty years of 
stupidity could make one inwlligent. 

"But all this was too much torment, and 1 could not stand 
it; ' 1 was broiling in !1ly little skin like a chestnut on the 
pan. The fatal apple swelled in the foliage above my head, 
and 1 was obliged to end by giving it a bite, being free to 
throw it away afterwards, if the flavour seemed bitter to me. 

"1 acted like fair Eve, my very dear great-grandmother, 
and bit it. 

"The death of my uncle, the only relation left to me, giv­
ing me freedom of action, I put into practice what I had 
dreamed of for so long. My precautions were taken with 
the greatest care to prevent anyone from suspecting my sex. 
1 had learned how to handle a sword and fire a pistol; I rode 
perfectly, and with a hardihood of which few horsemen would 
have been capable; 1 carefully studied the way to wear 
my cloak and make my riding-whip clack, and in a few 
months I succeeded in transforming a girl who was thought 
rather pretty into a far more pretty cavalier, who lacked 
scarcely anything but a moustache. I realised my property, 
and left the town, determined not to return without the most 
complete e:'perience. 

"It was the only means of clearing up my doubts; to 
have had lovers would have taught me nothing, or would 
at least have atlorded me but incomplete glimpses, and I 
wished to study man thoroughly, to anatomise him with 
inexorable scalpel fibre by fibre, and to have him alive and 
palpitating on my dissecting table; to do this it would be 
necessary to see him at home, alone and undressed, and to 
follow him when he went out walkine, and visited the tavern 
or other places. With my disguise I could go everywhere 
without being remarked: there would be no concealment 
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before me, all reserve and constraint ,,,"ould be thrown aside, 
I would receive confidences, and would give false ODes to 
provoke others that were true. Alas! women have read 
only man's romance and never his history. 

"It is a frightful thing to think of, and one which is not 
thought of, how profoundly ignorant we are of the life and 
conduct of those who appear to love us, and whom we are 
going to marry. Their real existence is as completely un­
known to us as if frey were inhabitants of Saturn or of some 
other planet a hundred million leagues from our sublunary 
ball: one would think that they were of a different species, 
and that there is not the slightest intellectual link between 
the two sexes; the virtues of the ODe are the vices of the other, 
and what excites admiration for a man brings disgrace upon 
a woman. 

"As for us, our life is clear and may he pierced at a 
glance. It is easy to follow us from our home to the 
boarding-school, and from the boarding-school to our home j 
what we do is no mystery to anybody; every ODe may see 
our bad stump-drawings, our water-colour bouquets composed 
of a pansy and a rrse as large as a cabbage, and with the 
stalk tastefully tied ,-:ith a bright-coloured rihhon: the 
slippers which we embroider for our father's or grandfather's 
birthday have nothing very occult and disquieting in them. 
Our sonatas and ballads are gone through with the most 
desirahle coldness. We are well and duly tied to our mother's 
apron strings, and at nine or ten o'clock C!t the latest we 
(etire into our little white heds at the end cf our discreet 
and tidy cells, wherein we are virtuously holted and pad­
locked until next morning. The most watchful and jealous 
,usceptibility could find nothing to complain of. 

"The most limpid crystal does not possess the transparency 
of such a life. 

"The man who takes us knows what we have done from 
the minute we were weaned, and even before it if he likes to 
pursue his researches so far. Our life is n:t a life, it is a 
species of ve~etation like that of mosses and flowers; the icy 
shadow of 1 J.e maternal stem hovers over us poor stifled 
rosebuds who d:lre not bloom. Our chief busU;ess is'to keep 
ourselves very straight, well laced, and well brushed, with 
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our eyes becomingly cast down, and for immobility and still 
ness bJ surpass manikins and puppets on springs. 

"We are forbidden to speak, or to mingle in the conver­
sation, except to answer yes or no if we are asked a question. 
As soon as anybody is going to say something interesting we 
are sent away to practice the harp or harpsichord, and our 
music-masters are all at least sixty years old, and take snuff 
horribly. The models hung up in our rooms have a very 
vague and evasive anato:ny. Before the gods of Greece can 
present themselves in a young ladies' boarding-school they 
must ~rst purchase very ample box-coats at an old-clothes 
shop and get themselves engraved in stippling, after which 
they look like porters or cabmen, and are little calculated to 
inflame the imagination. 

"In the anxiety to prevent us from being romantic we are 
made idiots. The period of cur education is spent not in 
teaching us something, but b pre\Oenting us from learning 
something. 

H\Ve are really prisoners in body and mind; but how 
could a young man, who bas frcenom of action, who goes 
out in the morning not to returu until the next morning, 
who has money, and who can make it and spend it as he 
pleases, how could h. justify the employment of his time? 
what man would tell his sweetheart all that he did dav anu 
night? Not one, even of those who are reputed the most 
pure. 

"I had sent my horse and my garments to a little grange 
of mine at some d:stance from the town. 1 dressed, mounted, 
and rode off, not without a singular beaviness of beart. 1 
regretted nothing, for I was leaving nothing bebind, neither 
relations nor friends, nor dog nor cat, and yet I was sad, and 
almost bad tears in my eyes; the farm which I bad visited 
only five or sL" times bad no particular interest for me, and 
it was Dot the liking that we take for certain places and that 
affects us when leaving them which prompted me to turn 
round two or three times to see again from a distance its 
spiral of bluish smoke ascending amid the trees. 

"There it was that 1 had left my title of woman with my 
dresses and petticoats; twenty years of my life were locked 
U!l in the room where I bad made my toilet, years which were 
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te' l:.- counted no longer, and which had ceased to concero 
me. 'Here lies Madelaine de Maupin' might have beeD 
written on the door, for I was, in fact, no longer 11adelaine 
d. Maupin but Theodore de Serannes, 2'ld no one would call 
me any more by the sweet name of Madelaine. 

UThe drawer , ... ·hich held my henceforth useless dresse! 
appeared to me like the coffin of my fair illusions; I was a 
man, or, at least, had the appearance of one: the young 
eirl was dead. 
- "When I had completely lost sight of the chestnut trees 
which surround the grange, it seemed to me as if I were no 
longer myself but another, and I looked back to my former 
actions as to the actions of a stranger which I had witnessed, 
or the beginning of a romance which I had not read through 
to the end. 

"I recalled complacently a thousand little details, the 
childish simplicity of which brought an indulgent, and some­
times a rather scornful smile. to my lips, like that of a young 
libertine listening to the arcadian and pastoral confidences 
of a third-form schoolboy; and, just as I '"las separating 
myseli from them for ever, all the puerilities of my childhood 
and girlhood ran along the side of the road making a thou­
sand signs of friendship to me and blowing me kisses from 
the tips of their white tapering fingers. 

"I spurred my horse to rid myself of these enervating 
emotions; the trees sped r~pidly p~t me on either side; but 
the wanton swann, buzzing more than a hive of bees, began 
to run on the sidewalks and call to me, 'Madelaine! )1ade­
laine!' 

"J struck my animal's neck. smartly with my whip, which 
made him redouble hi. speed. So rapidly was I riding, that 
my hair was nearly straight behind my head, and my cloak 
was horiwntal, as though its folds were sculptured in stone; 
once I looked behind, and I saw the dust raised by my 
borse's hoofs like ~ little white cloud far away on the 
horizon. 

·'1 stopped for a while. 
"'I pe~cei\·ed something white m ving in a bush of eglantine 

at the O;:loe of the road. and a little dear voice a~ sweet as 
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silver fell upon my ear: 'l\ladelaine, Madelaine, where are 
you going so far away, Madelaine? I am your virginity, dear 
child; that is why 1 have a white dress, a white crown, and a 
white skin. But why are you wearing boots, Ma"elaine? 
Methought you bad a very pretty foot. Boots and hose, and 
a large plumed hat like a cavalier going to the wars! Where­
fore, pray, this long sword beating and bruising your thigh? 
You have a strange equipment, Madelaine, and I am not sure 
wbether 1 should go with you.' 

II 'If you are afraid, my dear, return home, go water my 
flowers and care for my doves. But, in truth, you are 
wrong; you would be safer in these garments of good cloth 
than in your gauze and Ha~. My boots prevent it being 
seen wbether 1 have a pretty foot; this sword is for my 
defence, and the feather waving in my bat is to frighten 
away all the nightingales wbo would come and sing false 
love-songs in my ear.' 

"1 continued my journey: in the sighs of the wind I 
thought I could recognise the last pbrase of the sonata which 
1 bad learned for my uncle's birthday, and in a large rose 
lifting its full-hlown head above a little wall, the model of 
the big rose from which I had made so many water-colour 
drawings; passing before a bouse I saw the pbantom of my 
curtains moving at a window. All my past seemed to be 
clinging to me to prevent me from advancing and attainin~ 
~ a new future. 

"I hesitated two or three times and turned my horses 
bead in the opposite dire<:tion. 

"But the little blue snake of curiosity hissed softly to me 
insidious 'words, and said: 'Go aD, go aD, Theodore: thf' 
opportunity for instruction is a good one; if you do not learn 
to-day, you will ~ever know. Will you give your noble heart 
to chance, to the first appearance of bonesty and passion' 
Men hide many extraordinary secrets from us, Theodore!' 

"I resumed my gallop. 
"The bose was on my body, but not in my disposition: I 

relt a sort of uneasiness, and, as it were, a shudder of fear. 
to give it its proper name, at a dark part of the forest; the 
report of a poacher's gun nearly made me faint. If it harl 
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been a robber, the pistols in my bolsters and my formidable 
sword would certainly have been of little assistance to me. 
But by degrees I became hardened, and paid no more atten­
tion to it. 

"The sun was smking slowly beneath the horizon, like the 
lust" in a theatre wbich is turned down when the perform­
ance is over. Rabbits and pheasants crossed the road from 
time to time; the shadows became longer, and the distance 
was tinted with red. Some portions of the sky were of a 
very sweet and softened lilac colour, others resembled the 
citron and orange; the nigbt-birds began to sing, and a crowd 
of strange sounds issued from the wood: the little light that 
remained died away, and the darkness became complete, 
increased, as it was, by the shade cast by the trees. 

III, who had never gone out alone at night, in a large 
forest at eight o'clock in the evening! Can you imagine 
such a thing, Gracioss, I who used to be dying of fear at 
the end of the garden? Terror seized me more than ever, 
and my heart beat terribly: I confess that it was with great 
satisfaction that I saw the lights of the town to which I 
was going, peeping and sparkling at the back of a bill. As 
soon as I saw those brilliant specks, like little terrestrial 
stars, my fright completely left me. It seemed to me as if 
these indifferent gleams were the open eyes 01 so many friends 
who were \vatching for me. 

"My horse wa' no less pleased than 1 was myself, and, 
inhaling a sweet stable odour more agreeable to him than the 
scents of the daisies and strawberries in the woods, he 
hastened straight to the Red Lion Hotel. 

"A golden gleam shone through the leaden casements of 
the inn, the tin signboard of which was S\vinging right and 
left, and moaning like an old woman, for the north Ivlnd 
was beginning to freshen. I intrusted my horse to a groom, 
and entered the kitchen. 

"An enormous fire-place opeoed its red and black jaws in 
the background, swallowing up a faggot at each mouthful. 
while at either side of the andirons two dogs, seated on their 
h.unch~ and nearly as high as a man, were toasting them· 
selves ~th ~. the p~legrn in the world, contenting them­
selves WIth lifting their paws a little and heaving a sort of 
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sigh when the heat became too intense; but they wowd cer­
tainly have let themselves be reduced to cinders rather than 
have retired a step. 

"My arrival did no, appear to please them; and it was in 
vain that I tried to become acquainted with them, by strok­
ing their heads now and then; they cast stealthy looks at 
me which impnrted nothing good. This surprised me, for 
animals come readily to me. 

"The inn-keeper came up and asked me what I wished for 
supper. 

"He was a paunch-bellied man, with a red rose, wall eyes, 
and a smile that went round his head. At every word he 
uttered he displayed a double row of teeth, which were 
pninted and separated like an ogre's. The large kitchen­
knife which hung by his side had a dubious appearance, and 
looked as if it might serve severa; purpnses. When I har! 
told him what I wanted he went up to one of the dogs and 
gave him a kick somewhere. The dog rose, and proceedec~ 
towards a sort of wheel which he entered with a cross and 
pitiful look, casting a glance of reproach at me. At last. 
seeing that no mercy was to be hoped for, he began to tum 
his wheel, and with it the spit on which the chicken for 
my supper was broached. I inwardly promised to throw 
him the remains of it for his :rouble, and began to look 
round the kitchen until it should be ready. 

"The ceiling "as crossed by broad oaken-joists, aU blistered 
and blackened by the smoke from the hearth and candles. 
Pewter dishes brighter than silver, and white crockery-ware, 
with blue nosegays on it, shone in the shade cn the dressers. 
Along the walls were numerous files of weU-scoured pans. 
not unlike the ancient bucklers which were hung up in a row 
along the Grecian or Roman triremes (forgive me, Graciosa. 
for the epic magnificence of this comparison). One or two 
big servant-girls were busy about a hrge table moving plates 
and dishes and forks, the most agreeable of all music when 
you are hungry, fur tlaen the hearing of the stomach becomes 
keener than that of the ear. 

o uln short, notwithstanding the money-box mouth and saw­
like teeth of the inn-keeper, the inn had quite an honest and 
jovial look; and if the inn-keeper's smile had been" fathom 
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longer, and his teeth three times as long and as white, still 
the tain was beginning to patter on the panes, and the wind 
to howl in such a fashion as to take away all inclination to 
leave, for I know nothing more 1ugubrious than such wailings 
on a dark and rainy night. 

"An idea occurred to me and made me smile, and it was 
this,-that nobody in the world would come to look for me 
where I was. 

"Who, indeed, would have thought that little Madelaine, 
instead of being in her warm bed with her alabaster night­
lamp beside her, a novel under her pillow, and her maid in 
the adjoining room ready to hasten to her at the slightest 
nocturnal alarm, would be balancing herself on a rush-bottom 
chair at a country inn twenty leagues from her borne, her 
booted 'feet resting on the andirons, and her hands swag­
geringly thrust into her pockets? 

"Yes, l\:ladelinette did not remain like her companions, 
idly resting her elbow on the edge of the balcony among the 
bind-weed and jessamine at tbe window, and watching the 
violet fringes on the horizon at the end of the plain, or some 
little rose-coloured cloud rounded by the May breeze. She 
did not strew lily leaves through mother-of-pearl palaces 
wherein to house her chimeras; she did not, like you, fair 
dreamers, clothe some hollow phantom with all imaginable 
perfections; she wished to be acquainted with men before 
giving herself to a man; she forsook everything, her beau­
tiful brilliant robes of velvet and silk, ber necklaces, brace­
lets, birds and flowers; she voluntarily gave up adoration. 
!Xostrate politeness, bouquets and madrigals, the pleasure 
of being considered more beautiful and better dressed than 
you, her sweet woman's name and all that she was, and 
departed, quite alone, like a brave girl, to learn the gteat 
selence of life throughout the world. 

"If this were known, people would say that Madelaine is 
mad. You have ""id it yuurself, my dear Graciosa; but the 
truly mad are those who fling their souls to the wind, and 
:;.ow their love at random on stone and rock, not knowing 
whether a single seed will genninate . 

. "0 Graciosa: there is a thought that I have never had 
Wllhout terror; the thou~ht of loving some one unworthy of 
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being loved I of laying your soul bare before impure eyes, 
and letting profanity penetrate into the sanctuary of your 
heart! of rolling your limpid tide for a time with a miry 
wave! However perfect the separation may be, something 
of the slime always remains, and the stream cannot recover 
its former transparency. 

"To think that a man has kissed you and touched you; 
that he has seen your person; that he can say : She is like thi, 
or that; she has such a mark in such a place; she has such a 
shade in her soul; she laughs at this and weeps at that; her 
dream is of this description; here is a feather from hel 
chimera's '7ing i:l my portfolio; th:s ring is plaited with her 
bair; a pie:e of ber heart is folded up in this letter; she used 
to carc£.5 De after' such a fashion, and this was her lJsual 
expressio:1 c f fondness! 

"Ab I Cleopatra, I can now understand why in the mom, 
ing you had killed the lover with whom you bad spent the 
night. Sublime cruelty, for which formerly I could not find 
sufficient imprecations I Great voluptuary, how well you 
knew human nature, and what penetraLon was sho"'"D in this 
barbarity I You would not suffer any living being to divulge 
the mysteries of your bed; the words of love which had 
escaped your lips should not be repeated. Thus you pre­
served your pure delusion. Experience carne not to strip 
p!ecemeal the charming pbantom that you had cradled in 
your arms. You preferred to be separated from him by 
sudden blow of "-~e rather than by slow distaste. 

"What torture, in fact, it is to see the man whom you bave 
chosen false C'lery minute to the idea you had formed of 
him; to dis:over a thousand littienesses in h's character which 
you bad not suspected; to perceive that what had appeared 
so beautiful to you through the prism of love is really very 
ugly, and thet he whom you took for a true hero of romance 
is, after all, only a prosaic cit:zen who wears dressing gown 
and slippers! 

"I h,,'c not Cleopatra's power, and if I had, I should 
lIS>-uredly pot possess the energy to make use of it. Hence, 
being unable cr unwilling to cut off the heads of my lovers 
as they leave my couch, Wld being, further, incLsposed to 
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endure what other women endure, I must look twice hefore 
taking one; I shall do so three times rather than twice if I 
feel any inclination in that direction, which is doubtful 
enough after what I have seen and heard; unless, in some 
happy unknown land, I meet with a heart like my own, as 
the romances say-a virgin heart and pure, which bas never 
loved, and which is capable of doing so in the true sense of 
the word,--by no means an easy matter. 

((Several gentlemen entered the inn; the storm and dark­
ness had prevented them from continuing their journey. 
They were all young, and the eldest was certainly not more 
;ban thirty. Their dress showed that they belonged to the 
upper classes, and without their dress the insolent ease of 
their manners would have readily made this understood. 
ODe or two of them had interesting faces; the others all 
displayed, to a greater or less degree, that species of brutal 
joviality and careless good-nature which men have among 
tlumselves, and which they lay.aside completely when in 
our presence. 

"II they could have suspected that the frail young man, 
half asleep in his chair at the corner of the fireplace, was 
anything but what he appeared to be, and was really a 
young girl, and fit for a king, as they say, they would 
certainly have quickly changed their tone, and you would 
immediately have seen them hridling up and making a dis­
play. They would have approached with many bows, their 
legs camhered, their elbows turned out, and a smile in their 
eyes, on their lips, in their nose, in their hair, and in their 
whole bodily appearance; they would have boned the words 
they made use of, and spoken to me only in velvet and satin 
phrases; at the least movement, on my part, they would have 
looked like stretching themselves over the floor after the 
manner of a carpet, lest the delicacy of my feet should be 
offended by its unevenness; all their hands would have heen 
advanced to support me; the softest seat would have been 
prepared in the best place-but I looked like a pretty boy, 
and not like a pretty girl. 

"I confess thaI I was almost ready to regret my petticoats 
when I saw wbat little attention they paid to me. For a 
minute I was quite mortified; for, from time to time. I 
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forgot that I was wearing man's clothes, and had to think 
~f the fact in order to prevent myself from growing cross. 

"There I was, not speaking a word, my arms folded, look­
ing apparently with great attention at the chicken, which 
was assuming a more and more rosy-tinted complexion, and 
the unfortunate dog which I had so unluckily disturbed, and 
which was striving in its wheel like several devils in the 
same holy-water basin. 

"The youngest of the set came up, and, giving me a clap 
on the shoulder, which, upon my word, burt me a good deal, 
and drew a little involuntary cry from me, asked me whether 
I would not rather sup with them than quite by myself, 
seeing that the drinking would go on all the better for plenty 
of company. I replied that this was a pleasure I should 
not have dared to hope for, and that I >.bould be very happy 
to do so. Our covers were then laid together, and we sal 
down to table. 

"The panting dog, after snapping up an enormous por­
ringerful of water ,vith three laps of his tongue, went back 
to his post opposite the other dog, which bad not stirred 
any more than if he had been made of porcelain, the new­
comers, by Heaven's special grace, not having asked for a 
chicken. 

"From some words which they let drop, I learned tIoat 
they were repairing to the court, which was then at --, 
where they were to join other friends of theirs. I tola 
them that I was a gentleman's son who was leaving the 
university and going to some relations in the country by the 
regular pupil 's road, namely, the longest he could find. This 
made them laugh, and after some remarks about my innocent 
and candid looks they asked me whether I had a mistress. 
I replied that I did not know, and they laughed still more. 
The hottles followed one another with rapidity; although 
I was careful to leave my glass nearly always full, my head 
was &Omewhat heated, and not losing sight of my purpose, 
I brought the conversation round to women. This was 
not difficult; for, next to theology and restbetics, they are 
the subject on which men are the readiest to talk when 
drunk. 

"My companions were not precisely drunk,-they carried 
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heir wine too well fur that,-but they began to enter into 
moral discussions at random, and to put their elbows uncere­
moniously on the table. One of them bad even passed his 
arm around the thick waist of one of the serving-women, 
and was nodding his head in very amorous fashion. An­
other swore that he would instantly burst, like a toad that 
had been given snuff, if Jeannette would not let him take a 
kiss on each of the big red apples which served her for 
".heeks; and Jeannette, not wishing him to burst like a toad, 
,resented them to him with a very good grace, and did not 

even arrest a band that audaciously found its way through 
the folds of her neckerchief into the moist valley of her 
bosom, which was very imperfectly guarded by a little golden 
cross, and it was only after a short whispered parley that he 
let her go and take away the dish. 

"Yet they belonged'to the court, and had elegant man­
ners, and unless I had seen it, I should certainly never have 
thought of accusing them of such familiarities with the 
servants of an inn. Probably they had just left charming 
mistresses to whom they had sworn the finest oaths in the 
world. In truth, I should never have dreamed of charging 
my lover not to sully the lips on which I had laid my OWl: 

along the cheeks of a trollop. 
, . 1 be rogue appeared to take great pleasure in this kiss, 

neither more nor less than if he had embraced Phyllis of 
Ariad.~e. It was a big kiss, solidly and frankly applied, 
which left two little white marks on the wCl1ch 's flam ing 
cheek, and the trace of which she wiped away with the back 
of the hand that had just washed the plates and dishes. I 
do not believe that he ever gave so naturally tender a one to 
his heart's pure deity. This was apparently his own thought, 
for he said in an undertone, with quite a scornful movement 
of his elbow-

II 'To the devil with lean womeD and lofty sentiments! I 
"Th's moral appeared to suit the company, and they all 

wagged their heads in token of assent. 
" 'Upon my word,' said L'te other, following out his Mea, 

'I am unfortunate in everything. Gentlemen, I must confide 
to you under the seal of the greatest secrecy, that I, I who 
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am speaking to you, have at this moment a flame.' 
U lOh! ob!' said the others, 'a flame! That is lugubrious 

to the last degree. And what do you do with a flame?' 
If 'She is a virtuous woman, gentlemen; you must not 

laugh, gentlemen; for, after all, why should I not bave a 
virtuous womao? Have I said aoything ridiculous. Here! 
you over there! I will throw the house at your head if you 
are not quiet.' 

II 'Well! what next?' 
" 'She is mad ahout me. She has the most beautifUl soul 

in the world; in point of souls, I understaod them,-I under­
staod them at least as well as I do horses, aod I assure you 
that it is a soul of the first quality. There are elevations, 
ecstasies, devotions, sacrifices, refinements of tenderness, 
everything you can think of that is most transcendent; but 
she bas scarcely aoy bosom, she has none at all, even, like a 
little girl of fifteen at most. She is otherwise pretty enougb; 
her haod is delicate, aod ber foot small; she has too much 
miod and not enough flesh, and I often think of leaving her 
in the lurch. The devil! One can't be content with minds. 
I am very unfortunate; pity me, my dear friends.' And, 
affected hy the wine that he had drunk, he hegan to weep 
bitterly. 

" 'Jeannette will console you for the misfortune of going 
to bed with sylphids,' said his neigbbour, pouring him out a 
bumper; 'her soul is so thick that you migbt make bodies 
of it for other people, and she has flesh enough to clothe 
the carcasses of three elephants.' 

"0 pure and noble womao! didst thou but know what is 
said at random of thee, in a tavern, and in the presence of 
strangers, by the mao whom thou lovest best in the world, 
and to whom thou bast sacrificed everything! how he strips 
thee ,vithout shame, and impundently surrenders thee in thy 
nakedness to the drunken gaze of his comrades, whilst thou 
art mournful yonder, thy chin in thy haod, and thine eyes 
turned towards the road by which he is to return! 

"Had some one come and told thee that thy lover, twenty­
four hours perhaps after leaving thee, was courting a base 
servant-girl, and had arraoged to pass the nigbt with her, 
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thou wouldst have maintained that it was impossible, and 
wouldst bave refused to believe it; scarcely wouldst thou 
have trusted thin. eyes and ears. Vet it was so. 

"The conversation lasted some time longer, and was the 
maddest and most shameless in the world; but through all the 
facetious exaggeration and the often filthy jests, there was 
apparent a deep and genuine feeling of perfect contempt for 
women, and I 1eamed more during that evening than by read­
ing twenty cart-loads of moralists. 

"The monstrous and unheard-of things that I was listening 
to imparted a tinge of sadness and severity to my face, which 
the rest of the guests perceived, and about which they teased 
me gnod-naturedly; but my gaiety could not return. I had, 
Indeed, suspected that men were not such as they appear to 
us, but yet I did not think that they were so different from 
their masks, and my disgust was not greater than my sur-
prise. 

"It should require only half an hour of such conversation 
to rore a romantic young girl for ever; it would do her more 
good than any maternal remonstrances. 

"Some boasted of gaining as many women as they pleased, 
and that to do so cost them only a word; others communi­
cated recipes for procuring mistresses, or enlarged upon the 
tactics to be pursued when laying siege to virtue; others 
again ridiculed the women whose lovers they were, and pro­
daimed themselves the most arrant fools on earth to be 
attached, in this way, to such trulls. They all made light of 
love. 

"These, then, are the thoughts which they conceal from us 
beneath all their fair appearances! Who would ever think 
il, to see them so humble, so cringing. so ready to do any­
thing? Ah! how hardily they raise their heads after their 
conquest, and insolently set the heel of their boot on the 
brow which they used to worship at a distance on their knees! 
what vengeance they take for their passing abasement! how 
dearly must their politeness be paid for! and through what 
many insults they repose after the madrigals they made! 
What mad hrutality of !angu~ge and thought! what inele­
gance of manners and deportment! It is a complete change 
and one which certainly is not to their advantage. Howeve: 
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far my previsions might reach, they fell far short of the 
reality. 

"Ideal, blue flower with heart of gold, blooming all pearly 
with dew beneath the sky of spring, in the scented breath of 
soft dreamings, whose fibrous roots, a thousand times more 
slender than fairies' silken tresses, sink into the depths of 
our souls with their thousand hair-covered beads to drink in 
thence the purest substance; flower so sweet and so bitter, 
we cannot pluck thee forth without causing the heart to bleed 
in all its recesses; from the broken stem ooze red drops, 
which, falling one by one into the lake of our tears, serve 
to measure for us the limping hours of our death-watch by 
the bedside of expiring Love. 

"Ab! cursed fiower, how thou badst sprung up in my 
soul! thy branches had multiplied more than nettles in a 
ruin. The young nightingales came to drink from thy cup 
and sing beneath thy shade; diamond butterflies, with emer­
ald wings and ruby eyes, bovered and danced about thy frail 
gold-powdered pistils; swarms of flaxen bees sucked thy 
poisonous h, ney without mistrust; chimeras folded their 
swan-like wings and crossed their lion claws beneatb their 
beauteous throats to rest beside thee. The tree of the Hes­
perides was not better guarded; sylphids gathered the tears 
of the stars in the urns of the lilies, and watered thee each 
night "ith their magic watering-vessels. 

"Plant of the ideal, more venomous than the manchineel 
or the upas tree, what it costs me, despite thy treachero .. 
blossoms and the poison inhaled with thy perfume, to uproot 
thee from my soul! Neither the cedar of Lebanon, nor !be 
gigantic b,obab, nor the palm a hundred cubits high, coald 
together fill the place which thou didst occupy quite alont., 
little blue flower with heart of gold! 

"Supper came to an end at last, and we contemplated goiag 
to bed; but, as the number of sleepers was double that of 
the beds, it naturally followed that we must go to bed in 
turn or else two together. It was a very simple malter for 
the rest of the company, but not so by any means for me, 
taking into account certain protuberances which were dis­
guised conveniently enough beneath vest and doublet, bet 
which a simple shirt would have betrayed in all their damna-
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ble roundness; and I was certainly little disposed to disclose 
my incognito in favour of any of these gentlemen who at that 
moment appeared to me veritable and ingenuous monsters, 
though I afterwards found them very decent fellows, and 
worth at least as much as any of their species. 

"He with whom I was to share a bed was fairly drunk. 
He threw himself on the mattress, with one leg and arm bang­
ing to the ground, and at once went to sleep, not the sleep 
of the just, but a sleep so profound that if the angel of the 
last judgment had come and blown his clarion in his ear he 
would have failed to wake him. Such a sleep greatly simpli­
fied the difficulty; I took off nothing but my doublet and 
boots, strode over the sleeper's body, and stretched myself 
on the sheets at the edge of the bed. 

HI was careful to keep my distance. It was not a bad 
beginning! I confess that, in spite of my assurance, I was 
singularly troubled. The situation was so strange, so novel, 
that I could scarcely admit that it was not a dream. The 
other slept his best, but I could not close an eye the whole 
night. 

"He was a young man, about twenty-four years of age, with 
rather a handsome face, dark eyelashes, and a nearly blonde 
moustache; his long hair rolled around his head like the 
waves from the inverted urn of a river-god, a light blush 
passed beneath his pale cheeks like a cloud beneath the 
,vater, his lips were balf open and smiling with a vague and 
languid smile. 

"I raised myself upon my elbow, and remained a long 
time watching him by the flickering light of a candle, of which 
the tallow had nearly all run down in broad sheets, and the 
wick was laden with black wasters. 

"Vve were separated by a considerable interval. He occu­
pied one extreme edge of the bed, while I, as an additional 
precaution, had thrown myself quite on the other. 

"What I had heard was assuredly not of a nature to pre­
dispose me to tenderness and voluptuousness: I held men 
in abomination. Nevertheless I was more disquieted and 
~tated than I ought to have been: my body did not share 
m the repugnance of my mind so completely as it should 
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have done. My beart was beating violently, I was bot, and 
on wbatever side I turned I could not find repose. 

"The most profound silence reigned in the inn; you could 
only hear at wide intervals the dull noise caused by the boof 
of some horse striking the stone-floor in the stable, or the 
sound of a drop of water falling upon the ashes through the 
shaft of ~he chimney. The candle, reaching the end of the 
wick, went out in smoke. 

"The densest darkness fell like a curtain between us. You 
cannot conceive the effect which the sudden disappearance of 
the light had upon me. It seemed to me as if all were ended, 
and I were never more to see clearly in my life. For a mo-­
ment I wished to get up; but wbat could I bave done? It 
was only two o'clock in the morning, all the lights were out, 
and I could not wander about like a pbantom in a strange 
house. I was obliged to remain where I was and wait for 
daylight. 

"There I was on my back, with both hands crossed, striving 
to think of something, and always coming back to this: that 
a man was lying nen me. At one moment I went so far as 
to wish that he would awake and perceive that I was a woman. 
No doubt the wine that I had drunk, though sparingly, had 
something to do with this e:<traordinary idea, but I could not 
help recurring to it. I was on the point of stretching out my 
hand towards him, to wake him up, but a fold in the bed­
clothes which checked my arm prevented me from going 
through with it. Time was thus given me for reflection, and 
while I was freeing my arm, my senses, which I had alto­
gether lost, came back to me, not entirely, perhaps, but suf­
ficiently to restrain me. 

"How curious it would have been, if I, scornful beauty as 
I was, I who wished to be acquainted with ten years of .a 
man's life before giving him my hand to kiss, bad surrendered 
myself on a pallet in an inn to the first comer I and upon my 
word such a thing might have happened. 

"Can a sudden effervescence, a boiling of the blood, so com­
pletely subdue the most superb resolves? Does the voice of 
the body speak in higher tones than the voice of the mind? 
Whenever my pride sends too many puffs heavenwards, I 
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bring the recollection of that night before its eyes to recall it 
to earth. I am beginning ttl be of man's opinion: what a poor 
thing is woman's virtue! OIl what, good heavens, does it de­
pendl 

H Ah! it is vain to seek tv spread one's wings, they are 
laden with too much clay; the body is an anchor whicb holds 
back the soul to earth: fruitlessly does she open her sails to 
the wind of the loftiest ideas, the vessel remains motionless, 
as though all the remoras of the ocean were clinging to the 
keel. Nature takes pleasure in such sarcasms at our expense. 
Wben she s.....,s a thought standing on its pride as on a lofty 
column, and nearly touching beaven witb its head, she whis­
pers to the red fluid to quicken its pace and crowd at the 
gates of the arteries; she commands the temples to sing and 
the ears to tingle, and, bebold, giddiness seizes the proud 
idea. All images are blended and confused, the earth seems 
to undulate like the deck of a bark in a storm, the heavens 
turn round, and the stars dance a saraband; the lips whicb 
used to utter only austere maxims are wrinkled and put for­
ward as though for kisses; the arms so firm to repel grmY 
soft, and become more supple and entwining than scarves. 
Add to this contact with an epidermis and a breath across 
your hair, and all is lost. 

"Often e,'en less is sufficient. ,\ fragrance of foliage com­
ing to you from the fields through your half-opened window, 
the sight of two birds billing each other, an opening daisy, an 
old love-song , .... hich returns to you in your own despite and 
which you repe:1t without understanding its meaning, a warm 
\,find which troubles and into:dcates you, the softness of your 
bed or di\'an-one of these circumstances is sufficient; even 
the solitude of your room makes you think that it would be 
comfortable for two, and that no more charming nest could 
be found for a brood of pleasures. The drawn curtains, the 
twilight, the silence, all bring back to you the fatal idea 
which brushes you "ith its dO"e-like wings and coos so 
sweetly about you. The tissues whicb touch you seem to ca­
ress you, and cling with amorous folds along your body. 
TI:en the young girl opens her arms to the first wooer with 
"i-om she finds he,,"lf alone: the philosopher leaves his page 
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unfinished, and, with his bead in his mantle, runs in all haste 
to assuage his passion. 

III certainly did not love the man who was causing me such 
strange perturbations. He had no other chann than that he 
\Vas not a woman, and. in the condition in which I found 
myself, this was enough! A man! that mysterious thing 
which is concealed from us with so much care, that strange 
animal, of whose history we know so little, that demon or god 
wbo alone can realise all the dreams of vague voluptuousness 
wherewith the spring~time flatters our sleep, the sole thought 
that we bave from fifteen years of age! 

"A manl The confused notion of pleasure floated through 
my dulled head. Tbe little that I knew of it kindled my de­
sire stil1 more. A burning curiosity urged me to clear up once 
for all the doubts which perplexed me, and were for ever 
recurring to my mind. The solution of the problem was over 
the leaf: it was only necessary to turn it, the book was beside 
me. A handsome cavalier, a narrow bed, a dark night!-a 
young girl with a few glasses of champagne in her head! 
what a suspicious combination! Well! the result of it all was 
but a very virtuous nothingness. 

