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PREFACE

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

Virtue is assuredy very respectadble, and we have no
wigh to fail in repect to her, God forbid! good and worthy
women that deis!  We think that her eyes are brilliant
enough through their spectades, that her leg is nestly gar-
tered, that she takes her snuff in her gold box with all imag-
inable grace, that her little dog bows like a dancing-megter.
We think all this. We will even acknowledge that for her
age, deis, in point of fact, not SO much amiss and that e
caries her years as well as can be. Se is a very agresdble
grandmothe—but she is a grandmother. It ssars to me
natural, egpecidly a twenty years of age to prefer some
littleimmorality, very soruce and coquettish, and very good-
natured, with her hair alittle uncurled, her skirt short rather
than long, an enticing foot and eye, her chesk lightly kindled,
laughter on her lips, and her heart in her hand. The mogt
mongtroudy virtuous journdists cannot be of a different
opinion, and if they say the contrary, it is very probable that
they do not think it. To think ane thing and write another
heppens every day, especidly in the case of virtuous people.

| remember the jokes launched before the Revolution (that
of July, | mean) againg the unfortunate and virgina Vis-
count Soghene de La Rochefoucauld, who lengthened the
skirts of the dancers a the Opera, and with hisown patrician
hands applied a modest pladter to the middle, of all the
datues  Viscount Soghene de La Rochefoucauld hes been
far supased. Modesty hes been greatly improved upon
dnce that time, and we now indulge in refinements which
he would not have dreamed of.

For my own part, not being .accugomed to look at Satues

v
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in certain places, | thought, like other people, that the vine
leaf carved by the chisds of the superintendent of the fine
arts was the most ridiculous thing in the world. It appears
that 1 was wrong, and that the vine leaf is among the most
meritorious of institutions.

| have been told—I refused to believe it, so singular did
it ssem to me—that people existed, who, standing before
Michael Angdlo's "Last Judgment,” saw nothing in it but
the episode of the licentious prelates, and veiled their faces,
as they cried out against the abomination of the desolation!

Such people, too, know nothing of the romance of Rodrigo
save the verse about the,snake. If there is any nakedness
in a picture or a book they go straight to it, like swine to
the mire, without troubling themsdves about the full-blown
flowers, or the beautiful golden fruit which hang in every
direction.

| confess that | am not virtuous enough for that. The
impudent abigail Dorine may safely display her plump breast
before me. | shall certainly not take out my pocket-hand-
kerchief to cover the bosom that cannot be seen. | shall
look at her breast as at her face, and, if it is white and well-
formed, | shall take pleasure in it; but | shal not try
whether Elmire's dress is soft, nor push her in a saintly
way towards the edge of the table, as did the pitiful Tartuffe.

The great affectation of morality which reigns at present
would be very laughable, if it were not very tiresome. Every
feuilleton becomes a pulpit, every journalist a preacher, and
nothing but the tonsure and the little collar is wanting.
Rainy weather and homilies are the order of the day; we
protect ourselves from the one by not going out except in a
carriage, and from the other by reading Pantagruel again
with bottle and pipe.

Good heavens! what exasperation! what fury! Who has
bitten you? Who has stung you? What the deuce is the
matter with you, that you make such an outcry, and what has
this poor vice done to you, that he has so much of your
ill-will, he who is such a good fellow and 0 easy-going, and
who only asks to amuse himself without annoying other
people, if that be possible? Do with vice as Serre did with
the gendarme: embrace each other, and let all this come
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to an end. Beieve me it will do yon good. Why, ﬂood
heavend worthy preachers, what would you da without
vice? 'Y ou would be reduced to beggary from to-morrow, if
peglple becare virtuous to-day. _

he theatres would be dased this evenmg?\.I What sub-
jects would you have for your feuilletons? No more balls
a the operar to fill your columns; no more novels to
cut up; for bals, novels, and comedies are veritable Romps
of Sdan, if we are to beieve our Holy Mother the Church.
The actress would send away her lover, and could no |
pay you for your prase. People would ceege to subscr
to your S, they would reed Saint Augusting, and go to
church and tell their beeds  That might perhaps be all very
well, but mogt certainly you would gain nothing by it. It

e were virtuous, what would you do with your tirades
agang the immorality of the century? You e that vice is
good for something after all.

But it is the fashion now to be virtuous and Christian;
People have taken aturn for it. They dfect Saint Jrome as
ormerly they affected Don Juan; they are pae and mace-
rated, they weer their hair gposlewise, they walk with
dasped hands and with eyes fixed on the ground; they have
a Bible open on the mantdpiece, and a crucifix and some
consecrated boxwoodcg the bed, they swvexr no longer,
anoke little, and scarcdy chew at all.

Then they are Chridtians, and of the sooreohess of
art, the lofty misson of the artist, the poetry of Catholicism,
Monseur de Lamennas, the painters of the Angelic schoal,
the Council of Trent, progressive humanity, and a thousand
other fine things. Some Infuse a little Republicanism into
their religion, and these are not the lesst curious. They
couple Robespiere and Jesus Christ in the modt jovial
fashion, and, with a sariousness worthy ogg)rasa amdgamate
the Acts of the Apostles and the decress of the holy Conven
tion, to use the scramentd epithet; others, asalast ingredi-
ent, add a fev Sant-Smonian idees  Such persons are com-
plete down to the e%roun_d; they cannot be excelled. It is not
given to humaen absurdity to go further—has ultra metas,
& c, they are the pillars of Hercules of burlesque.
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Christianity is so much in vogue, owing to the prevaent
hypocrisy, that neo-Christianity itself enjoys a certain favour.
They say that it even possessess an adept, including Monsieur
Drouineau.

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

He pushes chaste susceptibility as far as anthropophagy,
or to within little of it.

His manner of procedure, though simple and easy at first
.sight, is none the less facetious and superlatively diverting,
and | 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 ecies 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 femae cousins with-
out number. Next there is required a theatrical piece or a
novel, a pen, ink, paper, and a printer. It might, perhaps,
be as well to have an idea and severa subscribers, but with
a good ded of philosophy and shareholders money, it is
possible to do without them.

When you have all this you may set up as a moral jour-
nalist. The two following recipes, suitably varied, are suffi-
cient for the editing:—

Models of Virtuous Articles on a First Performance.

"After the literature of blood, the literature of mire; after
the Morgue and the galleys, the dcove and the lupanar;
after rags stained by murder, rags stained by debauchery;
after, &c. (according to necessity and the space available,
this strain may be continued from six lines up to fifty or
more)—this is justice. See whither forgetfulness of whole-
ome doctrine and romantic licentiousness lead us: the
theatre has become a school for 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 femde 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: "l will not go to se this drama with my mis-
tress” That man | admire and love; r carry him in my
heart, as Louis XV I || carried the whole of France in his
bosom; for he has had the most triumphant, colossa, irregu-
lar, and luxorian idea that has entered the brain of man, out
of al the numerous droll ideas conceived in this blessed
nineteenth century.

The method of giving an account of a book isvery expedi-
tious, and within the reach of every capacity:—

" | f you wish to read this book, 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. Itisa
dangerous book, and it counsds vice. It would, perhaps,
have had a great success in the time of Crebillon, in the
petites maisons, 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 that there must be in every
work an idee——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 otherwise
estimable talent in lewd pictures which would make a captain
of dragoonsblush. (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’ 'F&icia," '‘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 frightful to think that, by order of the newspapers,
there are many honest manufacturers who have only these
two recipes to live on, they and the numerous family that
they employ.
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Apparently | am the most enormously immoral personage
to be found in Europe or dsewhere, for | s nothing more
licentious in the novels and comedies of to-day than in the
novels and comedies of former times, and | cannot well
understand why the ears of the gentlemen of the press should
have suddenly become so Jansenically delicate.

| do not think that the most innocent journalist dare say
that Pigault-Lebrun, the younger Crebillon, Louvet, Voise-
non, Marmontel, and all other makers of romances and
novels, do not surpass in immorality, since immorality there
is, the most disordered and licentious productions of Messrs.
So-and-s0, whom | do not mention by name out of regard
for their modesty.

It would need the most signal bad faith not to acknowl-
edgeit.

Let it not be objected that | have here adduced names little
or imperfectly known. If | have not aluded to illustrious
and monumental names, it is not that they do not support
my assertion with their great authority.

Except for the difference in merit, the romances and tales
of Voltaire are assuredly not much 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 e in the comedies of the 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 husband is old, ugly, and eccentric; he wears his wig
awry, his coat has gone out of fashion, he has a bill-headed
cane, his nose is daubed with snuff, his legs are short, and
his abdomen is as big as a budget. He sputters, spesks
only folly, and acts suitably to his words; he sses nothing
and hears nothing; his wife is kissed to his very beard, and
he does not know what is going on. This lasts until he has
been well and duly proved a cuckold in his own eyes and in
the eyes of the whole highly edified house, which applauds
enthusiastically.

Those who applaud the most are those who are married
the most.
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Marriagein Moliereis called George Dandin or Sganarelle.

Adultery, Damis, or Clitandre; there isno name sweet and
charming enough for it.

The adulterer is aways young, handsome, .well-made, and
a marquis, at the least. He enters humming the latest
couranto in an aside; he makes one or two geps on the stage
with the most deliberate and triumphant air in the world,;
he scratches his ear with the rosy nail of his 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 sze. His doublet and hose are hidden
beneath aigulets and bows of ribbon, his neck-band is by the
best maker; his gloves smell better than benjamin and civet;
his plumes have cogt a louis the spray.

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

He spesks, and we have nothing but madrigals and per-
fumed gallantries delivered in afine 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 have
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 dow about dying, and
will on no account give up their money! How the eternity
of parents is spoken of! What gpeeches against heredity,
and how much more convincing they are than all the Saint-
Simonian declamations !
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A father is an ogre, an Argus, a gaoler, a tyrant, a some-
thing which at the very most is only good for delaying a
marriage, during three acts, until the final denouement. A
father is as ridiculous as the most ridiculous husband. A
son isnever ridiculousin 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 striped in Neapolitan
fashion, their cap on their ear, and their feather sweeping
the flies—are they not very pious people, very chaste, and
deserving of canonisation? The galeys are full of worthy
people, who have not done a quarter of what they do. The
cheatings of Trialph are petty in comparison with theirs.
And the Lisettes and Martons, what wantons, ye gods, are
they! 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 though
these comedies and imbroglios. Duped guardians, cuekolded
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 withal 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-
=f, is always as pleased as possible. In Moliere virtue is
always disgraced and thrashed; it wears the horns, and
offers its back to Mascarille; morality may just, perhaps, put
in a single appearance at the end of the piece, under the
somewhat homely personification of police-officer Loyal.

In all that we have just said we have had no intention of
chipping the corners of Moliere's pedestal; we are not" foolish
enough to try to shake this bronze colossus with our puny
arms, we simply wished to demonstrate to the pious jour-
nalists, who are shocked by recent romantic works, that the
ancient classics, which every day they recommend us to
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read and imitate, far surpass them in wantonness and
immorality.

With Moliere we might easily join both.Marivaux 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 s|ams 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 cannot 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.

Perhaps 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 | leave to be discussed by
those who are more learned than |I. The world has, at all
events, passad the age when we can counterfeit modesty and
bashfulness, and | think it too old a grey-beard to be able to
play the child and virgin without making itself ridiculous.

Since her marriage with civilisation, society has lost the
right of being 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 isavery indecent thing, and
seriously compromises her husband's reputation.

When | 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, | who
have on my conscience sundry small jokes somewhat too
highly spiced, such as a young man with life and spirit may
have to reproach himself with.
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Beside these Bossuets of the Cefe de Paris, these Bourda-
loues of the balcony 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 rascd 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 speces strictly observed, would scarcely, in the
hands of the most skilful 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 Monthyon prize or of carrying off the
rose in this.

Then, when | think that | have met with rather a large
number of these dragons of virtue beneath the table, and
even esewhere, | get a better opinion of myself, and estimate
that, with all the faults that | may have, they have another,
which is, in my eyes, the very 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 | scarcely.
dare name it. Come close, and | will whisper its name into
your ear: itisenvy.

Envy, and nothing €se.

It is this that goes creeping and winding through all these
paternal homilies. However careful it may be to conced
itself, it may from time to time be sen 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.

| know perfectly well that it is insufferable conceit to
pretend that you are envied, and that it is almost as nauseous
as a coxcomb vaunting his good fortune. | am not so boastful
as to believe that | am hated and envied; that is a happiness
which is not given to everybody, and it will probably be
long before | have it. Thus | shall spesk freely and unre-
servedly, as one quite disinterested in the matter.

One thing which is certain and easy of demonstration to
those who might doubt its existence, is the natural antipathy
,of the critic 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.

Y ou do not become a critic until it has 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.

| can understand this hatred. It is painful to se another
sit down at a banquet to which you have not been invited,
and degp with a woman who would have nothing to say to
you. With all my heart, | pity the poor eutiuch 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 caressss his fa-
vourite before him, and kisses her on her pomegranate lips.
His position is, in truth, a very fase one, and he must fed
greatly embarrassed.

I't is the same with the critic who sees the poet walking
in the garden of poesy with his nine fair odalisques, and dis-
porting idly in the shade of large green laurels. It isdifficult
for him not to pick up the sones on the highway 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.

| think that 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 to
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a few lines—a benefit for which we expect more than eterna
gratitude. At a very remote epoch, which islost 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, a la
Hennin, were not despised, parti-coloured trousers were
esteemed; the dagger was beyond all price; the pointed shoe
was worshipped like a fetich. There was nothing but ogives,
turrets, little columns, coloured glass, cathedrals, and strong
castles, there was nothing but damozels and squires, pages
and varlets, vagrants and veterans, gallant knights and fierce
cadtellans; all being things which were certainly more inno-
cent than innocent pastimes, and which did nobody any
harm.

The critic had not waited for the second romance in order
to begin his work of depreciation. No sooner had the first
appeared than he had wrapped himself up in his cloth of
camdl's hair, poured a bushel 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 middie 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 but
their name. O the iron barons in their iron armour, with
their iron hearts in their iron breastss 0 the cathedrals
with their ever full-blown roses, 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 angels
hovering and flapping their wings beneath the vaulted roofs!
How have they spoiled my middle ages my middle ages so
delicate and bright! How have they hidden them beneath
a coating of coarse badigeon! What loud over-colouring!
Ah! ignorant daubers, who think that you have produced
colour by laying red upon blue, white upon Black, and green
upon yellow; you have seen nothing of the middle ages but
their shell.  You have not divined the soul of the middie
ages no blood circulates beneath the skin with which you
clothe your phantoms. there is no hoart in your corselect 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 against the
middle ages, was sdized with a great passion for these poorl
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 feuda jollities.

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

The journalists very soon scented it out, as crows do the
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 galeys, nightmare of the hangman, hallucination of
drunken butchers and hot-fevered convict-keepersl  They
benignly gave us to understand. that the authors were
assassins and vampires, that they had 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 mixing in good society, white gloved, fashion-
ably short-sighted, more ready to feed on beef-stesks than
on human cutlets, and more accustomed to drink Bordeaux
than the blood of young girls or new-born infants. And
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 blood 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 better than the
boudoir; the reader could only be captured by a hook baited
with a little 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 aworm or a bit of old cheese and carp, barbel, perch,
and eds will leap three feet out of the water to snap it.
Men are not so different from fish as people ssem generaly
to believe.

Y ou 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 sen 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 banks of the Lignon side by sde with
the sheep of Amaryllis. They had changed their black
dresscoat for the turtledove-coloured jacket of Celadon or
Silvander, and surrounded their goose-quills with tufts of
rosss and favours after the fashion of the pastoral crock.
They alowed their hair to flow down like a child's, and
they had manufactured virginities, according to Marian
Delorme's recipe, in which they had succeeded as well as
she did.

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

The smalest dramatic murder was no longer permitted,
and the fifth act had 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 immemoria that the end of all
tragedy is to kill, in the last scene, a poor devil of a great
man who cannot help himself, just as the end of all comedy
is to unite matrimonially two fools of lovers each about
sixty years of age.

It was about this time that | 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 sage—an incident which would
have been very jovial and somewhat unprecedented.

In order to conform to their ideas, | have snce composed
an ancient tragedy, in five acts, called "Heliogabalus," 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 ssen on the stage. | have
adso written a modern drama far superior to "Antony,"
"Arthur, or the Fatal Man," in which the providential idea
occurs in the shape of a Straiburg pate de foie gras, which
the hero egats to the last crumb after effecting severa 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 aways punished and virtue rewarded.

Asto 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 Tri-
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 when 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, nevertheess, who is recognised by the feuilleton
writers as superior in all his works, excepting of course that
one with which they are dealing, and who would only have
to write a theological treatise or a cookery book to have
his stage deemed admirable!

As for the romance of the heart, the ardent and impas
soned romance whose father is the German Werther, 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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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 turn round cardesdy 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? Whats 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-
sf with form, and style, and rhyme in the presence of such
grave interests? What 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 will find the means of doing o 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 oh him we call with
all our vows. When he appears, his will be the acclamations
of the crowd, his the palm, his the crown, his the Pry-
taneum."

Well 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,
which is, in its nature, tolerably soporific, and might, with
advantage, take the place of laudanum, and Academic dis-
COUrses.

No, 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 essentialy civilising and
adapted to advance humanity on its Dath of progress.
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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, unfortunately, lay a medley
of rhymes on our body after the fashion of a waistcoat. |
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 hand, so history relates.

However, the celebrated Monsieur de La Calprenede had
once a coat, and when asked of what material it was made,
he replied, "Of Silvandre." Slvandre was the name of a
piece which he had just brought out with success

Such arguments make one eevate one's shoulders above
the head, and higher than the Duke of Gloucester's.