"On the wall, upon which I kept my eyes fixed, I began, in 
the diminishing darkness, to distinguish the position of the 
,,;ndow, the panes less opaque, and the grey light of dawn, 
glancing behind them, restored their transparency; the sky 
brightened by degrees: it was day. You cannot imagine the 
pleasure given me by that pale ray of light on the green dye 
of the Aumale ser~e wbich surrounded the glorious battlefield 
whereon my virtue had triumphed over my desires! It 
seemed to me as though it were my crown of victory. 

"As to my companion. he had fallen out on to the ground. 
"I got up, adjusted my dress as quickly as possible, and 

ran to the window i I opened it, and the mf)ming breeze did 
me good. I placed myself before the looking-glass in order 
to comb my hair, and was astonished at the paleness of my 
countenance, which I had believed to be purple. 

"The others came in to see ",'bether , .. -e were still asleep, 
and pushed tbeir friend with their feet, who did not appear 
much surprised at finding bimself where be was. 
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"The horses were saddled, and we set out a"oain. 
"But this is enough for to·day. My pen will not write any 

more, and I do not want to mmd it; another time I will 
tell you the rest of my adventures; meanwhile, love me as I 
love you, well-named Graciosa, and do not, from what I have 
just told you, form too had an opinion of my virtue." 

XI. 

MANy things are tiresome. It is tiresome to pay back the 
money you have borrowed and become accustomed to look 
on as your own; it is tiresome to fondle to-day the woman 
you loved yesterday; it is tiresome to go to a house at the 
dinner-hour and find that the owners left for the country a 
month ago; it is tiresome to write a novel, and more tiresome 
to read ODe; it is tiresome to have a pimple on your nose and 
cracked lips on the day that you visit the idol of your heart; 
it is tiresome to wear facetious boots which smile on the 
pavement from every seam, and, above all, to harbour a 
vacuum behind the cobwebs in your pocket; it is tire..<ome to 
be a door-porter; it is tiresome to be an emperor; it is tire­
some to be yourself, and even to be some ODe else; it is tire­
some to go on foot because it hurts your corns, on horseback 
because it skins the antithesis of the front, in a coach because 
a big man infallibly makes a pillow of your shoulder, on the 
packet because you are sea-sick and vomit your entire self; 
it is tiresome to have winter because you shiver, and sum­
mer because you perspire; but the most tiresome thing on 
earth, in hell, or in heaven is assuredly a tragedy, unless it be 
a drama or a comedy. 

"It really makes my heart ache. What could be more silly 
and stupid? Are not the great tyrants with voices like bulls, 
who stride across the stage from one wing to the other, 
makin~ their hairy arms go like the wings of a windmill, and 
imprisoned in flesh-coloured stockings, but sorry counter­
feits of Bluebeard or Bogey I Their rodomontades might 
make anyone who could keep awake burst out laughing . 

. t\Vomen who are unfortunate in love are no less ridiculous. 
It i~ rliverting to see them advance. clad in black. or white. 
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with their hair weeping on their shoulders, sleeves weeping 
on their hands, and their bodies ready tc leap from the 
corset like a fruit-stone pressed between the fingers; looking 
as if they were dragging the floor by the sole of their satin 
slippers, and, in their great impulses oj passion, spuming their 
trains backward with a little kick from their heel. The dia­
logue, composed exclusively of Oh! and Ah! which they cluck 
as they display their feathers, is truly agreeable food and 
easy of digestion. Their princes are also very charming; 
they are only somewhat dark and melancholy, which does 
not, however, prevent them from being the best companions 
in the world or elsewhere. 

"As to comedy which is to correct manners, a'ld which 
fortunately acquits itself badly enough of its task. the ser· 
mons of fathers and iterations of uncles are, to my mind, at 
wearisome on the stage as in real life. I am not of opinion 
that the number of fools should be doubled by the representa­
tion of them; .there are quite enough of them as it is, thank 
heaven, and the race is not likely to come to an end. Where 
is the necessity of portraying somebody who has a pig's 
snout or ox's muzzle, and of gathering together the trash of 
a clown whom you would throw out of the window if he came 
into your house? The image of a pedant is no more inter­
esting than the pedant himself, and his reflection in a mirror 
does not make him the less a pedant An actor who suc­
reeded in imitating the attitudes and manners of cobhlers to 
perfection Vlould not amuse me more than a real cobbler. 

((But there is a theatre which I love, a fantastic, e,"\.trava­
gant, impossible theatre, in which the worthy public would 
pitilessly hiss from the first scene, for want of understanding 
a !ingle word. 

HIt is a singular theatre. Glow-worms take the place of 
Argand lamps, and a scarabreus, beatiog time with his an­
t';""a:, is placed at the desk. The cricket takes his part; the 
mghtingale is first flute; little sylphs issuing from the peas­
blossom hold basses of citron-peel between their pretty legs 
which are whiter than ivory, and with mighty power of arm 
move th.eir bows, made with a hair from Titania's eyelash, 
Over strings of spiders' thread; the little wig with its three 
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hammers, which the scarabreus conductor wears, quivers with 
pleasure and Liffuses about it a luminous dust, so sweet is the 
harmony and so well executed the overture! 

"A curtain of butterflies' wings, more delicate than the 
interior pellicle of an egg, rises slowly after the three indis­
pensable raps. The house is full of the souls of poets seated 
in stalls of mother-of-pearl, and watching the performance 
through dewdrops set on the golden pistils of lilies. These 
are their opera-glasses. 

"The scenery is not like any kno\VIl scenery; the country 
which it represents is as strange as was America before its 
discovery. The palette of the richest painter has not half the 
tones with which it is diapered. All is painted in odd and 
singular colours. The verditer, the blue-ash, the ultramarine, 
and the red and yellow lake are in profusion. 

"The sky, which is of a greenish-blue, is striped zebra-wise 
with broad flaxen and tawny bands; in the middle distance 
spare and slender trees wave their scanty foliage the colour 
of dried roses; the distance, instead of being drowned in its 
azure-tinted vapour, is of the most beautiful apple-green, and 
here and there escape spirals of golden smoke. A wandering 
ray bangs on the portal of a ruined temple or the spire of a 
tower. Towns full of hell-turrets, pyramids, domes, arcades, 
and ramps, are seated on the hills and reflected in crystal 
lakes; large trees with broad leaves, deeply carved by the 
chisels of the fairies, inextricably entwine their trunks and 
branches to form the wings. (h'er their heads the clouds of 
heaven collect like snow-flakes, througb their interstices the 
eyes of dwarfs and gnomes are seen to sparkle, and their 
tortuous roots sink into the soil like the finger of a giant-band. 
The woodpecker keeps time as be taps them ,,;th his horny 
beak, and emerald lizards bask in the sun on the moss at their 
foot. 

"The mushroom looks on at the comedy with his hat on 
his bead, like the insolent fellow that he is. The dainty 
violet stands up on ber little tiptoes between two blades of 
grass, and opens ber blue eyes wide to see the hero pass. 

"The hull finch and the linnet lean down at the end of the 
bou$>; to prompt the actors in their parts. 

"Throul!h the tall grasses, the lofty pwple thistles and the 
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velvet-leaved burdocks, wind, like silver snakes, brooks that 
are formed with the tears of stags at bay. At wide intervals 
anemones are seen shining on the turf like drops of blood, and 
daisies, like veritable duchesses, carrying bigh their heads 
laden with crowns of pearls. 

"The characters are of no time or country; they come and 
go without our knowing why or how j they neither eat nor 
drink, they dwell nowhere and have no occupation; they 
possess neither lands, nor incomes, nor houses; only some­
times they carry under their arm a little box full of diamonds 
as big as pigeons' eggs; as they walk they do not shake a 
single drop of rain from the heads of the flowers nor raise a 
single grain of the dust on the roads. 

"Their dress is the most extravagant and fantastical in the 
world. Pointed steeple-shaped hats with brims as broad as 
a Chinese p:uasol and immoder3te plumes plucked from the 
tails of the bird of paradise and the phrenix; cloaks striped 
with brilliant colours, doublets of velvet and brocade, letting 
the satin or silver-cloth lining be seen through their gold­
laced slashings; hose puffed and swollen like balloons; scar­
let stockings, with embroidered clocks, shoes with high heels 
and large rosettes; little slender swords, with the point in the 
air and the hilt depressed, covered with cords and ribbons­
SO for the men. 

"The women are no less curiously accoutred. 
"The drawings of Della Bella and Romain de Hooge might 

serve to represent the character of their attire. There are 
stuffed, undulating robes with great folds, whose colours 
play like those on the necks of turtle-doves, and reflect all 
the changing tints of the iris, large sleeves whence other 
sleeves emer~e, ruffs of open-slashed lace rising higher than 
the head which they serve to frame, corsets laden with knots 
and embroideries, aiglets, strange jewels, crests of heron 
plumes, necklaces of big pearls, fans formed from the pea­
cock's tail with mirrors in the centre, little slippers and pat­
tens, garlands of artificial flowers, spangles, wire-worked 
gauzes, paint, patches, and everything that can add flavour 
and piquaocy to a theatrical toilette. 

"It is a style which is not precisely English, nor German, 
nor French, nor Turkish, nor Spanish, nor Tartar, though it 
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partakes somewhat of all these, and is one which has adopted 
what is most graceful and characteristic from every country. 
Actors dres-oed in this manner may say what they will with­
out doing violence to probability. Fancy may rove in all di­
rections, style may at its ease unroll its diapered rings like a 
snake bJ.sking in the sun: the most exotic conceits may fear­
lessly spread their singular flower-cups and diffuse around 
them their perfume of amber and musk. Nothing hinders it, 
-nei ther places, nor names, nor costume. 

HHow amusing and charming are their utterances! They 
are not such actors as contort their mouths and make their 
eyes start out of their heads in order to despatch their tirade 
'with effect like our dramatic howlers: they, at least, have 
not the appearance of workmen at their task, or of oxen 
yoked to the action and hastening to get done with it; they 
are not plastered with chalk and rouge half an inch thick; 
they do not carry tin daggers nor keep a pig's bladder filled 
with chicken's blood in reserve beneath their cloaks; they do 
not trail the same oil-stained rags through entire acts. 

"They speak without hurry or clamour, like well-bred pe0-
ple who attach no great importance to what they are doing: 
the lover makes his declaration with the easiest air in the 
world; he taps his thigh with the tip of his white glove, or ad­
justs the leg of his trousers while he is speaking; the lady 
carelessly shakes the dew from her bouquet and exchanges 
witticisms with her attendant; the lover takes very little 
trouble to soften his cruel fair: his principal business is to 
drop clusters of pearls and bunches of roses from his lips, 
and to scatter poetic gems like a true spendthrift; often he 
effaces himself entirely, and lets the author court his mistress 
in his stead. Jealousy is no fault of his, and he is of the most 
accommodating disposition. With his eyes raised to the flies 
and friezes of the theatre, he complacently waits until the 
poet bas finished saying what has taken his fancy, to resume 
his part and place himself again upon his knees. 

"All is woven and unwoven with admirable carelessness: 
effects have no causes, and causes no effects; the most witty 
character is be wbo says most absurdities; the most foolish 
says the wittiest things; young girls talk in a way that would 
make courtesans blush, and courtesans utter maxims of 
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morality. The most unheard-of adventures follow one after 
another without any e.~lanation; the noble father arrives 
from China in a bamboo junk e.~pressly to recognise a little 
girl who has been carried off; gods and fairies do nothing but 
ascend and descend in their machines. The action plunges 
into the sea beneath the topaz dome of the waves, traYersing 
the bottom of the ocean through forests of coral and madre­
pore, or rises to heaven on the wings of lark and griffin. 

liThe dialogue is most universal: the lion contributes a 
vigorously uttered oh! ohl-the waU speaks through its 
chinks, and provided that he has a witticism, rebus, or pun 
to interpose, anyone is free to interrupt the most interesting 
scene: the ass's head of Bottom is as welcome as the golden 
head of Ariel; the author's mind may be discerned beneath 
every form , and all these contradictions are like so many 
facets which reflect its different aspects while imparting to 
it the colours of the prism. 

"This apparent pell-mell and disorder succeeds after all 
in representing real life with more exactness in its fantastic 
presentations than the most minutely studied drama of man­
ners. Every man comprises the whole of humanity within 
himself, and hy writing what comes into his head, he suc­
ceeds better than hy copying through a magnifying glass ob­
jects which are external to him. 

H\Vhat a glorious family! young romantic lovers, roaming 
damsels, serviceable attendants, caustic buffoons, artless val­
ets and peasants, gracious kings, whose names a.~d kingdoms 
are unknown to historian and geographer; motley graciosos, 
clo\\'''1ls 'with sharp repartees and miraculous capers; 0 you 
who give utterance to free caprice through your smiling lips, 
I love you and adore you among and above all others: Per­
dita, Rosalind, Celia. Pandarus, ParoUes, Silvio, Leander, 
and the rest, all those channing types, so false and so true, 
who. in the checkered wings of folly soar above gross reality, 
and in whom the poet personifies his joy, his melancholy, his 
love, and his most L'1timate dream beneath the most frivolous 
and flippant appearances. 

U Among these plays which were written for the fairies, and 
should be performed by the light of the moon, there is one 
piece which principally delights me-a piece so wondering, so 
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vagrant, with so vaporous a plot and such singular characters. 
that the author himself, not knowing what title to give it, has 
called it 'As You Like It,' an elastic name which satisfies 
every requirement. 

"When reading this strange piece, you feel that you are 
transported into an unknown world, of which, however, you 
have some vague recollection: you can no longer teU whether 
you are dead or alive, dreaming or awake; pleasant faces 
smile sweetly on you, and give as they pass you a kindly 
good-day; you feel moved and troubled at the sight of them, 
as though at the turn of a road you had suddenly met with 
your ideal, or the forgotten phantom of your flrst mistress 
had suddenly stood before you. Springs flow murmuring 
half-subdued complaints; the wind stirs the old trees of the 
ancient forest over the head of the aged exiled duke with com­
passionate sighs; and, when the melancholy Jacques gives 
his philosophic griefs to the stream with the leaves of the 
willow, it seems to you as though you were yourself the 
speaker, and the most obscure and secret thoughts of your 
heart were illumined and revealed. 

"0 young son of the brave knight Roland de Bois, so ill­
used by fate! I cannot but be jealous of thee; thou hast still 
a faithful servant, the good Adam, whose old a3e is so green 
beneath the snow of his hair. Thou art b:l:lished, but not at 
least until thou hast wrestled and triumphed; thy wicked 
brother robs thee of all thine estate, but Rosalind gives mee 
the chain from her neck; thou art poor, but thou art loved; 
thou leavest thy country, but the daughter of thy persecutor 
follows thee beyond the seas. 

uThe dark Ardennes open their great arms of foliage to 
receive thee and conceal theej the good fOTe5l, in the depths 
of its grottos, heaps its most silky moss to form thy couch: 
it stoops its arches above thy brow to protect thee from rain 
and sun; it pities thee ,,,ith the tears of its springs and the 
sighs of its belling fawns and deer; it makes of its rO<.ks kindly 
desks for thy amorous epistles; it lends t..'ee thorns from its 
b~es wherewith to hang them, and c("mmands the satin bark 
of Its aspen trees to yield to the point of thy stiletto when 
thou wouldst grave thereon the character of Rosalind. 

UIf only it were po:,:"ible, young Orlando, to have like thee 
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a great and shady forest that one might retire and be alone in 
his pain, and, at the turning of a walk meet the sought for 
she, recognisable though disguised! But alas! the world 
of the soul has no verdant Ardennes, and only in the garden 
of poetry bloom the wild, capricious little flowers whose per. 
fume gives complete forgetfulness. In vain do we shed tears; 
they form not those fair silvery cascades; in vain do we sigh: 
no kindly echo trouhles to return us our complaints graced 
with assonances and conceits. Vainly do we hang sonnets 
on the prickles of every hramble: Rosalind never gather" 
them, and it is for nothing that we gash the bark of the trees 
with amorous characters. 

"Birds of the sky lend me each a feather, swallow no less 
than eagle, and humming bird than roc, that I may make me 
a pair of wings to fly high and fast through regions unknown, 
where I may find nothing to hring back to my recollection 
the city of the living, where I may forget that I am myself, 
and live a life strange and new, farther than America, than 
Africa, than Asia, than the last island of the world, through 
the ocean of ice, beyond the pole wbere trembles the aurora 
borealis, in the impalpable kingdom whither the divine crea­
tions of the poets and the types of supreme beauty take their 
flight. 

"How is it possible to sustain ordinary conversations in 
clubs and drawing-rooms after hearing thee speak, sparkling 
~Iercutio, whose every phrase bursts in gold and silver rain 
like a firework shell beneath a star-strewn sky? Pale Des­
demona, what pleasure wouldst thou have us take in any ter­
restrial music after the romance of the Willow? What women 
seem not ugly beside your Venuses, ancient sculptors, poets in 
marble strophes? 

"Ah I despite the furious embrace with which I wished to 
clasp the material world for lack of the other, I feel that I 
have an evil nature, that life 'vas not made for me, and that 
it repulses me; I cannot concern myself with anything: what­
ever road I follow I go astray: the smooth alley and the stony 
path alike lead me to the abyss. If I wish to take my flight 
the aIr condenses about me, and I am caught with my wings 
<o:pread and unable to dose them. I can neither walk nor fly; 
the .ky attracts me when 1 am on earth, and the earth when I 
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am in the sky; above, the north wind tears away my plumes; 
below, lbe pebbles wound my feet. ~fy soles are too tender 
to walk upon the broken glass of reality; my wings of too 
short a sp.m to soar above things, and rise from circle to 
circle into the azure depths of mysticism, even to the inacces­
Slble summits of eternal love; I am the most unfortlmate hip­
pogriff, the most wretched beap of beterogeneous pieces that 
ever existed, since ocean first loved the moon and man was 
deceived by woman: the monstrous Cbimrera slain by Belle­
ropbOD, with its maiden's bead, lion's paws, goat's body, and 
dragon's tail, was an animal of simple composition in compari-
50n with me. 

"In my frail breast dwell together the violet-strewn dream­
ings of the chaste young girl and the mad burnings of revel­
ling courtesans: my desires go, like lions, sharpening their 
claws in the shade and seeking for something to devour; my 
thoughts, more feverish and restiess than goats, cling to the 
most menacing crestsj my batred, poison-puffed, twists its 
Sd!ly folds in inextricable knots, and drags itself at length 
through ruts and ravines. 

"A strange land is my soul, a land flourishing and splen­
did in appearance, but more saturated with putrid and dele­
terious nuisances tban the land of Batavia: the least ray of 
sunshine on the slime causes reptiles to batch and mosquitoes 
to swarm; the large yellow tulips, the nagassaris and the 
angsoka flowers pompously veil unclean carrion_ The amor­
ous rose opens ber scarlet lips, and smiling sbows ber little 
dewdrop teeth to the wooing nightingales who repeat madri­
gals and sonnets to her: nothing could be more charming; 
but the odds are a hundred to one that there is a dropsical 
toad in the grass beoeath the bushes, crawling on limping 
feet and silvering bis path with his slime. 

"There are springs more limpid and clear than the purest 
diamond; but it would be better for you to draw the stag­
nant water of the marsh beneath its cloak of rotten rushes 
and drowned dogs than to dip your cup in such a wave. A 
serpent is hidden at the bottom, and wheels round \\;th fright­
ful quickness as he discharges his venom_ 

"You planted wheat, and there sprin~, up asphodel, hen­
bane, darnel, and pale hemlock with \'erdigris branches. In-
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stead of the root which you had buried, you are astonished 
to see emerging from the earth the hairy, twisted limbs of the 
dark mandragora. 

"If you leave a souvenir, and should come to take it again 
some time afterwards, you will find it greener with moss and 
more abounding with woodlice and disgusting insects than a 
stone placed on the dank floor of a cave. 

"Seek not to cross its dark forestsj they are more imprac­
ticable than the virgin forests of America or the jungles 
of Java. Creepers, strong as cables, run from ODe tree to 
another; plants bristling and pointed like spear·heads obstruct 
every passagej the grass itself i5 covered with a scorching 
dmmlike that of the nettle. To the arches of foliage gigantic 
hats of the vampire kind cling by their claws; scarabees of 
enormous size shake their threatening horns and lash the air 
with their quadruple wings; monstrous and fantastic animals, 
such as are seen passing in nightmares, advance painfully 
breaking the reeds before them. There are troops of ele­
phants crushing the flies between the wrinkles of their <\Tied 
skin or rubbing their flanks along the stones and walls, rhinoc­
eroses with rugose carapace, hippopotami with swollen muz­
zle and bristling hair, which, as they go, knead the mud and 
detritus of the forest ,,;th their broad feet. 

"In the glades, yonder where the sun thrusts in a luminous 
ray like a wedge of gold, across the dank humidity, at the 
place where you would have wished to seat yourself, you 
will always find some family of tigers carelessly couched, 
breathing the air through their nostrils, winking their sea­
green eyes and glossing their velvety fur with their blood­
red, papillre-covered tongues; or, it may be, a knot of boa 
serpents half asleep and digesting the bull they swallowed 
last. 

uDread everything-grass, fruit, water, air, shadow, sun, 
evef)1bing is mortal. 

"Oose your ear to the chatter of the little paroquets, with 
golden beak and emerald neck, which descend from the trees 
and come and perch on your finger with throbbing v.wgs; for 
the little emerald·necked paroquets wi1l finish by prettily 
putting out your eyes with their golden beaks at the moment 
that you are bending down to kiss them. So it isl 
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"The world will have none of me; it repulses me as a 
spectre escaped from the tombs, and I am nearly as pale as 
one. 11y blood refuses to believe that I am alive, aod will 
nOl colour my skin; it creeps slowly through my "eins like 
stagnant water in obstructed canals. My heart beats for 
nothing which causes the heart of man to beat. My grief' 
and joys are not those of my fellow-creatures. I have ve­
hemently desired what nobody desires; I have scorned things 
which are madly longed for. I have loved women when U1ey 
did not love me, and I have been loved when I would fain 
have been hated. Always too soon or too late, more or less, 
on this side or :,n that; never whal ought to have been; either 
I have not arrived, or I have been too far. I have flung my 
life through the windows, or concentrated it upon a single 
point, and from the restless actlvity of the ardelio I have come 
to the dull somnolence of the teriaki and the stylite on his 
column. 

"What I do has always the appearance of a dream; my 
actions seem to be the result rather of somnambulism than of 
a free-will; there is something within me which I feel vagnely 
at a great depth, and which causes me to act without my own 
participation and always independently of general laws; 
the simple and natural side of things is never revealed to 
me until after all the others, and at first I always fasten upon 
what is eccentric and odd. However slightly the line may 
slaot I soon make it into a spiral more twisted than a ser­
pent; outlines, if they are not fi.~ed in the most precise man­
ner, become confused and distorted. Faces assume a super­
natural air, and look at you with frightful eyes. 

"Thus, by a species of instinctive reaction, I have always 
clung desperately to matter, to the external silhouette of 
things, and in art have always given a very important place 
to the plastic. I understand a statue perfectly, while I can­
not understand a man; where life begins, I stop and shrink 
back affrighted, as though I had seen ~ledusa's head. The 
phenomenon of life causes me an astonishment which I can­
not overcome. No doubt I shall make an excellent dead 
~, for I am a very poor living one, and the sense of my 
eJOstence completely escapes me. The sound of my voice 
surpnses me to an unimaginable degree, and I might be 
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tempted sometimes to take it for the voice of another. When 
I wish to stretch forth my arm, and my arm obeys me, the 
fact seems quite a prodigious one to me, and I sink into the 
profoundest stupefaction. 

I'On the other hand, Silvio, I ha. e ~ pcrfc~t c~rn!1-rel!en 
sion of the unintelligible; the most extravagant notions seem 
quite natural to me, and I enter into them with singular 
facility. I can find with ease the connection of the most 
capricious and disordered nightmare. This is the reason 
why the kind of pieces I was just speaking to you about 
pleases me beyond all others. 

"We have great discussions on this subject with Theodore 
and Rosette. Rosette bas little liking for my system, she is 
for the true truth; Theodore gives more latitude to the poet, 
and admits a conventional and optical truth; for my part, 
I maintain that the author must have a clear stage and that 
fancy should reign supreme. 

"1lany of the company grounded their arguments chiefly 
on the fact that such pieces were, as n general nVe, indepen­
dent of theatrical conditions and could not be performed; I 
replied that this was true in one sense and false in another, 
like nearly everything that is said, and that the ideas enter­
tained respecting scenic possibilities and impossibilites ap­
peared to me to be wanting in exactoess, and to be the result 
rather of prejudices than of reason. Among other things, I 
ssid that the piece 'As You Like It' was assuredly most 
present.ble, especially for people in society who were not 
practised in other parts. 

uThis suggested the idea of performing it. The ~o()n is 
advancing, and we have exhausted every description of amuse­
ment; we are tired of hunting, and of parties on horseback, 
or on the water; the chances of boston, varied as they !lIe, 
have not piquancy enough to fill up an evening, and the 
proposal was received with universal enthusiasm. 

".-\. young man who knew how to paint volunteered to 
make the scenery; he is working at it now with much ardonr, 
and in a few days it \\;11 be finished. The stage is erected ill 
the orangery, which is the largest haH in the mansion, and 1 
think that everything \\;11 tum out well. I am taking tI~ 
part of Orlando, and Rosette was to have played Rosalind,-
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which was a most proper arrangement. A, my mistress, and 
the mistress of the house, the part fell to her of right; but 
owing to a caprice singular enough in her, prudery not being 
one of her faults, she would not disguise herself as a man. 
Had I not been sure of the contrary, I should have believed 
that her legs were badly shaped. Actually none of the ladies 
of the party would show herself less scrupulous !hart Rosette, 
and this nearly caused the failure of the piece; bat Theodore. 
wbo had taken the part of the melancholy Jaques, offered to 
replace her, seeing that Rosalind is a cavalier nearly the wbole 
time, except in the first act where she is a woman, and that 
with paint, corset, and dress, he will be able to effect the il­
lusion slLfficiently well, baving as yet no heard, and being 
of a very slight figure. 

H\Ve are engaged in learning our parts, and it is something 
curioas to see us. In every solitary nook in the park you are 
sure to find s')me one, paper in hand, muttering phrases in a 
whisper, rah:hg his eyes to heaven, suddenly casting them 
down, and repeating the same gesture seven or eight times. If 
it were D(\t known that we are to perform a comedy, we 
should assuredly be taken for a houseful of lunatics or poets 
(which is almost a pleonasm). 

"I think that we shall soon know enougb to bave a re­
hearsoJ. I run e.'!"'Cting something very singular. Perbaps 
I arc wrong. I was afraid for a moment that instead of 
playing by inspiration our actors would endeavour to repro­
duce the attitudes and voice-inflections of some fashionable 
performer; but fortunately they have not watched the stage 
with sufficient accuracy to fall into this inconvenience, and it 
is to be e.-q>eeted that, through the awkwardness of people 
who have never trod the boards, they will display precious 
flashes of nature and that charming ingenuousness which 
the most consummate talent cannot reproduce. 

"Our young painter has truly wrought wonders. It would 
be impossible to gi\'e a stran~er shape to the old trunks of 
trees and the ivy which entwines them; he has taken pattern 
by those in the park, accentuating and exaggerating them as 
necessary for the stage. Everything is expressed with admir­
able boldness and caprice; stones, rocks clouds are of a 
mysteriously grimacing form; mirror-like ~ectio;" play (Il 
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the trembling waters which are less stable than quicksilver, 
and the ordinary coldness of the foliage is marvellously re­
lieved by saffron tints dashed in by the brush of autumn; 
the forest varies from emerald green to cornelian purple; the 
warmest and the freshest tones show harmoniously together, 
and the sky itself passes from the softest blue to the most 
burning colours. 

"He has designed all the costumes after my instructions, 
and they are of the handsomest description. At first the per­
formers cried that they could not be produced in silk or vel­
vet nor in any known material, and I nearly saw the moment 
when troub,dour costume was to be generally adopted. The 
ladies said th~t such glaring colours would eclipse their ey"'­
To which '\1'e replied that their eyes were stars which were 
perfectly inextinguishable, and that on the contrary it was 
their eyes that would eclipse the colours, and even, if need 
were, the Argand lamps, the lustre, and the SUD. They had 
no reply to this; but there were other objections which kept 
springinfj up.in a bristling crowd like the Lemean hydra; 
no sooner was the head of one cut off than another more ob­
stinate and more stupid would arise. 

" 'How do you think this will keep together?'-'It is aL 
very well on paper, but it is another matter when on one's 
back; I shall never be able to get into that! '-'My petticoat 
is at least four finger-lengths teo short; I shall never dare to 
show myself in that disguise!'-'This ruff is too high: I 
look as if I were a hunchb,ck and had no neck.'-''Ibis 
headdress makes me look intolerably old.' 

"'With sbrch, pins, and good-will, everything will hold.' 
-'You are joking! a waist like yours, more frail than a 
wasp's, and cne which would go through the ring of my little 
finger! I mIl wager twenty-five louis to a kiss that it will 
be necessary to take in this bodice! '-'Your petticoat is very 
far from being too short, and if you knew what an adorable 
leg you have, you would most certainly be of my opiniol\.' 
-'On the contrary, your neck stands out and is admirably 
set off by its aureola of lace.'-'This headdress dees not make 
you look old in the least, and, even if you appelred to he 
a few years older, you are so e:ttremely young that this ought 
to be a matter of perfect indifference to you; indeed, you 
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\\-auld give us grounds for strange suspicions if we did not 
know where the pieces of your last doll are'-etc. 

uYou cannot imagine what a prodigious quantity of mad­
rigals we were obliged to dispense in order to compel our 
ladies to put on charming costumes which were most becom­
ing to them. 

"We found it equally troublesome to induce them to place 
their patches in an appropriate manner. Wbat a devil of a 
taste women have! and what Titanic obstinacy possesses a 
vapourish, foppish woman who believes that glazed straw­
yellow suits ber better than jonquil or bright rose-colour. 
I am sure that if I had devoted to public affairs half the 
artifices and intrigues that I bave employed in order to have 
a red feather placed on the left and not on the rigbt, I should 
be a minister of state or emperor at the least. 

H\Vbat a pandemonium! what an enormous and inextrica­
ble rout must a real theatre be! 

"From the time that the performance of a comedy was 
first spoken of, everything here has been in tbe most complete 
disorder. All the drawers are opened, all the wardrobes 
emptied; it is genuine pillage. Tables, easy-chairs, consoles, 
everything is littered, and a person does not know where to 
set his foot. Trailing about the house are prodigious quan­
tities of dresses, mantelets, veils, petticoats, cloaks, caps, and 
bats; and when you think that all these are to be arranged on 
the bodies of seven or eight persons, you involuntarily think 
of those mountebanks at lthe fair who wear eight or ten coats 
one over another, and you find it impossible to conceive that 
the whole of this heap will only furnish one costume for 
each. 

liThe servants are constantly coming and going; there are 
al'\fays two or three on the road from the mansion to the 
town, and if this continues all the borses will become broken­
winded. 

"A theatrical manager bas no time to be melancholy, and 
I bave seldom been so far some time past. I am so deaf­
ened and overwbelmed that I am beginnin" to lose all under­
stru.'ding of the piece. As I support the character of impre­
sarIO as well as that of Orlando. my task is a twofold one. 
When any difficulty arises recourse is bad to me and as mv , -
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decisions are not always listened to as oracles, they degen­
erate into interminable discussions. 

"If what is called living is to be always on one's legs, to be 
equal to twenty persons, to go up and down stairs and not 
to think for a minute during the day, I have never lived so 
much as during this week. Nevertheless. I have a smaller 
share in this animation than might be believed. The agita­
tion is very shallow, and the stagnant, un flowing water might 
be found a few fathoms below; life does not penetrate me so 
readily as that, and my vitality is even the smallest when I 
seem to be working and engaging in wbat is going on. Ac­
tion dulls and fatigues me to an extent which is inconceiv­
able; when I am not employed actively, I think or at least 
dream, and this is a sort of existence, but I lose it as soon 
as I emerge from my porcelain-image repose. 

"Up to the present I have done nothing, and I do not 
know wbether I shall ever do anything. I cannot check my 
brain, wbich is all the difference between a man of talent 
and a man of genius; it is an endle.."S boiling, wave urging 
wave; I cannot master this species of internal jet which rises 
from my beart to my head, and, for want of outlets, drowns 
all my thoughts. I can produce nothing, owing not to ster­
Ility, but to superabundance; my ideas spring up so thick­
set and close that they are stifled and cannot ripen. Never 
will e.xecution, however rapid and impetuous it may be, at­
tain to such velocity. 'Vben I write a pbrase, the thought 
which it represents is already as far distant from me as 
though a century bad elapsed instead of a second, and it 
oftens bappens that in spite of myself I mingle with it 
something of the thougbt which bas taken its place in my 
head. 

"This is why I cannot live, whether as a poet or as a 
lover. I can only give out the ideas which bave left me; r 
have women only when I have forgotten them, and am loving 
others;-a man, how can I bring forth mv wish to the light 
since, hasten as I may, I lose the consciousness of what I 
do, and act only in accordance with a feeble reminiscence? 

ClTo come upon a thought in a vein of vour brain to take . . , 
It out rude at first like a block of marble as it is got from 
the quarry, to set it before you and. ,,;th a chisel in one 
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hand and a hammer in the other, to knock, cut, and .crape 
'rom morning till evening, and then carry off at night a pinch 
of dust to throw upon your writing-that is what I shall 
never be able to do. 

uIn idea I can separate the slender form from the coarse 
block very well, and have a very clear vision of it; but thera 
are so many angles to knock away, so many splinters to 
make fly, so many strokes of rasp and hammer to be given 
in order to come near to the shape and lay hold on the just 
.inuosity of the contour, that my bands become blistered, and 
I let my chisel fall to the ground. 

uIf I persevere, the fatigue reaches such a degree of in­
tensity that my inmost sight is totally darkened, and I can 
no longer distinguish through the cloud of marble the fair 
divinity which is concea1ed within its thickness. Then I pur­
sue her at random.and in groping fashion; I bite too deeply 
into one place, and do not go far enough into another; I 
take away what ought to have been a leg or an arm, and 
leave a compact mass ,,,here there ought to have been a 
void; instead of a goddess I make a grote!Que, and some­
times even less, and the magoificent block drawn at so great 
expense and with so much toil from the entrails of the earth, 
hammered, cut, and hollowed out in all directions, looks 
more as if it had been goawed and perforated by polyps to 
make a hive than fashioned by a statuary after a settled 
design. 

"How dost thou contrive, Michael Angelo, to cut the mar­
ble in slices as a child carves a chestnut? of what steel were 
thine unconquered chisels fonned? and what sturdy sides 
~ustaiDed you, all ye fertile artists and workers, whom no 
matter can resist, and who can cause your dream to flow en­
tire into colour and bronze? 