People who pretend to be economists, and who wish to
reconstruct society from top to bottom, serioudy advance
similar nonsense,

A novel has two uses—one material and the other spiritual
—if we may employ such an expresson 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 neither devil nor
wind can carry him off; to the bookseler, it means a fine
thoroughbred horse, pawing and prancing with its cabriolet
of ebony and steel, as Figaro says; to the papermakef, an-
other mill besde some stream or other, and often the means
of spoiling afine site; to the printers, some tons of logwood
for 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 deep, and
do not read usefiil, virtuous, and progressive journals, or
other similarly indigestible and stupefying drugs.

Let any one say after this that novels do not contribute
to civilisation. | say nothing of tobacco-sdlers, grocers, and
deders in fried potatoes, who have a very great interest in



XXiv PREFACE

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 one burst with laughing to
hear the dissertations of these Republican or Saint-Simonian
utilitarian gentlemen. | should, first of all, very much like
to know the precise meaning of this great lanky substantive
with which 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 two sorts of utility, and the meaning of the
vocable is always a relative one.  What is useful for one is
not useful for another. You are a cobbler, | am a poet. It
is useful to me to have my first verse rhyme with my second.
A rhyming dictionary is of great utility to me; you do not
want it to cobble an old pair of boots, and it isonly right to
say that a shoe-knife would not be of great service to me in
making an ode. To this you will object that a cobbler 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 | honour
equally with that of constitutional monarch, I humbly con-
fess that | would rather have my shoe unstitched than my
verse badly rhymed, and that | 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, | wear out fewer shoes than a virtuous Republican,
who is aways hastening from one minister to another in
the hope of having some place flung to him.

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

Is there anything absolutely useful on this earth and in
this life of ours? To begin with, it is not very usefu that
we are on the earth and alive. | defy the most learned 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 whatsoever.

Next, the utility of our existence being admitted a priori,
what are the things really useful for supporting it? Some
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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 who 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 saven 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 aswell and better against the cold
than the most degant and best cut dress coat by Staub.

With this he will be able, literally, to subsist. It is truly
said that it is possible to live on a shilling a day. But to
prevent onés-sdlf from dying is not living; and | do not s
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-
es? | would rather give up potatoes than roses, and 1
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? 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 mustard?

There is nothing truly beautiful but that which can never
be of any use whatsoever; everything useful is ugly, for it is
the expresson 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, | am
one of those to whom superfluity is a necessity—and | like
things and persons in an inverse ratio to the services that
they render me. | prefer a Chinese vase, strewn with
dragons and mandarins, and of no use to me whatever, to a
certain utensil which is of sarvice to me, and of my talents
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the one | eseem the most is my incapacity for guessing
logogriphs and charades. | would most joyfully renounce
my rights as a Frenchman and a citizen to se an authentic
picture by Raphael, or a beautiful woman naked—Princess
Borghese, for instance, when she posad for Canova, or Julia
Grisi entering her bath. | would willingly consent, so far as
| 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 | would deem
the electoral laws sufficiently wide, if some streets were more
so and some other thingsless.  Although | am no dilletante,
| would rather have the noise of fiddles and tambourines
than that of the bell of the President of the Chamber. |
would sell my breeches for a ring, and my bread for pre-
saves. It appears to me that the most fitting occupation
for acivilised man is to do nothing, or to smoke analytically
hispipe or cigar. | adso highly esteem those who play skittles
and those who make good verses. Y ou s that the utilitarian
principles are far from being mine, and that | shall never be
a contributor to a virtuous journal, unless, of Coursg, | be-
come converted, which would be rather comical.

Instead of offering a Monthyon prize as the reward of
virtue, | would rather, like that great but misunderstood
philosopher Sardanapalus, give a large premium to any one
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 30, He who has made women, perfumes, light,
beautiful flowers, good wines, frisky horses, greyhound-
bitches, and Angora cats; He who did not say to His angels,
"Have virtue," but "Have love," and who has given us a
mouth more sengitive than the rest of our skin to kiss
women, eyes raised on high to s the light, a subtle power
of smell to breathe the soul of flowers, sinewy thighs to
press the sdes 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 of a cat, and the
smooth shoulders of a creature of easy virtue, and who finally
has granted to us done the triple and glorious privilege of
drinking wher without thirst, of striking a light, and of
making love at all seasons, a privilege which distinguishes us
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from brutes far more than the custom of reading papers and
fabricating charters.

Good heavens! what a foolish thing is this pretended per-
fectibility of the human race which is continually being
dinned into our earsl 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 he may ruminate like an ox, or eyes at the
other dde of his head that, like Janus, he may se those
who put out their 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, well
and good; the word perfectibility will then begin to have
0mMe meaning.

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

Have people succeaded in drinking more than they drank
in the times of ignorance and barbarity (old style) ? Alex-
ander, the doubtful friend of the handsome Hephaestion, did
not drink so badly, athough in his time there was no
"Journal of Useful Knowledge," and | do not know of any
utilitarian who would be capable of draining the great drink-
ing vesd that he called the cup of Hercules, without becom-
ing oinopic and more swelled out than the younger Lepeintrc
or a hippopotamus.

Marshal de Bassompierre, who emptied his great funnel-
shaped boot to the health of the thirteen cantons, appears
to me singularly worthy in his way and difficult to improve
upon.

What economist will enlarge our stomachs S0 as to contain
as many beef-steaks as did the late Milo of Crotona who
ate an ox? Thebill of fare of the Cafe Anglais, of Vefour's,
or of any other culinary celebrity that you will, appears to
me very meagre and oecumenica, compared with 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?
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Who has eaten seaeds and lampreys fattened on man? Do
you really believe that Brillat-Savarin has 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 scams? Your
oysters from the Rocher de Cancae are truly rarities besde
the Lucrine oysters, which had a sea made expresdy for
them. The little suburban villas of the Marquises of the
Regency are wretched country-boxes in comparison with the
villas of the Roman patricians at Baiae, Caraeg, 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? Un-
fortunately, there are but seven as before, a very moderate
number of falls for the upright man per day. | do not even
think that after a century of progress, at the rate we are
going, any lover will 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 spesking of
progress? | am quite aware that you will tell me that we
have an Upper and a Lower Chamber, that we hope that
everybody will soon be an eector, 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? | can scarcely understand the utility which
congsts in penning two or three hundred provincials in a
wooden hut, with a ceiling painted by Monsieur Fragonard,
to have them jumble and blunder any number of petty laws
which are either atrocious or absurd. What matters it
whether it be a sdbre, an aspergill, or an umbrella that
governs you? It is always a stick, and | am astonished that
men of progress should dispute about the choice of a cudgel
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to tickle their shoulders, when it would be much more pro-
gressive and less expensive to break it and throw the pieces
to all the devils.

The only one among you who has common-sense is a
madman, a great genius, an idiot, a divine poet far above
Lamartine, Hugo, and Byron; he is Charles Fourrier, the
phalansterian, who is all this in himself alone: he alone has
displayed logic with boldness enough to follow out its con-
segquences to the end. He affirms without hesitation that
men will soon have a tail fifteen feet long, with an eye at
the extremity. Thiswould certainly be progress, and would
admit of our doing a thousand fine things previously impos-
sible, such as killing elephants 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 heads like the squirrels, who get on
very agreeably without gamps, together with other preroga-
tives which it would take too long to enumerate. Many
phalansterians even pretend that they already have a small
one, which is ready to become larger, if God but grant them
life.

Charles Fourrier has invented as many species of animals
as Georges Cuvier the great naturalist. He has invented
horses three times as big as elephants, dogs as large as tigers,
fishes capable of satisfying more people than Jesus Christ's
three fishes, which the incredulous Voltairians think were
April ones, and | a magnificent parable. He has built
towns, besde which Rome, Babylon, and Tyre were but
mole-hills; he has piled Babels one upon the other, and
raised spires to the clouds more infinite than any of these
in John Martin's engravings; he has concelved | know not
how many orders of architecture and new condiments; he
has designed a theatre which would appear grand even to
the Romans of the Empire, and drawn up abill of fare which
Lucius or Nomentanus might perhaps have found sufficient
for a dinner of friends; he promises to create new pleasures,
and to develop our organs and sensss; he is to render women
more beautiful and voluptuous, 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 esse 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.