"It is in a fashion an innocent and permissible vanity J 

after the cruel things that I have just told you of myseU, 
and you will not be one to blame me for it, 0 Silvio!-but, 
though the universe be destined to know nothing of it, and 
my ~me be beforehand devoted to oblivion, I am a poet and 
a pamter! I have had as beautiful ideas as any poet in the 
world; I have created types as pure and as divine as those 
that are most admired in the masters. I see them there before 
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me as clear and distinct as though they were really depicted, 
and were I able to open up a hole in my head, and place a 
glass in it to be looked through, there would be the most 
marvellous picture gallery that was ev," seen. No earthly 
king can boast the possession of such a one. There are 
Rubenses as flaming and bright as the purest at Antwerp; 
my Raphaels are in the best state of preservation, and his 
~1adonnas have no more gracious smiles; Buonarotti cannot 
contort a muscle in bolder and more terrible fashion; the 
sun of Venice shines upon this canvas as though it were 
signed 'Paulus Cagliari;' the shadows of Rembrandt him­
self are heaped in the background of that frame where in the 
distance there trembles a pale star of light; the pictures 
wrought in the manner peculiar to myself would assuredly 
be scorned by none. 

"1 am quite aware that it looks strange for me to say this, 
and that I shall appear giddy with the coarse intoxication of 
the most foolish pride; but it is so, and nothing will shake 
my conviction of it. No one doubtless will share it; what 
then? Everyone is born marked with a black or a white 
seal. Mine apparently is black. 

"Sometimes, even, I have difficulty in covering up my 
thought sufficiently in this respect; it often happens that I 
speak too familiarly of these lofty geniuses whose footsteps 
should be adored, and whose statues should be contemplated 
from afar and on the knees. Once I forgot myself so far 
as to say 'We.' Happily it was before a person who did not 
notice it, else I should infallibly have been taken for the 
most enormous coxcomb that ever lived. 

HI am. a poet and a painter, Silvio; am I not? 
"It is a mistake to believe that all those who have passed 

for having genius were really greater men than others. It is 
unknown how much was cootr:buted to Raphael's reputa­
tion by the pupils and obscure painters whom he employed 
in his works; he gave his signature to the soul and talents of 
many-that is all. 

"A great painter or a great writer occupies and fills by . 
self a whole century; his only care is to invade all styles a 
once, so that if a rival should start up he may accuse him a 
the very outset of plagiarism and check him at the first step 
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in his career. These are weU-knm""Il tactics, and though not 
new, succeed none the less every day. 

"It may happen that a man who is already celebrated has 
precisely the same sort of talent that you would have had. 
Under penalty of being thought to copy him, you are obliged 
to turn aside your natural inspiration and cause it to take 
a different direction. You were born to blow full-mouthed 
on the heroic darion or to evoke the wan phantoms of times 
that are no more, and you are obliged to play your fingers 
on the seven-holed flute or to make knots on a sofa in the 
recesses of some boudoir, simply because your father did not 
take the trouble to cast you in a mould eight or ten years 
~ner, and the world does not understand that two men 
may cultivate the same field. 

lilt is in this way that many noble intellects have been 
forced to take wittingly a path which is not theirs, and to 
keep for ever along the borders of their own domain from 
which they have been banished, happy still to cast a glance 
by stealth over the hedge. and to see on the other side hloom­
ing in the sun the beautiful variegated flowers which they 
possess as seed. but cannot sow for lack of soil. 

"As regards myself, I do not know whether,-apart from 
the greater or less opportuneness of circumstances, the 
greater or less amount of air and sun, the door which has re· 
mained closed and which ought to have been opened, the 
meeting lost, the somebody whom I ought to have known 
and whom 1 have not known,-I should have ever attained 
to anything. 

"I have not the necessary degree of stupidity to become 
what is absolutely called a genius, nor the enonnous obsti­
nacy which is afterwards deified under the fine name of I will , ' 
when the great man bas arrived at the radiant mountain·top, 
and which is indigpensable for reaching the latter; I am too 
weJJ acquainted \\;th the boHowness of all things and the 
rottenness that is in them, to cling for very long to anyone 
of them and pursue it eagerly and .alelv through thick and 
thin. . 

liMen. of genius are very narrow·minded, and it is on this 
1CCOunt that they are men of genius. The want of intelli­
gence prevents them from perceiving the obstacles which 
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'<parate them from the object' ,hich they desire to reach; 
they go, and in two or three strides devour the intermediate 
spaces. As their minds are obstinately closed to certain 
courses, and they notice only such things as are the most 
immediately connected with their projects, they make a much 
smaller outlay of thought and action. Nothing distracts 
them, nothing turns them aside, they act rather by instinct 
than otherwise, and many when taken out of their special 
groove are mere ciphers in a way that it is difficult to under­
stand. 

"The making of good verses is assuredly a rare and charm­
ing gift; few people take more pleasure than 1 do in matten; 
of poetry; but yet 1 cannot limit and circumscribe my life 
within the twelve feet of an Alexandrine; there are a thou­
sand things which disquiet me as much as a hemistitch. It 
it not the condition of society and the reforms that should 
be made; 1 care little enough whether the peasants know 

. how to read or not, and whether men eat bread or browse 
on grass; but a hundred thousand visions pass through my 
head in an hour which have not the least connection with 
cresura or rhyme, and it is this which causes me to execute 
so little, although 1 have. more ideas than certain poets who 
might be burnt with their own works. 

"I worship beauty and feel it; I can express it as well as 
the most amorous statuaxies can comprehend it, and yet I 
sculpture nothing. The ugliness and imperfection of the 
rough sketch revolt me; 1 cannot wait until, by dint of polish­
ing and repolishing, the work finally succeeds; if I could 
make up my mind to leave certain things in my work alone. 
whether in verse or in painting, 1 might perhaps in the end 
produce a poem or a picture that \\'ould make me famous, 
and those who love IIie (if there is anyone in the world who 
takes the trouble to do so) would not be obliged to believe 
in me on trust, and would have a triumphant reply to the 
sardonic sneerings of the detractors of that great but un­
known genius-myself. 

"I see many men who wtll take palette and pencils and 
cover their canvas without any great anxiety concerning what 
caprice is producing at the extremity of their brush, and 
others who will write a hundred verses one after another 
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without making an erasure or once raising their eyes to the 
ceiling. I always admire themselves, even if I sometimes fail 
to admire their productions; from my heart I envy the charm­
ing intrepidity and happy hlindness which prevent them from 
seeing even their most palpable faults. As soon as I have 
drawn anything wrong I see it at once, and am pre·occupied 
with it beyond measure; and as I am far more accomplished 
in theory than in practice, it very often happens that I am 
Wlable to correct a mistake of which I am conscious. In 
that event I turn the canvas with its face to the wall and 
never go back to it again. 

liThe idea of perfection is so present with me, that I am 
instantly seized with distaste for my work and prevented from 
carrying it on. 

"Ah! when I compare its ugly pout on canvas or paper 
with the soft smiles of my thought, when I see a frightful bat 
passing in place of the beautiful dream that spread its long 
wings of light upon the bosom of my nights, when I see a 
thistle springing up from the idea of a rose, and hear an ass's 
bray where I looked for the sweetest melodies of the night­
ingale, I am so homely disappointed, so angry with myself, 
so furious at my own iropctence that I resolve never again 
to write or speak a single word of my life rather than th", 
commit criroes of high treason against my thoughts. 

"I cannot even succeed in writing such a letter as I should 
wish. I often say something quite different; some portions 
are excessively developed, others dwindle away so as to be­
come imperceptible, while frequently the idea which I in­
tended to express is absent, or present only in a postscript. 

II'When commencing to write to you I had certainly no 
intention of telling you one-half of what I have said. I was 
merely going to l..form you that we were about to act a play; 
but a word leads to a phrase; parentheses are big with other 
little parentheses which again contain others ready to be 
brought forth. There is no reason why such writing should 
come to an end, and should not extend to two hundred folio 
volumes,-which would assuredly be too much. 

"As soon as I take up my pen a buz7.ing and a rustlina of 
wings begin in my brain as though multitudes of cockchafers 
were set free within it. There is a knocking against the sides 
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of my skull, a turning, ascendin~ and descending with hor­
rible Daise; it is my thoughts which are fain to fiy away, and 
are seeking for an outlet; they all endeavour to come forth 
at once; more than one breal{s its legs and tears the crape 
of its wjn~ in the attempt: sometimes the door is SO blocked 
up that not one can cross the threslwld and reach tile paper. 

"Such is my nature. Not an excellent one doubtless, but 
what can I do? The fault rests with the gods and not with 
me, poor helpless devil that I am. I have "" ooed to entreat 
your indulgence, my dear Silvio: I have it beforehand. and 
you are so kind as to read my illegible scrawlings, my head­
less and tailless dreamings, through to the end. Howe\'er un­
connected and absurd they may be they have always interest 
for you because they come frl1m me, and anything that is 
myself, even if it be not good, is not altogether without value 
in your eyes. 

"I may let you see what is most revoltin~ to the general­
ity of men-sincere pride. But a truce for a while to all 
these fine things, and since I am ,",'fiting to you about the 
piece that we are to perform, let us return to it and say some­
thing about it. 

"The rehearsal took place to· day. I was never so confused 
in my life, not owing to the emharrassment inseparable from 
reciting anything before so many people, but from another 
cause. We 'riere in costume and ready to begin; Theodore 
alone had not yet arrived. A message was sent to his room 
to know what was keeping him; he replied that he was just 
ready and was coming down. 

"He came in fact. I heard his step in the corridor long 
before he appeared, and yet no one in the world hos a lighter 
step than Theodore; but the sympathy which I feel with him 
is so powerful that I can in a measure divine his movements 
through the walls, and, when I knew that he was about to 
lay his hand on the handle of Ll,e door, I was seized with a 
kind of trembling, and my heart boat with horrible violence. 
It seemed to me that something of importance in my Ii,e was 
about to be decided, and that I had reached a solemn and 
long-expected moment. 

"The door opened slowly and closed in the same way. 
"There was a general cry of admiration. The men ap-
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plauded, and the women grew scarlet. Rosette alone became 
extremely pale and leaned against the wall, as though a sud­
den revelation were passing through her brain. She made 
in a contrary direction, the same movement as I did. I 
always suspected her of loving Theodore. 

"No doubt she at that moment believed as I did that the 
pretended Rosalind was really nothing less than a young and 
beautiful woman, and the frail card-castle of her hope all at 
once gave way, while mine rose upon its ruins; at least this 
is what I thought: I may, perhaps, he mistaken, for I was 
scarce1y in a condition to make accurate observations. 

;'There were three or four pretty women present, without 
counting Rosette; they appeared to be revoltingly ugly. By 
the side of this sun the star of their beauty was suddenly 
eclipsed, and everyone was asking how it had been possible 
to think them even passable. Men who previously would 
have esteemed themselves most fortunate to have them as 
mistresses, would scarcely have been willing to take them as 
servants. 

"The image which, till then, had shown itself only feebly 
and with vague outlines, the phantom that I had worshipped 
and vainly pursued was there before my eyes, living, palpable, 
no longer in twilight and vapour, but bathed in floods of white 
light; not in a vain disguise, but in its real costume; no 
longer in the derisive form of a young man, but with the 
features of the most charming woman. 

If I experienced a sensation of enormous comfort, as though 
a mountain or two had been lifted off my breast. I felt my 
self-horror vanishing, and was released from the pain of 
regarding myself as a monster. I came again to conceive 
quite a pastoral opinion of myself, and all the violets of 
spring bloomed once more in my heart. 

"He, or rather she (for I wish henceforth to forget that I 
had the stupidity to take her for a man) remained motion­
less for a minute on the threshold of the room, as though to 
give the gathering time to utter its first e.,clamation. A 
bright ray lit her up from head to foot, and on the dark 
back-ground of the corridor which receded far into the dis­
tance hfo.hind, the carved door case serving her as a frame 
she shone as though the light had emanated from her instead 

-
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of being merely reflected, and she might rather have been 
taken for a marvellous production of the brush than for a 
buman creature made of flesh and hO::le. 

"Her long, bro\\"Il hair, intermingled with strings of great 
pearls, fell in natural ringlets along ber lovely cbeeks! ber 
shoulders and breast were uncovered, and I had never seen 
any in the world so beautiful; the sublimest marble cannot 
come near to such exquisite perfection. To see the life 
coursing beneath the clouded transparency 1 how whlte and 
yet so ruddy the flesh J bow bappily tbe harmonious golden 
tints effect the transition from skin to bair! what entrancing 
poems in the soft undulations of these outlines, more supple 
and velvety than the neck of a swan! Were there words 
to express what I feel I would give you a description fifty 
pages long; but languages were made by some scoundrels 
or other who had never gazed attentively on a woman's back 
or bosom, and we do not possess half of the most indispen­
sable terms. 

"I decidedly believe that I must become a sculptor, for 
to see such beauty and to be unable to express it in one way 
or another is sufficient to make a man furious and mad. I 
have made twenty sonnets to these shoulders but that is not 
enough: I should like something wbich I could touch with 
my finger and whicb would be e.Ulctly like; verses express 
only the pbantom of beauty and not beauty itself. Th. 
painter attains to a more accurate semblance, but it is only 
a semblance. Sculpture has all the reality that anything 
completely false can possess; it bas a multiple aspect, casts 
a shadow and may be touched. Your sculptured differs from 
your veritable mistress only in this that she is a little harder 
and does not speak-two very trifling defects! 

"Her dress was made of a stuff of varying colour, azure in 
the light, and golden in the shade; a well and close fitting 
£)Oot was on a foot which, apart from this, was excessively 
small, and stockings of scarlet silk ,,:ound amorously round 
a most shapely and enticing legj ber arms which were bare 
to the elbows and emerged from a cluster of lace, were round, 
plump, and white, as splendid as polished silver, and with 
unimaginably delicate lineaments; her hands, which were 
laden with jewellery, were softly swaying a large fan of sin-
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gulady variegated feathers, which looked like a little pocket 
rainbow. 

"She advanced into the room, her cheeks slightly kindled 
with a red which was not paint, and everyone was in rap­
tures, crying out and aslUng wbether it was really possible 
that it could be be, Theodore de Sorannes, the daring rider, 
the demon duellist. the determined hunter, and wbether he 
was perfectly sure that it was not his twin sister. 

"But you would think that he bad never worn any other 
costume in his life! His movements are not in the least em­
barrassed; be walks very well, and does not get entangled in 
his train; be ogles and tlirts with his fan in a ravishing 
manner! and bis waist is so slender! you might enclose it 
with your fingers I It is extraordinary, inconceivable! The 
illusion is as complete as it can be: you would almost think 
that be had a bosom, his breast is so developed and well filled, 
and then not a hair on his face, not a single one; and his 
voice so sweet I Oh! the beautiful Rosalind! and wbo would 
not wish to be ber Orlando? 

"Yos, wbo would not wish to be the Orlando of such • 
Rosalind, even at the cost of the torments I have suffered? 
To love as I did with a monstrous love which could not be 
confessed and yet which could not he uprooted from your 
heart; to be condemned to keep the profoundest silence, and 
to shrink from indulging in what the most discreet and re­
spectful lover migbt fearlessly say to the most prudish and 
severe of women; to feel yourself devoured by insane long­
iogs without excuse even in the eyes of the most abandoned 
libertines; what are ordinary passions to sucb a ODe as that, 
a passion ashamed of itself and hopeless, whose improbable 
success \vould be a crime and would cause you to die of 
shame? To be reduced to wish for failure, to dread favour­
able chances and opportunities, and to avoid them as another 
would seek them-such was my fate. 

"The deepest discouragement had taken possession of me; 
I looked upon myself with horror. mingled with surprise and 
curiosity. Wbat was most revolting to me was the thought 
that I had never loved before, and that this was my first 
effervescence of youth, the first Easter-daisy io the spring­
tide of my love. 
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"This monstrosity took the place with me of l-.~ fresb 
and chaste illusions of early years; my fondly c\'erished 
dreams of tenderness at evening on the skirts of the woods, 
down the little reddening paths, or along the whit. marble 
terraces, near the sheet of water in the park, wen' then to 
he metamorphosed into this perfidious sphinx with ,\uubtful 
smile and ambiguous voice, and before which I stood without 
venturing to undertake the solution of the enigma! To in­
terpret it wrongly would have caused my death; for, alas! 
it is the only tie which unites me to the world; wl:eb it is 
broken, all will be over. Take from me this spark :md 1 
shall be more gloomy and inanimate than the band-sw~ti; .. , 
mummy of the most ancient Pharaoh. 

"On the occasions when I felt myself most forcioly drawn 
towards Theodore, I would throw myself back with rlismay 
into the arms of Rosette, although she was infinitely dis­
pleasing to me; I tried to interpose her like a barrier and 
shield between myself and him, and I felt secret satisfaction 
when lying beside her in thinking that she had been proved 
to he a woman, and that although I had ceased to love, I 
was still loved by ber sufficiently well to prevent our union 
from degenerating into intrigue and debauch. 

"Nevertheless, at the bottom of my heart, I felt through 
all this a kind of regret at being thus faithless to the idea of 
my impossible passion; I felt resentful against myself for, 
as it were, an act of treason, and, though I well knew that 
I should never possess the object of my love, I was discon­
tented with myself, and resumed my coldoe,;" towards Ro­
sette. 

"The rehearsal was much better than I !lad hoped for; 
Theodore cspecially proved admirable; it was also consid­
ered that I acted uncommonly well. This, however, was not 
because I possess the qualities necessary to make a good 
actor, and it would be a great mistake to suppose me capable 
of taking other parts in the same fashion: but, through 
rather a singular chance, the words "hich I had to utter 
agreed with my situation so well, that they seemed to me to 
have been invented by myself rather than learnt by beart 
from a book. Had my memory failed me at certain pas­
sages, I should certainly not bave hesitated for a minute be-
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fore supplying the void with an improvised phrase. Orlando 
was I, at least, as much as I was Orlando; it would be im­
possible to meet with a more wonderful coincidence. 

"In the wrestling scene, when Theodore unfastened the 
chain from his neck and presented it to me, in accordance 
with his part, he cast upon me so sweetly languorous and 
promising a look, and uttered the sentence: 

'Gentleman. 
Wear this for me, one out of suits with fortune 
That could give more but that her hand lacks means.' 

with such grace and nobility, that I was really troubled by 
~ and could scarcely go on: 

'What passion hangs these weights upon my tongue 
I cannot speak to her, yet she urged conference. o poor Orlando!' 

"In the third act Rosalind, dressed like a man and under 
the name of Ganymede, reappears with her cousin, Celia, 
who has changed her name to Aliena. 

"This made a disagreeable impression upon me. I had 
already become so well accustomed to the feminine costume 
which indulged my desires with some hopes, and kept me in 
a perfidious but seducing errorl We very soon come to look 
upon our wishes as realities on the testimony of the most 
Heeting appearances, and I became quite gloomy when Theo­
dore reappeared in his man's dress, more gloomy than I had 
been before; for joy only serves to make us feel grief more 
keenly; the sun strives only to give us a better understand­
ing of the horror of darkness, and the eaiety of white is only 
intended to give relief to all the sadness of black. 

"His coat was the most gallant and coquettish in the world, 
of an elegant and capricious cut, all adorned with trimmings 
and ribbons, nearly in the style of the wits of the court of 
Louis XIII; a pointed felt hat with a long curled feather 
shaded the ringlets of bis beautiful hair, and the lower part 
of his travelling cloak was raised by a long damaskeened 
~word. 

"'Yet he was dres...~ in such a way as to give one a pre. 
"""timent that these manly clothes had a feminine lining; a 
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breadth of hip, a fullness of bosom, and a sort of undulation 
never seen in cloth on the body of a man, left but slight 
doubts respecting the person's sex. 

"He had a half deliberate, half timid manner which was 
most diverting, and, with infinite art: he assumed as embar­
rassed an appearance in a costume which was his usual one, 
as be bad seemed to be at ease in garments wbich were not 
his own. 

"My serenity returned to some e.~tent, and I persuaded 
myself afresh that it was really a woman. I recovered suffi­
clent composure to play my part in a fitting manner. 

"Do you know this piece? Perbaps not. For the last 
fortnight I have done nothing but read it and declaim it, I 
know it entirely by heart, and I cannot imagine that every­
body is not as conversant with its knot and plot as I am 
myself. I fall commonly enough into the error of believing 
that when I am drunk all creation is fuddled and incapable, 
and if I knew Hebrew I would to a certainty ask my servant 
in Hebrew for my dressing-gown and slippers, and be very 
much astonished that he did not understand me. You will 
read it if you wish; I shall assume that you have read it 
and only touch upon such passages as have some bearing 
upon my situation. 

"Rosalind, when walking in the forest with her cousin, is 
greatly astonished to find that instead of blackberries and 
sloes the bushes bear madrigals in her praise: strange fruits 
which fortunately do not grow on brambles as a ruie; for 
when you are thirsty it is better to find good blackberries on 
the branches than bad sonnets. She is very anxious to know 
who has spoiled the bark of the young trees in this way by 
cutting the letters of her name upon it. Celia, who has al­
ready encountered Orlando, tells her, after many entreaties, 
that tbe rhymer is none other than the young man wbo van­
quished the Duke's athlete Charles, in the wrestling match. 

"Soon Orlando himself appears, and Rosalind enters into 
conversation with him by asking him what o'clock it is. 
Certes, this opening is simple in the extreme; nothing in the 
world could·be more homely. But be not afraid: from this 
commonplace and vulgar phrase you will see gathered in a 
barvest of unexpected conceits, full of flowers and whimsical 
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comparisons as from the most vigorous and best manured 
soil. 

"After some lines of 5parkling dialogue, wbose every word, 
falling on the phrase, causes millions of sportive spangles to 
fiy right and left like a hammer on a red-hot iron bar, Rosa­
lind asks Orlando whether peradventure he may know the 
man who hangs odes on hawthorns and elegies on brambles, 
and who seems to have the quotidian of love upon him, an 
ill which she is quite able to cure. Orlando confesses that it 
is he that is so tormented by love, and asks her to do him 
the favour of showing bim a remedy for this sickness, see­
ing that she bas boasted of having several infallible ones for 
its cure. 'You in love?' replies Rosalind; 'you have none of 
the marks whereby a lover may be known; you have neither 
a lean cheek nor a blue and sunken eye; your hose is not 
ungartered, nor your sleeve unbuttoned, and your shoe i~ 
most gracefully tied; if you are in love with anyone it is 
assuredly with yourself, and you need not my remedies.' 

"It was not without genuine emotion that I replied text­
ually as follows: 

" 'Fair youth, I would I could make thee believe I love.' 
"This answer so une."POCted and strange, which is led up 

to by nothing, and had seemingly been written expressly for 
me as though by a species of provision on the part of the 
poet, greatly affected me as I uttered it standin~ before 
Theodore, whose divine lips were ,till slightly swelled with 
the ironic expression of the phrase that be had just spoken, 
wbile bis eyes smiled with inexpressible sweelntSS, and a 
bright ray of kindness gilded all the loftiness of his young 
and beautiful countenance. 

"'Me believe it! You may as soon make her that you 
love believe it; which I warrant she is apter to do, than to 
confess she does; that is one of the points in the which women 
stJl1 give the lie to their consciences. But, in good sooth, ar~ 
you he that bangs these fair praises of Rosalind on the trees, 
and have you truly need of a remedy for your madness?' 

"When she is quite satisfied that it is be, Orlando, and 
none other, who has rhymed these admirable verses going on 
so many feet, beautiful Rosalind consents to tell him her 
recipe. Its composition was as follows:-She pretended to 
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be the beloved of the 100000siclt suitor, who was ohliged to 
woo her as though she had been his very mistress, and to 
cure him of his passion she indulged in the most extravagant 
caprices; would now weep and then smile ; one day entertain 
him, another forswear him; would scratch him and spit in 
his face, and not for a single moment be like herself: fan­
tastical, inconstant, prudish, and languishin~, she was all 
these in turns and the poor wretch had to endure or execute 
all the unruly fancies engendered by weaciness, vapours, and 
the blues in the hollow head of a fri volous woman. A goblin, 
an ape, and an attorney all in one had not devised more 
maliciousness. This miraculous treatment had not failed 
to produce its effect; the sick one was driven from his mad 
humour of love into a liviog humour of madness-which was 
to forswear the full stream of the world and to live in a nook 
truly monastic; a most satisfactory result, and one, too, 
which might easily be expected. 

"Orlando, as may well be believed, is not very anxious 
to recover his health by such means; but Ros~\ind insists and 
is desirous of undertaking the cure. She uttered the sentence: 
'I would cure you if you would but call me Rosalind, and 
come every day to my cote and woo me,' with so marked and 
visible an intention, and casting on me so strange a look, that 
1 found it impossible not to give it a wider meaniog than 
belongs to the words, nor see in it an iodirect admonition 
to declare my true feelings. And when Orlando replies: 
'With all my beart, good youth,' it was in a still more sig­
nificant manner, and with a sort of spite at failing to make 
herself understood, that she uttered the reply: 'Nay, you 
must call me Rosalind.' 

"Perhaps 1 was mistaken and thought 1 saw wbat had 
really no existence, but it seemed to me that Theodore had 
perceiVed my love, though 1 had most certainly never spoken 
a word of it to him, and that he was alludi·'.g, through tho 
veil of these borrowed expressions, beneath this theatrical 
mask and io these hennaphrodite words to his real sex and 
to our mutual situation. It is quite impossible that so spirit­
ual and refined a woman as she is should not have distin­
guished, from the very beginning, wbat was passing in my 
soul. In the absence of my words, my eyes and troubled air 
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spoke plainly enough, and the veil of ardent friendship which 
I had cast over my love, was not so impenetrable that it 
could not be easily pierced by an attentive and interested 
observer. The most innocent and inexperienced girl would 
not have been checked by it for a moment. 

"Some important reason, and one that I cannot discover, 
doubtless compels the fair one to this cursed disguise, which 
has been the cause of all my torments and was nearly mak· 
ing a strange lover of me: but for this, everything would have 
gone evenly and easily like a carriage with well-greased 
wheels on a level and finely sanded road; I might have aban­
doned myself with sweet security to the most amorously 
vagrant dreamings, and taken in my hands the little white 
silky hand of my divinity without shuddering with horror, 
or shrinking twenty paces back as though I had touched a 
red-hot iron, or felt the claws of Beelzebub in person. 

"Instead of belng in despair and as agitated as a rPaI 
mania<:, of doing my utmost to feel remorse and of grieving 
because I failed, I should have said to myself every morning, 
stretching my arms with a sense of duty done and conscience 
at rest: 'I am in love,' a sentence as agreeable to say to your­
self in the morning with your head on a soft pillow, and warm 
bed-clothes covering you, as any other imaginable sentence 
of four words,-always excepting this one: CI have money, ' 

"After rising I should have placed myself before my glass, 
and there, looking at myself with a sort of respect, have 
waxed tender, as I combed my hair, over my poetic paleness, 
resolving at the same time to turn it to good account and 
du:y make the most of it, for nothing can t.e viler than to 
make love with a scarlet phiz; and when you are so unfor­
tunate as to be ruddy and in love, circumstances which may 
come together, I am of opinion that you should flour your 
physiogoomy daily or renounce refinement and stick to the 
~1argots and Toinons. 

"I should then have breakfasted with compunction and 
gravltY,1n order to nourish this dear body, this precious box 
of passJon! to compose sound, amorous chyle and quick. hot 
blood for It from the juice of meat and game, and keep it in 
a cond,tlon to afford pleasure to charitable souls. 

"Breakfast finished, and while picking my teeth, I should 
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have woven a few beteroclite rbymes after the manna of a 
sonnet, and all in honour of my mistress; I should bave fotmd 
out a thousand little comparisons, each more unusual than 
another, and infinitely gallant. In the first quatrain there 
would have been a dance of suns, and in the second a minuet 
of theological virtues; the two tereets would not have been of 
an inferior style; Helen would have been treated like an inn­
servant, and Paris like an idiot; the East would have had 
nothing to be envied for in the magnificence of metaphor; the 
last line, especially, would bave been particularly admirable 
and would have contalned at least two conceits in a syUable; 
for a scorpion's venom is in its tall, and the merit of a son­
net is in the last line. 

"The sonnet completed and well and duly transcribed on 
gla20d and perfumed paper, I should bave left the bouse a 
hundred cubits tall , bending my head lest I should knock 
against the sky and be caught in the clouds (a wise precau­
tion), and should have gone and recited my new production 
to all my friends and enemies, then to infants at the breast 
of their nurses, then to the horses and donkeys, then to the 
walls and trees, just to know the opinion of creation respect­
ing the last product of my vein. 

"In social circles I should have spoken with women in a 
doctoral manner, and maintained sentimental theses in a 
grave and measured tone of voice, like a man who knows 
much more than he cares to say concerning the subject in 
hand, and has not acquired his knowledge from books;--a 
style which never fails to produce a prodigious effect, and 
causes all the women in the company who bave ceased to 
mention their age, and the few little girls not invited to dance 
to tum up the whites of their eyes. 

"I might have led the happiest life in the world, treading 
on the pug-dog's tail \\ithout its mistress making too great 
an outcry, upsetting tables laden with china, and eating the 
choicest morsel at table without leaving any for the rest of the 
party. All this would bave been ".cused out of considera­
tion for the well-known absent-mindedness of lovers; and as 
they saw me swallowing up everything with a wIld look. 
everyone would bave clasped bis hands and said, 'Poor fel 
low!' 
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"And then the dreamy, doleful air, the dishevelled hair, 
the untidy stockings, the slack cravat, the great hanging arm! 
that I should have had ~ how I should have hastened through 
the avenues in the park, now swiftly, now slowly, after the 
fashion of a man whose reason is completely gone! How I 
should have stared at the moon and made rings in the water 
with profound tranquillity I 

"But the gods have ordained it otherwise. 
"I am smitten with a heauty in doublet and boots, with a 

proud Bradamant who scorns the garments of her ""X, and 
leaves you at times wavering amid the most disquieting per­
plexities; her features and body are indeed the features and 
body of a woman, but her mind is unquestionably that of a 
man. 

"My mistress is most proficient with the sword, and might 
teach the most experienced fencing master's assistant; she has 
had I do not know how many duels, and has killed or 
wounded three or four persons; she clears ditches ten feet 
wide on horseback, and hunts like an old country squire­
singular qualities for a mistress! such things never happen 
except ,,; th me. 

"I laugh, but I have certainly no cause for doing so, for I 
never suffered so much, and the iast two months seemed to 
me like two years or rather two centuries. There was an 
ebb and Bow of uncertainties in my head sufficient to stupefy 
the strongest brain; I was so violently agitated and pulled 
in all directions, I had such furious transports, such dull 
atonies, such extravagant hopes a"ld such deep despairs, that 
I really do not know how it was that I did not die from the 
pain of it. This idea so occupied and possessed me that I 
was astonished that it was not seen clearly through my body 
like a candle in a lantern, and I was in mortal terror lest 
someone should chance to discover the object of my insane 
love. 

"However, Rosette, being the person most interested in 
watching the mo\·ements of my beart, appeared to perceive 
nothing; I believe that she was too much engaged in loving 
Theodore to pay attention to my cooling towards her· other­
wise I must be a master of the art of dissimulation. a~d I am 
.DOt so conceited as to have this belief. Theodore himself up 
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to that day never showed that he had the faintest suspicion 
of the condition of my soul, and always spoke to me in 8 
familiar and friendly fashion, as a well-bred young fello" 
speaks to another of his own age-nothing more. His con­
~tion with me used to turn on all sorts of subjects, arts, 
poetry, and other similar matters, but never on anything of 
an intimate and e::tact nature having reference to himself or 
to me. 

"It may be that the motives compelling him to this dis­
guise have ceased to exist, and that he will soon resume the 
dress that is suitable for him. This I do not know; the fact 
remains that Rosalind uttered certain words with peculiar in­
ilexions, and in a very marked manner emphasized al\ the 
passages in her part which had an ambiguous meaning and 
might point in a particular direction. 

"In the trysting scene, from the moment when she re­
proaches Orlando for not coming two hours too soon as would 
befit a genuine lover instead of two hours too late, until the 
sorrowful sigh which, fearful at the extent of her passion, 
she heaves as she throws herself into Aliena's arms: '0 coz, 
co,, my pretty little COZ, that thou didst know how many 
fathoms deep I am in love!' she displayed miraculous talent. 
It was an irresistible hlending of tenderness. melancholy, and 
love; there was a trembling and agitation in her voice, and 
behind the laugh might be felt the most violent love ready to 
burst forth; add to this all the piquancy and singularity of 
the transposition and the novelty of seeing a young man woo 
a mistress whom he takes for a man, and who has all the ap­
pearance of one. 

"Expressions which in other situations would have appeared 
ordinary and common-place, were in ours thrown into peculiar 
relief, and all the small change of amorous comparisons and 
protestations in vogue on the stage seemed struck with quite 
a new stamp; besides, had the thoughts, instead of being rare 
and charming as they are, been more worn than a judge's robe 
or the crupper of a hired donkey, the style in which they 
were delivered would have caused them to be apparently 
~ by the most marvellous refinement and best 
taste m the world. 

"I forgot to teD you that Rosette, after declining the ~rt 
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of Rosalind, compliantly undertook the secondary part of 
Phrebe. Phrebe is a shepherdess in the forest of Arden, 
loved to distraction by the shepherd Silvius, whom she can­
not endure, and whom she ovenvhelms with constant harsh­
ness. Phcebe is as cold as the moon whose name she bears; 
,he has a heart of snow which is not to be melted by the fire 
of the most burning sigbs, but whose icy crust constantly 
thickens and hardens like diamond; but scarcely had she seen 
Rosalind in the dress of the handsome page Ganymede, than 
all this ice dissolves to tears, and the diamond becomes softer 
than wax. 

"The haughty Pbrebe who laughed at love, is herself in 
love, and now suffers the torments which she formerly made 
others endure. Her pride is h",.,bled so far as to make every 
advance; she sends poor Silvius to Rosalind with an ardent 
letter containing tbe avowal of her passion in most humble 
and supplicating terms. Rosalind, touched with pity for 
Silvius, and having, moreover, most excellent reasons for not 
responding to Pbrebe's love, suhjects her to the harshest 
treatment, and mocks her with unparalleled cruelty and ani­
mosity. Nevertheless, Phrebe prefers these outrages to the 
most delicate and impassioned madrigals from her bapless 
shepherd; she follows the handsome stranger e\'erywhere, 
and, by dint of her importunities, extracts the promise,­
the most favourable she can obtain,-that if ever he marries a 
woman, he will most certainly marry her; meanwhile be binds 
ber to treat Silvius well, and not to nurse too flattering a 
bope. 

"Rosette acquitkd herself of her part \lith a sad, fond 
grace and a tone 01 mournful resignation wbich went to the 
heart; and when Rosalind said to her, ' I would love you if 
I could,' the tears were on the point of overflo\\;ng her eyes, 
ami she found it difficult to restrain them, for Phrebe's his­
tory jg hers, just as Orlando's is mine, with the difference 
that everything turns out hapoily for Orlando, while Pbrebe. 
deceived in her love, is reduced to marrying Silvius, instead 
of the c'>.rming ideal she would fain embrace. Life is or­
derr'l tt.u<: that which makes the happiness of one. makes of 
oec~ty the- mi!"fortune of another. It is verv fortunate 
for me that Theodore is a woman; it is very unfortunate for 
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Rosette that be is not a man; and she now finds herself 
amid the amorous impossibilities in which I was lately lost. 

"At the end of the piece Rosalind lays aside the doublet of 
the page Ganymede for the garments of her sex, and makes 
herself known to the duke as his daughter, and to Orlando as 
ais mistress. The god Hymen then arrives with his saffron 
livery and lawful torches. Three marriages take place-Or· 
lando weds Rosalind, Phrebe Silvius, :md the facetious Touch· 
stone the artless Audrey. Then comes the salutation of the 
epilogue, and the curtain falls. 