Progressis possible only in thisway. All the rest isbitter
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 aone wrestle Success
fully with the phalanstery. What fertility! What inven-
tion! Thereis sufficient in it to supply with the marvellous
three thousand cart loads of romantic or classc poems; and
our versifiers, Academicians or not, are very sorry trouveres
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 sy 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 Vesuvius
did formerly for Stabia, 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 the great buried building, the Gothic Notre-
Dame. They would obtain afine idea of our arts by 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
were not the pictures of the ancient schools, and the statues
of antiquity, or of the Renaissance hegped up in that long,
shapeless interior, the gallery of the Louvre; of there were
not the ceiling by Ingres to prevent a belief that Paris had
been but an encampment of barbarians, a village of Welches
or Topinamboux, the things obtained from the excavations
would be of a very curious nature. Sabres belonging to the
National Guard, firemen's helmets, and coins struck with
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an unformed stamp, that is what they would find instead of
the beautiful, 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 to 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, | 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 grand 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 way on its legs, like a
rickety child, and stumbled, like a pensioner dead drunk, so
that it was necessary to furnish it with crutches of stone,
without which it would have falen pitifully at full length
before the whole world, and provided the nations with food
for laughter for more than a hundred years. We wished
to st up an obelisk in one of our squares; we had to go and
filch it from Luxor, and we were two years bringing it home.
Old Egypt bordered her highways with obelisks, as we do
ours with poplar trees; she carried bunches of them undef
her arms as a kitchen-gardener carries his bundles of aspara
gus, 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 had Raphael, they had
Michael Angelo; now we have Monsieur Paul Delaroche.
and all because we are making progress.

Y ou boast of your opera; ten operas such as yours would
dance the saraband in a Roman circus. Monsieur Martin
himself, with his tame tiger and his poor lion, gouty and
adeep, like a subscriber to the "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 which lasted a hundred days.
of those representations in which veritable vessds veritably
fought in a veritable seg; in which thousands of men con-
scientiously cut themselves to pieces,—turn pale, O heroic
Franconi '—in which, when the sea had retired, there came
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the desrt, with its tigers and roaring lions, terrible supers
who served only for once, in which the leading part was
filled by some robust Dacian or Pannonian athlete whom it
would often have been very difficult to recall at the conclu-
sion of the piece, and whose sweetheart was some beautiful
and dainty Numidian 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 dances better than Arbuscula, and
Perrot better than Bathyllus? | 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
our young ladies is scarcely more than sixty, and that Made-
moiselle Marsisnot 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. 1t 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, and have as yet dept
only with their charwoman. Everything tires them, every-
thing is too much for them, everything wearies them; they
are surfeited, blase, worn out, inaccessble. They know
beforehand what you are going to tell them; they have
seen, felt, experienced, heard all that it is possble to g
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: " The human heart
is not like that; women are not made so; this character is
untrue;" or, perhaps, "What! always love and hate; aways
men and women!  Cannot people spesk 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 in the
same way that the Pont-Neuf is; nothing in the world is
more common; | read it somewhere or other when | was at
nurse or elsewhere; it has been dinned into my ears for ten
years past. Moreover, learn, sir, that there is nothing that
| do not know, that everything is used up so far as | am
concerned, and that were your idea asvirginal as the Virgin
Mary, | should none the less affirm that | 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 Jocko, of the
Monstre Vert, the Lyons of Mysore, and a thousand other
fineinventions.

They are continually complaining of being obliged to read
books, and se pieces at the theatre. Apropos of a paltry
vaudeville, they will talk to you of amond-trees in flower,
balmy limes, the breeze of spring, and the fragrance of the
young foliage; they st up for lovers of nature after the
fashion of young Werther, and yet have never s&t foot out of
Paris, and could not tell a cabbage from a beet. If it is
winter, they spesk of the charms of the domestic hearth,
the crackling fire, and irons, dippers, dreaming, and dozing;
they will not fail to quote the famous line from Tibullus,

"Quam juvat immites 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
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!l” *
They profess afierce antipathy to Gymnase colonels, Ameri-
can uncles, cousins male and femae, 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 born clever. We do not, indeed, con-
sder his agreat evil, but the contrary, and we are delighted

*"Look at the periwinkle" (the flower), i.e. "the summer is
coming."—Translator'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 | should like 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 trandate the tragic
Seneca.  Lastly, to bring up the rear, a new battalion of
critics has been formed of a kind not seen before.

Their critical formula is the most convenient, extensible
malleable, peremptory, superlative, and triumphant that a
critic has ever conceived. Zoilus would certainly 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, fase 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 passges 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 serioudy affirmed that his work had a
tendency towards anthropophagy, and that its readers would
infallibly become cannibals and hydrophobes in the course of
the week; but all this was poor and behind the time, as
brazen-faced and fossilised as possible. The accusation of
immorality, dragged as it had been through feuilletons and
"variety" columns, was becoming insufficient, and so un-
serviceable, 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.

Then was invented criticism of the future, prospective
criticism.  Can you not s at once how charming it is, and
how it is the product of a fine imagination? The recipe is
simple, and may be imparted to you. The book to be con-
sidered 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—nbut 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-
sdves 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 half-
afoot 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 fellows, you are no great scholars, and would do
well to go back to school! The placard says. 'To-morrow.'
| am not so simple and whimsical as to shave gratis to-day;
my feliow-barbers would say that | was ruining the trade.
Come again next time, or the week when two Sundays come
together, and you will find yourselves well off. May |
become a green leper if | don't shave you gratis, on the word
of an honest barber."

Authors who read a prospective article jeering at an actual
work, always flatter themselves that the book that they are
writing will be the book of the future. They try to comply,
as far asispossible, with the critic's ideas, and become social,
progressive, moralising, paingenesica, mythical, pantheis-
tical, buchezistical, believing that they will thereby
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 might
be called the retrospective, and which consists in extolling
only ancient works, which are no longer read and which
trouble 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. | am
beginning to fear that these few lines must be each two or
three thousand fathoms long, and resemble those great pam-
phlets which are 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
illustrious Aristarchuses of the age, we shall content our-
sves 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 blows 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 had 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 display. Absurd, detestable, monstrous; it is like
nothing; it is like everything. A drama is produced, and
the critic goes to se it; he finds that it corresponds in no
respect to the drama which he had fabricated in his head
on the suggestion of the title; and so, in his feuilleton, he
substitutes his own drama for the author's. He gives large
doses of erudition; he disburdens himself of all the knowl-
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edge he has obtained the day before in some library, and
treats like negroes people to whom he should go to school,
and the least of whom might teach men more able than he.

Authors endure this with a magnanimity and forbearance
that ssems really inconceivable to me. What, after all, are
these critics whose tones are so peremptory and words so
short, that one might take them for true sons of the gods?
They are simply men who have 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 grandess, who make such an affectation of being
haughty and hard to please, are far from possessing the in-
fallibility of our Holy Father. There would be enough to
fill a daily paper of the largest sze. Their blunders, his-
torical or otherwise, 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 Piraeus 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 Chateaubriand, Lamartine, and others of the same kind
were to criticise, | could understand people kneeling and
adoring; but that Messrs. Z. K. Y. V. Q. X., or some similar
letter between A and , 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. | would fain have a police
regulation forbidding certain names from jostling certain
others. It is true that a cat may look at a king, and that
Saint Peter of Rome, giant as he is ¢ annot prevent thesc
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Transteveronians from polluting him in strange sort below;
but | none the less believe that it would be insane to write
along monumental reputations:

Commit no nuisance here.

Charles X aone 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 ecies of
courtiers or jobbers who interpose between artists and public,
between king and people. We know what fine results have
followed. These perpetua 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 11, and | am not
acquainted with any feuilleton on Daniel de Volterre, Sdhes
tian del Piombo, Michael Angelo, or Raphael, nor on
Ghiberti delle Porte or Benvenuto Cellini; and yet | think
that for people who 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 themseves
badly in their calling.

The reading of newspapers prevents the existence of true
scholars and true artists. It is like a daily debauch which
makes you come enervated and strengthless to the couch of
the Muses, those hard and difficult maidens who require
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-
sves, 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 a
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 deders in phosphorus boxes,
if only they have a little memory, chatter about literature
as nonsensically as country Academicians, it is dso 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, | should be infinitely grateful
to him, and would rhyme him on the spot a fine disordered
dithyramb with bold verses and cross rhymes, signed: "Y our
very humble and very faithful subject, &c." Let it not be
imagined that literature would no longer engege attention;
at a time when there were no newspapers, a quatrain used
to occupy all Paris for a wesk 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 | 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. |
shall certainly make use of it, and | promise myself wonders
from it. The great day being come, twenty-four criers on
horseback, and in the publisher's livery, with his address on
their backs and breasts, carrying in their hands banners
embroidered on both sdes with the title of the romance, and
each preceded by a drummer and a kettle-drummer, will
traverse the town, and, stopping in the sguares and at the
crossways, cry in a loud and intelligible voice: "To-day,
and not 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 Theo-
phile Gautier, Which Europe, and even the other parts of
the world and Polynesia, have been expecting 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 thiswould be quite equal to a three-lined advertise-
ment in the "Debats" or the "Courier Francais," among
elastic belts, crinolined collars, feeding-bottles with inde-
structible teats, Regnault's jujubes, and cures for toothache.
May 1834.
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MADEMOISELLE
DE MAUPIN

"You complain, my dear friend, of the scarcity of my
letters. What would you have me write, except that | arr
well, and that | have ever the same affection for you? These
are things of which you are quite aware, and which are so
natural, considering my age, and the excellent qualities to be
discerned in you, that it is amost ridiculous to send a
wretched shest of paper on a journey of a hundred miles
with no more information than that. All my seeking isin
vain, | have no news worth relating; my life is the most
uniform in the world, and nothing comes to disturb its
monotony. To-day is followed by to-morrow, just as yester-
day was followed by to-day; and, without being so con
ceited as to play the prophet, | can in the morning boldly
predict what will befall me in the evening.

"Here is the plan of my day: | get up—that is of course,
and is the beginning of every day; | breakfast, fence, go
out, come in again, dine, pay visits or read something, and
then | go to bed, just as | did the day before; | fall adeep,
and my imagination, not having been excited by new objects,
affords me but trite and hackneyed dreams as monotonous
as my real life. This is not very diverting, as you se
Nevertheless, | am better pleased with such an existence than
| should have been six months ago. | am dull, it is true,
but it is in a peaceful and resigned fashion, not devoid of a
certain sweetness, which | should be ready enough to com-
pare to those wan and tepid autumn days in which ‘we find
a secret charm after the excessive heat of summer.

"Although | have apparently accepted this kind of exist-
ence, it is nevertheless scarcely suitable for me, or at least it

I
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has very little resemblance to that of which | dream, and
to which | consder myself adapted. It may be that | am
mistaken, and that | really am suited only to this mode of
life; but | can scarcely believe it, for if this were my true
destiny, | should have fitted myself into it with greater eass
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 | worship everything that is singu-
lar, extravagant, and perilous, and how greedily | 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 | have
never had an adventure and have never made a journey
So far as | am concerned, the circuit of the world is the
circuit of the town in which | live; | touch my horizon on
all sdes; | rub shoulders with the real; my life is that of
the shdll on the sand-bank, of the ivy round the tree, of
the cricket on the hearth; in truth, | am surprised that my
feet have not yet taken root.

"Love is painted with bandaged eyes, but it is destiny
that should be depicted thus.

"I 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 | know not where besides, who has
seen with his own eyes all those things about which | 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 the
strangest situations, and he has had the most astonishing
adventures that one could have. | make him talk some
times, and am maddened to think that all these glorious
things 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.

"It is clear that this rasca's life ought to have been mine.
Asfor him, he thinks me very fortunate, and is lost in wonder
to s me melancholy, as | am.

. "All thisis not very interesting, my poor friend, and is
scarcely worth the trouble of writing, isit? But snce you
insist on my writing to you, | must relate my thoughts and



MADEMOISELLE DE MAUPIN 3

fedings, 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 | shall have to tell you, but you must
lay the blame on yourself alone. | shall be obeying your
own wish.

"You have been my friend from childhood, and | 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. | can therefore, without blushing, give
you an account of all the nonsense that passss through my
idle brain. | shal neither add, nor deduct a single word,
for | have no fadse pride with you. And so | shal be
scrupulously exact, even in trifling and shameful matters; |
shall certainly not veil myself before you.

"Beneath this winding sheet of indifferent and depressing
languor of which | have just told you, there sometimes stirs
a thought, torpid rather than dead, and | do not aways
posess the sweet, sad calm that melancholy gives. | have
relapses, and | fall again into my old perturbations. Noth-
ing in the world is so fatiguing as these purposdess whirl-
winds and these aimless flights. On such days, although 1
have nothing to do any more than on others, | rise very
early, before the sun, so persuaded am | that | am in a
hurry, and that | shall not have the necessary time. | 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. Any one seeing me would suppose that | was going
to keep a love appointment or look for money. Not at all.
| even do not know whither | am going; but go | must, and
| should believe my safety compromised if | remained. It
seams to me that | am called from without, that my destiny
is at that moment passing in the stregt, and that the question
of my life is about to be decided.

"l go down with an air of wild surprise, my dress in
disorder, and my hair uncombed. People turn and laugh
when they meet me, and think that | am a young debauchee,
who has spent the night at the tavern or dsewhere. Indeed
| am intoxicated, though | have drunk nothing, and | have
the manner of a drunkard, even to his uncertain gait, now
fast and now slow. | go from street to street, like a dog
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that has 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 | run up against, and looking about me everywhere,
with a clearness of vision which at other times | do not
posess  Then it suddenly becomes evident to me that | am
mistaken, that it is assuredly not there, that | must go fur-
ther, to the other end of the town, | know not where, and
| st off as if the devil were carrying me away. My toes
only touch the ground, and | do not weigh an ounce. Truly
| must present a singular appearance with my preoccupied
and frenzied countenance, the gesticulations of my arms and
the inarticulate cries | utter. When | think of it in cold
blood, I 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.

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

"Is it an opportunity for loving, an adventure, a woman,
an idea or a fortune, something which is wanting to my life,
and which | sk without accounting to myself for it, but
impelled by a vague instinct? |s it my existence which de-
sires 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 aways a very un-
pleasant condition, a feverish irritation, which is usually
succeeded by the dullest atony.

"| often have an idea, that if | had set out an hour earlier,
or had increased my pace, | should have arrived in time:
that, while | was passing down one street, the object of my
search was passing down the other, and that a block of
vehicles was sufficient to make me miss what | have been
pursuing quite at random for so long. You cannot imagine
the sadness and the degp despair into which | fall when |
e that all this ends in nothing, and that my youth is pass-
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ing away with no prospect opening up before me; then all
my idle passons growl dully in my heart, and prey upon
themsealves for lack of other food, like beasts in a menagerie
that the keeper has 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. | have no hope, for hope implies desire, a
certain disposition for wishing that things should turn out in
one way rather than in another. | desire nothing, for |
desire everything. | do not hope, or rather | hope no longer;
—that is too silly,—and it is quite the same to me whether
a thing happens or not. | am waiting, and for what? | do
not know, but | 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; | grow furious, or
begin to weep. | 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
Raphadl's virgins to leave the canvas and come to embrace
me, for relations, whom | do not possess to die and leave
me what will enable me to sail my fancy on ariver of gold,
for a hippogriff to take me and carry me into regions
unknown. But, whatever | am waiting for, it is assuredly
nothing usua and commonplace.

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

"Sometimes—but this is seldom—the idea takes a more
definite form. It will be some beautiful woman whom | do
not know, and who does not know me, whom | have met
at the theatre or at church, and who has not heeded me
in the least, | go over the whole house, and until | have
opened the door of the last room—I scarcely dare tell you,
it is so foolish—I hope that she has come, and that she is
there. Thisis not conceit on my part | have so little of the
coxcomb about me, that severd women, whom | 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-
possesed in my favour. It has a different origin.

"When | am not dulled by weariness and discouragement,
my soul awakes and recovers all its former vigour. | hope,
| love, | desire, and so violent are my desires, that | 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. Thisiswhy | wait for the things | 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 sek for an opportunity
to approach her. As for me, | ask the messenger for the
reply to a letter which | have not written, and spend my
time constructing the most wonderful situations in my head
for bringing me in the most favourable and most unex-
pected light under the notice of her whom | love. A book
might be made larger and more ingenious than the 'Strata-
gems of Polybius' of all the stratagems which | imagine for
introducing myself to her and revealing my passion. Gen-
erally, it would only be necessary to say to one of my
friends: 'Introduce me to Madame So-and-s0,' and to pay
a compliment drawn from mythology and suitably punc-
tuated with sighs.

"To listen to all this, one would think me fit for a mad-
house; nevertheless, | am a rational fellow enough, and |
have not put many of my folliesinto practice. All this passs
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 | have the reputation of being a placid and
cold young man, indifferent to women, and without interest
in things belonging to his years, which is as remote from
the truth as the judgments of the world usualy are.

"Nevertheless, in spite of all my discouragements, some
of my desires have been redlised, and, so little joy has been
given me by their fulfilment, that | dread the fulfilment of
the rest. Y ou remember the childish esgerness with which |
longed to have a horse of my own; my mother has given
me one quite recently; he is as black as ebony, with alittle
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white star on his forehead, with flowing mane, glossy coat,
and dender legs, just as | wished him to be. When they
brought him to me, it gave me such a shock, that | re-
mained quite a quarter of an hour very pale and unable to
compose myself. Then | mounted, and, without speaking a
single word, set off at full gallop, and for more than an horn
went straight across country in an ecstasy difficult to con-
ceive. | did the same every day for a week, and | really
do not know how it was that | did not kill him or at least
break his wind. By degress all this great esgerness died
away, | brought my horse to a trot, then to a walk, and
now | have come to ride him with such indifference, that he
often stops and | do not notice it. Pleasure has become
habit more quickly than | could have thought possible.
"As to Ferragus—that is the name | have given him—he
is really the most charming animal that one could ss2 He
has tufts on his feet like eagle's down; 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, | am still very fond
of him, for he is a horse of an excellent disposition, and |
sincerely prefer him to many human beings. If you only
heard how joyfully he neighs when | go to se him in the
stable, and with what intelligent eyes he looks at mel |
confess that | am touched by these tokens of affection, and
that |1 take him by the neck and embrace him with as
much tenderness, on my word, asif he were a beautiful girl.
"l had dso another desire, more keen, more eager, more
continually awake, more dearly cherished, and for which |
had built in my soul an enchanting castle of cards, a paace
of chimeras, that was often destroyed but raised again with
desperate constancy: it was to have a mistress—a mistress
quite my own—Iike the horse. | do not know whether the
fulfilment of this dream would have found me so soon cold
as the fulfilment of the other; | doubt it. But perhaps| am
wrong, and shall be tired of it as soon. Owing to my
peculiar disposition, | desire athing so frantically, without,
however, making any effort to procure it, that if by chance,
or otherwise, | attain the obiect of my wish, | have such a
moral lumbago, and am so worn out, that | 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 | have
coveted most strongly.