"We have been very greatly interested and occupied with 
aU this. It was in some measure a play within a play, an in· 
visible drama unknown to the audience, which we acted for 
ourselves alone, and which, in symbolical words, summed up 
our entire life, and expressed our most hidden desires. With­
out Rosalind's singular recipe, I should have become more 
sick than ever, without even the hope of a distant cure, and 
should have continued to wander sadly through the crooked 
paths of the dark forest. 

"Nevertheless, I have only a moral certainty; I am with· 
out proofs, and I cannot remain any longer in this state of 
uncertainty; I really must speak to Theodore in a more defi· 
nite manner. I have gone up to him twenty times with a 
sentence prepared, and could not manage to utter it. I dare 
not; I have many opportunities of speaking to him alone, 
either in the park or in my room, or in his own, for he visits 
me, and I him, but I let them slip without availing myself of 
them, although the next moment I feel mortal regret, and 
fall into horrible passions with myself. I open my mouth, 
and, in spite of myself, other words take the place of thOS6 
that I would utter ; instead of declaring my love, I enlarge 
upon the rain or the fine weather, or some other similar stupid­
ity. Yet the season is drawing to a close, and ,,"e shall soon 
return to town; the facilities which here are opened up favour· 
ably to my desires will never be met with again. We shal1 
perhaps lose sight of each other, and opposite currents will 
no doubt carry us away. 

"Country freedom is so charming and convenient a thingl 
the trees, even when they have lost some of their leaves in 
autumn, afford such delicious shades to the dreamings of in· 
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tipient lovel it is difficult to resist amid the surroundings of 
beautiful nature! the birds bave such languorous songs, the 
flowers such intoxicating scents, the backs of the hills such 
golden and silky turf! Solitude inspires you with a thousand 
voluptuous thoughts, which the whirlwind of the world would 
have scattered or have caused to fly hither and thither, and 
the instinctiye movement of two b~in~ listening to the beat­
ing of their hearts in the silence of the deserted country is to 
entwine " .. arms more closely and enfold each other, as 
though they were indeed the only living creatures in the 
world. . 

HI was out walking this morning; the weather was mild 
and damp, and though the sky gave no glimpse of the smallest 
lozenge of azure, it was neither dark nor lowering. Two or 
three tones of pearl-grey, harmoniously blended, bathed it 
from end to end, and across this vapourous background cot­
tony clouds, like large pieces of wool, passed slowly along; 
they were being driven by the dying breath of a little breeze, 
scarcely strong enough to shake the summits of the most 
restless aST">e1"s' flakes of mist were rising among the tall 
chestnut-trees and marking the course of the river in the dis­
tance. When the breeze took bre~th again, parched and 
reddened leaves would scatter in agitation and hasten along 
the path before me like swarms of timid sparrows; then the 
breath ceasing, they would sink down a few paces further on 
-a true ima~e of those mtures which seem to be birds flying 
freely with their win~s, but woich after all are only leaves 
withered by the morning frost, the toy and sport of the slight­
est passing breeze. 

"The distance was stumped with vapour and the frin~es of 
the horizon ravelled on the border in such a manner that it 
was scarcely possible to determine the exact point at which 
the earth ended and the sky began: a grey which was some­
what more opaque, and a mist which was somewhat more 
dense, val!Uely indicating the separation and the difference of 
the planes. Throu!(h this curtain the willows, with their 
ashen tops, looked like s~tr,1 rather than real trees, and 
the curves of the bills bad a greater rese:nblance to the un­
dulatinns of an accumulation of clouds than to the bearin!!S 
of solid ground. The outlines of objects wavered to the ey"e, 
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and a species of grey weft of unspeakable fineness, like a 
spider's web, stretched between the foreground of the land­
scape and the retreating depths behind; in shaded phces the 
hatchings were much more clearly drawn, displayin~ the 
meshes of the network; in the brighter parts this misty thread 
was imperceptible, and became lost in a diffused li~ht. In 
the air there was something drowsy, damply warm, and 
sweetly dull, which strangely predisposed to melancholy. 

"As I went along I thought that with me too autumn was 
come and the radiant summer vanished never to return: the 
tree of my soul was perhaps stripped even barer than the trees 
of the forests; only, on the loftiest bough a single green little 
leaf remained, swaying, and quivering, and full of sadness 
to see its sisters leave it one by one. 

"Remain on the tree, 0 little leaf the colour of hone, cling 
to the bou~h with all the strength of thy ribs and fibres; let 
not thysel f be dismayed by the whistlin", of the wind, 0 qood 
little leaf! fer, when thou art gone, who will mark whether 
I will be a dead or a living tree, and who will restrain the 
woodman that he cut not my foot with blows of his a.~e nor 
make faggots of my boughs? It is not yet the time when trees 
are bare of leaves, and the sun may yet rid bimself of the 
misty swaddling-clothes which are about him. 

"This sight of the dying season impressed me greatly. I 
thought that time was flying hst, and that I might die with­
out clasping my ideal to my heart. 

"As I returned heme I formed a resolution. Since I could 
not make up my mbd to spe.lk, I wrote all my destiny on 
a sheet of p:lper. Perhaps it is ridiculous to write to some 
one living in the S3.me house with you, and whom you may see 
any day at any hour; but I am no longer one to consider what 
is ridiculous or not. 

"I sealed my letter not without trembling and changing 
colour; then, choosing a time when Theodore was out, I 
placed it on the middle of his table, and fled with as much 
agitation as though I had performed the most abominable 
action in the world." 

XII. 

"I PROMISED you the continuation of my adventures; but 
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l am so lazy about "Titing, that I really must love you as 
the apple of my eye, and know that you are more inquisi­
tive than Eve or Psyche, to be able to sit down before a table 
with a large sbeet of white paper which is to be turned quite • 
black, and an ink-bottle deeper than the sea, whose every 
drop must tum into thoughts, or something like them, \\;th­
out coming to the sudden resolutioq of mounting on horse­
back and going at full speed over the eighty enormous leagues 
which separate us, to tell you viva-voce what I am going to 
scrawl to you in imperceptible lines, so that I may not be 
frightened myself at the prodigious volume of my Picaresque 
odyssey. 

"Eighty leagues! to think that there is all this space be­
tween me and the person whom I love best in the world! 
I have a great mind to tear up my letter and have my horse 
saddled. But I forgot; in the dress that I am wearing I could 
not approach you and resume the familiar life which we used 
to lead together when we were very ingenuous and innocent 
little girls. If I ever go hack to petticoats, it will certainly 
be from this motive. 

"I left you, I think, at the departure from the inn ,-,here I 
had passed such a comical night, and where my virtue was 
nearly making sbipwreck as it was leaving the harbour. We 
all set out together, going in the same direction. My com­
panions were in the greatest raptures over the beauty of my 
horse, which is, in fact, a thoroughbred, and one of the best 
coursers in existence; this raised me at last half a cubit in 
their estimation, and they added all my mount's deserts to 
my own. Nevertheless, they seemed to fear that it was too 
frisky and spirited for me. I bade them calm their fears. 
and to show them that there was no danger, made it curvet 
several times; then I cleared rather a high fence, and set 
of! at a gallop. 

"The band tried in vain to follow me; I turned bridle when 
1 was far enough away, and returned at full speed to meet 
them ; when I was close to them I checked my horse as be 
~ launched out on his four feet and stopped him short. 
which, as you know, or, as you do not know, is a genuine 
feat of strength. 

"From esteem they passed at a bound to the profoundest 

I 
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respect. They had not suspected that a young scholar, who 
had only just left the university, was so good a horseman as 
all that. This discovery that they made was of greater ser· 
vice to me than if ihey had recognised in me every theological 
and cardinal virtue;-instead of treating me as a youngster 
they spoke to me with a tone of obsequious familiarity which 
was very gratifyiog to me. 

"I had not laid aside my pride with my clothes: being no 
longer a woman, I wished to be in every respect a man, and 
not to be ,-ti,fieJ "'th having merely the external appearance 
of one. I :13d made up my mind to have as a gentleman the 
success to which, in the character of a woman, I could no 
longer pretend. Wbat I was most anxious about was to 
know bow I should proceed in order to possess courage; for 
courage and skill in bodily exercises are the means by which 
men find it easiest to establish their reputation. It is not 
that I am timid for a woman, and I am devoid of the idiotic 
pusillanimity to be seen in many; but from this to the fierce 
and beedless brutality which is the glory of men there still 
remains a wide interval, and my intention was to become a 
little fire·eater, a hector like men of fashion, so that I might 
be on a good footing in society and enjoy all the advantages 
01 my metamorpbosis. 

"But the course of events showed me that notbing was 
easier, and that the recipe for it was very simple. 

"I will not relate to you, after the custom of ~raveners, 
that I did SO many leagues on such a day, and went from sucb 
a place to such another, that tbe roast at the White Horse 
or the Iron Cross was raw or burnt, the wine sour, and the 
bed in which I slept hung with figured or flowered curtains: 
such details are very important and fitting to be preserved for 
posterity; but posterity must do without them for once, and 
you must submit to be ignorant of the number of dishes com­
posing my dinner, and wbether I slept well or ill during the 
course of my travels. 

"Nor shaU I give you an exact description of the different 
landscapes, the corn-fields and forests, the various modes ot 
cultivation and the hamlet·laden hills which passed in succes­
sion before my eyes: it is easy to imagine them; take a little 
earth, plant a few trees and some blades of !O"ass in it. daub un 
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a bit of greyish or pale blue sky behind, and you will have a 
very sufficient idea of the moving background against which 
our little caravan was to be seen. If, in my first letter, I 
entered into some details of the kind, pray excuse me, I will 
not relapse into the same fault again: as I had never gone 
out before, the least thing seemed to me of enormous impor­
tance. 

"One of the gentlemen, the sharer of my bed, he whom 
I had nearly pulled by the sleeve in that memorable night 
the agonies of which I have described to you at length, con­
ceived a great passion for me, and kept his horse by the side 
of mine the whole time. 

"Except that I would not have accepted him for a lover 
though he brought me the fairest crown in the world, he was 
not at all displeasing; he was well-informed, and was not 
without wit and good-hu""our: only, when he spoke of women, 
he did so with an air of contempt and irony, for which I 
would most willingly have tom both his eyes out of his head, 
and this the more because, fer all its e.uggeratioD, there was 
a great deal in what he said that was cruelly true, and the 
justice of which my man's attire compelled me to admit. 

"He invited me so pressingly and so often to go with him 
on a visit to one of his sisters, whose widowhood was nearly 
over, and who was then living at an old mansion with ont 
af his aunts, that I could not refuse him. I made a few ob­
jections for form's sake, for in reality I was as ready to go 
there as anywhere else, and I could attain my end as well in 
this fashion as in another; and, as he assured me that be 
would feel quite offended if I did not give him at least a 
fortnigl:t, I replied that I was willing, and that the matter 
was settled. 

"At a branching of the road, my companion, pointing to 
the ri~ht stroke of this natural Y, said to me: 'It is down 
there! ' The rest gave us a grasp of the hand and departed 
in the other direction. 

"After a few hours' travelling we reached our destination. 
"A moat, which was rather broad, but which was filled with 

abundant and bushy \"cgetation instead of with ,Yater, sepa­
rated the park from the high-road; it was lined w:th free­
stone, and the angles bristled with gigantic spikes, which 

-
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looked as if they had grown like natural plants between the 
disjointed blocks of the wall. A little one-arched bridge 
crossed this dry channel and gave access to the gateway. 

"An avenue of lofty elms, arched like an arbour and cut in 
the old style, appeared before you first of all; and, after fol­
lowing it for some time, you arrived at a kind of cross-roads 

"The trees looked superannuated rather than old; they 
appeared to be wearing wigs and white powder; only a little 
tuft of foliage bad been spared to them quite at the top; all 
the remainder was carefully pruned, so that they might have 
been taken for huge plumes planted at intervals in the 
ground. 

"After leaving the cross-way, which was covered "ith fine, 
carefully-rolled grass, you had then to pass l:>eneath a curious 
piece of foliage architecture ornamented with fi re-pots, pyra­
mids and rustic columns, all wrought ",;th the assistance of 
shears and bedgebills in an enormous clump of box. In dif­
ferent perspectives to right and left might be seen now a 
half-ruined rock-work castle, now the moss-eaten staircase of 
a dried-up waterfall, or perhaps a vase, or a statue of a 
nymph and shepherd with nose and fingers broken and some 
pigeons perched on their sheulders and head. 

"A large flower-garden, laid out in the French style, 
stretched before the mansion; all the divisions were traced 
with box and holly in the most rigorously symmetrical man­
ner; it had quite as much the appearance of a carpet as of 
a garden: large flowers in ball-dress, with majestic bearing 
and serene air, like duchesses preparing to dance a minuet, 
bent their heads slightly to you as you passed; others, ap­
parently less polished, remained stiff and motionless, like 
dowa,,"ers working tapestry. Shrubs of every possible shape, 
ah .. -ays excepting the natural one, round, square, pointed 
and triangular, in green and grey boxes, seemed to walk in 
procession along the great avenue, and lead you by the hand 
to the foot of the steps. 

etA few turrets, half entangled in more recent constructions, 
rose above the line of the building by the wbole height of 
their slate e:ttinguishers, and their dovt>-lalled vanes of iroo­
plate bore witness to a sufficiently honourable antiquity. The 
wmdows of the pavilion in the centre all opened upon a 
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common balcony ornamented with a very rich and highly 
wrought iron balustrade, and the rest were surrounded with 
stone facings sculptured in figures and knots. 

"Four or five large dogs ran up with open-mouthed bark­
ings and prodigious gambols. They frisked about the horses, 
jumping up to their noses, and gave a special welcome to my 
comrade's horse, which probably they often visited in the 
stable or followed out-of-doors. 

"A kind of servant, looking half labourer and half groom, 
at last appeared at all this noise, and taking our beasts by 
the bridle led them away. I had not as yet seen a living 
soul, with the exception of a little peasant-girl, as timid and 
wild as a deer, who had fled at the sight of us and crouched 
dO\\n in a furrow behind some hemp, although we had called 
to her oyer and over again, and done all we could to reassure 
ber. 
H~O one was to be seen at the windows; you would have 

thought that the mansion was not inhabited at all, or only by 
spirits, for not the slightest sound could be heard from with­
out. 

"\Ye were beginning to ascend the steps, jingling our spurs, 
for our Jegs were rather numb, when we heard a noise inside 
like the opening and shutting of doors, as if some one "ere 
hastening to meet us. 

"In fact, a young woman appeared at the top of the steps, 
cleared the space separating her from my companion at a 
single bound, and threw herself on his neck. He embraced 
her most afiectionately, and putting his arm round her waist, 
and almost lifting her up, carried ber in this way to the top. 

H 'Do you know that you arc very amiable and polite for a 
brother, my dear Alcibiades? It is not at all unnece~sary, sir, 
is it, to apprise you that he is my brother, for be certainly 
has &arcely the ways of one?' said the young and fair one 
turning towards me. 

"To which I replied that a mistake might possibly be 
made about it, and that it was in some measure a misfortune 
~ be her brother and be thus e.~cluded from the list of her 
adorers: and that were this my case I should become at once 
the happiest and most miserable ca~alier on the earth. This 
made her smile gently. 
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"Talking thus we entered a parlour, the walls of wbich 
were decorated with bigh-warped Flanders tapestry. There 
were large trees, with sharp-pointed leaves, supportmg swanns 
of fantastic birds; tbe colours, altered by time, showed strange 
transpositions of tints; the sky was green, the trees royal 
blue with yellow lights, and in the drapery of the figures 
the shadow was often of an opposite colour to tbe ground 
formed by the material; the flesh resembled wood, and the 
nympbs walking beneath the faded shades of the forest looked 
like unswathed mummies; their mouths alone, the purple of 
which had preserved its primitive tint, smiled with an ap­
pearance of life. In the foreground bristled tall plants 01. 
singular green, with broad-striped flowers, tht pistils of which 
resembled peacocks' crests. Herons with serious and thought­
ful air, their beads sunk between their shoulders, and their 
long beaks resting on their plump crops, stood philosophically 
on one of their thin legs in black and stagnant water streaked 
with tarnished silver threads; through the foliage there were 
distant glimpses of little mansions with turrets like pepper­
boxes and balconies filled \\ith beautiful ladies in grand at­
tire watching processions or hunts pass by. 

"Capriciously indented rockeries, with torrents of white 
wool falling from them, mingled with dappled clouds on the 
edge of the horizon. 

"One of the things that strucK me most was a huntress 
shooting a bird. Her open fingers had just released the string 
and the arrow was gone; but, as this part of the tapestry 
bappened to be at a corner, the arrow was on the other side 
of the wall and had described a sharp curve, while the bird 
was flying on motionless wings, and apparently desirous of 
gaining a neighbouring branch. 

"This arrow, feathered and gold-tipped, always in the air 
and never reaching the mark, had a most singular effect; it 
was like a sad and mournful symbol of human destiny, and 
the more I looked at it, the more I discovered in it mysterious 
and sinister meanings. There stood the huntress with her 
foot advanced, ber knee bent, and her eye, with its silken 
lashes, wide open, and no longer able to see the arrow which 
bad deviated from its path. Sbe seemed to be looking 
anxiously for the mottled-plumed phenicopter which she was 
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desirous of '>ringing down and expecting to see fall befo~ ber 
pierced through and through. I do not know whether it was 
a m·stake of my imagination, but I thought that the face 
had as dull and despairing an expression as that of a poet 
dying \\ithout having writte:> the work which he expected to 
estoblish his rc:>eto\"on, and seized by the pitiless death·rattle 
while ende~lVourng ito dictate it. 

"I a,.., t~]ltb~ to you at length about this tapestry, certainly 
at a grelter le,~th than the importance of the subjeot de­
mands ; but that fantastic ,'-orld created by the wor'<ers in 
h·gh warp is a thing which has always strangely preoccupied 
me . 

. I am p:J.SSionately fond of its imaginary vegetation, the 
flowers and plants which have no existence in reality, the 
forests cf unl:nown trees wherein wander unicorns and snowy 
capri mules and stags "ith golden crucifixes between their 
antlers, and commonly pursued by red·bearded hunters in 
Saracen cost ume. 

"When I "'as a child, I sr.1lrcely ever entered a tapestried 
chamber without experiencing a kind of shiver, and when 
there I hardly dared to stir. 

"All the figures standing upright against the wall, and 
deriving a sort of fantastic life from the undulation of the 
material and the play of light, seemed to me so many spies 
engaged in watching my actions in order to give an account 
of them at a proper time and place, and I would not have 
eaten a stolen apple or cake in their presence. 

"How many things would these grave personages have to 
tell could they open their lips of red thread, and could sounds 
penetrate into the concha of their embroidered ears! Of bow 
many murders, treasons, infamous adulteries and monstrosi­
ties of all lcinds are they not silent and impassible witnesses! 

"But let us leave the tapestry and return to our story. 
I! 'Alcibiades, I will have my aunt informed of your arrivaL' 
" lOb! there is no great hurry about that, my dear sister; 

let us sit down first and talk a little. I have to introduce to 
):ou a gentleman, Theodore de Serannes, who will spend some 
time here. I have no need to reccmmend you to give him a 
ltearty welcome; he is himself a sufficient recommendation. J 
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(l am telling yot! what he said; do not accuse me unreason­
ably of conceit.) 

"The fair one slightly bent her head as though to give as­
sent, and we spoke of something else. 

U\Vhile conversing, I looked at her minutely, and examined 
her "ith more attention than I had found possible until 
then. 

"She was perhaps twenty-three or twenty-four years of 
age, and her mourning was most becoming to her; truth to 
tell, she had not a very lugubrious or disconsolate appear­
ance, and I suspect that she would have eaten the ashes of 
her Mausolus in her soup like rhubarb. I do not know 
whether she had wept plenteously for her deceased spouse; 
if so, there was, at all events, little appearance of it, and the 
pretty cambric handkerchief which she held in her hand 
was as ·perfectly dry as it was possible to be. 

ClHer eyes were not red, but, on the contrary, were the 
brightest and most brilliant in the world, and you would have 
sought in vain on her cheeks for the furrow where her tears 
had flowed; there were in fact only two little dimples hol­
lowed by an habitual smile, and it is right to say that, for a 
widow, her teeth were very freq"ently to be seen-<:ertainly 
not a disagree,ble sight, for they were small and very regu­
lar. I esteemed her at the very first for not having believed 
that, because a husband had died, sbe was obliged to discolour 
her eyes and give herself a vielet nose. I was also grateful 
to her for not assuming a doleful little air, and for speaking 
naturally, with her sonorous and silvery voice, without drawl­
ing her words and breaking her phrases with virtuous sighs. 

"This appeared to me in very good Iaste; I judged her 
from the first to be a woman of sense, as indeed she is. 

"She was well made, with a very becoming hand and foot; 
her black costume was arranged with all possible coquettish­
ness. and so gaily that the lugubriousness of the colour com· 
pletely disappeared, and she might have gone to a ball 
dressed as she was \vithout anyone considering it strange. 
If ever I marry and become a widow. I shall ask for a pattern 
of her dress, for it becomes her angelically. 

"After some conversation we went UD to sec !.he old aunt 
"We found her seated in alar e, ~-backed arm-choir 
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vnth a little stool under her foot, and beside her an old dog, 
bieared and su!len, which raised its black muzzle at our ar­
rival, and greeted us with a very unfriendly growl. 

"I have never looked at an old woman with')ut horror. 
My mother died when quite young; no doubt, if I had seen 
ltcr slowly growing old! and seen her features becoming dis­
torted in an imperceptihle progression, I should have quietly 
come to be used to it. In my childhood I was surrounded 
only by young and smiling faces, so that I have preserved an 
insurmountable antipathy towards old people. Hence I 
shuddered when the beautiful widow touched the dowager's 
yellow forehead with her pure, vermilion lips. It is wbat I 
could not undertake to do. I know that I shall be like her 
when I am sixty years old; but it is all the same, I cannot 
help it, and I pray God that he may make me die young 
like my mother. 

"Nevertheless, this old woman had retained some simple 
and maj<stic traces of her former beauty which prevented 
her from falling into that roast-apple ugliness wbich is the 
portion of women who have been only pretty or simply fresh; 
her eyes, though terminating at their comers in claws of 
wrinkles, and covered with large, soft eyelids, still possessed 
a few sparks of their early fire, and you oould see that in the 
last reign they must bave darted dazzling lightnings of pas­
sion. Her thin and delicate nose, somewhat curved like the 
beak of a bird of prey, gave to her profile a sort of serious 
grandeur, which was tempered by the indulgent smile of her 
Austrian lip, painted with carmine, after the fashion of the 
last century. 

uHer costume was old-fashioned without being ridiculOUs, 
""d was in perfect harmony .vith her face; for head-dress she 
had a simple mob-cap, with small lace; her long, thin hands, 
which you could see had been very heautiful, trembled in 
mittens without either fingers or thumb; a dress of dead-leaf 
colour, figured with ftowerir.gs of deeper hue, a black mantle 
a!,d an apron of pigeon's neck paduasoy, completed her at­
tire. 

"O.ld women should always dress in this way, and have 
;uffioent respect for their approaching death not to harness 
'he",,,,,h'es with feathers, garlands of flowers. hright-coloured 
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ribbons, and a thousand baubles which are becoming ::mly 
to extreme youth. It is vain for them to make advances to 
life, life will have no more of them; with the e."-penses to 
which they put themselves, they are like superannuated cour­
tesans who plaster themselves with red and white, and are 
spurned on the pavement by drunken muleteers with kicks 
and insults. 

"The old lady received us with that exquisite ease and 
politeness which is the gift of those who belonged to the old 
court, and the secret of which seemin~ly is being lost from 
day to day, like so many other excellent secrets, and with a 
voke which, broken and tremulous a.c;; it was, still possesseci 
great sweetness. 

"1 appeared to please her greatly, and she looked at me 
for a very long time with much attention and with appar­
ently deep emotion. A tear formed in the comer of her eye 
and crept slowly down one of her great wrinkles, wherein it 
was lost and dried. She begged me to excuse her and told me 
that 1 was \'ery lil<e a son of hers who had been killed in the 
army. 

HOwing to this real or imaginary likeness, the wbole time 
that 1 stayed at the mansion, 1 was treated by the worthy 
dame with extraordinary a.'1.d quite maternal kindness. I 
discovered more charms in her than I should have at first be­
lieved possible, for the greatest pleasure that elderly people 
can give me is never to speak to me, and to go away when I 
arrive. 

"1 shall not give you a detailed account of my daily doin~s 
at R--. If 1 have been somewhat diffuse through all this 
commencement, and have sketched you these two or three 
physiognomies of persons or places with some care, it is be 
cause some \'ery singular though very natural things belel 
me there, things which I ought to have foreseen when assum­
ing the dress of a man. 

u:\1y natural levity caused me to be guilty of an indiscre­
tion oi which T cruelly repent, for it has filled a good and 
bPOutiful seul with" perturbation which i cannot allav ,,;th­
out discoverbg what I am and compromising mySelf se­
riously. 

uln order to appear pedectly li~e a man, 2nd to di\'ert my-
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self a little, I thought that I could not do better than woo my 
friend's sister. It appeared very funny to me to throw myself 
on all fours when she dropped her glove and restore it to 
her with profound obeisances, to bend over the back of her 
easy-chair \\ith an adorably languorous little air, and to drop 
a thousand and one of the most charming madrigals into the 
hollow of ber ear. As soon as she wished to pass from one 
room to another I would gracefully offer ber my band; if she 
mounted on horseback I held the stirrup, an<l when walking 
I was always by her side; in the evening I read to her and 
sang with ber; in brief, I performed all the duties of a 'cava­
liere serventeJ with scrupulous exactness. 

"I pretended e\'erything that I had seen lovers do, which 
amused me and made me laugh like the true madcap that I 
am, when I was alone in my room, and reflected on all the 
impertinent thin~s I bad just uttered in the most serious tone 
(n the world. 

"Alcibiades and the old marchioness appeared to view this 
intimacy with pleasure and very often left us together. I 
sometimes regretted that I was not really a man, that I might 
have profited better by it; had I been one, the matter would 
have been in my own hands, for our channing widow seemed 
10 have totally forgotten the deceased, or, if she did remem­
her him, she would willingly have been faithless to his mem­
ory. 

"After heginning in this fashion I could not honourably 
draw back again, and it was very difficult to effect a retreat 
"ith arms and baggage; yet I could not go beyond a certain 
limit, nor had I much knowledge of how to be amiable except 
in words: I hoped to be able to reach in this way the end of 
the month which I was to spend at R-- and then to retire, 
promising to return, but without the intention of doing so_ 
l thought that at my departure the fair one would console 
berself, and seeing me no more would soon forget me. 

"But in my sJX>rt I had aroused a serious passion, and 
things turlleu out differently-an illustration of a long wel1-
drawn truth_ namel)" that you sbould never play either with 
fire or with love. 

"Btfore seeing me, Rosette knew nothing of love_ Mar­
~ed very young to a man much older than herself, she had 
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been unable to feel for bim anything more than a sort of filial 
friendship; no doubt she had been courted, but, extraordi­
nary as it may appear, she had not had '!- lover: either the 
gallants who had paid her attention were sorry seducer>, 
Of, what is more likely, her hour .lad not yet struck. Country 
squires and lordlings, always talking of fumets and leashes, 
hog-steers and antlers, morts and stags of ten, and mingling 
the whole with almanac charades and madrigals mouldy with 
age, were certainly little adapted to suit her, and her virtue 
had not to struggle much to resist them. 

"Besides, the natural gaiety and liveliness of her disposi­
tion were a sufficient defence to her against love, that soft 
passion which has such a hold upon the pensive and melan­
choly ; the idea which her old Tithonus had been able to give 
her of voluptuousness must have been a very indifferent one 
not to cause her to be greatly tempted to make still further 
trials, and she was placidly enjoying the pleasure of being a 
widow so soon and having still so many years in which to be 
beautilul. 

"But on my arrival everything was quite changed. I at 
first believed that if I ·had kept within the narrow limits of 
cold and scrupulous politeness towards her, she would not 
have taken much notice of me; but, in truth, the sequel 
obliged me to admit that it would have been just the same, 
neither more nor less, and that though my supposition was a 
very modest, it was a purely gratuitous one. Alas! nothing 
can tum aside the fatal ascendant, and no one can escape 
the good or evil influence of his star. 

HRosette's destiny was to love only once in her lifetime, 
and ,,;th an impossible love; she must fulfil it, and she will 
fulfil it. 

"I have been loved, 0 Graciosal and it is a sweet thing, 
though it was only by a woman, and though there was an 
element of pain in such an irregular love whid, cannot belong 
to the other;-oh! a very sweet thing! When you awake in 
the night and rise upon your elbow and say to yourself: 
'Some one is thinking or dreaming of me; some one is occu~ 
pied with my life; a movement of my eyes or lips makes the 
joy or the sadness of another creature; a word that I have 
chanc~ Ie> let {all ;s carefully gathered up and commented 
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on and turned over for whole hours; I am the pole to which 
a restless magnet points, my eye is a heaven, my mouth a 
paradise more desired than the true one; were I to die, a 
warm rain of tears would revive my ashes, and my tomb 
would be more flowery than a marriage gift; were I in danger 
some one would rush between the sword's point and my 
breast; eyerything would be sacrificed for mel I_it is glori­
ous; I do not know what more one can wish for in the world. 

"This thought gave me pleasure for which I reproached 
myself, since I had nothing to give in return for it all, but 
was in the position of a poor person accepting presents from 
a rich and generou5 friend without the hope of ever being 
able to do the like for him in tum. It charmed me to be 
adored in this way, and at times I abandoned myself to it 
with singular complacency. From hearing e\'ery one ca1l me 
'Sir,' and c:eeing myself treated as though I werc a man, I 
was insensibly forgettin~ that I was a woman; my disguise 
seemed to me my natural dress, and I was forgetting that I 
had ever worn another; I had ceased to remember that I was 
after all only a gid~r girl who had marle a ,word of her 
needle, and cut one of her skirts into a pair of hreeches. 

"Many men are more womanish than 1. I haye little of 
the woman, except her breast, a few rounder lines, and more 
delicate hands; the skirt is on my hips, and not in my dis­
position. It often happens that the sex of the soul does not 
at all correspond with that of the body, and this is a contra­
diction which cannot fail to produce great disorder. For 
my own part, for instance. if I had not taken this resolution 
-mad in appearance, but in reality very wise--and re­
nounced the gannents of a sex which is mine only materially 
and accidentally, I should have been very unhappy: I like 
horses, fencing, and all violent exercises; I take pleasure in 
climbing and running about like a youth; it wearies me to 
remain sitting with my feet close together and my elbows 
21ued to my sides, to cast my eyes modestly down, to speak 
in a little, soft, honeyed voice, and to pass a bit of wool ten 
million times through the holes in a ca.'1vas; I have not the 
least liking for obedience. and the e:<pr""'ion that I most fre­
quently em:>loy is: 'I will.' Beneath my smooth forehead 
ano ~ilken hair move strong and manly thoughts; all the 
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affected nonsense which chiefly beguiles women has never 
stirred me to any great degree, and, like Achilles disguised 
as a young girl, I should be ready to relinquish the mirror 
for a sword. The only thing that pleases me in women is 
their beauty; in spite of the inconveniences resulting from 
it, I would not willingly renounce my form, however ill· 
assorted it may be with the mind which it contains. 

"There was an element of novelty and piquancy in such 
an intrigue, and I should have been greatly amused by it 
had it not been taken seriously by poor Rosette. She began 
to love me most ingenuously and conscientiously, with all the 
power of her good and beautiful soul-with the love that 
men do not understand and of which they could not form 
even a remote conception, tenderly and ardently, as I would 
wish to be loved, and as I should love, could I meet with 
the reality of my dream. What a splendid treasure lost, 
what white transparent pearls, such as divers will never find 
in the casket of the sea! what sweet breaths, what soft sighs 
dispersed in air, which might have been gathered by pure 
and amorous lips! 

"Such a ,assien might have rendered a young man so 
happy! so many luckless ones, handsome, charming, gifted, 
full of intellect and heart, have vainly supplicated on their 
knees insensible and gloomy idols! so many good and tender 
souls have in despair flung themselves into the arms of 
courtesans, or have silently died away like lamps in tombs. 
who might have been rescued from debauchery and death by 
a sincere love! 

"\\'hat whimsicality is there in human destiny! and what 
a jester is chance! 

"What so many others had eagerly longed for came to 
me, to me who did not and could not desire it. A capri· 
cious young girl takes a fancy to ramble about the country 
in J"I1an's dress in order to obtain some knowled~e as to 
what she may depend upon in the matter of her future lovers; 
she gees to bed at an inn "'ith a worthy brother who con· 
ducts her with the tip of his finger to his sister, who finds 
nothing better to 00 th>Jl fall in love with her 'ike a puss, 
like a dove, like all that is most.amorous and languorous 
in the world. It is \'ery evident t'hat, if I had been a youn~ 
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man and this state of things might have been of some 
service to me, it would have been quite different, and the 
lady would have abborred me. Fortune loves thus to give 
slippers to those who have wooden legs, and gloves to those 
wbo bave no hands; the inheritance which might have 
enabled you to live at your ease usually comes to you on the 
day of your death. 

"Sometimes, though not so often as she would have wished, 
I visited Rosette at her bedside; usually she received only 
when she was up, but this rule was overlooked in my favour. 
:'IIany other things might have been overlooked, had I wished; 
but, as they say, the most beautiful girl can only give what 
<.he has, and what I had would not have been of much use 
to Rosette. 

"She would stretch out her little hand for me to kiss--­
and I confess that I did not kiss it without pleasure, for it is 
very ""oath, very white, exquisitely scented, and softly 
tender with incipient moisturej I could feel it quiver and 
contract beneath my lips, the pressure of which I would 
ml liciously prolong. Then Rosette, quite moved and ,,;th a 
look of entreaty, would tum towards me her long eyes laden 
\\;th voluptuousness and bathed in humid and transparent 
light, and let her pretty head, raised a little for my better 
reception, fall back again upon her pi11ow. Beneath the 
c1.)thes I could see the undulations of her restless bosom 
and the sudden movements of ber whole frame. Certainly 
anyone in a condition to venture might have ventured much ; 
he would surely bave met with gratitude for his temerity, 
and thankIulness for having skipped some chapters of the 
romance. 

"I used to remain an hour or two with her, without re­
linquishing the hand I had replaced on the coverlet ; we had 
charming and interminable taiks, for althou!;h Rosette was 
very much preoccupied \\;th her love, she believed herself 
too sure of .uccess to lose much of her freedom and playful­
ness of disposition. Only now and then would her passion 
cast a transparent veil of sweet melancholy upon her gaiety 
lIld this rendered her sti11 more plea.«ing. ' 

"In fact, it would bave been an unheard-of thin~ that a 
:'oung beginner, such as 1 was to all appearance, should not 
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have deemed himself very well off with such good fortune 
'and have profited by it to the best of his ability. Rosette, 
indeed, was by no means one likely to encounter great 
cruelties, and not knowing more about me, she counted on 
her charms and on my youth in default of my love. 

"Nevertheless, as the situation was beginning to be pro­
longed beyond its natural limits, she became uneasy about 
it, and scarcely could a redoubling of flattering phrases and 
f.ne protestations restore her to her former state of uncon­
cern. Two things astonished her in me, and she noticed 
contradictions in my conduct which she was unable to recon­
cile: they were my warmth of speech and my coldness of 
action. 