"l am twenty-two years old, and | am not virgin. Alas!
no one is so now at that age either in body, or, what is
much worse in heart. Besdes, consorting with the class of
females who afford us pleasure for payment, and are not to
be counted any more than a lascivious dream, | 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, | find
it impossible; | might have a thousand of the kind, and |
should still believe my desire as unfulfilled as ever.

"I have not, therefore, as yet had a mistress, and my
whole desire is 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 | want, but a woman, a mistress; | desire
one, and shall have one shortly; if | did not succeed, | con-
fess to you that | should never get over it, and that | should
have an inward timidity, adull discouragement, which would
exercise a serious influence upon the rest of my life. | should
consder 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.
So long as | have not attained my end, | shal look upon
myself merely as a child, and | shall not have the confidence
in myself which | ought to have. A mistress is to me what
the toga virilis was to the young Roman.

"I sse so many beautiful women in the possesson of men
who are ignoble in every respect, and scarcely fit to be their
lackeys, that | blush for them, and for myself. It gives me a
pitiful opinion of women to sse 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 every one, and are always lounging on
the back of some easy chair, while | remain a home, my
forehead pressed against the window pane, watching the river
steam and the mist rise, while silently erecting in my heart
the perfumed sanctuary, the marvellous temple in which | 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
esteemn those who put their ideasinto practice. After all, they
are right. Obliged by their education and their social posi-
tion to keep slence and to wait, they naturally prefer those
who come to them and speak, and thus relieve them from a
fase and tiresome position. | am quite sensible of this; yet
never in my life shall | be able to take it upon me, as | se
many others do, to rise from my seet, cross a drawing-room,
and say unexpectedly to a woman: 'Y our 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. | do not know who it will be, but | sse none among
the women of my acquaintance who could suitably fill this
dignified position. | find that they possess very few of the
qualities | 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 hus
band, some brother, a mother or an aunt, somebody or other,
with 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 isnot one of them, even to country cousins of the third
degree, whom we have never seen, that does not wish .to pre-
serve the spotless purity of their dear cousin in all its white.
ness. This is nauseous, and | shall never have the patiencs
to pull up all the weeds, and lop away all the briars which
fatally obstruct the approachesto a pretty woman.
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“I am not fond of mammas, and | like young girls still
les Further, | must confess that married women have but
a very dlight attraction for me. They involve a confusion
and a mingling which are revolting to me; | 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, | could never consent to yield the first place to an-
other. My natural pride cannot stoop to such a degradation.
| shall never go because another man is coming. Though the
woman were to be compromised and lost, and we were to fight
with knives each with a foot upon her body, | should re-
main. Private staircases, cupboards, closets, and all the ma-
chinery for deception would be of little service with me.

"l 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 effective; that | call
simply nonsense, ignorance, imbecility, or hypocrisy. The
maidenly ingenuousness which condgts in sitting on the very
edge of an easy 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 monopoly of uncurled hair and white frocks, the
purity of heart which wears its dress high up at the neck
because it has 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 simpletons to spell
out the aphabet of love. | am neither old enough nor de-
praved enough 'for that; besides, | should succeed badly at
it, for | never could show anybody anything, even what |
knew best myself. | prefer women who read fluently, we
arrive sooner at the end of the chapter; and in everything,
but especialy in love, the end is what we have to consider.
In this respect, | 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 choose our divinity. Alas! though nothing dse is
left to us, | greatly fear that neither will they afford us what
we wish.

“1f | 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 happily and recently departed
husband, | should certainly, and in a very short while, be as
miserable as was the defunct during his lifetime. Widows,
however young and charming they may be, have a terrible
drawback which other women are without; if you are not on
the very best terms with them, and a cloud passss across the
heaven of your love, they tell you at once with alittle super-
lative and contemptuous air—

"'Ah! how strange you arc to-day! It isjust like what he
was. When we quarrelled, he used to spesk 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 how like my husband you are; it is frightful.'

"1t 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 lesst
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 observe a diligent slence in such an event,
and all matters of the kind are consigned to oblivion as soon
as possible. It is an understood thing that a man is dways a
woman's first lover.

"I do not think that an aversion so well founded admits of
any sious reply. It is not that | consider widows altogether
devoid of charm, when they are young and pretty and have
not yet laid asde their mourning. They have little languish-
ing airs, little ways of letting the arms droop, of arching the
neck and of bridling up like unmated turtle-doves; a hegp of
charming affectations sweetly veiled beneath the transparency
of crape, a well-ordered affectation of despair, skilfully man-
aged sghs, and tears which fall so opportunely and lend such
lustre to the eyes?
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“Truly, next to wine—perhaps even before it—the liquid
| 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 | 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 away 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; otherwise, there is
arisk of not being comforted for a long time. Y et notwith-
standing the pleasure of making some Artemisia faithless to
the shade of her Mausolus, | cannot really choose from among
this swarm of lamenting ones her whose heart | shall ask
in exchange for my own.

"And now | hear you say: Whom will you take then? Y ou
will not have young girls, nor married women, nor widows.
Y ou do not like mammas, and | do not suppose that you ae
any fonder of grandmothers.  Whom the deuce do you like?
It is the answer to the charade, and if | knew it, | should
not torment myself so much. Up to the present, | have never
loved any woman, but | have loved and do love—love. Al-
though | have had no mistresses, and the women that | have
had have merely kindled desire, | have felt, and | am ac-
quainted with love itself. | have not loved this woman or
that, one more than another; but some one whom | have
never seen, who must live somewhere, and whom | shal find,
if it please God. | know well what she is like, and, when |
meet her, | 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. | hear her voice; | should recognise her step among a
thousand, and if, by chance, some one uttered her name, |
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should turn round; it is impossible that she should not have
one of the five or six names that | have given her in my head.

"She is twenty-six years old, neither more nor less. She is
not without experience, and she is not yet satiated. It is a
charming age for making love asit ought to be, without child-
ishness and without libertinism. She is of medium height.
| like neither a giantess nor a dwarf. | wish to be able to
carry my goddess by myself from the sofa to the bed; but
it would be disagreeable to have to look for her in the latter.
When raising herself slightly on tiptoe, her mouth should
reach my kiss. That is the proper height. As to her figure,
she is rather plump than thin. | am something of the Turk
in this matter, and | should scarcely like to meet with a cor-
ner when | expected a circumference; a woman's skin should
be well filled, her flesh compact and firm, like the pulp of a
peach that is nearly ripe: and the mistress | shall have is
made just so. She is a blonde with dark eyes, white like a
blonde, with 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 her costume: she wears a robe of scarlet or black
velvet, with slashings of white satin or silver cloth, an open
bodice, alarge ruff ala 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 aring or abracelet. Her robe must
be literally of velvet or brocade; at the very most, | might
permit her to stoop to satin. | would rather rumple a silk
skirt than alinen one, and let pearls and feathers fall from the
hair than natural flowers or a simple bow; | know' that the
lining of alinen skirt is often at least as tempting as that of
a silk one, but | prefer the silk one.
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"Thus, in my dreams, | have given myself as mistresses
many queens, many empressss, many princesses, many sul-
tanas, many celebrated courtesans, but never a commoner or
a shepherdess; and amid my most vagrant desires, | have
never taken advantage of any one on a carpet of grass or in
abed of serge dAumale. | consider beauty a diamond which
should be mounted and s&t in gold. | cannot imagine a beau-
tiful woman without a carriage, horses, serving-men, and all
that belongs to an income of four thousand a year: thereisa
harmony between beauty and wealth. One requires the other:
apretty foot cals for a pretty shoe, a pretty shoe calls for a
carpet, and a carriage, and all the rest of it. A beautiful
woman, poorly dressed and in a mean house, is, to my mind,
the most painful sight that one could see, and | could not feel
love towards such a one. It is only the handsome and the
rich who can make love without being ridiculous or pitiable.
At this rate few people would be entitled to make love: |
myself should be the first to be excluded; but such is never-
theless my opinion.

"It will bein the evening, during a beautiful sunsgt, that
we shall meet for the first time; the sky will have those clear
yellow and pale-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 ems filled with
wood-pigeons—fine trees of fresh dark green, giving a shade
full of mystery and dampness; a few statues here and there,
some marble vases with their snowy whiteness standing out
in relief on the ground of green, a sheet of water with the
familiar swan, and, quite in the background, a mansion of
brick and stone, as in the time of Henri 1V, with a peaked
date roof, lofty chimneys, weathercocks on all the gables,
and long narrow windows.

"At one of these windows, the queen of my soul, in the
dress | have just described, leaning with an air of melancholy
on the balcony, and behind her a little negro holding her fan
and her parrot. Y ou sethat nothingiswanting, and that the
whole thing is perfectly absurd. The fair one drops her
glove; | pickitup, kissit, andbringitto her. We enter into
conversation; | display all the wit that | do not possess, |
say charming things; | am answered in the same way, | re-
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join, it isadisplay of fireworks, aluminous rain of dazzling
words. In short, | am adorable—and adored. Supper-time
arrives; | am invited, and accept the invitation. What a sup-
per, my dear friend, and what a cook is my imagination!
The wine laughs in the crystal, the brown and white pheasant
amokes in the blazoned dish; the banquet is prolonged far
into the night, and' you may be quite sure that | do not end
the latter at my own home. Is not this well conceived?
Nothing in the world can be more simple, and it istruly very
astonishing that it has not come to pass ten times rather than
once.

"Sometimes it is in a large forest. The hunt sweeps by;
the horn sounds, and the pack giving tongue crosses the path
with 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 sheis an excd-
lent horsewoman, he paws the ground, caracoles, rears, and
shehas all the troublein the world to hold him in; he gets the
bit between his teeth and takes her straight towards a preci-
pice. | fall there from the sky for the purpose, check the
horse, take the fainting princess in my arms, 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 crossroad which very quickly
leads to love.

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

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

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

"I must give you a detailed account of my expedition; itis
quite worthy of the honours of narration. That day | had
spent two full hours at least at my toilet. 1 had my hair
combed and curled, the small amount of moustache that |
posess turned up and waxed, and with my usually pae face
animated somewhat by the emotion of desire, | was really not
so bad. At last, after looking at myself carefully in the glass
in different lights to see whether | had a sufficiently handsome
and gallant appearance, | went resolutely out of the house,
with lofty countenance, chin in air, and one hand on my hip,
looking straight before me, making the hedls of my boots
rattle like an angpessade, elbowing the townsfolk, and with
quite avictorious and triumphal mien.
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"I was like another Jason going to the conquest of the
Golden Fleece. But, aasl Jason was more fortunate than
I: besdes the conquest of the fleece he at the same time
effected the conquest of a beautiful princess, while, as for
me, | have neither princess nor fleece.

"l 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 ssemed worth the trouble of an
examination. Some would assume their most virtuous air,
and pass without raising their eyes. Others would at first be
surprised, and then, if they had good teeth, would smile.
Others again would turn after a little to see me when they
thought 1 was no longer looking at them, and blush like cher-
ries when they found themselves face to face with me.

"Theweather was fine, and there was a crowd of people
out walking. And yet, | must confess, in spite of all the re-
gpect 1 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 scratiched
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
e but as a set off, her hands resembled 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 vicess What expressions of envy, evil curiosity,
greediness, and shameess coquetry!  And how much more
ugly is a woman who is not handsome than a man who is
not so!

"l saw nothing good—except some grisettes. But there
ismore linen than silk to rumple in that quarter, and they are
no affair of mine. In truth, | believe that man, and by man
1 dso understand woman, is the ugliest animal on earth,
This quadruped who walks on his hind legs ssems 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. Thisis
extremely rare among men. How many abortions for one
Antinous! how many Gothones for one Phyllis!

"I am greatly afraid, my dear friend, that | shall never
embrace my ideal, and yet there is nothing extravagant or un-
natural init. Itisnot theidea of a third-form schoolboy.
| do not require globes of ivory, nor columns of alabaster,
nor traceries of azure; and in its composition | have employed
neither lilies, nor snow, nor roses, nor jet, nor ebony, nor coral,
nor ambrosia, nor pearls, nor diamonds; | have left the stars
of heaven in peace, and | have not unhooked the sun out of
season. It is amost a vulgar ideal, so smpleis it; and it
seams to me that with abag or two of piastres | might find it
ready made and completely redised in no matter which
bazaar of Constantinople or Smyrna; it would probably'cost
me less than a horse or a thorough-bred dog. And to think
that | shall never attain to this—for | fed that | shall never
do so! It isenough to madden one, and | fall into the finest
passions in the world against my fate.

"As for you—you are not so foolish as | am, and you are
fortunate; you have simply given yourself up to your life
without tormenting yourself to shape it, and you have taken
things as they came. Y ou have not sought happiness, and it
has sought you; you are loved, and you love. | do not envy
you—you must not think that, at least—but when | reflect
on your bliss, | fed lessjoyous than | ought to be, and | say
to myself with a sigh that | would gladly enjoy similar fe-
licity.

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

"Perhaps | have been loved in obscurity by some humble
heart that | have disregarded and broken. Perhaps | have
myself been the ideal of ancther, the lode-star of some soul
in suspense, the dream of a night and the thought of a day.
Had | looked to my feet, | might perhaps have seen some fair
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Magdalene, with her box of odours and her sweeping hair. |
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. | have made a great mistake:
| have asked from love something more than love, and that it
could not give. | forgot that love was naked; | did not un-
derstand the meaning of this grand symbol. | have asked
from it robes of brocade, feathers, diamonds, sublimity of
soul, knowledge, poetry, beauty, youth, supreme power—
everything that is not itself. Love can offer itself aone, and
he who would obtain from it aught ese is not worthy to be
loved.

"l 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 | have lived. To what end give alyre 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 | am to
love, and by whom | am to be loved. But why has love come
to me before the mistress? Why am | thirsty, yet without the
spring at which to quench my thirst? or why can | 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. | have
not a single shady nook in my life where | can screen myself
from the sun: | endure all the fervour of passion without its
raptures and unspeakable delights; | know its torments, and
am without its pleasures. | am jealous of what does not exist;
| am disquieted by the shadow of a shadow; | heave sighs
which have no motive; | suffer degplessness which no wor-
shipped phantom comes to adorn; | shed tears which flow
to the ground without being dried; | give to the winds kisses
which are not returned; | wear out my eyes trying to grasp
in the distance an uncertain and deceitful form; | wait for
what is not to come, and | count the hours anxiously, as
though | had an appointment to keep.

"Whoever thou art, angel or demon, maid or courtesan,
shepherdess or princess, whether thou comest from the north
or from the south, thou whom | know not, and whom | love!
oh! force me not to wait longer for thee, or the flame will
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consume the altar, and thou wilt find in the place of my heart
out 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 | will love, that | may close about
thee the arms that have been open for so long. Let the
golden doors of the palace wherein she dwells turn on their
hinges; let the humble latch of her cottage rise; let the
branches in the woods and the briars of the wayside untwine
themsdves; let the enchantments of the turret and the spdlls
of the magicians be broken; let the ranks of the crowd be
opened up to suffer her to pass through.

" | f thou comest too late, 0 my ideal! | shall not have the
power |eft to love theee My soul is like a dovecote full of
doves. At every hour of the day therefliesforth 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, O my dream!
or theu wilt find in the empty nest but the shdlls of the birds
that have flown away.

"My friend, companion of my childhood, to you aone
could | 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 | need it more: how enviable
are those who have a passion which they can satisfy! The
drunkard never encounters cruelty in his bottle. He falls
from the tavern into the kennel, and is more happy on his
heap of filth than aking upon his throne. The sensualist goes
to courtesans for facile amours or shamdess refinements. A
painted cheek, a short petticoat, a naked breast, a licentious
speech, and he is happy; his eye grows white, hislip is wet;
he attains the last degree of his happiness, he feds 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-
ments of his horrible passion. Such people as these may be
gated or amused; but that isimpossible for me.

"This idea has so taken possesson of me that | no longer
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love the arts, and poetry has no longer any charm for me.
What formerly transported me, makes not the least impres-
sion on me.

"I begin to believe that | am in the wrong, and that | am
asking more from nature and society than they can give.
What | seek has no existence, and | 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 thisimaginary woman? From what clay
have we formed this invisible statue? Whence took we the
feathers that we have placed on the back of this chimera?
What mystic bird placed unnoted in some dark corner of our
soul the egg from which, there has come forth our dream?
What is this abstract beauty which we fed but cannot define?
Why, in the presence of some woman who is often charming,
do we sometimes say that she is beautiful, while we think her
very ugly?