"You know better than any ('De, my dear Graciosa, that 
my friendship has all the characteristics of a passion; it IS 

sudden, eager, keen, e..'Xclusive, with love even to jealousy, 
and my friendship for Rosette was almost exactly similar to 
the friendship I have for you. A mistake might have been 
caused by less. Rosette was the more completely mistaken 
about it, because the dress I wore scarcely allowed of her 
having a different idea. 

"As I have never yet loved a man, the excess of my ten­
derness has, in a measure, found a vent in my friendships 
with young girls and young women; I have displayed the 
same transport and exultation in them as I do in everything 
else, for I find it impossible to be moderate in anything, and 
especially in what concerns the heart. In my eyes Ll,ere are 
oftly two classes of people-those whom I worship, and 
those whom I execrate; the others are to me as tbough they 
did not exist, and I would urge my horse over them as I 
would o,'er the highway: they are identical in my mind with 
pavemen ts and milestones. 

If I am naturally expansive, and have very caressing man· 
ners. Wlien walking with Rosette, I would sometimes, for­
getful of the import of such demonstrations, pass my arm 
about her person as I used to do when we walked together 
in the 10n~ly alley at the end of my uncle's garden; or, per­
haps, leaDIng on the back of her easy-chair while she was 
working embroidery, I would roll the fair down on the plump 
nape of her neck between my fingers, or with the back of my 
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hand smooth her beautiful hair stretched by the comb and 
give it additionallustre,-or, perhaps, it wouid be some other 
of those endearments which, as you know, I habitually employ 
with my dear friends. 

"She took very good care not to attribute these caresses to 
mere friendship . Friendship, as it is usually understood, does 
not go to such heights; but seeing that I went no further, 
she was inwardly astonished and scarcely knew what to 
think; she decided thus: that it was excessive timidity on 
my part, caused by my extreme youth an~ a lack of experi­
ence in love affairs, and that I must be encouraged by all 
kinds of advances and kindnesses. 

"In consequence, she took pains to contrive for me a multi­
tude of opportunities for private conversations in places cal­
culated to embolden me by their solitude and remoteness 
from all noise and intrusion; she took me for several walks 
in the great woods, to try whether the voluotuous dreaming 
and amorous desires with which tender souls are inspired by 
the thick and kindly shade of the forests might not be turned 
to her advantage. 

HOne day, after baving made me wander for a long time 
through a very picturesque park which extended for a great 
distance behind the mansion, and which was unknown to me 
with the exception of those parts which were in the neigh­
bourhood of the buildings, she led me, by a little capriciously 
winding path bordered with elders and halel trees, to a 
rustic cot, a kind of charcoal·burner's hut built of billets 
placed transversely, with a roof of reeds, and a door coarsely 
made of five or six pieces of roughly·planed wood, the inter­
stices of which were stopped up with mosses and wild plants; 
quite close, among the gr~en roots of taU ashes with silvery 
bark, dotted here and iliere with dark patches, gushed a 
vigorous spring, which, c few feet further on, feB over two 
marble steps into a basin filled with cress of more than 
emerald green. 

"At places where there was no cress might be seen fine sand 
as white as snow; the water had the trnnsparency of crystal 
and the: coldness of ice: issuing suddenly from the ~ound, 
!' never touched b~ the fainle>l sun-ray, beneath those 

\ nf"trable shades. It had no time to become 'WiU1D or 
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troubled. In spite of its crudity I love such spring water, 
and, seeing it there so limpid, I could not resist a desire to 
drink of it; I stooped down and took some several times in 
the hollow of my hand, having no other vessel at my dis­
posal. 

"Rosette intimated a wish to drink also of this water to 
quench her thirst, and requested me to bring her a few drops, 
for she dared not, she said, stoop down far enough to reach 
it herself. I plunged both my hands, which I had joined 
together as accurately as possible, into the clear fountain, 
then raised them li~e a cup to Rosette's lips, and kept them 
thus until she had drained the water contained in them-not 
a Ion, time, for there was very little, and that little trickled 
through my fingers, however tightly I closed them; it made 
a very pretty group, and it is almost a pity that there was 
no sculptor to take a sketch of it. 

"When she had almost finished and my hand was close to 
ber lips, she could not refrain from kissing it, in such a way, 
however, as to make it look like an act of suction for the 
purpose of draining the last pearl of water gathered in my 
palm; but I was not deceived by it, and the charming blush 
which suddenly overspread her countenance betrayed her 
plainly enough. 

"Sbe took my ann again, and we proceeded towards the 
cot. The fair one \';alked as close to me as possible, and 
when speaking to me leaned over in such a way that her 
bosom rested entirely on my sleeve-a very cunning position, 
and one capable of disturbing anyone else but me; I could 
feel its pure firm outline and soft warmth perfectly well­
nay, I could even remark a hurried undulating motion 
which, whether affected or real, was none the less flattering 
and engaging. 

"In this way we reached the door of the cot, which I 
opened with a kick, and I was certainly not prepared for the 
sight that met my eyes. I had thought that the hut was 
carpeted with rushes, with a mat on the floor and a few 
stools to rest on: not at all. 

"It was a boudoir furnished with all imaginable elegance. 
The frieze panels represented the gallantest scenes in Ovid's 
Metamorphoses: Salmacis and Hermaohrodite Venus and . , 



126 MADEMOISELLE DE MAUPIN 

Adonis, Apollo and Daphne, and other mythological loves ill 
bright lilac camaieu; the piers were fanned of pompon roses 
very delicately sculptured, and little daisies, which, with a 
refinement of luxury, had only their hearts gilded, their leaves 
being silvered. All the furniture was edged "ith silver cord 
which relieved a tapestry of the softest olUe that could pos­
sibly be found, and one marvellously adapted to set off the 
whiteness and lustre of the skin; mantelpiece, consoles, and 
what-nots were laden with a thousand charminci curiosities, 
&nd there was such a luxurious number of settees, couches 
and sofas, as preUy clearly showed that this nook was not 
designed for very austere occupations, and that certainly no 
maceration went on in it. 

"A handsome rock-work clock, standing on a richly-inlaid 
pedestal, faced a large Venetian mirror, and was repeated in 
it with singular gleamings and reflections. II had stopped, 
moreover, as though it would have been something super­
fluous to mark the hours in a place intended to forget them. 

"I told Rosette that this refinement of luxury pleased me, 
that I thought it in very good taste to conceal the greatest 
choiceness beneath an appearance of simplicity, and that I 
greatly approved of a woman having embroidered petticoats 
and lace-trimmed chemises with an outer covering of simple 
material; that to the lover whom she had or might have it 
was a delicate attention for which he could not be sufficiently 
grateful, and that it was unquestionably hetter to put a 
diamond into a nut, than a nut into a golden box. 

"To prove to me that she was of my opinion, Rosette raised 
her dress a little and showed me the edge of a petticoat very 
richly embroidered \\ith large flowers and leaves; it only 
rested with myself to he let into the secret of greater internal 
magnificence; but I did not ask to see whether the splendour 
of the chemise correspooded with that of the petticoat: it is 
probable that it was equally luxurious. Rosette let the fold 
of her dress fall again, vexed at lOOt having shown more. 

"Nevertheless, the exhibition had been sufficient to display 
the beginning of a perfectly turned calf, suggesting the most 
excellent ascensional ideas. The leg which she held out in 
oroer to. show off her petticoat to better advantage was in­
deed miraculously delIcate and graceful in its neat well-
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drawn stocking of pearl·grey silk, and the little heeled shoe, 
adorned with a tuft of ribbons in which it terminated, was 
like the glass slipper worn by Cinderella. I paid her very 
sincere compliments about it, and told her that I had never 
known a prettier leg or a smaller foot, and that I did not 
think they could possibly be of a better shape. To which 
she replied with charming and lively fraokness and ingenu-
ousness: 

If , 'Tis true. J 

"Then she went to a panel ccntrived in the wall, took out 
one or two flagons of liqueurs and some plates of sweetmeats 
and cakes, placed the whole on a little round table, and 
came and sat down beside me in a somewhat narrow easy 
chair, so that, in order not to be very uncomfortable, I was: 
obliged to pass my arm behind her waist. As she had both 
hands free, and I had just my left to make use of, she 
filled my glass herself, and put fruits and sweets upon my 
plate; and soon even, seeing that I was rather awkward, she 
said to me: 'Come, leave it alone; I am going to feed you, 
child, since you are not able to eat all by yourself.' Then 
she berself conveyed the morsels to my mouth, and forced 
me to swallow them more quickly than I wished, pushing 
them in with her pretty fingers, just as people do with birds 
that are being crammed, and laughing very much over it. 

"I cculd scarcely dispense with paying ber fingers back 
the kiss which she had lately given to the palms of my 
bands, and, as though to prevent me from doing so, but 
really to enable me to impart a greater pressure to my kiss, 
she struck my mouth two or three times with the back of 
her hand. 

"Sbe had drunk a few drops of Creme des Barbades. with 
a glass of Canary, and I about as much. It was certainly 
not a great deal; but it was sufficient to enliven a couple of 
women accustomed to drink scarcely anything stronger than 
water. Rosette leaned backwards, throwing herself acroS! 
my arm in verv amorous fashion. She had cast aside het 
manUe, and the upper part of her bosom, strained and 
stretched by this arched position, could be seen; it was 
enchantingly delicate and transparent in tone, wbile its 
shape was one of marvellous daintiness and solidity com-
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bined. I contemplated her for some time with indefinable 
emotion and pleasure, and the reflection occurred to me that 
men 'Were more favoured in their loves than we, seeing that 
we gave them possession of the most charming treasures while 
they had nothing similar to offer us. 

U\Vhat a pleasure it must be to let their lips wander over 
this smooth fine skin, and these rounded curves which seem 
to go out to meet the kiss and challenge it! this satin flesh, 
these undulating and mutually inVOlVUlg lines, this silky hair 
so soft to the touch; what exhaustless sources of delicate 
voluptuousne~ which we do not possess in common with 
men: Our care..<;SeS can scarcely be other than passive, and 
yet it is a greater pleasure to give than to receive. 

"These are remarks which undoubtedly I should not bave 
made last year, and 1 might have seen all the bosoms and 
shoulders in the world without caring whether their shape 
was ~ood or bad; but, since I have laid aside the dress be­
longing to my sex and have lived with young men, a feeling 
which was unknown to me has developed within me: the 
feeling of beauty. Women are usually denied it, I know not 
why. for at first sight they would seem better able to judge 
of it than men; but as they are the possessors of beauty, and 
self.knowledge is more difficult than that of any other 
description, it is not surprising that they know nothing at all 
about it. 

"Commonly, if one woman thinks another woman pretty, 
you may be sure that the latter is very ugly, and that no 
man will take any notice of her. On the other hand, all 
women whose beauty and grace are extolled by men are 
unanimously considered abominable and affected by the whole 
petticoated tribe; there are cries and clamours without end. 
If I were ",bat I appear to be, I sbould be guided in my 
choice by nothing else, and the disapprobation of women 
would be a sufficient certificate of beauty for me. 

"At present I love and know beauty; the dress I wear 
:;eparates me from my sex, and takes awav from me all 
species of rivalry; I am able to judge it better than another. 
I am no longer a woman, but I am not yet a man and 
desi,:" will not blind me so far as to make me take p~ppets 
for Idols; 1 can see coldly without any prejudice for or 
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against, and my position is as perfectly disinterested as it 
could possibly be. 

"The length and delicacy of the eyelashes, the trans­
parency of the temples, the limpidity of the crystalline, the 
curvings of the ear, the tone and quality of the hair, the 
aristocracy of foot and hand, the more or less slender joints 
of leg and wrist, a thousand things of which I used to take 
no heed, but which constitute real beauty and prove purity 
of race, guide me in my estimates, and scarcely admit of a 
mistake. I believe that if I had said of a woman: 'Indeed, 
she is not bad,' you might accept her with your eyes shut. 

"By a very natural consequence I understand pictures 
better than I did before, and thougb I have but a very 
superficial tincture of the masters, it would be difficult to 
make me pass a bad work as a good one; I find a deep and 
singular charm in this study; for, like everything else in the 
world, beauty, moral or physical, requires to be studied, and 
cannot be penetrated all at once. 

"But let us return to Rosette; the transition from this 
subject to her is not a difficult one, for they are 1\.0 ideas 
which are bound up in each other. 

"As I have said, the fair one had thrown herself back 
across my arm and her bead was resting against my shoulder j 
emotion shaded her beautiful cheeks with a tender rose­
colour which was admirably set off by the deep black of a 
very coquettishly placed little patch; her teeth gleamed 
through her smile like raindrops in the depths of a poppy, 
and the humid splendour of her lar~e eyes was still further 
heightened by her half-drooping lashes; a ray of light caused 
a thousand metallic lustres to play on her silky clouded 
hair, some locks of which had escaped and were rolling in 
ringlets along her plump round neck, and relieving its warm 
whiteness; a few little downy hairs, more mutinous than the 
rest, bad got loose from the mass, and 'Were twisting them­
selves in capricious spirals, gilded with singular reflections, 
and, traversed by the light, assuming all the shades of the 
prism: you would have thought that they were such golden 
threads as surround the heads of the virgins in the old pic­
tures. We hath kept silence, and I amused myself with 
tracing her little azure-blur veins through the nacreous trans-
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parency of ber temples, and the soft insensJble depression of 
the down at the extremities of her eyebrows. 

"Tbe fair one seemed to be inwardly meditating and to be 
lulling herself in dreams of infinite voluptuousness; her a.'"IIlS 
hung down along her body as undulating and as soft as 
loosened scarfs; her bead bent back more and more as though 
the muscles supporting it had been cut or were too feeble for 
their task. She bad gathered up her two little feet beneath 
her petticoat, and had succeeded in crouching down alto­
gether in the corner of the lounge that I was occupying, in 
such a way that, although it was a very narrow piece of fur­
niture, there was a large empty space on the other side. 

"Her easy, supple body modelled itself on mine like wax, 
following its external outline with the greatest possible accu­
racy: water would not have crept into all the sinuosity of 
line with more exactness. Clinging thus to my side, she 
suggested the double stroke which painters give their draw­
ings on the side of the shadow, in order to render them more 
free and full. Only with a woman in love can there be such 
undulations and entwinings. Ivy and willow are a long way 
behind. 

"The soft warmth of her body penetrated through ber 
garments and mine; a thousand magnetic currents streamed 
around her; her whole l::e seemed to have left her altogether 
and to have entered into me. Every minute she was more 
languishing, expiring, yielding; a light sweat stood in beads 
upon her lustrous brow; her eyes grew moist, and two or 
three times she made as though she would raise her hands 
to hide them; hut half-way her wearied arms fell back upon 
her knees, and she could not succeed in doing 5O;-a big 
tear overflowed from her eyelid and rolled along her burning 
cheek where it was soon dried. 

"'tvly situation was becqrning very embarrassing and tol­
erably ridiculous ; I felt that I must look enormously stupid, 
a~d this provoked me e.~tremely, although no alternative 
was in my power. Enterprising conduct was forbidden me, 
and such was the only kind that would have been suitable. 
I was too sure of meeting '\lith no resistance to risk it, and 
I was, in fact, at my wit's end. To pay compliments and 
reoeat madrigals would bave been excellent at the beginning, 
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but nothing would have appeared more insipid at the stage 
that we had reached; to get up and go out would have been 
unmannerly in the extreme; and besides I am not sure that 
Rosette would not have played the part of Potiphar's wife, 
and held me by the corner of my cloak. 

HI could not have assigned any virtuous motive for my 
resistance; and then, I confess it to my shame, the scene, 
equivocal as its nature was for me, was not without a chann 
which detained me more than it should have done; this 
ardent desire kindled me with its flame, and I was really 
sorry to be unable to sotisfy it. I even wished to be, as I 
actually appeared to be, a man, th.t I might crown this 
love, and I greatly regretted that Rosette was deceived. 
:l<ly breathbg becaroe hurried, I felt blushes rising to my 
face, and I was little less troubled than my poor lover. The 
idea of our similitude in se.~ gr~dually faded away, leaving 
behind only a vague idea of pleasure; my gaze grew dim, 
my lips trembled, and, had Rosette been a man instead of 
what she was, she would assuredly have made a very easy 
conquest of me. 

"At last, unable to bear it any longer, she got up abruptly 
with a sort of spasmodic movement, and began to walk about 
the room with great activity; then she stopped before the 
mirror and adjusted some locks of her hair which had lost 
their folds. During this promenade I cut a poor figure, and 
scarcely knew how to look. 

"She stopped before me and appeared to reflect. 
"She thought that it was only a desperate tirrHity that 

restrained me, and that I was more of a schoolboy than she 
had thought at first. Beside herself and excited to the last 
degree of amorous exasperation, she would try one supreme 
effort and stake all on the result at the risk of losing the 
game. 

"She came up to me, sat down on my knees more quickly 
than lightning, passed her arms round my neck, crossed her 
hands behind my head, and clung with her lips to mine in a 
furious embrace; I felt her half-naked and rebellious bosom 
bounding against my breast, and her twined fingers twitching 
in my hair. A shiver ran through my whole body, and my 
heart beat violently. 
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"Rosette did not release my mouth; her lips envelopeO 
mine, her teeth struck against my teeth, our breaths were 
mingled. I drew back for an instant, and turned my head 
aside two or three times to avoid this kiss; but a resistless 
attraction made me again advance, and I returned it with 
nearly as much ardour as she had given it. I scarcely know 
how it would all have ended had not a loud barking been 
heard outside the door, together with the sound of scratching 
~eet. The door yielded, and a handsome white greyhound 
came yelping and gambolling into the cot. 

"Rosette rose up suddenly, and with a bound sprang to 
the end of the room. The handsome ,':hite greyhound leaped 
gleefully and joyously about her, and tried to reach her 
hands in order to lick them; she was so much a'litated that 
she found great difficulty in arranging her mantle upon her 
shoulders. 

"This greyhound was her brother Alcibiades's favourite 
dog; it never left him, and whenever it appeared, its master 
to a certainty was not far off; this is what had so greatly 
frightened poor Rosette. 

"In fact Alcibiades himself entered a minute later, booted 
and spurred, and whip in hand. I • .<\h! there you are/ said 
he; II ha~:e been looking for you for an hour past, and I 
should certainly not have found you had not my good grey­
hound Snug unearthed yeu in your hiding place.' And he 
cast a half-""rious, half-playful look upon his sister which 
made her blush up to the er"". 'Apparently you must have 
had very knotty subjects to tre~t of, to retire into such pro­
found solitude? You were no doubt talking about theology 
and the twofold nature of the soul?' 

U IOh! dear no; our occupation was not nearly so sub­
lime; we were eating cakes and talking about the fashions-­
that is all.' 

II II don't believe a word of it; you appeared to me to be 
deep in some sentimental dissertation; but to divert you from 
your ,·aporish conversation, I think that it would be a good 
thing if you came and took a ride with me. I have a new 
mare that I want to try_ You shall ride her as well, The..­
~9re, aod we will see what can be made of her.' 

"We went out all three together, he giving me his arm, 
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and I giving mine to Rosette. The e.~ressions on our fac~ 
were singularly different. Alcibiades looked thoughtful, I 
quite at ease, and Rosette excessively annoyed. 

"Alcibiades had arrived very opportunely for me, but very 
inopportunely fer Rosette, who thus lost, or thought she lost, 
all the fruits of her skilful attacks and ingenious tactics. No 
progress had been made; a quarter of an hour later and 
the devil ta.1;ce me if I know what issue the adventure could 
have had-I cannot see one that would not bave been im­
possible. Perhaps it might have been better if Alcibiades 
had not come in at the ticklish moment like a god in his 
machine: the thing must have ended in one way or another. 
During the sc.ene I was two or three times on the point of 
acknowledging who I was to Ro:;ette; but the dread of being 
thought an adventuress and of seeing my secret revealed 
kept back the words that were ready to escape from my 
lips. 

"Such a state of things could not last. My departure was 
the only means of cutting short this bootless intrigue. and 
accordingly I announced officially at dinner that 1 should 
leave the very next day. Rosette, who was sitting beside 
me, nearly fainted on hearing this piece of news, and let 
her glass fall. A sudden paleness overspread her beautiful 
face: she cast on me a mournful aad reproachful look which 
made me nearly as much affected and troubled as she was 
herself. 

"The aunt raised her old wrinkled bands witb a movement 
of painful surprise, and said in her shrill, trembling voice, 
which was even more tremulous than usual : . My dear I\Ion­
sieur Theodore, are you going to leave us in that fashion? 
That is not right; yesterday you did not seem in the least 
disposed to go. The post bas not come, and so you have 
received. no letters, and are without any motive. You had 
granted us a fortnight longer, and now you are taking it 
back; you have really no rigbt to do so: what bas been given 
cannot be taken away again. See how Rosette i" looking at 
you, and how angry she is \\ith you: I warn you that I shall 
be at least as angry as she is, and look quite as ste:nly at 
you, and a stern face at sixty-eight is a little more terrible 
than one at twenty-three. See to what you are voluntarill' 
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exposing yourself: the wrath both of aunt and niece, and all 
on account of some caprice which has suddenly entered your 
head at des..<erL' 

"Alcibiades, giving the table a great blow with his fist, 
swore that he would harricade the doors of the mansion and 
hamstring my horse sooner than let me go. 

"Rosette cast another look upon me, and ODe so sad and 
supplicating that nothing short of the ferocity of a tiger 
that had been fasting for a week could have failed to be 
moved by it. I did not withstand it, and though it gave me 
singular annoyance, I made a solemn promise to stay. Dear 
Rosette would willingly have f:illen on my neck and kissed 
me on the mouth for this kindness; Alcibiades enclosed my 
hand in his huge one and shook my arm so violently that he 
nearly dislocated my shoulder, made my rings oval instead 
of round, and cut three of my fingers somewhat deeply. 

"The old lady, rejoicing, took an immense pinch of snuff. 
"Rosette, however, did not completely recover her g:iety: 

the idea that I might go away and that I wished to do so. 
an idea which had never yet come clearly before her mind, 
plunged her deep ill thought. The colour '7hich had been 
chased from her cheeks by the armouncemeot of my departure 
did not return to them with the same brilliance as before: 
there still was paleness on ber cheek and disquiet in the 
depths of ber soul. My conduct towards her surprised her 
more and more. After the ntarked advances which she had 
made, she could not understand the motives which induced 
me to put so much restraint into my relations with her; her 
object was to lead me up to a perfectly decisive engagement 
before my departure, Dot doubting that afterwards she would 
find it extremely easy to keep me as long as she liked. 

II In this she was right, and, had I not been a woman, her 
calculation would ba\"e been correct; for, whatever may have 
been said about the satiety of pleasure and the distaste which 
commonly foUo\\"S possession, everv man whose heart is at an 
in. the ri/Zht place, and who is not miserably used up and 
WIthout resource, feels his love increased by his good fortune. 
and frequently the oot mears pf retainin~ a lover \Tho is 
=y to leave you is to surrender yourself unreservedly tG 
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HRosette intended to bring me to something decisive before 
my departure. Knowing how difficult it is to subsequently 
take up a liais011 just where it had been dropped, and being 
besides not at all sure of finding me again under such favour­
able circumstances, she neglected no opportunity that pre­
sented itself of placing me in a position to speak out clearly 
and abandon the evasive demeanour behind which I had 
entrenched myself. As on my part, I had the most formal 
intention of avoiding every species of meeting similar to that 
in the rustic pavilion, and yet could not, without being ridicu­
lous, effect much coolness towards Rosette and assume girlish 
prudery in my relations with her, I scarcely knew how to 
behave, and tried always to have a third person with us. 

ClRosette, on the contrary, did everything in her power to 
secure being alone with me, and, as the mansion was at a 
distance from town and seldom visited by the neighbouring 
nobility, she frequently succeeded in her design. My obtuse 
resistance s:lddened and surprised her; there were moments 
when she had doubts and hesitations about the power of her 
charms, and, seeing herself so little loved, she was sometimes 
not far from believing herself uglj. Then she would re­
double her attention and coquetry, and although her mourn­
ing did not permit her to make use of all the resources of 
the toilet, she nevertheless knew hJw to give it grace and 
variety in such a manner as to be twice or thrice as charming 
every day-which is saying a great deal. She tried every­
thing: she was playful, melancholy, tender, impassioned, 
kind, coquettish, and even affected; she put on in succession 
all those adorable masks whiCh become women so well that 
it is impossible to say whether they are veritable ma3ks or 
real faces;-she assumed eight or ten contrasted individuali­
ties one after another in order to see which pleased me, and 
to fix upon it. In herself alone she provided me with a 
complete seraglio wherein I had only to throw the handker­
chief; but she had, of course, no success. 

((The failure of an these stratagems threw her into a state 
of profound stupefaction. She would, indeed, have turned 
:-iestor's brain, and melted the ice of the chaste Hippolytus 
hlmself,-and I appeared to be anything but Nestor or 
Hlppolytus. I am young, and I had a lofty and determined 
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lir, bolrlness of speech, and everywhere except in solitary 
inlerview!;. a resolute countenance. 

"She might have thought that all the witches of Thrace 
and Thessaly bad cast their spells upon my person, or that I 
was at least unmanned, and have formed a most detestable 
opinion of my virility, which is in fact poor enough. Ap­
parently, however, the idea did not occur to her, and she at­
tributed this s:ngular reserve only to my bck of love for her. 

"Tbe days passed away without any advancement of ber 
interests. and she was visibly affected by it: an expression 
of restless soclness h,d taken the place of the ever fresb­
blooming smile on her lips; the comers of h~r mouth, 50 

joyously arched, had become sensibly lower, and formed a 
nnn and serious line j a few little veins appeared in a more 
marked fashion on her tender eyelid;; ber cheeks, lately 
so like the peach, had now nothinr. of it left S'\'e its imper­
ceptible velvet down. I often S3W her, from her window, 
crossing the garden in a morning gown; scarcely raising her 
feet, she would walk as thou3h she were gliding along, both 
arms loosely cfusscd upon ber breast, her head bent more than 
a \ .... i1low-branch dipping into t.l)e water, and with something 
undulating and sinking about her like a drapery which is too 
long and the ed3e of \';hich (oue-Of> the ground. At such 
moments she looked like one of the amorous women of 
1.ntiquity, victims to the V,TJ.th of \Terns, and furiously 
assailed by the pitiless goddess; it is thus, to my fancy, that 
Psyche must have been when she had lost Cupid. 

"On the days whe:t she did not endeavour to vanquish my 
coldness and reluctance, her love had a simple and primitive 
manner which might have charmed me: it was a silent and 
confiding surrender, a cha~te facility of caress, an exhaust­
less abundance and pleniturle of heart. all the treasures of a 
fine nature poured forth without reserve. She bad none of 
tI.3l bitterness and meann~s to he seen in nearlv an women~ 
('\'en in those that are the be<:,t endowed: she sought no 
disguise. and tranquilly suffered me to see the whole extent 
ot her pac::.sion. Her self-love did not revolt for an instant 
at my failure to respond to so many advances. for pride 
lea,,", the beart on the day that 10'< enters it: and if e'-er 
anyone \-as truly loved, I wa> loved by Rosette. 
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"She suffered, but without complaint or bitterness, and she 
attributed the failure of her attempts only to herself. »lever· 
theless her paleness increased everv day; a mighty combat 
had been waged on the battle-field of her cheeks between 
the lilies and the roses, and the latter had been decisively 
routed; it distressed me, but in all truth I was less able 
than anyone to remedy it. The more gentle and affectionate 
my words aIld the more caressir.g my manner, the more 
deeply I plunged into her heart the barbed arrow of impos· 
sible love. To comfort her to-day I made ready a much 
greater despair for the future; my remedies poisoned her 
wound while appearing to soothe it. I repented in a measure 
of all the agree2.ble things I had ever said to her, and, owing 
to my e."{treme friendship for her, I would fain have discov­
ered the means to make her hate me. Disinterestedness could 
not be carried further, for such a result would unquestion­
ably have greatly grieved me;-but it would have been 
better. 

"I made two or three attempts to speak harshly to her, but 
I soon returned to madri::;a!s, for I dread her tears even more 
than her smile. On such occasions. although the honesty 0' 
my intention fully acquitted me ~.l my conscience, I wa: 
more touched than I should have been, and felt something 
not far removed from remorse. A tear can scarcely be dri~d 
except by a kiss; the office cannot decently be left to a har.d­
kerchief, be it cf the fmest cambric in the world. I w)(lid 
what I had done, the teClT was quickJy forgotten, more 
qui~ly than the kiss, and there always ensued an increase 
of embarrassment for me. 

"Rosette, seeing thJ.t I am going to escape r.er, au.am 
fastens obstinately and miserably upon the remnants of her 
hope, and my position is growing more and more cOlnplicated. 
The strange sensation which I e."P"rienced irl the little her·· 
mitage, and the inconceivable confusion into which I was 
thrown by the ardent caresses of my fair mistress, have bren 
several times renerved thou$ with less violence; and often 
when seated bes;de Rosette with her band in mine, and 
listening to her speak to me in her soft cooing voice, I fanc~' 
that I am a man as she believes me to be, and that it is pure 
cruelty on my part not to respond to her love. 
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"One evening, by some chance or other, 1 happened to 
alone with the old lady in the green room;-she had so 
tapestry work in her band, for, in spite of ber sixty-eigbt 
years, she never remained idle, wishing, as she said, to finish 
before she died a task which she bad commenced and at 
whidl she had now wrought for a long time. Feeling some­
wbat fatigued, she laid her work aside and lay back in ber 
large easy chair. Sbe looked at me very atten tively, and 
her grey eyes sparkled througb ber spectacles with strange 
vivacity; she passed her hand two or three times across her 
wrinkled forehead, and appeared to be reflecting deeply. 
Tbe recollection of times that were no more and that she 
regretted imparted an expression of emotion to ber face. I 
did not speak lest 1 should disturb ber in her thoughts, and 
the silence lasted for some minutes. At last she broke it. 

" ITbey are Henri's---my dear He"lri's very eyes; the same 
humid and brilliant gaze, the same carriage of the head, the 
same sweet and proud physiognomy; one would think it were 
he. You CJ.DDot imagine the extent of this likeTles5, :r..1"'1nsieur 
Theodore; wben 1 see you 1 cmnot believe tbat Henri is 
dead; 1 think that he bas o!1ly been on a long journey, and 
bas no·.v at last come back. You bave give:! me much 
pleasure and much pain, Theodore: pleasure by reminding 
me of my poor Henri, and pain by showing me how great 
has been my loss; sometimes 1 h~ve taken you for his pban­
tom. 1 cannot reconcile myself to the idea that you are 
goir~ to leave us; it seems to me like losing my Henri once 
more.' 

"I told her tbat if it were really possible for me to remain 
longer 1 should .do so with ple:lSure, but that my stay had 
a1T1!ady been prolonged far beyond the limits it should bave 
had; b~i-1es, I quite e~cted to return, and I should retain 
memories of the mansion far too agreeable to forget it so 
quickly. 

" 'H'Jwever sorry I may be at your departure, 1\Ionsieur 
Theodrre.' she resumed, pursuing her own train of thought, 
-there is s'Jme one here who will feel it more than 1. You 
understand whom 1 mean without my telling you. 1 do not 
0.0 "" ... hat we S;haJ1 '10 with Rosette when you are gone; but 
this old place IS very dull. Alcbiades is always hunting, 
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and for a young girl like her, the society of ~ po- infirm 
woman like me is not very diverting.' 

II ' If anyone should have regrets, it is not you, madame, 
nor Rosette but I; you are losing little, 1 much, you will 
easily disco~er society more charming than mine, but it is 
more than doubtful whether I shall ever be able .0 replacf 
Rosette's and yours.' 

" 'I do not wish to pick a quarrel with your modesty, my 
dear sir, but I know what I know, and what I say IS fact. It 
will probably be a long time >before we see Madame Rosette 
in a good humour again, for at present her smiles and tears 
depend only on you. Her mourning is about t.; end, and it 
would be a pity if she laid aside her gaiety with her last 
black dress ; it would be a very bad example, and quite con­
trary to natural laws. This is a thing which yOU could pre­
vent without much trouble, and which you will prevent, no 
doubt,' said the old lady, laying great emphASis on the last 
words. 

" 'Unquestionably I will do all in my powee that your dear 
niece may not lose her charming gaiety, since you suppose 
me to have such influence over her. Nevert:1eless, I scarcely 
see what method I can adopt.' 

"'Ohl really, you scarcely seel What ate your handsome 
eyes for? I did not know that you were so short-si~hted. 
Rosette is free; she has an income of eighty thousand livres 
wholly under her own control, and women twice as ugly as 
she is, are often considered pretty. YOll are young, hand­
some, and, as I imagine, unmarried; it appears to me to be 
the simplest thing in the world, unless you have an unsur­
mountable horror of Rosette, which ;t is difficult to be­
lieve--' 

II ''\\I''hich is DI)t and could not be the case, for her soul is 
as excellent as her person, and she is o;:,e of those who might 
be ugly without our noticing it or wishing them other­
wise--' 

.. 'She might be ugly with impunity and she is charming 
That is to be doubly in the rigU; I nave no doubt of whai 
you say, but she has taken the wisest course. So far as she 
15 concerned I would willmgly answer for it that there are a 
thryusand ":hom she hates more than you, and that if she 
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HI do not know whether the aunt made this overture at the 
instance of her niece but I am inclined to believe that Rosette 
had nothing to do ';'ith it: she loved me too simply and too 
eagerly to think of anything else but the immediate posses· 
sion of me, and marriage would assuredly have been the last 
of the means that she would have employed. The dowager. 
who had not failed te remark our intimacy, and doubtless 
thought it much greater than it was, had contrived the whole 
of this plan in her head in order to keep me near her, and 
as far as possible replace her dear son Henri, who had been 
killed in the army, and to whom, as she considered, I bear 
so striking a likeness, She had been pleased by this idea 
and had taken ad,'antage of the moment of solitude to come 
to an explanation with me, I saw by her mien that she did 
not look upon herself as beaten, and that she intended to 
return soon to the charge;-at which I felt e.'<tremely 
anno\'ed. 

"That same night Rosette, on her part, marie a last attempt 
which had such serious results that I must give you a sepa­
rate account of it, and cannot relate it in this letter which is 
already swelled to an extravagant size. You will see b what 
singular adventures I was predestined, and bow heaven had 
cut me. out beforehand to be a heroine of romance ; I am 
not qUIte sure, though, what moral could be drawn from 
it alI,-but existences are not like fables, each chapter has 
not ,a r~ymed ,se~tence at the end, Very often the meaning 
of 1.lfe IS that It IS not death, That is al1, Good·bye, dear, 
I kiSS yo~ on your 10v~ly eyes, You will shortly receive the 
contmualIon of my trIumphant biography." 

XIII 

"THtoDORE,-Rosalind,-for I know not by what na:nn 
to call you,-I have only just seen you and I am writinr 
to you.-Would that I knew your woman's name! it mu,t b~ 
pleasant as honey, and hover sweeter and more harmoniou' 
than P?"try on the lips! Never could I have dared to tei; 
you thIS, and yet I should have died for lack of saying it 
What I have suffered no one knows nor can kn 
could 1 myself give any but a laint idea of it; w~;d ~fJ~ 
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were asked several times she would perhaps end by confess­
ing that you do not altogether diS('lease her. You have a 
ring on your fInger which would SUIt her perfectly, for your 
hand is nearly as small as hers, and 1 am almost sure that 
she would accept it with pleasure.' 

"The good lady stopped for a few moments to see what 
effect her words would produce on me, and 1 do not know 
whether she had reason to be satisfied with the expression 
of my face. 1 was cruelly embarrassed and did not know 
what to reply. From the beginning of the conversation 1 
had perceived the tendency of all her insinuations; and, 
although 1 almost expected what she had just said, I was 
quite surprised and confused by it; I could not but refuse; 
but what valid motives could I give for such a refusal? 1 
had none, except that I was a woman: an e."(cellent motive 
it is true, but precisely the only one that 1 was unwilling to 
state. 

"I could hardly fall back upon stern and ridiculous par­
ents; all the parents in the world would have accepted such 
a union with enthusiasm. Had Rosette not been what she 
was, good, fair, and we11·bom, the eighty thousand livres a 
year would have removed all difficulty. To say that 1 did 
not love her would have been neither true nor honourable, 
for 1 did really love her very much and more than any woman 
loves a woman. I was too young to pretend that I was en­
gaged in another quarter. What 1 thought it best to do was 
to let it be understood that being a younger son the interests 
of my house required me to enter the Maltese Order, and 
did not permit me to think of matrimony, a circumstance 
which had caused me all the sorrow in the world since 1 had 
""'" R o"'tte. 

"This reply was not worth much, and 1 was perfectly 
sensible of the fact. 1be old ladv \\'as not decei\'ed b\' it. 
and did not regard it as dcfinite~ 'he thou!(ht that 1 -had 
~poken in th:.s way to gain time for reflection and for con­
.ulting my parents. Indeed, such a union was so advan­
tageous for me, and one eo little to be expected, that it 
''Quid not have been possible for me to refuse it even though 

had felt little or no love for Rosette; it was a piece of good 
rtune that was not to be ~liC'hted. 
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not apress such anguish; I should appear to have turned 
my phrases carefully, to have striven to say new and singu­
lar things, and to be indulging in the most extravagant exag­
geration when merely depicting what I have experienced with 
the help of unsatisfying images. 

"0 Rosalind! I love you, I worship you; why is there not 
a word more expressiYe than that! 1 have never loved, I 
have never worshipped anyone save you; I prostrate myself, 
I humble myself before you, and I would fain compel all 
creation to bend the knee before my idol; you are more to 
me than the whole of nature, more than myself, more than 
God,-nay, it seems strange to me that God does not descend 
from heaven to become your slave. 'Vhere you are not all 
is desolate, all is dead, all is dark; you alone people the 
world for me; you are life, sunshine-you are everything. 
Your smile makes the day, and your sadness the night; the 
spheres follow the movements of your hody, and the celes­
tial hannonies are guided by you, 0 my cherished queen! 
o my glorious and real dream! You are clothed with splen­
dour and swim ceaselessly in radiant effluence. 

"I have known you scarcely three months, but I have 
long loved you. Before seeing you, I languished for love of 
you; I called you, sought for you, and despaired of ever 
meeting with you in my path, for I knew that I could never 
love any ('ther woman. How many times ha\'e you appeared 
to me at the window of the mysterious mansion leaning 
in melancholy fashion on your elbow in the balcony and 
casting the petals of some flower to the wind, or else a 
petulant Amazon on your Turkish horse, whiter than snow. 
galloping through the dark avenues of the forest! It was 
indeed your proud and gentle eyes, your diaphanous hands. 
your beautiful waving hair, and your faint, adorably dis­
dainful smile. Only you were less beautiful, for the most 
ar~eDt and unbridled imagination, the imagination of a 
pamter and a poet, could not attain to the sublime poetry of 
this reality. 

T~ere is in you an exhaustless spring of graces, an ever­
gushmg fountain of irresistible seductions: you are an ever­
open casket ?f most precious pearls, and, in your slightest 
move~ts, I~ your most forgetful gestures, in your most 
unstudied atutudes, you every moment throwaway \\;tb 
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royal profusion inestimable treasures of beauty. If the soft 
waving contour, if the fleeting lines of an attitude could be 
fixed and preserved in a mirror, the glasses before which 
you had passed would cause Raphael's divinest canvases to 
be despi>ed and be looked upon as tavern sign·boards. 

"Every gesture, every pose of your head, every different 
aspect of your beauty, are graven with a diamond point 
upon the mirror of my soul, and nothing in the world could 
efface the deep impres~ion; I know in what place the shadow 
was, and in what the light, the flat part glistening beneath 
the ray, and the spot where the wandering reflection was 
blended \\ith the more softened tints uf neck and cheek. I 
could draw you in your absence; the idea of you is ever 
placed before me. 

"When quite a child I would remain whole hours standing 
before the old pictures of the masters, and eagerly e.xplore 
their dark depths. I galed upon those beautiful faces of 
saints and goddesses whose flesh, white as ivory or wa.~, stands 
out so marvellously against the obscure backgrounds that 
are carbonised by the decomposition of the colours; I ad· 
mired the simplicity and magnificence of their shape, the­
strange grace of their hands and feet, the pride and fine 
expression of their features which are at once so delicate and 
firm. the grandeur of the draperies which flutter around their 
divine forms, and the purplish folds of which seem to extend 
like lips :0 kiss tho", beauteous bodies. 

"From obstinately burying my eyes beneath the veil of 
smoke thickened by ages, my sight grew dim, the outlines 
of objects lost their precision, and a species of motionless 
and dead life animated all those pale phantoms of vanished 
beauties: I ended by finding that these faces had a vague 
resemblance to the fair unknown whom I worshipped at the 
bottom of my heart; I sighed as I thought that she whom I 
was to love was perhaps one of them, and had been dead for 
three hundred years. This idea often affected me so far ., 
to make me shed tears, and I would indulge in great anger 
a""inst myself for not having been born in the sixteenth cen· 
tury, when all these fair ones had lived. I thought it unpar· 
donable awkwardness and clumsiness on my part. 

"When I grew older the sweet phantom beset me still more 
closely. I continually saw it t>etween me and the women 
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whom I had for mistresses, smiling with an ironic air and 
deriding their human beauty with all the perfection of it!' 
own which ".~ divine. It caused me to find ugliness in 
women who really were charming and capable of gi\<ing 
happiness to anyone who had not become enamoured of 
this adorable shadow whose hody I did not think existed 
and which was only the presentiment of" your own beauty. 
o Rosalind! how unh."py have I been on your account, 
before I knew you I 0 Theodore I now unhappy I have 
been on your aCLount, after I knew you! If you will, you 
can open to me the paradise of my dreams. You are stand­
ing on the threshold like a guardian angel wrapped in his 
wings, and you hold the golden key in your beautiful hands. 
Say, Rosalind, say, will youl 

"I wait for but a word from you to live or to die---will 
you pronounce it? 

II Are you Apollo driven from heaven, or the fair Aphrodite 
coming forth from the bosom of the seal where have you 
left your chariot of gems yoked with its four flaming steeds? 
what have you done with your nacreous conch and your 
azure-tailed dolphins? wbat amorous nymph has blended her 
body with yeurs in the miGst of a kiss. 0 handsome youth, 
more cha:-ming than Cyparissus and Adonis, more adorable 
than all women I 

"But you arc a woman. and we are no longer in the days 
of metamorphoses; Adonis and Hermaphrodite are dead, 
and such a degree of beauty can no longer be attained by 
man; - for, since heroes and gods have ceased to be. you 
alone preserve in your marble bodies, as in a Grecian temple. 
the precious gift of form anathematized by Christ. and 
show that the earth has no caU5l' to envy heaven i you 
worthily represent the fir:,-t dh·jnity of the world, the pt!r~t 
symbolisation of the eterna1 e~~nce.-beauty. 

HAs soon as I saw you something was rent within me. a 
veil fell, a door was opened. T felt'myself inwardly flooded 
by waves of light· I understood that my life was before 
me, and that I had at la."t arrived at the c1ecisive cros'wav. 
The dark and hidden portions of the half radiant figure whiCh 
I was ~king to separate from the .. hadow were suddenlv 
illuminated; the browner tints drmrning the background of 
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the picture were softly lignted; a tender roseate gleam crept 
over the greenish ultramarine of the ,Jistance; the trees wnich 
had formd only confused silhouettes began to be more clearly 
defined; the dew-laden flowers clotted with hrilliam sprck, 
the dull verdure of t..~e turf. 1 saw llie uL!l fi.r:d.!. "jUt H: 
scarlet breast at the end of an elder bough, the little white 
pink-eyed straipt-eared rabbit putting out his heaa between 
two sprays of wild thyme and passing bis paw across his 
nose, and the fearful stag coming to drink at the spring and 
admire his antlers in the water. 

I'From the morning when !.he san of love rcse upon my 
,ife everything has been changed ; there, where in the shadow 
used to wander ill-defined forms rendered terri)!e or mon­
strous by their uncertainty, groups of flowering trees show 
themselves with elegance, hills curve in graceful amphithea­
tres, and silver palaces, their terraces laden with vases and 
statues, bathe their feet in amre lakes and seem to float 
between two skies; what in the darkness I took for a gigantic 
dragon baving two wings armed with claws and crawling over 
the night with its scaly feet. is nothing but a felucca with 
silken sail, and painted and gilded oars, filled "ith women 
and musicians, and that frightfu~ crab which methou~t was 
shaking its fangs and claws above my head, is nothing but a 
fan-palm whose long and narrow leaves were stirred by the 
nocturnal bree2e. My chimeras and my errors have van­
ished: - I love. 

"Despairing of ever finding you I accused my dream of a 
lie and quarrelled furiously with fate: I told myself l.hat I 
was altogether mad to seek for such a type, or that nature 
was very barren and the Creator "ery un skilful to be unable 
to realise the simple idea of my beart. Prometheus had the 
noble pride to desire to make a man and rival God; I had 
created a woman, and I believed that, as a punishment for 
my audacity, a never satisfied desire would gnaw my liver 
like a second vulture; I was expecting to be chained with 
diamond fetters on a hoary rock at the edge of the savag~ 
ocean,-but the fair marine nymphs with their long gr 
bair, raising their white pointed breasts above the waves 
displaying to the sun their nacreous bodies all sir ' 
",ith the tears of the sea, would not h"e come and lean 
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:heil elbows on the shore to converse with me and console 
lOle in my pm as m the play of old JEschylus. 

"There h:lS been nothing of all this. 
'OY au came, and I had reason to reproach my imagination 

with its impotence. My torment was not what I dreaded, 
It> be the perpetual prey of an idea on a sterile rock.; but I 
suffered none the less. I had seen that you did in fact exist, 
that my presentiments had not been false to me on this 
;>oint; but you manifested yourself to me with the ambigu· 
ous and terrible beauty of the sphinx. Like the mysterious 
goddess, Isis, you were wrapped in a veil which I dared not 
raise lest I should be stricken dead. 

"If you knew "ith what panting and restless heed, be­
neath my apparent inattention, I watched you and followed 
you even in your slightest movements! Nothing escaped 
me ; how eagerly I gazed upon the little flesh that appeared 
at your neck or wrist in my endeavour to detennine your 
se.~ I your hands have been the subject of profound studies 
by me, and I am able to s~y that I know their smallest 
curves, their most imperceptible veins, and their slightest 
dimple; though you were to conceal yourself from head to 
foot in the most impenetrable domino, I should recognise 
you on seeing merely one of your fingers. I analysed the 
undulations in your walk, the manner in which you placed 
your feet, and dressed your hair; I sought to discover your 
secret in the habits of your body. I especially watched you 
in those hours of indolence when the bones seem to be 
"ithdrawn from the body an<! the limbs si~k aPd hend as 
though they had lost their stiffness, to see " 'hether the femi­
nine line would be more boldly pronounced amid this for· 
geUulness and carelessness. Xever was anyone eyed so 
eagerly as you. 

"For whole hours I would forget myself in this contem­
plation. Apart in some comer of the drawing-room, with a 
book in my hand which I was not reading, or crouched be­
hmd th~ curtain in my room, when you were in yours and 
~·J)ur "'1ndow-blinds were raised, then, penetrated with the 
l .rvellous beauty which i. diffused about you like a lumi­
j'bus a~osphere, I wou!d say to myself, 'Surely it is a 
"oman; -then suddenly an abrupt bold movement, a manly 
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accent or an off-hand manner would in a minute destroy my 
frail edifice of probabilities and throw me back again intv 
my former irresolution. 

HI would be voyaging with flowing sails over the limitl~ 
ocean of amorous dreaming, and you would come and ask me 
to fence or play tennis with you; the young girl , transformed 
into a young cavalier, would give me terrible blows and 
strike the foil from my hand as quickly and cleverly as the 
most experienced swashbuckler; at every moment of the day 
there was some such disappointment. 

"I would be about to approach you and say to you, 'My 
dear fair one, 'tis you that I adore,' and I would see you 
bending down tenderly to a lady's ear and breathing puffs of 
madrigals and compliments through her hair. Judge of my 
situation. Or, perhaps, some wnman whom, in my strange 
jealousy, I could have flayed alive with all the voluptuous­
ness in the world, would hang on your arm, and draw you 
aside to confide some puerile secrets to you, and would keep 
you for hours together in an embrasure of the window. 

"I was maddened to see women talking to you, for it made 
me believe that you were a man, and, had you been so, it 
would have cost me extreme pain to endure it. When men 
came up in a free and familiar fashion, I was still more 
jealous, because then I thought that you were a woman and 
that they had a suspicion of it like myself; I was a prey to 
the most contrary passions and did not know what conclu­
sion to arrive at. 

"I was angry with myself, and addressed the harshest re­
proaches to myself for being thus tormented by such a love 
and for not having the strength to uproot from my heart the 
venomous plant which had sprung up there in a night li!";.e 
a poisonous toad-stool; I cursed you, I called you my evil 
geniusj I even believed for a moment that you were Beelze­
bub in person, for I could not explain the sensation which I 
experienced in your presence. 

"When I was quite persuaded that you were in fact noth­
ing else hut a woman in dis,,"llise, the improbability of the 
motives with which I sought to justify such a caprice plunged 
me again into my uncertainty, and I began again to lament 
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that the form which I had dreamed of for the love of my 
soul belonged to one of the same sex as myself; -I accused 
chance which had clothed a man with such charming ap­
pearance, and, to my everlasting misfortune, had caused me 
to meet with him just when I ·had lost the hop" of seeing 
realised the absolute idea of pure beauty which I had cher­
ished in my heart for so long. 

"Now, Rosalind, I have the profound certainty that you 
are the most beautiful of women; I have seen you in the 
costume of your sex, I have seen your pure and correctly 
rounded shoulders and arms. The beginning of your bosom, 
of which your gorget gave a glimpse, could belong only to 
a young girl: neither the beautiful hunter l\Ieleager, nor the 
effeminate Bacchus, \\;th their dubious forms, ever bad such 
sweetness of line or such delicacy of skin, even though they 
be both of Paras marble and polished by the kisses of twenty 
centuries. I am tormented no longer in this respect. But 
this is not all: you are a woman, and my love is no longer 
reprehensible, I may give myself up to it without remorse 
and abandon myself to the billow which is hearing me towards 
you; great and unbridled as the passion that I feel may be, 
it is permitted and I may confess it; but you, Rosalind, 
for whom I was consumed in silence and who knew not the 
immensity of my love, you whom this tardy revelation will 
only, it may be, surprise, do you not hate me, do you love 
me, can you ever love me? I do not know,-and I tremble, 
and am yet more unhappy than before. 

"There are moments when it seems to me that you do not 
hate me; when we acted 'As you like it,' you gave a peculiar 
accent to certain passages in your part which strengthened 
their meaning, and, in a measure, invited me to declare my­
self. I believed that I could see in your eyes and smile 
gracious promises of indulgence, and could feel your hand 
respond to the pressure of mine. If I was deceived, 0 God! 
it is a thing on which I dare not reflect. Encouraged by all 
this and impelled by my love, I have written to you, for the 
dress you wear i.3 ill-5uited to such avowal" and my words 
have a tho?o.and times been stayed upon my lips; even though 
I had the Idea and firm conviction that I was speaking to a 
woman, that manly costume would startle all my tender 
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loving thoughts and hinder them from taking their flight to­
wards you. 

"I beseech you, Rosalind. if you do not yet love me, strive 
to love me who have loved you in spite of every~hing, and 
beneath the veil in which you wrap yourself, no doubt out of 
pity for us ; do not devote the remainder of my life to the 
most frightful despair and the most gloomy discouragement: 
think that I have worshipped you ever since the first ray of 
thought shone into my head, that you '''ere revealed to me 
beforehand, and that, when I was quite little. you appeared 
to me in my dreams with a crown of dew-drops, two prismatic 
wings, and the little blue flower in your hand; that you are 
the end, the means, and the meaning of life; that ,'.'ithout 
you I am but an empty shadow, and that, if you blow upon 
the flame that you have kindled, nothing will remain within 
me but a pinch of dust finer and more impalpable than that 
which besprinkles the very wings of death. Rosalind, you 
who have so many recipes to cure the sickness of love, cure 
me, for I am very sick.: play your part to the end, cast aside 
the dress of the handsome page Ganymede, and stretch out 
your white hand to the younger son of the brave knight Row­
land-de-Bois." 

XlV. 

HI WAS at my window engaged in looking at the stars which 
were blooming joyously in the gardens of the sky. and in­
haling the perfume of the Marvel of Peru wafted to me by 
an expiring breeze. The ,,;nd from the open casement had 
extinguished my lamp, the last remaining light in the man­
sion. ::\fy thoughts were degenerating into vague dreaming, 
and a sort of somnolence was beginning to overtake me: 
nevertheless, whether owing to fascination by the charm of 
the ni$t, or to carelessness and forgetfuloes3, I still re­
mained leaning with my elbow on the stone balustrade. Ro­
sette, no longer seeing the light of my lamp and being unable 
to distinguish me O\ving to a great corner of shadow which 
fen just across the window, had no doubt concluded that I 
was in bed, and it was for this that she was waitinl! in order 
to risk a last desperate attempt. She pushed o;>en the door 
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so softly that I did not hear her enter, and was within tlllO 
steps of me before I had perceived her. She was very much 
astonished to :;eo me still up ; but, soon recovering from her 
surprise, she came up to me and took hold of my arm calling 
me twice by my name: - 'Tbeodore, Theodore!' 

"'What! you, Rosette, here, at this hour, quite alone, 
without a light and so completely undressed!' 

"I must tell you that the fair one had nothing on her but 
a night-mantle of excessively fine cambric, and the triumph­
ant lace-trimmed chemise which I was not willing to see on 
the day of the famous scene in the little kiosk in the park. 
Her arms, smooth and cold as marble, were entirely bare, 
and the linen covering her body was so supple and diaphanous 
that it allowed the nipples of her breasts to be seen, as in the 
statue" of bathers covered with wet drapery. 

"Is that a reproach, Theodore, that you are making against 
me? or is it only a simple, purely exclamatory phrase? Yes, 
I, Rosette, the fine lady here, in your very room and not in 
my O\vn where I ought to be, at eleven or perhaps twelve 
o'clock at night, with neither duenna, chaperon, nor maid, 
scantily clad, in a mere night-wrapper; - that is very aston­
ishing, is it not? I am as surprised at it as you are, and 
scarcely know what explanation to give you. 

"As she said this she passed one of her arms around my 
body, and let herself faU on the foot of my bed in such a way 
as to draw me along with her . 

.. 'Rosette,' I said, endeavouring to disengage myself, 'I 
am going to try to light the lamp again; there is nothing 
more melancholy than darkness in a room; and then, when 
you are here, it is really a sin not to see clearly and so lose 
the Ii8ht of your charms. Allow me by a piece of tinder and 
a match, to make myself a little portable sun to throw into 
re!iu all that the jealous night is effacing beneath its 
sbades.' 

, 'It's not worth while; I would as soon you did not see 
my blushes; I can feel my cheeks burninl( all over, for it is 
enough to make me die of shame.' She hid her face upon my 
breast, and for some minutes remained thus as if suffocated 
by her emotIoa.. 

.. Aa for myoeIf, cImIng tbia interval, I passed my fingers 
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mechanically through the long ringlets of ber disordered 
hair, and searched my brain for some honourable evasion 
to relieve me of my embarrassment. I could find none, 
however, for I had been driven into my last entrenchment, 
and Rosette appeared perfectly determined not to leave the 
room as she had entered it. Her attire was of a fonnidable 
easy nature, which did not promise well. I myself was wear­
ing only an open dressing-gown which would have been a 
poor protection for my incognito, so that I was e.xtremely 
anxious about the result of the battle. 

II 'Theodore, listen to me,' said Rosette, rising and throw­
ing back her hair from both sides of her face, as far as I 
could see by the feeble light wbich the stars and a very slen­
der crescent of the rising moon shed into the room through 
the still open window;- 'the step which I am taking is a 
strange one; -everyone vmuld blame me for having taken it. 
But you are lea\-ing soon, and I love you! I cannot let you 
go in this way without coming to an explanation with you. 
Perhaps you ,"viII never return: perhaps it is the first and 
the last time that I am to see you. \\'bo knows where you 
will go? But wberever you go you "ill carry away my soul 
and my life with you. If you bad remained I should not 
bave been reduced to this extremity. The happiness of look­
ing at you, of listening ·to you, of living by your side would 
bave been sufficient for me: I would not have asked for 
anything more. I would bave shut up my love within my 
heart: you would have thought that you bad in me only a 
good and sincere friend;-but that cannot be. You say that 
it is absolutely necessary that you should leave. 

"It annoys you, Theodore, to see me clinging thus to your 
footsteps like a loving shadow \,:hich cannot but follow you 
and would fain blend itself witb your bedy; it must displease 
you always to find behind you beseeching eyes and bands 
stretched forth to seize the edge of your cloak. I know it, but 
I cannot prevent myself from acting thus. Besides, you can­
not complain: it is your O\vn fault. I was calm, tranquil, 
almost happy before knO\\ing you. You arrived handsome, 
young, smiling, like Phoebus the charming god. You paid 
me the most assiduous and delicate attentions; never was 
cav,,!!-r more sprightly and gallant. Your lips every mo-
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ment let fall roses and rubies;-everything served you 81111 
opportunity for a madrigal, and you know how to tum !be 
most insignificant phrases so as to convert them into ador­
able compliments. 

" 'A woman who had hated you mortally at first would 
have ended by loving you, and I, I loved you from ·the very 
moment when first 1 saw you. Why do you appear so "". 
prised, then after being so lovable and so well loved? Is it 
not quite a natural consequence? I am neither mad, nor 
thoughtless, nor yet a romantic little girl who becomes enam­
oured of the first sword that she sees. I am well-bred, and I 
know what life is. What I am doing, every woman, even the 
most virtuous or most prudish, would equally have done. 
What was your idea and your intention? to please me, I imag­
ine, for I can suppose no other. How is it, then, that you 
look sorry, in a measure, for having succeeded so well? 
Have I, without knowing it, done anything to displease you? 
I ask your pardon for it. Have you ceased to think me beau­
tiful, or have you discovered some defect in me which repel. 
you? 

" 'You have the ri~ht of being hard to please in beauty, 
but either you have strangely lied to me, or else I too am 
beautiful! I am as young as you, and I love you; why do 
you now disdain me? You used to be so eager about me, 
you supported my arm with such constant solicitude, you 
pressed the hand I surrendered to you so tenderly, you raised 
such languorous eyes towards me: if you did not love me, 
what was HIe use of all this intrigue? Could you perchance 
bave had the cruelty to kindle love in a beart in order to 
have afterwards a subject for mirth?? Abl that would be 
hom"l. mockery, impiety, sacrilege I such could be the 
am-.nent only of a frightful soul, and I cannot believe it 
.,f you, quite inexplicable as :5 your behaviour towards me. 

"'What, then, is the cause of this sudden change? For my 
part, I can see nOlle. What mystery is conctaled bebind such 
coldness? I cannot believe that you bave a repugnance to 
me; your aJDduct proves the contrary, for DO one woos a 
- be diIIIIka with such eagerness were be the greatest ...... GIl___ 0 TWodore, what bave you against me? 
., W t • ~,.,.. thai? what bave I cbIe to you? Utile 
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love which you appeared to bave for me has taken its flight, 
mine, alas! has remained, and I cannot uproot it from my 
beart. Have pity on me, Theodore, for I aln very unhappy. 
At least pretend to love me a little, and say some gentle 
words to me; it will not cost you much, unless you have an 
insurmountable horror of me.' 

HAt this pathetic portion of her discourse, her sobs com­
pletely stifled her voice; she crossed both her hands upon 
my shoulder and laid her forehead upon them in quite a 
broken-hearted attitude. All that she said was perfectly 
correct, and I bad no good reply to make. I could not as­
sume a bantering tone. It would not have been suitable. 
Rosette was not one of those creatures who could be treated 
so lightly:-I was, moreover, too much affected to be able 
to do it. I felt myself guilty for having trifled in such a 
manner with the heart of a charming woman, and I experi­
enced the keenest and sincerest remorse in the world. 

"Seeing that I made no reply, the dear child beaved a long 
sigh and made a movement as though to rise, but she feU back 
again, weighed down by her emotion; then she encircled me 
in her arms. the freshness of which penetrated my doublet, 
laid her face upon mine, and began to weep silently. 

"It had a singular effect upon me to feel this exhaustless 
flow of tears, which did not come from my own eyes, stream­
ing in this way down my cheek. It was not lon~ before they 
were mingled with mine, and there was a veritable bitter rain 
sufficient to cause a new deluge bad it only lasted forty days. 

"At that moment the moon happened to shine straight upon 
the window; a pale ray dipped into the room and illuminated 
our taciturn group with a bluish light. 

(I\Vith hPT white wrapper, her bare arms, her uncovered 
breast and throat, of nearly the same colour as her linen, her 
dishevelled hair and her mournful look, Rosette had the 
appearance of an alabaster figure of Melancholy seated on a 
tomb. As to myself I scarcely know what appearance I had 
since I could not see myself, and there was no glass to reflect 
my image, but I think that I might very well have posed 
for a statue of Uncertainty personified. 

"I was moved, and bestowed a few more tender caresses 
than usual upon Rosette; from her hair my band bad de-
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scended to her velvety neck, and thence to ber smooth round 
shoulder, which I gently stroked, following its quivering line. 
Tbe child vibrated beneath my touch like a keyboard beneath 
a musician's fingers; her flesh started and leaped abruptly, 
and amorous thrillings ran through her body. 

(II myself felt a vague and confused species of desire, whose 
aim I could not discern, and I fell great voluptuousness in 
going over these pure delicate contours. I left her shoulder, 
and, profiting by the hiatus of a fold, suddenly closed my 
hand upon her little frightened breast, which palpiuted dis­
tractedly like a turtle-dove surprised in its nest;-from the 
extreme outline of her cheek which I touched with an almost 
insensible kiss, I reached her half-parted lips, and we remained 
like this for some time. I do not know, though, whether it 
was two minutes, or a quarter of an hour, or an hour; for I 
had totally lost the notion of time, and I did not know 
wbether I was in he:lven or on earth, here or elsewhere, living 
or dead. The heady wine of voluptuousness had so intoxi­
cated me at the first mouthful that I had drunk, that any 
reason I possessed had left me. 

"Rosette clasped me more and more ti~ht1y in her arms 
and covered me with her body;-she le:med convulsively upon 
me and pressed me to her naked, panting breast; at every 
kiss her life seemed to rush wholly to the spot that was 
touched, and desert the rest of her person. Strange ideas 
passed through my head; had I not dreaded the betrayal of 
my incognito, I should have given play to Rorette's impas­
sioned bursts, and should, perhaps, have made some vain 
and mad attempt to impart a semblance of reality to the 
shadow of pleasure so ardently embraced by my fair mistress; 
I had not yet had a lover; and these keen attacks. these re­
iterated caresses, the contact with this be:mtiful bod\', and 
these sweet names lost in kisses, agitated me to the highest 
degree, although they were those of a woman :-and then the 
nocturnal \isit, the romantic passion, the moonlight, all had 
a fr~hness and novel charm for me which made me forget 
that after all I was not a ma.l. 

uNevertheless, making a gre3.t f'ffort over rnYSI"Jf, I told 
Rosette that she was compromising herself horribly by coming 
IDto my room at such an hour and remaining in it so lon~. 
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and that her women might notice her absence and see that 
she had not passed the night in her own apartment. 

"I said this so gently that Rosette only replied by dropping 
her cambric mantle and her slippers, and by gliding into my 
bed like a snake into a bowl of milk; for she imagined that 
this proceeding on her part might lead to more precise demon­
strations upon mine. 

"She believed, poor child, that the happy hour which bad 
been so laboriously contrived, was at last about to strike for 
her; but it only struck two in the morning. My situ":J.tion was 
as critical as it well could be, when the door tUfI1erl on its 
hinges and gave passage to the very Chevalier Alcibiades in 
person; he held a candlestick in one hand and his sword in 
the other. 

"He "-ent straight to the bed, threw back the curtains, 
and, in bolding the light to the face of the confused Rosette, 
said to her in a jeering tone-'Good morning, sister.' Little 
Rosette was unable to find a word in reply. 

" 'So it appears, my dearest and most virtuous sister, that 
having in your wisdom judged that the Seigneur Thoodnre's 
bed was softer than your own, you have come to share it? or 
perhaps it is on account of the ghosts in your f"{}m, and Yf1U 
thought that you would be in greater safety in this one un r'er 
the protection of the said seigneur? 'Tis very well advised. 
Ah! Chevalier de SCrannes, so you have cast your arnC'rcus 
glance upon my sister, and you think that it will end there. 
I fancy that it would not be unwholesome to have a little cut­
ting of each other's throats, and if you will be so kind I shall 
be infinitely obliged to you. Theodore, you have abused 
the friends.'1 ip that I had for you, and you make me re;>ent 
of the good opinion which at the very first I had formed of 
the integrity of your character: it is bad, very bad.' 

III could not offer any valid defe..TJ.ce: appearances were 
against me. Who would have believed me if I had slid, as 
was indeed the case, that Rosette had come into my room in 
spite of me, and that, far from seeking to please her, I was 
doing everything in my power to estrange her from me? I 
had only one thing to say, and I said it-'Seigneur Alcibiades. 
there shall be as much throat-cutting as you like.' 

"During this colloquy, Rosette had not failed to faint ac-
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cording to the soundest rules of the pathetic;-I went to a 
crystal cup full of water in which the stem of a large ,.hite, 
half leafless rose was immersed, and threw a few drops over 
her face, which promptly brought her round again. 

"Scarcely knowing what face to put on the matter, she 
crouched down at the bedside and buried her pretty head 
beneath the clothes, like a bird settling itself to sleep. She 
had so gathered the sheets and pillows about her that it would 
have been very difficult to make out what there was beneath 
the heap;-<mly by a few soft sighs issuing from time to time 
could it have been guessed that it was a young repentant 
sinner, or at least ODe extremely sorry at being a sinner in 
intention only and not in deed,-which was the case with 
the unfortunate Rosette. 

"The brother, having no further anxiety about his sister, 
resumed the dialogue, and said in a somewhat gentler tone: 
'It is not absolutely indispensable to cut each other's throats 
at once, that is an extreme measure which may be resorted to 
at any time. Listen:-we are not equally matched. You 
are in early youth and much less vigorous than I, if we were 
to fight I should certainly kill you or maim you-and I should 
not like either to kill or disfigure you-which would be a pity; 
Rosette, who is over there under the bed-clothes and does not 
utter a word, would bear me ill-will for it all her life; for she 
is as spiteful and wicked as a tigress when she sets about it, 
the dear little dove. You don't know this, you who are her 
Prince GaiaoT, and who receive only charming kindnesses 
from her; but it is no. slight matter. Rosette is free and so 
aTe you; it appears that you are not irreconcilable enemies; 
her widowhood is about to end, and things could not be better. 
i\larry her; she will have no need to return to her own couch, 
while I shall in this way be freed from the necessity of taking 
you as a sheath for my sword, which would not be agreeable 
either for you or for me;-what do you think?' 

"I had every reason for making a horrible grimace, for his 
proposal \\"as of all things in the world the most impracticable 
f?r me: I ~ould sooner have walked on all fours on the ceiling, 
like the flies, or taken down the sun without having a stool 
to stand. cn, than do ,,·hat he asked of me, and yet the last 
propoSItion was unquhtionably more agreeable than the first. 
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·'He appeared surprised that I did not accept with ecstasy, 
and he repeated what he had said as if to give me time to 
reply. 

II I An alliance with you would be a most honourable one 
for me, and I should never have dared to pretend to it: I 
know that it would be an unprecedented piece of good for­
tune for a youth, who, as yet, has neither rank nor ~tanding 
in the world, and one that the most illustrious would esteem 
themselves fortunate to obtain;- but yet I can only persist 
in my refusal, and, since I am free to choose between a duel 
and marriage, I prefer the duel. 'Tis a singular taste-and 
few people would have it-but it is mine.' 

HHere Rosette gave the most mournful sob in the world, 
put forth her head from beneath the pillow, and seeing my 
impassible and determined countenance put it in again like 
a snail whose horns have been struck. 

lilt is not that I have no love for l\ladame Rosette, I love. 
her infinitely; but I have reasons for not marrying which you 
would yourself consider e."(cel1ent if it were possible for me 
to tell them to you. Moreover things have not gone so far 
as appearances might lead one to believe; except a few kisses 
which a lively friendship is sufficient to explain and to jus­
tify, nothing bas passed between us that may not be acknowl­
edged, and your sister's virtue is assuredly the most intact 
and blameless in the world. I owed her this testimony. )1ow, 
Seigneur A1cibiades, at what time do we fight, and where?' 

U 'Here, at once,' cried Alcibiades. intoxicated with rage. 
/! 'Can you think. of it? before Rosette" 
" 'Draw, villain, or I shaH CL%'lSSinate you,' he continued, 

brandishing his sword and whirling it around his bead. 
" 'Let us at least leave the room.' 
" 'If you do not put yourself on guard I will pin you to 

the wall like a bat, my fine Celadon, and though you may 
flap your wings to eternity, you \\;11 not get free, I give you 
warning.' And he rushed upon me with his weapon raised. 

"I drew my rapier,-for he would have done as he had 
said,-and at first contented myself with parrying his thrusts. 

"Rosette made a superhuman effort to come and throw 
herself between our swords, for both combatants were equally 
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dear to her; but her strength deserted her, and she rolled 
senseless on to the 'foot of the bed. 

"Our blades gleamed and made a noise like that of an 
anvil, for want of space obliged us to engage our swords 
very closely. 

"Two or three times Alcibiades nearly reached me, and bad 
I not been an excellent master of fence my life would have 
been in the greatest danger; for his skill was a.stonishing and 
his strength prodigious. He exhausted all the tricks and feints 
in fencing to touch me. Enraged at his want of success, he 
exposed himself twice or thrice; I would not take adva!ltage 
of it; but he returned to the attack with such desperate and 
savage fury, that I was forced to seize upon the opening that 
he gave me i moreover I the noise and whirling flashes of the 
steel intoxicated and dazzled me. I did not think of death 
and had not the least fear; the keen and mortal point which 
came before my eyes every second had no more effect upon 
me than if I were fighting with buttoned foils; only I was 
indignant at Akibiades's brutality, and my indignation was 
still further heightened by the consciousness of my perfect in­
nocence. I wished merely to prick him in the arm or shoul­
der and so make him drop his sword, for I had vainly tried 
to disarm him. He had a wrist of iron, and the devil could 
not have made him move it. 

"At last he made a thrust so quick and so long that 1 could 
only partially parry it; my sleeve was pierced and I felt the 
chill of the iron on my arm; but I was not wounded. At 
sight of this 1 became angry, and instead of defending myself 
attacked in tum; -I forgot that he was Rosette's brother and 
1 fell upon him as though he had been my mortal enemy. 
Taking advantage of a mistake in the position of his sword 
1 made so close a flanconnade that I reached his side, and 
with an 'Oh!' he fell backwards. 

"1 thought that he was dead but he was really only 
wounded, and his fall was occasioned by a false step that he 
had made while trying to defend himself. I cannot express, 
Graci<:~. L'i-te sens:ltion that I e. .... perienced; certainly, it is 
not dlfncull to make the reflection that if Yeu strike flesh 
"ith a fIne, ~arp point. a hole \\ilI be pierced and blood will 
gush oul. "everthel."., I was profoundly stupefied on oer-
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ceiving red streams trickling over Alcibiades's doublet. I, of 
course, had not thought sawdust would come out as from a 
burst doll; but 1 know that never in my life did I experience 
such great surprise, and it seemed to me that some unheard-of 
thing had just happened to me. 

"The unheard-of thing was not, as it appeared to me, that 
hlood should flow from a wound, but that the wound should 
have been given by me, and that a young girl of my age (I 
was going to write ta young man,' so well have I entered into 
the spirit of my part) should have laid Iowa vigorous captain 
so well trained in the art of fence as Alcibiades:-and all 
this, what is more, for the crime of seducing and refusing to 
marry a very rich and charming woman! 

"I was truly in a cruel embarrassment, with the sister in 
a swoon, the brother, as I believed, dead, and myself nearly 
swooning or dead like one or other of them. I hung to the 
bell-rope, chimed loud enough to wake the dead, and, leav­
ing the tasl, of explaining matters to the servants and the ole 
aunt to be performed by the fainting Rosette and the em­
bowelled Alcibiades, went straight to the stahle. The air 
restored me at once; J took out my horse, and saddled and 
bridled him myself; I ascertained that the crupper was 
properly fastened and the curb in a right condition; I made 
the stirrups of equal length, drew the girth a notch tighter:­
in a word, I harnessed him with an attention that was at 
least singular at such a moment, and "·,,ith a calmness quite 
inconceivable after a combat terminated in such away. 

"I mounted my beast and crossed the park by a path that 
I kne\V. The branches of the trees all laden with dew, lashed 
my face and wetted it: you would haye thought that the old 
trees were stretching out their arms to stop me and keep me 
for the love of their mistress. Had I been in a different mood, 
or at all superstitious, I mi~ht have believed that they werE' 
so many phantoms who wished to seize me and were showing 
me their fists. 

"But in reality I had not a single idea either of that kind 
or of ~ny oth~r; a ~eaden stupor. so great that I was scarcely 
conSCIOus of It, weIghed upon my brain like too ti~t a hel­
met; only it did seem to me that I had killed some one yon­
der and that It was for tI1Is that I was going a\Vay. I was, 
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moreover, horribly inclined to sleep, whether owing to the 
lateness of the hour or to the fact that the emotions of the 
evening had had a physical reaction and had corporally 
fatigued me. 

"I reached a little postern which opened upon the fields in 
a secret way which Rosette had shown me in our walks. I 
dismoun ted, touched the knob and pushed open the door: I 
regained my saddle after leading my horse through, and put 
him to the gallop until I reached the highroad to C--, at 
which place I arrived at early dawn. 

"Such is the very faithful and circumstantial history of my 
first intrigue and my first duel." 

xv. 

tilT was five o'clock in the morning when I entered the 
town. The houses 'were beginning to look out of " .. indow; 
the worthy natives were showing their benign countenances 
surmounted by colossal night·caps behind the panes. At the 
sound of my horse's iron·shod hoofs ringing upon the uneven 
flinty pavement there would emerge from every dormer win­
dow the big curiously red countenances and the matutinally 
uncovered breasts of the local Venuses who lost themselves 
in conjectures about the unwonted appearance of a traveller 
at C--, at such an hour and in such an equipment, for 
my attire was on a very small scale, and my appearance was, 
at the least, suspicious. 

"1 got a litUe rascal, who had his hair over his eyes, and 
lifted up his spaniel's muzzle in the air that he might consider 
me more comfortably, to point me out an inn i I gave him a 
few coppers for his trouble, and a conscientious cut with my 
riding-whip, which made him flee away screaming like a jay 
that had been plucked alive. I threw myself upon a bed and 
fell fast asleep. When I awoke it was three o'clock in the 
afternoon,-a length of time scarcely sufficient to rest me 
completely. In fact it was not too much for a sleepless night, 
an intrigue, a duel, and a very rapid though quite victorious 
fti:mt. 

Itl was very anxious about the wound that I had 2'iven 
.... lcibiades; but some days afterwards I was completely creas. 
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sured for I learnt that it had not been attended by dangerous 
conseGuences, and that he was quite convalescent. This re~ 
lieved me of a singular weight, for the idea of haviog killed 
a man tormented me strangely although it had been in lawful 
self-defence, and against my own wish_ I had not yet arrived 
at that sublime indifference towards men's lives to which I 
afterwards attained. 

"At c-- 1 again came across several of the young fellows 
with whom we had travelled. This pleased me; 1 formed a 
closer connection with them, and they introduced me into 
several agreeable houses. 1 had become completely used to 
my dress, and the ruder and more active life that 1 had led, 
and the violent e.xercises to which I had devoted myself, had 
made me twice as robust as 1 had been before. I followed 
these mad-caps everywhere; I rode, hunted, had orgies with 
them, for little by little 1 had come to drink; without attaln­
iog to the perfectly German capacity of some among them, 
I could empty two or three bottles for my share without get­
ting very tipsy, which was very satisfactory progress. 1 made 
verses like a god with extreme copiousness, and kissed inn­
servants ,,~th sufficient boldness. 

Hln short, I was an accomplished young cavalier ill com­
plete comformity with the last fasbionable pattern. 1 got 
rid of certain countrified notions that 1 had had about virtue 
and other similar tarradiddles; on the other hand, 1 became 
so prodigiously delicate in point of honour that 1 fought a 
duel nearly every day: it even became a necessity with me 
to do so, a sort of indispensable e.~ercise without which I 
should have felt out of sorts the whole day. Accordingly, 
when no one had looked at me or trodden on my foot and I 
had no motive for fighting, rather than remain idle and not 
e..~ercise myself in fencing, I would act as second to my com­
rades or ,,'en to men whom 1 knew only by name. 

"I had soon a colossal renown for bravery, and nothing 
short of it was necessary to check the pleasantries which 
would infallibly have been suggested bv my beardless face 
and effeminate appearance. But two or three superfluous 
button-holes that 1 had opened in some doublets and a few 
slices that 1 very delicately cut from some recalcitrant skins, 
caused m}' appearance to be genenally considered more manly 
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than that of Mars in person or of Priapus himself, and you 
might have met with people who would have sworn that they 
had held bastards of mine over the baptismal font. 

"Through all this apparent dissipation, amid this riotous, 
extravagant life, I ceased not to pursue my original idea, 
that is to say the conscientious study of man and the solUllon 
of the great problem of a perfect lover, a problem somewhat 
more difficult to soh'e than that of the philosopher's stone. 

uCertain ideas are like t!1e horizon which most certainly 
exists since you see it in fr0nt of you in whatever direction you 
tum, but which fiees ;;b.stinately before you, and, whether 
you go at a foot pace or at a gallop, keeps always at the same 
distance from you; for it cannot mar.ifest itself except with 
a determined cendition of remoleness : it is destroyed in pro­
portion as you advance, to be formed further away with its 
fleeting imperceptible arure, and it is in vain that you try 
to detain it by the hem of its flowing mantIe. 

"The further I progressed in my knowledge of the animal, 
the more I 53.W how utterly impossible was the realisation of 
my desire, and how completely external to the conditions of 
its nature was that which I found indispensable to an auspi­
dou&-IO\·e. I convinced myself that the man who would he 
the most sincerely in love with me would with the greatest 
readiness in the world find means to ma..t..e me the most 
\\Tetched of women, and yet I had already abandoned many 
of my girlish requirements. I had come down from the sub­
lime clouds, not altogether into the street and the kennel, but 
upon a hill of medium height, accessible though somewhat 
steep. 

"The ascent, it is true, was rude enough i but I was so 
proud as to believe that I was quite worth the trouble of the 
effort. and that I should be a sufficient compensation for 
the pains that had been taken. I could never have prevailed 
up< n myself to take a step forward; I waited, perched pa­
tientJy upon my summit. 

1 1 ~ly plan ""as a~ follows:-1n my ma1e attire I should have 
made the acquaintance of some young man whose e.'"tterior 
pleased me; I should have li"ed on familiar terms with him' 
by means of skilful questions and false confidences which 
"'ould have challenged true ones, I should soon have acquired 
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a complete knowledge of his feelings and thoughts; and, if I 
found him such a one as I wished him to he, I should have 
alleged some journey, and kept away from him for three 
or four months to give him time to forget my features; then 
I should have returned in my woman's costume, and arranged 
a voluptuous little house, buried amid trees and flowers, in 
a retired suburb; then I should have so ordered matters that 
he would have met me and wooed me; and, if be showed a 
true and faithful love, I should have given myself to him 
without restriction or precaution:-the title of his mistress 
would have appeared honourable to me, and I should not 
have asked him for any other. 

UBut assuredly this plan will never be put into execution, 
for it is characteristic of plans never to be executed, wherein 
principally appear the frailty of the will and the mere noth­
ingness of man. The proverb IGod wills what ,yornan wills' 
has no more truth in it than any other proverb, that is to say, 
it has hordly any at all. 

"So long as I had seen men only at a distance and through 
the medium of my desire, they had appeared comely to me, 
and my sight had deceived me. Now I consider them fright­
ful in the highest degree, and do not understand how a woman 
can admit such a creature into her bed; for my plrt, it would 
turn my stomac;h, and I could never hring myself to it. 

uHow coarse and ignoble are their Jine3.ments, and how 
devoid of delicacy and elegance! what unfinished and un­
pleasing lines! what hard, dark, and furrowed skin! Some 
are as swarthy as men that had been hanged for six months, 
emaciated, bony, hairy, with violin-strings on their hands, 
large dra,,-bridge feet, dirty moustaches always full of food 
and twirled back to the ears, hair as rough as a broom's 
bristles, chins ending like boars' heads, lips cracked and dried 
by strong liquors, eyes surrounded by three or four dark 
orbs, necks full of twisted veins, big muscles and prominent 
cartilages. Others are stuffed "ith red meat, and push on 
before them a belly that their waist-belt can scarcely span; 
they blink as they open their little sea-green eyes inflamed 
with luxury, and resemble hippopotamuses in breeches rather 
than human creatures. They always smell either of wine 
or brandy. or tobacco. or else of their own natural odour; 
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which is the very worst of all. As to those whose fonus are 
somewhat less disgusting, they are like misshapen womeo. 
And that is all. 

"I had not remarked all this. I had beeo in life as in a 
cloud, and my feet scarcely touched the earth. The odour 
of the roses and lilacs of spring went to my head like too 
strong a perfume. I dreamt only of accomplished heroes, 
faithful and respectful lovers, flames worthy of the altar, 
marvellous devotions and sacrifices, and I should have thought 
that I had found them all in the frrst blackguard that bade 
me good day. Yet this first, coarse intoxication had DO long 
duration i strange suspicions seized me, and I could have no 
rest until I had cleared them up. 

"At first my borror of men was pushed to the last degree 
of e.~aggeration, anrl I looked upon them as dreadful mon­
strosities. Thar modes of thought, their manners and their 
carelessly cynical language, their brutality and their scorn 
of women shocked and revolted me extremely, so little did 
the idea that I bad fanned of them correspond with the real­
ity. They are not monsters, if you will, but something, on 
my word, that is much worse! They are capital fellows of 
very jovial disposition, who eat and drink well, will do you all 
kinds of services, are good painters and musicians, and are 
suitable for a thousand things, with, howeve.r, the single e.'1(­

ceptieD of that onc for which they were created, namely, to 
be the male of the animal called woman, with which they 
have not the slightest affinity, physical or moral. 

"Originally, I could scarcely disguise the contempt with 
which they inspired me, but by degrees I became accustomed 
to their manner of life. I was as little annoyed by the jests 
that they launched against womea as if I had myself belonged 
to their own sex. On the contrary, I made some very good 
ones, the success of which singularly flattered my pride; cer­
tainly none of my comrades went so far as I did in the matter 
of sarcasm and pleasantries on thls subject. My perfect 
knowledge of the ground gave me a great advantage, and, 
besides any piquant tum that they might have, my epigrams 
sho~e in virtue of an accuracy that was often wanting in 
therrs. For although all the evil that is said of women has 
always some foundation, it is nevertheless difficult for men te 
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preserve the composure requisite in order to jest about them 
well, and there is often a good deal of love in their invec­
tives. 

"I remarked that it was those that were most tender and 
had most feeling about \vomen who treated them worse than 
the rest, and who returned to the subject with <:,uite a peculiar 
bitterness as though they owed them a mortal grudge for not 
being what they "ished them to be, and for falsifying the 
good opinion they had first formed about them. 

"What I desired above all things was not pbysical beauty, 
it was beauty of the soill, love; but love, as I am sensible of 
it, is perhaps beyond human possibilities. And yet it seems 
to me that I should love in this way, and that I should giv. 
more than I require. 

"What magnificent madness! wbat sublime extraV& 
ganeel 

"To surrender yourself entirely without any self-reserva" 
tion, to renOWlce the possession of yourself and the freedon 
of your w'i11, to place the la.tter in the hands of another, to 
see only with his eyes and hear only with his ears, to be but 
one in two bodies, to blend and mingle your souls so that 
you cannot t.o:-11 \\"hether you are yourself or the other, to ab­
sorb and radiate continually, to be now the moon and now 
the sun, to see the whole of the world and of creation in a 
single being, to displace the centre of life, to be ready, at any 
time, for the greatest sacrifices and the most absolute abne­
gation, to suffer in the bosom of the person loved as though 
it were your own; 0 wonder! to double yourself while giving 
yourself-such L love as I conceive it. 

"Fidelity like that of the ivy, entwinings as of the young 
vine, and cooings as of the turtle-dove, these are matters of 
course, and are the first and simpJest conditions. 

HHad I remained at home, in the costume of my sex, turn­
ing my wbeel ",ith melancholy or making tapestry behind a 
pane in the embrasure of a window, wbat I bave sought fot 
througb the world would perbaps have come and found me at 
itself. Leve is like fortune, and dislikes to be pursued. It 
\;~its by preference those that are sleeping on the edge cf 
,,:el1s. and the kisses of queens and gods often descend upon 
CIO,.rt eyes. It is a lure and a deception to think that all 
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adventures and all happiness exist only in those places where 
you are not, and it is a miscalculation to have your horse 
saddled and to post off in quest of your ideal. :vIany people 
make, and many others will again make this mistake. The 
horizon is always of the most charming azure, although when 
you reach it the hills composing it are usually but poor, 
cracked clay, or ochre washed by the rain. 

"I had imagined that the world was full of adorable youths, 
and that populations of Esplandians, Amadiscs, and Lance­
lots of the Lake were to be met with on the roads in pursuit 
of their Dulcineas; and I was greatly astonished that the 
world took very little heed of this sublime search and was 
content to share the couch of the first prostitute that came in 
the way. I am well punished for my curiosity and distrust 
I am surfeited in the most horrible manner possible without 
having enjoyed. With me knowledge has gone before U3e; 
nothing can be worse than such premature experiences which 
are not the fruit of action. 

lIThe completest ignorance would be a thousand times 
better; it would at least make you do many foolish things 
which would serve to instruct and to rectify your ideas; fOf, 
beneath the disgust of which I have been speaking, there is 
always a lively and rebellious element which produces the 
strangest disorders: the mind is vanquished, but the body is 
not, and will not subscribe to this superb disdain. The young 
and robust body strives and kicks beneath the mind like a 
vigorous stallion ridden by a feeble old man, wbom) however, 
he is unable to throw, for the cavesson holds his head and the 
bit tears his mouth. 

Since I have lived with men, I have seen so many women 
basely betrayed, so many secret connections imprudently di­
vulged, the purest loves dragged carelessly through the mire. 
young fellows hastening to frightful courtesans on leaving 
the anns of the most charming mistresses, the most firmly 
established amours suddenly broken off without any plausible 
moth'e, that I now find it impossible to decide on taking a 
lover. It would be to throw oneself in broad dayliaht and 
with apen eyes into a bottomless abyss. Neverthel~ss, the 
secret desire of my heart is still to have one. The voice of 
nature stifles the voice of reason. I am quite sensible tha~ 
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I shall never be happy if I cannot love and be loved:-but 
the misfortune is thl t only a man can be had as a lover, and 
if men are not altogether devils, they are very far from being 
angels. It would be vain for them to stick feathers on their 
shoulder-blades, and put a glory of gilt paper on their heads : 
I know them too well to be deceived. All the fine things that 
they could whisper to me would be of no avail. I know be 
forehand what they are going to say, and could say it for 
them. 

"I have seen them studying their parts and rebearsing them 
hefore going on in front; I know the chief of the tirades that 
they intend to be effective and the passages on which they 
rely. ~either paleness of face nor alteration of feature would 
convince me. I know that these prove nothing. A night of 
argie, a few bottles of wine, and two or three girls, are suf­
ficient to wrinkle your face most becomingly. I have seen 
this trick practised by a young marquis, by nature very rosy 
and fresh-coloured, who found himself all the better for it, 
and owed the crowning of his passion only to this touching 
and well-gained paleness. I know also how the most languor­
ous Celadons console themselves for the harshness of their 
Astraeas and find moans for being patient while waiting for 
the happy hour. I have seen sluts serving as substitutes fOl 
chaste Ariadnes. 

"Truly, after this, man tempts me but little; for he does 
not possess beauty like woman, beauty, that splendid garment 
which so well disguises the imperfections of the soul, tbat 
divine drapery cast by God over the nakedness of the world, 
and which makes it in some measure excusable to love the 
vilest courtesan of the kennel if she owns this magnificent 
and royal gift. 

"In default of the virtues of the soul, I sbould at least "isb 
for exquisite perfection of form, satinity of flesh, roundness 
of contour, sweetness of line, delicacy of skin, all that makes 
the charm of women. Since I cannot have love, I would have 
voluptuousness, and, well or ill , replace the brother by the 
sister. But all the men that I hO\'e seen seem to me fright­
fully ugly. !lfy horse is a hundred times more handsome, 
and I should have less repugnance to kissing him than to kiss­
ing """dry wonderful fellows who helieve themselves very 
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charming. Certainly a fop like those of my acquaintance 
would not be a brilliant theme for me to embellish with varia­
tions of pleasure. 

"A soldier would suit me nearly as little; military men have 
something mechanical in their walk and something bestial in 
their face which makes me look upon them as scarcely human 
creatures; gentlemen of the long robe are not more delight­
ful to me, they are dirty, oily, shaggy, threadbare, with 
glaucous eyes and lipless moulbs; they smell immoderately 
rancid and mouldy, and I should feel no inclination to lay my 
face against their lynx or badger-like muzzles. As to poets, 
they think of nolbing in Ibe world but Ibe endings of words 
and go no further back than to the penultimate, and, in truth, 
are difficult to make use of suitably; they are more wearisome 
than the others, but they are as ugly and have not the least 
distinction or elegance in their figure and dress, which is 
truly singular:-men who are occupied the whole day with 
form and beauty do not perceive that Ibeir b'!<lts are badly 
made and their hats ridiculous! They look like couotry 
apothecaries or teachers of learned dogs out of work, and 
would give you a distaste for poetry and verse for several 
eternities. 

"As for painters, their stupidity also is enormous; they see 
nolbing except the seven colours. One with whom I had spent 
a few days at R--, and who was asked what he thought of 
me, made this ingenious reply: 'He is rather warm in tone, 
and in the shadows pure Naples yellow should be employed 
instead of white, with a little Cassel ochre and reddish brown.' 
Such was his opinion. and, moreover, his nose was crooked 
and his eyes like his nose; which did not improve his chances. 
Whom shall I take?-a soldier wilb bulging crop, a limb of 
the law with convex shoulders, a poet or painter with a wild 
look, a lean little coxcomb without consistence? Which cage 
shall I choose in this menagerie? I am quite unable to say; 
I feel as little inclination in one direction as in another, for 
they are as perfectly equal in point of foolishness and ugliness 
as they can possibly be. 

"Another alternative would still be open to me, which would 
I;>e to take anyone Ibat I loved though he were a porter or a 
!ockey; but I do Dot love even a porter. 0 unhappy heroine 
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that I am! unmated turtle-dove condemned eternally to utter 
elegaic eaoings! 

"Ob! how many times have I wished to be really a man as 
I appear to bel How many women are there with whom I 
should have had a fellow-feeling, and whose hearts would have 
understood mine! how perfectly happy should I have heen 
rendered by those delicacies of love, those noble flights of 
pure passion to which I could have replied! What sweetness, 
what delight! how would all the sensitive plants of my soul 
have bloomed freely without being obliged every minute to 
contract and close beneath some coarse touch! What chann­
ing effiorescence of invisible flowers which will never open, 
and whose mysterious perfume would have tenderly embalmed 
the fraternal soul! It seems to me that it would have been 
an enchanting life, an infinite ecstasy with ever outstretched 
wings; walks, with hands entwined never releasing their hold, 
beneath avenues of golden sand, through groves of eternally­
smiling roses, in parks full of fish-ponds with gliding swans, 
and alabaster vases standing out against the foliage. 

"Had I been a youth, how I should have loved Rosette! 
what worship it would have been! Our souls were truly made 
for each other, two pearls destined to blend together and make 
but one! Hmvperfectly should I have realised the ideas that 
she had formed of love! Her character suits me completely, 
and her style of beauty pleases me. It is a pity that our love 
should be totally condemned to indispensable platonism! 

"An adventure befell me lately. 
"I used to visit a house in which there was a charming little 

girl, fifteen years old at the very most: I have never seen a 
more adorable miniature. She ,vas fair, but so delicately and 
transparently fair that ordinary blondes would have appeared 
excessively brown and as dark as moles beside her; you would 
have thought that she had golden hair powdered with silver; 
her eyebrows were of so mild and soft a tint that they were 
scarcely apparent to the sight: her pale blue eyes had the 
most velvety look and the most silky lashes imaginable; her 
m?uth, too small to put the tip of your finger into it; added 
still further to the childish and exquisite character of her 
beauty, and the gentle curves and diinples of her cheeks ba­
an ingenuousness that was unspeakably charmin. TI 
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whole of her dear little person delighted me beyond all ex­
pression; I loved her frail, white, little hands through wbich 
you could see the light, her bird-like foot wbich scarcely 
touched the grouod, her figure wbich a breath would have 
broken, and her pearly shoulders, little developed as yet, 
which her scarf, placed awry, happily disclosed. 

"Her prattle, in which artlessness imparted fresh piquancy 
to her natural wit, would engage me for whole hours, and I 
took singular pleasure in making ber talk; she would utter a 
thousand delicious comicalities, now vlith extraordinary nicety 
of intention, and now without having apparently the slightest 
comprehersicn cf their scape,-which made them a thousand 
times mere attractive. I used to give her bon-bons and 
lozenges, kept f..'tpressly for her in a light tortoise-shell box, 
wbich pleased her greatly, for she is dainty like the true little 
puss that she is. As soon as I arrived she ,vouJd run up to me 
and try my pockets to see "hether the blissful bon-bon box 
was there: I would m:lke her run from one hand to the other, 
and this would occasion a little battle in which she in the end 
infallibly got the upper hand and completely plundered me. 

"One day, however, she contented herself with greeting me 
in a very grave manner, and did not come as usual to see 
whether the sweetmeat fountain was still flowing in my 
pocket; she remained haughtily on ber chair, quite upright 
and wi th ber elbows drawn back. 

II IWell! Ninon,' I said to her, 'have you become fond of 
salt now, or are you afraid that sweets will make your teeth 
drop out?' And as I spoke I tapped the box, which gave 
forth the most honeyed and sugary sound in the world from 
beneath my jacket. 

"Sbe put her little tongue balf way out on the edge of ber 
lips as though to taste the ideal sweetness of the absent bon­
bon, but she did not stir. 

"Then I drew the box from my pocket, opened it, and 
began religiously to swallow the burnt almonds of which she 
was especially fond: the greedy instinct was for a moment 
stronger than her resolution; she put out her hand to take 
~me and drew it back again immediately, saying. 'I am too 

Ig to eat sweets!' And she heaved a si,m . 
. " 'It did not strike me that you bad grown very much since 
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last week; you must be like the mushrooms which spring up 
in a night. Come and let me measure you.' 

" 'Laugh as much as you like,' she rejoined with a chann­
mg pout; '1 am no longer a little girl, and I want to grow 
very big.' 

II 'Your resolutions are excel1ent, and should be adhered 
to; but might it be known, my dear young lady, what has 
caused these lofty ideas to come into your head? For, a 
week ago, you appeared quite content to be smlll, and 
craunched your burnt almonds without caring very much 
about compromising your dignity.' 

liThe little creature looked at me in a singular manner, 
glanced around her, and, when she had quite satisr'ed herself 
that no one could hear us, leaned over towards me in a myste­
rious fashion and said: 

11'1 have a lover.' 
II 'The deuce! I am no longer surprised that you have 

ceased to care for lozenges; you were wrong, ho"'ever, not to 
take some, for you might have had a doll 's dinner-party with 
hjm, or e.",changed them for a shuttlecock.' 

uThe chilrl made a scornful movement with her shoulders 
and appeared to look upon me with perfect contempt. As 
.;he continued to maintain her attituae of an offended queen, 
1 continued: 

H '\Vhat is the name of this glorious personae;e? Arthur, I 
suppose, or else Henry.' These were two little boys with 
whom she used to play, and whom she called her husbands. 

&( 'N'o, neither Arthur nor Henry,' she s:lid. fixinq her clear, 
transparent eye upon me, 'a gentleman.' She raised her hand 
above her head to give me an idea of heif!ht. 

"'As tall as that? \\'hy, this is getting serious. And who 
is this tall lover?' 

II ':Monsieur Theodore. I "ill tel~ ,)'ou, but you must not 
speak ab.out it to anyone, neither to mamma. or Polly (her 
go\'erness), or your friends who think me a child and would 
make fun of me.' 

hI promised the most inviolable secrecy, for I was very 
curious to know who the gallant personage was, and the child, 
seeing that I was making fun of the matter, hesitated to take 
me entirely into ber confidence. 
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"Reassured by the word of honour that I gave her to be 
carefully silent about it, she left her easy-chair, came and 
leaned over the back of mine, and whispered the name of the 
beloved prince very softly in my ear. 

"I was confounded: it was Chevalier de G--, a dirty, 
intractable animal , with the morals of a schoolmaster and 
the physique of a drum-major, the most intemperate de­
bauchee of a man that could possibly be seen, a genuine 
satyr, minus the goat's feet and the pointed ears. This in· 
spired me with grave apprehensions for dear Ninon, and I 
made up my mind to put the matter to rights. 

"Some people came in, and the conversation dropped. 
"I withdrew into a comer and searched my brain for the 

means of preventing things from going further, for it would 
have been quite a sin for so delicate a creature to fall to such 
an arrant scoundrel. 

lfThe little one's mother was a kind of courtesan who kept 
gaming tables and had a literary salon. Bad verses were read 
at her house and good money lost, which was a compensation. 
She had not much love for her daughter, who '''''as, to her, a 
sort of living b,ptismal certificate which prevented her falsi­
fying her chronology. Besides, the child was growing up, 
and her budding charms gave rise to comparisons which were 
not to the advantage of the prototype, already somewhat 
worn by the action of years and men. The child was accord­
ingly rather neglected, and was left defenceless to the enter­
prises of the blackguards who frequented the house. If her 
mother had taken any notice of her, it would probably have 
been only to profit by her youth and trade on her beauty and 
innocence. In one way or another the fate that awaited her 
was not in odubt. This pained me, for she was a charming 
little creature who was assuredly deserving of better things, a 
pearl of the finest water lost in that infectiou, slnu$: the 
thought of it affected me so far that I resolved to get her at all 
costs out of that frightful 'l0ll..<e. 

"The first thing 'to be done was to prevent the chevalier 
from pursuing his design. I thought that the best and sim­
plest way was to pick a quarrel with him and make him 6ght 
a duel, and J had all the trouble in the world to do so, for 
be is as cowardly as he can be and dreads blows more than 
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anyone. At last I said so many stinging things to bim, that 
he was obliged to make up his mind to corne on the ground, 
althougb it was greatly against the grain. I even threatened 
to bave him cudgelled by my footman if be did not put a 
better face on it. Xevertheless be could bandle bis sword 
well enough, but be was so confused by fear that we bad 
hardly crossed our weapons when I was able to administer a 
nice little thrust wbich sent bim to bed for a fortnigbt. T)lis 
satisfied me; I had no wish to kill him, and would as soon 
bave let him live to be banged later on-a touching attention 
for which he ought to have been more grateful to me! My 
rogue being stretched between a pair of sheets and duly 
trussed with bandelets, it only remained to induce the little 
one to leave the house, which was not extrem{>~y difficult. 

"I told her a story about ber lover's disappearance, wbich 
was giving her extraordinary an.-.:iety. I informed her that 
he bad gone off wi th an actress belonging to tbe company 
then at C--, which, as you may believe, made her very in­
dignant But I consoled her by speaking ill in every way 
of the chevalier, wbo was ugly, drunken, and already old, 
and I ended by asking ber wbether she would not rather bave 
me for a wooer. She replied that she would, because I was 
handsomer, and my clothes were new. This artlessness. 
spoken with enormous seriousness, made me laugh till I cried. 
I turned the little one's head and succeeded in inducing ber 
to leave the house. A few bouquets, about as many kisses, 
and a pearl necklace that I gave ber, charmed ber to an extent 
difficult to describe, and she assumed an important air in the 
presence of ber little friends which was extremely laughable. 

"I bad a very rich and elegant page's costume of about 
her size made, for I could not take her away in her girl's dress, 
unless I myself resumed female attire, which I was unwilling 
to do. I bought a pony, which was gentle and easy to ride, 
and yet a sufficiently good courser to follow my barb when it 
was my pleasure to go quickly. Then I told the fair one to 
try to come down at dusk to the door, where I would call for 
ber; and this she very punctually did. I found her mounting 
guard behind the half-opened door. I passed very close to thl 
hou,.,: she came out, T stretched out my hand to ber, sh., 
rested ber foot on the tip of mine, and jumped very nimbI· 
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up behind me, for she possessed marvellous agility. I spurred 
my horse, and succeeded in returning home through seven or 
eight circuitous and de~rted 13.nes v,ithout anyone seeing us. 

"I made ber e."{change her clothes for her dis~ise, and my­
self acted as her maid; at first she made a little fuss, and 
wished to dress all alone; but I ma~e her understand that this 
would waste a great deal of time; that, moreover, being my 
mistress, it was not in the least improper, and that such ,",as 
the custom between lovers. This was quite enou~h to con­
vince her, and she yielded to circumstances with the best 
grace in the world. 

HHer body was a little marvel of delicacy. Her arms, 
which were somewhat thin like those of every young girl, had 
inexpressible sweetness of line, and her budding brca~ts gave 
,uch charming promise, that none better developed could have 
3ustained a comparison with them. She had still all the graces 
of the child, and already all the charm of the woman; she 
was in that adorable transition period when the little !"!irl is;, 
blended with the young girl: a blendinl:?; fugitive and imoa1-
pable, a delicious epoch when beauty is full of hope. and when 
every day, instead of taking something from your love, adds 
new perfections to it. 

"Her costume became her extremely welL It gave her a 
little unruly air, which was very curious and divertir.q. and 
made her burst out lau~hing when I offered her t~e ~Ia.o, to 
let her judge of the effect of her toilet. I dter\';ar~s made 
her eat some biscuits rlipned b ~')3.n ~ sh ,'ine. in order to 
gh'e her courage and enabie her better to support the hti""e 
of the journey. 

"The horses were waiting ready saddled in the C,)urtyard: 
she mounted hers with some deliberation I I bestrode the 
othPr, and we set out. :\,ight had completely fallen, and oc­
ca ... ional lights, which were being extinguished every moment. 
showed that the honest town of C-- was virtuou::.ly engaged 
as every country town ought to be on the stroke of nine. 

"'Ye could not go very quickly, for Xinon was; no better 
horsewoman than she ought to have been, and when her heast 
began to trot she would cling with all her might to his mane. 
However, on the fol1owin~ morning we were too far a'l.T"a,- to 
be overtaken, 'at all events unle5~ e.'rtraordinary dili~ence -had 
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been employed; but we were not pursued, or at least, if we 
were, it Wag in an opposite direction to that which we had 
taken . 

.. I was singularly interested in the little fair one. I no 
longer had you with mc, my dear Graciosa, and I was im­
mensely sensible of the need of loving somebody or some­
thing, of having a dog or a child with me to caress familiarly. 
Xinon was this to me; ,he shared my bed and put her little 
arms around my body to go to sleep; she most seriously 
thought berself my mistress. and had no doubt that I was a 
man; her great youth and extreme innocence preserved her in 
this error which I was careful not to dissipate. The kisses 
that I gave her quite completed her illusion, for her ideas 
went, as yet, no further, and her desires did not speak loudly 
enough to cause ber to suspect anything else. After all, she 
was only partly mistaken. 

uAnd, really, there was the same difference behveen her and 
me, as there is between myself and rnen. She was so dia­
phanous, so slender, so light, of so delicate and choice a na­
ture, that she was a woman even to me who am myself a 
woman, and who look like a Hercules beside her. I am tall 
and dark, she is small and blonde: her features are so soft 
that they make mine appear almost hard and austere, and her 
voice is so melodious a warble that mine seems harsh in com­
parison. If a man had her he would break her in pieces, and 
I always feel afraid that the wind will carry her off some fine 
morning. I s..l"lOuld like to enclose her in a box of cotton and 
wear her hanging: about my neck" You can have no concep­
tion, my de~r friend" of her grace and "it, her delicious coax­
ing, her childlike endearment,. her little ways and pretty man­
ners. She i5 the most adorable creature in existence, and it 
would have been truly a pity had she remained "ith her un­
worthy mother. 

III took a malicious joy in thus depriving men's rapacity of 
such a treasure. I was the griffin preventing all approach, 
and, if I did not enjoy her myself, at least no ~ne else en­
joyed ber-an idea which is always consoling, let all the fool­
ish detractors of egotism say what they will. 

Ifl. intended to preserve her in her ignorance as long as 
possIble. and to keep her with me until she was unwilling to 
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stay any longer, or I had succeeded in securing a settlement 
for her. 

"In her hoy's dress I took her on all my journeys, right and 
Jeft; this mode of life gave her singular pleasure, and the 
charm that "'e found in it assisted her to endure its fatigues. 
Everywhere I was compllmellted on the exquisite beauty of 
my page, and I have no doubt that it gave many people a pre­
cisely contrary idea of what was actually t11e case. Several 
even tried to unravel the mystery; but I did not allow the 
little one to speak to anybody, and the curious were com­
pletely disappointed_ 

"Every day I discovered some new quality in this amiable 
child which made me cheri'" her more and congratulate my­
self on the resolution I had taken. Assuredly men were not 
worthy to possess her, and it 'would have been a deplorable 
thing if so many bodily and spiritual charms had been sur­
rendered to their brutal appetites and cynical depravity. 

"Only a woman could love her with sufficient delicacy and 
tenderness. One side of my character, which could not have 
been developed in a different connection and which was com­
pletely brought out in the present une, is the need and d~ire 
of affording protection, a duty which usually belongs to men. 
If I had taken a lover it would have displeased me extremely 
to find him assuming to defend me, for the reason that this 
is an attention I love to show to those whom I like, and that 
my pride is much better suited with the first role than with 
the second, plthough the second may be more agreeable. 
Thus I felt pleased in paying my little darling all the atten­
tions which I ought to have liked to receive, such as assisting 
her on difficult roads, bolding her bridle or stirrup, serving 
her at table, undressing her and putting her to bed, defend­
ing her if anyone insulted her; in short, doing everything 
for ber that the most impassioned and attentive lover does 
for a mistress he adores. 

"I was insensibly losing the idea of my sex and it was 
with difficulty that I remembered, at considerable intervals, 
~t ~ was a :,"oman; at first I often forgot myself, and UD­

thmkingly srud something that did not harmonise with the 
coat I wore. Xow this never happens. and e\en ... :hen \niting 
to you, to you who are in my secret, I sometimes preserve a 
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useless virility in my adjectives. If ever I take a fancy to 
go and look for my skirts in the drawer where I left them­
which I think very doubtful. unless I fall in love with some 
young spark- I shall find it difficult to lose n!ese hobits. 
and, instead of being a woman disgui5ed as &. man, I shall 
look like a man disguised as a woman. In truth. neither of 
the two sexes are mine; I have not the imbecile submission, 
the timidity or the littleness of women; I have not the vices, 
the disgusting intemperance, or the brutal propensities of 
men: I belong to a third, distinct sex, which as yet has no 
name: higher or lower, more defective or superior; I have 
the body and soul of a woman. the mind and power of a man, 
and I have too much or too little of both to be able to pair 
with either. 

"0 Graciosa! I shall never be able completely to love any 
one: man or woman; an unsated something ever chides within 
me, and the lover or friend answers only to a single aspect 
of my character. If I had a lover, the feminine element in me 
would doubtless for a time dominate over the manly, but this 
would not last for long, and I feel that I should be only half 
satisfied; if I have a friend, the idea of corporeal voluptu­
ousness prevents me from tasting entirely the pure voluptu­
ousness of the soul; so that I know not where to rest, and 
perpetually waver from one to the other. 

"My chimera would be to have both sexes in tum in order 
to satisfy this double nature: a man to-day, a woman to­
morrow, for my lovers I should keep my languorous tender­
ness, my submissive and devoted ways, my softest caresses, 
my little sadly-drawn sighs, all the cat-like and woman-like 
elements in my character; then with my mistresses I should 
be enterprising, bold, impassioned, with triumphant manners, 
my hat on my ear, and the style of a boaster and adventurer. 
"ly nature would thus be entirely brought out, and I should · 
be perfectly happy, for true bappiness consists in the ability 
to develop freely in every direction and to be all that it ;, 
possible to be. 

"But· these are impossibilities, and are not to be thOUgh'i 
of. 

"I bad carried off the child with the idea of deluding my 
propensities and turning upon some one all the varue ten· 
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derness which floats in my soul and floods it; I had taken he 
as a sort of escape for my loving faculties; but I soon recog· 
nised, in spite of all the aflection that I bore her, what an 
immense void, what a bottomless abyss she left in my hean, 
and how little her tenderest caresses contented me! I rt­

solved to try " lover, but a long time passed and I met n; 

one who did not displease me. I forgot to tell you Ibat Ro­
sette, having discovered whither I was gone, had written me 
the most beseeching letter to go and see her; I could not re 
fuse her, a.'1d I met ber again at a country bouse where she 
was. I returned there several times, and even quite lately. 
Rosette, in despair at not baving had me for her lover, bad 
thrown herself into the whirl of society and dissipation, like 
all tender sculs that are not religious and that ha\"e been 
wounded in their first love; she had had many adventures in 
a short time, and the list of her conquests ,vas already very 
numerous, fer eyery one had not the same reasons for resist· 
ing her that I had. 

u~he had '{":"ith her a young mm named D'Albert, who \ ... ~ 
at Ibe time her established lover. I appeared to make quite 
a peculiar impression upen him, and at the very first he took 
a strong lilting to me. 

U AIUlOUgh be treated Rosette with great deference, and 
his mmners towards her were in the main tender enough, be 
did not love her,-not owing to satiety or distaste, but rather 
because s!:le did not correspoz:d to certain ideas, true or false. 
which he had formed concerning lo\'e and beauty. An ideal 
cloud irterpcsed between him and her, and pre\'ented him 
from bei::g as happy as olberv,ise he must have been. E\;­
dently his dre:un was not ful~'lled, and he sighed for some­
thing e'se. But he did not seek for it, and remained faithful 
to the bonds \,,·hich weighed on him; for he has more delicacy 

. and honcur in his soul than most men, and his heart is very 
far fron being as corrupted as his mind. Xot knowing that 
Rosette had never been in love except \\;th me. and that ,>he 
lVas so still, in spite of all her intrigues and [ellies, he had 
a dre~d of ilistressin~ her by letting her sec that he did not 
love her. It \";35 this consideration that restrained him, and 
he was sacri5cing himself in the most generous way. 

"'The character of my features gave him extraordinary 
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pleasure, for he attaches extreme importance to eJltemal 
form; so much so that he fell in love with me in spite of my 
male attire and the formidable rapier which I wear at my 
side. I confess that I was grateful to him for the acuteness 
of his instinct, and that T held him in some esteem for havin& 
distinguished me bentath these delusive appearances. At 
the beginning he believed himself endowed with a fancy far 
more depraved than it really was, and I laughed inwardly 
to see him tannent himself in this way. Sometimes, when 
accosting me, he had a frightened look which amused me im· 
mensely, and the very natural inclination whidJ. drew him 
towards me appeared to him as a diabolical impulse wnich 
could net be too strongly resisted. On such occasions he 
would fall back furiously upon Rosette, and endeavour to 
recover more orthodox habits of love; then he would come 
back to me, of course more inflamed than before. 

"Then the luminous idea that I might perhaps be a woman 
crept into his mind. To convince himself of this he set him­
;elf to observe and study me with the minutest attention j 
be must be acquainted "ith every particular hair, and know 
accurately how many eyelashes I have on my lids; feet, hands, 
neck, cheeks, the slightest down at the corner of my lips, he 
examine'!, compared, and analysed them all, and from this 
investigation, in which the artist aided the lover, it came out 
as clear as day (when it is cl""r), that I was well and duly 
a woman, and, moreover, his ideal, the type of his beauty, 
the reality of his dream;-a wonderful discoveryl 

"It only remained to soften me, and obtain the gift of 
amorous mercy, to completely estahlish my se.~. A comedy 
which we acted. and in which I appeared as a woman, quite 
decided him. I gave him some equivocal glances, and made 
use of some passages in my part, analogous to our own situa­
tion, to embolden him and impel ':im to declare himself. For, 
if I did not passionately love h' n, he pleased rae well enough 
not to let him pine away wi"~ lovej and, as he,was the first 
since my transfonnation tc suspect that I was a woman, it 
was quite fair that I shOUld enlighten him on this important 
point, and I was resolved not to leave him a shadow of 
doubt. 

"Several times he came into my room with his declaration 
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on his lips, but he dared not utter it; for, indeed, it is diffi· 
cult to speak of love to one who is dressed like yourself, and 
is trying on riding boots. At last, unable to take it upon 
himself to do this, he wrote me a long, very Pindaric letter, 
in which he explained to me at great length what I knew bet· 
ter than he did. 

III do not quite know what I ought to do. Admit his re­
quest or reject il,-the latter would be immoderately virtu­
ous; besides, his grief at finding himself refused would be too 
great: if we make people who love us unhappy, what are we 
to do to those who hate us? Perhaps it would be more strictly 
becoming to be cruel for a time, and wait at least a month 
before unhooking the tigress's skin to dress after the human 
fashion in a chemise. But, since I have resolved to yield 
to him, immediately is as good as later; I do ncit well under­
stand those mathematically graduated resistances which sur­
render one hand to-day, the other to-morrow, then the waist 
and the neck, and ne.'l:t submit the lips to a lover's kisses; nor 
those intractable virtues which are always ready to hang 
themselves to the bell-rope if you pass by a hair's-breadth 
beyond the territory which they have resolved to grant on 
that day. It makes me laugh to see those methodical Lucre· 
tias walking backwards with the tokens of the most maidenly 
terror, and from time to time casting it furtive glance over 
their shoulder to make sure that the sofa 0" which they are 
to faint is quite directly behind them. I could never be as 
careful as that. 

"1 do not love D'Albert, at least in the sense which I give 
to the word, but I have certainly a liking and an inclination 
for bim; his mind pleases me and his person does nat repel 
me: there are not many people of whom I can s:ly as much. 
He has not everything, but he has something; what pleases me 
in him is that he does net seek to satiate himself brutally like 
other men; he bas a perpetual aspiration and an ever sus­
tained breathing after beauty,-after material beauty alone, 
it is true, but still it is a noble inclination. and one which is 
sufficient to keep him in pure regions. His conduct towards 
Rosette prO\"es honesty of heart. an honesty rarer than the 
other, if that be possible. 

"And then, if I must tell you, I am possessed with the 
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most violent desIres,-I am languishing and dying of volup­
tuousness; for the dress I wear, while involving me in all 
sorts of adventures with women, protects me only too per­
fectly against the enterprises of men; an idea of pleasure 
which is never realised fioats vaguely through my head, and 
this dull, colourless dream wearies and annoys me. So many 
women placed amid the chastest surroundings lead the most 
immoral lives, while I, by a somewhat facetious contrast, 
remain chaste and virgin like cold Diana herself, in the midst 
of the most disordered dissipation and surrounded by the 
greatest debauchees of the century. 

"This bodily ignorance unaccompanied by ignorance of 
the mind is the most miserable thing in existence. That my 
flesh may have no cause to assume airs over my soul, I am 
anxious to know a man completely and all that his love is 
capable of. Since D'Albert has recognised me beneath my 
disguise, it is quite fair that he should be rewarded for his 
penetration; he was the first to divine that I was a woman l 

and I shall prove to him to the best of my ability that hi, 
suspicions were well founded. I would be scarcely charitable 
to let him believe that his fancy ""as solely a monstrous 
one. 

"D'Albert it is, then, who will solve my doubts and give me 
my first lesson in love: the only question now is to bring the 
matter about in quite a poetical fashion. I am inclined not 
to reply to his letter and to look coldly on him for a few 
days. When I see him very sad and despairing, inveighing 
against the gods, shaking his fist at creation, and looking 
dO\,-"D the wells to see whether they are not too deep to throw 
himself into them,-I shall retire like Peau d' Ane to the end 
of the corridor, and put on my light-blue dress. that is to say 
my costume as Rosalind; for my feminine wardrobe is very 
limited. Then I shall go to him as radiant as a peacock 
displaying its feathers, with but a very low and loose lace 
tucker, partially unveiling those attractions which I usually 
conceal ,,;th the greatest care, and shall say to him in the 
most pathetic tone that I can assume-

"'0 most e1egaic and perspicacious young man I I am 
truly a young and modest beauty, one who adores you into 
the bargaIn, and humbly asks to share your pleasures with 
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you. Tell me whether this suits you, or if you feel any 
scruples in according her what she wishes. 

"This fine discourse ended, I shall let myself fall half· 
swooning into his arms, and, heaving melancholy sighs, shaD. 
skilfully cause the hook of my dress to come undone so that 
I shall still further disclose certain of my charms. The rest 
I shall leave to chance, and I hope that on the following 
morning I shall know what to think of all those fine things 
which have been troublin~ my brain for SO long. While satis· 
fying my curiosity, I shall have the further pleasure of mak· 
ing some one happy. 

HI also propose to go and pay a visit to Rosette in the same 
costume, and to show her that, if I have not responded to her 
love, it was not from coldness or distaste. I do not wish 
her to preserve such a bad opinion of me, and she deserves, 
equally with D'Albert, that I should betray my inco!(Ilito in 
her favour. How will she look at this revelation? Her pride 
will be consoled by it, but her love will lament it. 

uGood-bye, most fair and good one; pray to heaven that 
I may not think as little of the pleasure as I do of those who 
afford it. I have jested throughout this letter, and yet wbat 
I am going to essay is a serious matter and something which 
may affect the rest of my life." 

XVI. 

IT was already more than a fortnight since D'Albert had 
laid his amorous epistle on Theodore's table, and yet there 
seemed to be no change in the manner of the latter. D'AI· 
bert did not know bow to account for this silence: one would 
have imagined that Theodore had had no knowledge of the 
letter; the rueful D'A1bert thought that it had gone astray 
or been lost; yet this was difficult of explanation, for Theo­
dore had re-entered his room a moment afterwards, and it 
would have been very extraordinary if he had not perceived 
a large paper placed quite by itself in the middle of a table 
so as to attract the notice of the most inattentive. 

Or was Theodore perhaps really a man and not a woman 
at all, as D'Albert had ima'!ined to himself? or, supposing 
her a woman, had she so decided a ieeling of aversion to 
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him, or such a contempt for him that she would not conde­
scend evUl to take the trouble of giving him a reply? The 
poor young man who haa not, like ourselves, the advantage 
of searching the portfolio of Graciosa, the confidante of the 
fair Mademoiselle de ':\1aupin, was not in a position to decide 
any of these important questions either in the affirmative or 
in the negative, and be was mournfully wavering in the most 
wretched irresolution. 

One evening he was in his room, his brow pressed with 
meJancholy against the window-pane, and was looking, with­
out seeing them, at the already bare and reddened chestnut­
trees in the park. The distance was bathed in a thick mist, 
a grey rather than black night was falling, and cautiousl} 
placing its velvety feet on the summits of the trees; a large 
swan was amorously dipping and redipping its neck and 
shoulders in the steaming water of the river, and i~ white­
ness made it appear in the shadow like a large star of snow. 
It was the only living thing to give a little animation to th~ 
gloomy landscape. 

D'Albert was thinking as sadly as a disappointed man can 
think at five o'clock on a misty autumn evening with a some­
what sharp north wind for music, and the wigless skeleton of 
a forest for a prospect. 

He thought of throwing himself into the river, but the 
water seemed very black and cold to bim, and the swan's 
example only half persuaded him: of blowing his brains out, 
but he had neither pistol nor powder, and he would have 
beeo very sorry to have had them; of taking a new mistress, 
or, sinister resolution, even two! but he knew none who would 
suit him, even none who would not suit him. In his de.,air 
he went so Car as to wish to resume his connection with 
women who were perfectly insupportable to him, aod whom 
he had had horsewhipped out of his house by his footman. 
He ended by resolving upon something much more frightful, 
-to write a second letter. 

o sextuple booby! 
He was at this stage in his meditations, when he felt a band 

place itself on his shoulder, like a little dove descending on 
a palm-tree. The comparison halts somewhat inasmuch as 
D'Albert's shoulder bore a very slight resemblance to a palm-
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tree; but, all the same, we shall keep it in a spirit of pure 
Orientalism. 

The hand was at the extremity of an arm which corre-­
oponded to a shoulder forming part of a body, which was 
nothing else but Theodore-Rosalind, ~lademoiselle d'Aubigny, 
or Madelaine de Maupin, to call her by her real name. 

Who was astonished? :\either I nor you, for you and I 
had long been prepared for this visit; but D' Albert who had 
not been expecting it in the least. He gave a little cry of sur­
prise half-way between oh! and ab! Nevertheless I have the 
best reasons for believing that ·it was more like ab! than ob! 

It was indeed Rosalind, SO beautiful and radiant that she 
lit up the whole room, with her strings of pearls in her hair, 
her prismatic dress, her laces, her red-heeled shoes, her hand­
some fan of peacock's plumes, such, in short, as she had been 
on the day of the performance. Only,-and this was an im­
portant and decisive difference,-she V-lore neither gorget, 
nor chemisette, nor ruff, nor anything that effectually hided 
those two charming, unfriendly brothers, who, alas! have 
only tco often a tendency to become reconciled. 

A lovely, panting bosom, white, transparent, like an ancient 
marble, of the purest and most exquisite cut, projected boldly 
from a very low dress body, and seemed to bid defiance to 
kisses. It was a most relSsuring sight; accordin~ly D'Albert 
was very quickly reassured, and he abandoned himself in all 
confidence to his most disorderly emotions. 

"WeIll Orlando, do you not recognise your Rosalind? U 
said the fair one with the most charming smile; liar have you, 
perhaps, left your love hanging with your sonnets on some 
~ushcs in the forest of Arden? Are you really cured of the 
SIckness for which you requested a remedy from me "ith such 
earnestness? I am very much afraid so." 

(fOb not Rosalind, I am more sick than ever. I am in 
extremity; I am dead or very nearly! II 

"Y , .. ou have not a bad appearance for a dead man; many 
hvmg persons do not look so well." 

U\V?at a week I have spent! You cannot imagine it, 
Rosalmd. I hope that it will be equivalent to a thousand 
years of pu~tory to me in the next world. But, if I dare ask 
you, wby dId you Dot reply to me sooner?" 
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"Why? J scarcely know, unless it be just because I 
not. However, if this motive does not appear a valid one ~ 
you I,ere are three others not nearly so good, from which yo 
shali choose: first, because carried away by your passion yo 
forgot to write legibly, and it took me more than a week to 
make out what your letter was about; next, because my 
modesty could not reconcile itself in a shorter time to such an 
absurd idea as to take a dithyrambic poet for a lover: and 
then because I was not sorry to see whether you would blow 
your brains out, or poison yourself with opium, or hang your­
self "ith your garter. There I " 

"Naughty banterer I I assure you that you have done well 
to come to-day, for rorhaps you wolild not have found me 
to-morrow." 

"Really! poor fellow I Do not assume such a doleful air, 
I should also be affected, and that would m~ke me more 
stupid in myself alone than all the animals that were in the 
ark with the deceased Noah. If once J open the sluice for 
my sensibility, J warn you that you will be drowned. Just 
now J gave you three had reasons, J now offer you three good 
kisses; will you accept them. on the condition that you for­
get the reasons for the kisses? lowe you quite as much as 
that and more:' 

As she uttered these words the fair infanta advanced to­
wards the mournful lover, and threw her beautiful arms 
round his neck. D'A1bert kissed her effusively on the cheeks 
and mouth. This last kiss had a longer duration than the 
others, and might have been counted as four. Rosalind saw 
that all that she had done until then had been only pure 
childishness. Her debt discharged, she sat down, still greatly 
moved, on D' Albert's knees, and, passing her fingers through 
his hair, she said to him-

"All my cruelties are exhausted, sweet friend; J took the 
fortnight to satisfy my natural ferocity; I will confess to you 
that J found it long. Don't become a coxcomb because J am 
frank, but it is true. I place myself in your hands, revenge 
yourself for my past harshness. If you were a fool I should 
not say this, or even anything else to you, for I do not like 
fools. It would have been very easy for me to make you 
believe that I was prodigiously shocked by your boldn~ and 
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It all your Platonic sighs and your most quintessential non­
("sense were not sufficient to procure you forgiveness for a thing 

of which I was very glad; I might, like another, have bar­
gained with you for a long time and retailed to you wbat I 
am now granting you freely and at once; but I do not think 
that this would have increased your love for me by the thick­
ness of a single hair. 

"I do not ask of you an oath of eternal love nor any exag­
gerated protestation. Love me as much as heaven ordains 
-I will do as much on my side. I will not call you a traitor 
or a wretch when you have ceased to love me. You will 
also have the kindness to spare me the corresponding odious 
titles, should I bappen to leave you. I shall be merely a 
woman who has ceased to love YOUt-nothing more. It is not 
necessary to hate each other all through life because of a 
night or two passed together. Whatever may happen, and 
wherever destiny may drive me, I swear to you, and this is 
a r"omise that can be kept, that I shaH always preserve a 
charrr.ing recollection of you, and, that if I am no longer 
your mistress, I shall be your friend as I have been your 
comrade. For you I have laid aside my male attire to-night; 
I shall resume it to-morrow for all. Think that I am only 
Rosalind at night, and that throughout the day I am and can 
be only Theodore de Serannes-----." 

The sentence she was about to utter was stifled by a kiss 
followed by many others, which were no longer counted and 
of which we shall not give an exact catalogue, because it 
would certainly be rather tedious and perhaps very immoral 
-for some peoplej as to ourselves, we think nothing n"'ore 
moral and sacred under heaven than the caresses of man and 
woman, when both are handsome and young. 

As D'Albert's importunities became more amorous and 
eager, Theodore's beautiful face, instead of being smiting and 
radiant, assumed an expression of proud melancholy which 
caused her lover some disquiet. 

"Why, dear :;uvereign, have you the chaste and serious air 
of an antique Diana now, when we should rather have the 
smiling lips of Venus rising from the sea?" 

"You see, D'Albert. it is because I am more like the hunt­
~ Diana fuan anything else. When very young I as."WDed 
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man's attire for teasrnIS "bich it ""c1d be tdi!l1lS and """'­
to ten you. You alone have divined my sex, and, If I haWl 
made conquests, they hAve only been over wornen,-wr)' 
superfluous conquests, which b1\'e emllarra.sed me more !hill 
once. In a ""rd, a1thouW! it is an incredible and ritliculous 
thing, I am virgin,-a.s virgin as the snow on Himalaya, as 
the Moon before she had lain with Endymion, as Mary before 
she bad made !he llaJuaintance of the divine pigeoo, and I 
am grave as every one i. when about to do a thing on which 
it is impossible to go back. It is a metamorphosis, a trails­
formation that I am about to under.,: to chan~ the name 
of girl into the name of woman, 00 longer to h,,'e t()-momrw 
wbat I had yesterday; something that I did not know and 
that I am going to learn, an important page turned in the 
book of life. It is for that reason that I look sad, my friend, 
and not on account of any fault of ynurs." 

As she s:>id this she parted the young man's long hair with 
her "'" beautiful hand5, and laid ber softly puckered lips 
upon bis pale forehead. 

D'Aibert, singularly moved by the gentle and solemn tone 
in which she uttered this lon~ speech, took her hands and 
kisged the fingers one after another; then very delicately broke 
the lacing of ber dress so that the body opened and the "'" 
white treasures appeared in all their splendour: upon the 
bosom which was as sparkling and as clear as silver bloomed 
the t"" beautiful roses of paradise. He pressed their ver­
miIIcm points lightly in bis mouth, L,d thus went over the 
whole outline. ROS3Iind subl"itted ~.;th exhaustless com­
plaisance, and tried to retum his cresses :lS exlctly a:; p<"'­
sible. 

"You must fiod me very awkward and cold, my poor 
D'AIbert; but I scarcely know how to set about it. You will 
have a great deal to do to teach me, and really I am imposing 
• very laborious task upon you." 

D'A!bert made the simplest reply, he did not reply at all; 
and, straining her in bis arms with fresh passion, he covered 
.. bile shoulders and breasts with kisses. The hair of the 
baIf--mg infanta became loosened, and her dress fen to 
her feet as thouw! by enchantment. She remained quite up· 
riFt JiIre. white apparition in a simple c:bemise of the mosl 
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transparent linen. The blissful lover knelt down, and had 
500n thrown the two pretty little red-heel~d shoes into an op­
posite corner of the apartment; the stockings with embroid­
ered clocks followed close after them. 

The chemise, gifted with a happy spirit of imitation, did 
,ot remain long behind the dress; it first slipped from the 
Mulders without there being any thought of checking it; 
.hen, taking advantage of a moment whefll' the arms were 
Jerpendicular, it very cleverly came off them and rolled as 
far as the hips whose undulating outline partially checked it. 
Rosalind then perceived the perfidiousness of her last gar­
ment, and raised her knee a little to prevent it from falling 
altogether. In this pose she was exac!ly like those marble 
statues of goddesses whose intelligent drapery, sorry to cover 
up so many charms, envelops them with regret, and by a 
happy piece of treachery stops just below the part that it is 
intended to conceal. But, as the chemise was not of marble 
and its folds did not support it, it continued its triumphant 
descent, sank down altogether upon the dress, and lay round 
about its mistress's feet like a large white greyhound. 

There was certainly a very simple means of preventing all 
this disorder, namely, to check the fugitive with the hand· 
this idea, natural as it was, did not occur to our modest 
heroine. 

She r(.mained, then, without any coverk." ber fallen gar­
ments forming a sort of pedestal for her, in a.:l the diapbanou!' 
splendour of her beautiful nakedness_ beneath the ;oft light 
of an alabaster lamp which D'.-\Ibert had lighted. 

D'Albert, woo was dazzled. gazed upon her with rap­
~ure. 

"I am cold," she srud, crossing her hands upon her shoul­
ders. 

"Oh! pray! one minute more! n 

Rosalind uncrossed her hands, leant the tip of her finger 
upon the back 01 an easy-chair and stood motionless; she 
gave a slight I!!ovement to her bips in such a way as to bring 
out all the richness of the wavin~ line; she did not appear at 
1lI embarrassed, and the imperceptible rose of ber cheeks was 
not a shade deeper: only the somewhat quickened beating of 
her beart caused the outline of her left brea5t to tremble. 
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The young enthusiast for beauty could not sufficiently feast 
his eyes on such a spectacle; we must say, to Rosalind\; 
boundless praise, that this time the reality was beyond his 
dream, and tbat he did not e'-perience the slightest decep­
tion. 

Everything was. united in the beautiful form standing be­
fore him-delicacy and strength, grace and colour J the line::. 
of a Greek statue of the best period and the tone of a Titian. 
Tbere be saw, palpable and crystallized, the cloudy chimera 
tbat be had so often vainly sought to stay in its fligbt; he was 
not obliged, in the manner be used to complain of to 
friend Silvio, to limit hi3 gaze to a certain fairly well-formed 
part and not stray beyond it, on pain of seeing something 
frigbtful, and bis amorous eye passed dO\m from the bead to 
the feet and ascended again from the feet to the bead. 
and was ever sweetly 5N'thed }-Iy a correct and harmonious 
(onn. 

The 11mbs were proudly and superbly turned, the knee, 
were admirably pure, the ankles elegant and slender, the 
arms and shoulders of the most magnificent character, the 
skin as lustrous as an agate, the bosom enough to make gods 
come dm'\tll from heaven to ltiss it; a torrent of beautiful 
brown hair slightly crisped, such as we see on the heads by 
tbe old masters, fen in little waves along an ivory back 
whose wbiteness it brought out in wonderful relief. 

The painter satisfied, the lover resumed the ascendal)cy; 
fOf, whatever love a man may have for art, there are things 
that he cannot long be satisfied with looking at. 

He took up the fair one in his arms and bore her to the 
couch. 

* * * * * • 
• * * * * * * 
* * * * * * * 

Our fair reader would possibly pout at her lover if We 

revealed to her the sum total of the lessons imparted by 
D'Albert's love, assisted by Rosalind1s curiosity_ Let her 
recall the be~t occupied and most charming of her nights, 
the mght whIch would be remembered a bundred thousand 
days. did not death come before; let her lay her book aside 
and compute on the tips of ber pretty white fingers how many 
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times she was loved by him who loved her most, and thus fill 
up the void left by us in this glorious history. 

Rosalind was prodigiously apt, and made enormous prog­
ress in that single nigh!. The ingenuousness of body which 
was astonished at everything, and the rakishness of mind 
which was astonished at nothing, formed the most piquant 
and adorable contrast. D' Albert was ravished, distracted, 
transported, and would have wished the night to last forty­
eight hours, like that in which Hercules was conceived. How· 
ever, towards morning, in spite of a multitude of kisses, ca­
resses, and the rr..or.t amorous endearments in the world, well 
adapted to keep one awake, he finally found himself obliged 
to take some little repose. A soft and voluptuous sleep 
touched his eyes .. .jth the tip of its wing, his head drooped. 
and he slumbered between the hreasts of his beautiful mis­
tress. The latter contemplated him for some time with an 
air of melancholy and profound thought; then, as the dawn 
shot its whitish rays through Un: curtains, she gently rai~d 
him, laid him beside her, stood up, and passed li~htly O\'f' . 

his body. 
She went to her clothes and dressed again in haste, then 

returned to the bed, leaned over D'Albert who was stil 
asleep, and kissed both his eyes on their long and silk)' 
lashes. This done, she withdrew backwards, stili looking 
at him. 

Instead of returning to her own room she entered Rosette'!t 
What she there said and did I ha\'e never heen able to ascer 
tam, although I have made the most conscientious research . 
Neither in Graciosa's papers, nor in those belonging to D 'AI 
bert and Silvio, have I found anything having relation t 
this visit. Only, a maid cf Rosette's informed me of th 
fol\o"ing singular circumstance: although her mistress h 
not slept with her lover that ni~ht , the bed was disturbed an 
tossed. and bore the impress of two bodies. Further, sh 
showed me two pearls. e.uctly similar to those worn in . 
hair by Theodore when acting the part of Rosalind. She ha 
found them in the bed when making it. I leave this remar 
to the reader's sa""city, and !(ive him liberty to draw then 
any inferences that he likes: for m\'self, I have made a tho 
sand conjectures about it, each more unreasonable than tl 
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rcst, and so absurd that I really dare not write them even in 
the most virtuously periphrastic style. 

It was quite noon wben Tbeodore left Rosette's room. He 
did n<>t appear at dinner or supper. D'A1bert and Rosette 
did not seem at all surprised at this. He went to bed very 
t:arly, and the following morning, as soon ~ it was light, with­
out giving any notice to anyone, he saddled his page's borse 
and bis own, and left the mansion, telling a footman that 
they were not to wait dinner for bim, and that be might per­
haps not return for a few days. 

D'A1bert and Rosette were extremely astonished, and did 
not know how to account for this strange disappearance, 
especially D'Albert, who decidedly thougbt that his behaviour 
on the first night had entitled bim to a second. Towards the 
end of the week, the unhappy disappointed lover received 
from Theodore a letter, which we shall transcribe. I am 
afraid that it will satisfy neither IJ1Y male nor my female read· 
ers; but tbe letter was in truth none other £ban that wbich 
iollows, and this glorious romance will have no other conclu-
5ion. 

XVII. 

"You are no doubt greatly surprised, my dear D'A1bert, 
at wbat I bave just done after acting as I did. I will allow 
you to be so, for you have reason. The odds are that you 
bave already bestowed upon me at least twenty of the epi· 
thets that we had agreed to erase from our vocabulary-per­
fidious, inconstant, wicked.-is it not so? At least you will 
'flot call me cruel or virtuous, and that is something 
;ained. You curse me, and you are wrong. You desired me, 
Vall loved me, I v.'aS your ideaJ ;-very well. I at once 
;ranted you what you asked; it was your own fault that you 
lid not have it sooner. I served as a body for your dream 

'oS compliantly as possible. I gave you what assuredly I 
lball never again give to anyone, a surprise on which you 
l.ardly counted and for which you ought to be more grateful 

me. Now that I have satisfied you. it pleases me to go 
way. What is there 60 monstrous in this? 
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"You have been with me eotirely and unreservedly for 
whole night; what more would you have? . .\nother night, a 
then another; you would e\'en make free with the days 
need were. You would go on in this way until you w 
surfeited with me. I can hear you from this crying out mo 
gallantly that I am not ODe of those with whom surfeit 
possible. Good gracious I I am like the rest. 

uIt would last six months, two years, ten years even, if y 
will, but stiU everything must have an end. You woul 
keep me from a kind of feeling of propriety, or because yo 
would not have the courage to give me my dismissal. \Vh 
would be the use of waiting until matters came to thi.? 

.o\nd then, it might perhaps be myself who would cease 
JOVe you. I have found you charming; perhaps, by dint 
seeing you, I might have come to find you detestable. Fo 
give me this supposition. Living with you in dose intima 
I should no doubt have had ocCasion to see you in a cotto 
cap or in some ridiculous or facetious domestic situation 
You would necessarily have lost the romantic and mysteriou 
side which aUures me more than anything else, and you 
character, when better understood, would no longer have 
peared so strange to me. I should have been less taken u 
with you through having you beside me, in something like 
the fashion in which we treat those hooks that we never 0 

because they are in our libraries. Your nose or your wit 
would no longer have seemed nearly so weU turned: I should 
have perceived that your coat did not fit you and that your 
stockings were untidy; I should have had a thousand decep­
tions of this kind \,hich would have given me singular pain. 
and at last I should have rome to this ronclusion: that you 
decidedly had neither heart nor soul , and that I was destined 
to be misunderstood in love. 

"You adore me and I you. You have not the slightest 
reproach to make against me, and I have nothing in the world 
to complain of in you. I have been perfectly faithful to you 
throu~out our amour. I have decei,·ed rou in nothing. I 
h~ neither false bosom nor false virtue; rou had the extreme 
kind,;,'" ~ teU me that I was yet more beautiful than you 
had I~~ned. For the beauty that I ga,'e you. you repaid 
me WIth pleasure; we are quits.-I gn my way and you 
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I": rOurs, and perhaps we shall meet again at the Antipodes. 
]<I Live in this hope. 
·f uYou be1ieve, perhaps, that I do not love you because I 

am leaving you. Later, you will recognise the truth of the 
t contrary. Had I valued you less, I should have remained, 

and would b2.ye poured out to you the insipid beverage to 
the dregs. Your love would soon have died of weariness; 
after a time you would have quite forgotten me, and, as you 
read over my name on the list of your conquests, would have 
asked yourself: I~OW) who the deuce was she?' I have at 
least the satisfaction of thinking tha~ you will remember me 
sooner than another. Your unsated desire will again spread 

, its wings to fly to me; I shall ever he to you something de-

I sirable to which your fancy will love to return, and I hope 
that in the arms of the mistresses you may have, you will 
sometimes think of the unrivalled night you spent with me. 

{(~ever will you be more amiable than you were that bliss· 
CuI evening, and, even were you equally so, it would still be 
something less; for in love, as in poetry, to remain at the 
same point is to go hack. Keep to that impression, and you 
will do well. 

"You have rendered the task of the lovers r may bave (if 
I bave other lovers) a difficult one, and no one will he able 
to efface the memory of you;-they will be the heirs of Alex­
ander. 

HIf you are too much grieved at losing me, bum this letter, 
wWeb is the only proof that you have possessed me, and you 
will believe . that you~ have had a beautiful dream. What is 
there to hinder you? The vision has vanished before the 
light, at the bour when dream~ return home through the born 
or the ivory gate. How many bave died wbo, less fortunate 
than you, have not even given a single kiss to their chimera! 

HI am neither capricious, nor mad: nor a conceited prude. 
What I am doing is the result of profound conviction. It is 
not in order to inflame you more, or from calculating co­
quetry that I bave gone away from C--; do not try to 
follow me or to find me again: you will not succeed. My pre­
cautions to conceal from you all traces of myself have been 
too well taken; you will always be for me the man who opened 
up to me a world of new sensations. These are things that 
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a woman does not easily fprget. Though absent, I om.: 
often think of you, oftener than if you were with me. 

"Comfert peer Rosette as well as you can, for she must b 
at least as sorry for my departure as you are. Love esc 
other well in memory of me, whom both of you bave lovell 
and breathe my name sometimes in a kiss." . 

mit END 
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