"Where is the model, the type, the inward pattern which
affords us the standard of comparison?—for beauty is not an
absolute idea, and it can be estimated only by contrast.
Have we sen it in the skies—in a star,—at a ball, under a
mother's shadow, the fresh bud of a legfless rose? Was it in
Italy or in Spain? Woas it here or was it there, yesterday or
along time ago? Was it the worshipped courtesan, the fash-
ionable singer, the prince's daughter? A proud and noble
head bending beneath a weighty diadem of pearls and rubies?
A young and childish face stooping among the nasturtiums
and bindweeds at the window? To what school belonged that
picturein which this beauty stood out white and radiant amid
the dark shadows? Was it Raphael who caressed the outline
that pleases you? Was it Cleomenes who polished the mar-
ble that you adore? Are you in love with a Madonna or a
Diana? Isyour idea 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 charting
and full of splendour, such flesh wherein runs so much blood
and life, such beautiful flaxen hair spreading itself like a
mantle 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 such rich lines, such plump
arms and such fleshy and polished backs—all this exquisite
health belongs to Rubens. Raphael aone could fill linea-
ments so chaste with that pale amber colour. What other,
save he, curved those long eye-brows so delicate and so black,
and spread the fringes of those eyelashes so modestly cast
down? Do you think that Allegri goes for nothing in your
ideal? It is from him that the lady of your thoughts has
stolen the dull, warm whiteness that enraptures you. She has
stood for long before his canvases to surprise the secret of
that angelic and ever full-blown smile; she has modelled the
ova of her face on the oval of anymph or asaint. That line
of the hip which winds so voluptuously belongs to the deep-
ing Antiope. Those fat, delicate hands might be claimed
by Danae or Magdalene.

"Dusty antiquity itself has provided many of the materials
or the composition of your young chimera. Those strong and
supple loins around which you twine your arms with so much
passion were sculptured by Praxiteles. That divinity has pur-
posely suffered the tip of her charming little foot to pass
through the ashes of Herculaneum that your idol may not be
lame. Nature has aso contributed her share. Here and
there in the prism of desire you have seen a beautiful eye be-
neath a window-blind, an ivory brow pressed against a pane,
asmiling mouth behind afan. From ahand you have divined
the arm, and from an ankle, the knee. What you saw was
perfect; you supposed the rest to be like what you saw, and
you completed it with portions of other beauties obtained dse-
where,

"Even the ideal beauty redlised by the painters did not
satisfy you, and you have sought from the poets more rounded
curves, more etherea forms, more divine charms, and more
exquisite refinements.  You have besought them to give
breath and speech to your phantom, all their love, all their
musing, all their joy and sadness, their melancholy and their
morbidness, all their memories and all their hopes, their
knowledge and their passions, their spirit and their heart. Al
this you have taken from them, and to crown the impossible
you have added your own passion, your own spirit, your own
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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 form, and you your desire.

"How could areal 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 absurd. How I pity and how | 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 chimeral
But what a fearful fate is that of a Columbus who has failed
to discover his world, and of alover who has not found his
mi stress!

"Ah! if | 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 wa3
destined for them; to all that has proved abortive and to
all that has passed unnoticed, to the stifled fire, to the barren
genius, to the unknown pearl in the depths of the seg to all
that has loved without return, and to 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 ambrosial and how yet more arid and desolate seems
our life to us after feasting our eyes on the vistas which you
open up to us of the infinite! How terrible a conflict have
your dreams waged against our realities, and how have our
hearts been trodden and trampled on by these rude athle tes
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
aflood of splendour, we stretch our necks trying to se some-
thing through the half-opened portal. The fairy architectum
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has not its equal save in Arab tales. Piles of columns with
arches superposed, pillars twisted in spirals, foliage marvel-
lously carved, hollowed trefoils, porphyry, jaspar, lapis-lazuli
«bit what know | of the transparencies and dazzling re-
flections, of the profusion of strange gems, sardonyx, chrys-
oberyl, agua 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!

"The door swings to again, and you se no more. Your
gyes, filled with 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, aas! Jacob's ladder
can be ascended only by angels!

"What a fate is that of the poor man at the gate of the
rich! What keen irony is that of a palace facing a cottage
—the ideal facing the real, poetry facing prose! What
rooted hate must wring the heart-strings of the wretched be-
ingsl What gnashings of teeth must sound through 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 have 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: Thisisawoman? 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
fleeting desire? Musicians, why have you listened during
the night to the song of the stars and the flowers, and noted
it down? Why have you made songs so beautiful that the
sweetest voice saying to us, 'l love you,' seams hoarse as the
grinding of a saw or the croaking of a crow? Curse you for
impostorsl—and may fire from heaven burn up and destroy
all pictures, poems, statues, and musical scores——But this
is a tirade of interminable length, and one which deviates
somewhat from the epistolary style. What a dose!
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"I have given myself up nicely to lyrics, my dear friend,
and | have now been writing bombast for some time absurdly
enough. All thisisvery remote from our subject, which is, if
| 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 | am obliged to have recourse
to digressions and reflections. | hope that it will not be al-
ways 0, and that the romance of my life will before long
be more tangled and complicated than a Spanish imbroglio.

"After wandering from street to street, | determined to go
to one of my friends who was to introduce me to a house
where, | 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 de
vated chins, royal hands, and the walk of a goddess; silver
lilies mounted on stalks of 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 aready had five or six
flames there—quite as many. This ssems to me prodigious
in the extreme, and | greatly fear that | shall not be equally
successful; De C——pretends that | shall, and that | shall
succeed beyond my wishes. According to him, | have only
one fault, which will be cured by time and by mixing in
society: it is that | esteem woman too much and women not
enough. It is quite possible that there may be some truth in
this. He says that | shall be quite lovable when | have got
rid of thislittle oddity. God grantit! Women must fed that
| 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 what De C——objects to in me,

"My heart beat a little faster as | ascended the dtaircase,
and | had scarcely recovered from my emotion when De
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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 simplicity, 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 which he makes use of in
society when he wishes to play the charmer, said to her, with
many tokens of ironic respect, through which was visible the
most profound contempt:

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

" 'Y ou have certainly done quiteright, sir/ replied the lady,
mincing in the most exaggerated fashion. Then she turned
to me, and, after looking me over with the corner of her eye
after the manner of a skilled connoisseur, and in a way that
made me blush to the tips of my ears, said, 'Y ou may con-
sider yourself as invited once for all, and come as often as
you have an evening to throw away.'

"l bowed awkwardly enough, and stammered out some
unconnected words, which could not have given her 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.

" 'The deuce! You are going to compromise me. | an-
nounced you as a phoenix of wit, a man of unbridled imagi-
nation, alyric poet, everything that is most transcendent and
impassioned, and there you stand like a blockhead without
uttering aword! What a miserable imagination! | thought
your humour more fertile than that. But come, give your
tongue therein, and chatter right and left. Y ou need not say
sensible and judicious things; on the contrary, that might do
you harm. Speak—that is the essential thing—speak much
and long. Draw attention to yourself; cast asde 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 of
the mistress of the house?

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

"'Ah! is that what you think of her?

" 'Why, yes"

" "Your dislike to her isthen quite insurmountable? Well,
so much the worse. It would have been only decent to have
courted her if but for amonth. It is the proper thing to do,
and a respectable young fellow cannot be introduced into so-
ciety except through her.'

"'Well! I'll pay court to her, | replied with a piteous
air, 'since it is necessary. But is it so essentid as you ssem
to think?'

"'Alas! yes, it is most indispensable, and | 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 has been worn
already. Furthermore she is rich, and her equipages are in
the best taste. She has no wit, but much jargon; she has
keen likings and little passion. People please her, but do
not move her. She has a cold heart and a licentious head.
As to her soul—if she has one, which is doubtful—it is of the
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 againgt her. She will grant her favours to a
man without 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 fase!

"'How do you know?'

" 'What a question! in the only way one knows things of
the kind, by finding out for myself.'

" 'Then you've been intimate with Madame de Themines?



28 MADEMOISELLE DE MAUPIN

" 'Certainly! Why not? It would have been most unbe-
coming if | had not had her. She has been of great service
to me, and | am very grateful for it.'

"'l do not understand the nature of the services she can
have rendered yon.'

"'Areyou really a fool then? said De C——, looking at
me with the most comica air in the world. 'Upon my word,
| am afraid so. Must | tell you the whole story? Madame
de Themines is reputed, and deservedly so, to have specid
knowledge on certain subjects, and a young man that she has
taken up and favoured for awhile may present himself boldly
everywhere, and be sure that he will not remain for long with-
out having an affair on hand, and two rather than one. Be-
sdes this unspeakable advantage, there is another no less im-
portant, which is, that as soon as the women of the world
here s that you are the recognised lover of Madame 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. Instead 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 alurements and affectations imag-
inable.

" 'Nevertheless, if she inspires you with too great a repug-
nance, do not take her. Y ou are not exactly obliged to do so,
though it would have been polite and proper, But make a
choice quickly, and attack her who pleases you most, or who
seams to afford you most facilities, for delay would lose you
the benefit of novelty, and the advantage it gives you for a
few days over all the cavaliershere. All these ladies have no
conception of those passons which have their birth in inti-
macy, and develop slowly with respect and silence. They are
for thunderbolts and occult sympathies—something marvel-
lously well imagined to save the tedium of resistance, and all
the prolixity and repetition which sentiment mingles with
the romance of love, and which only serve to delay the con-
clusion usdesdy. These ladies are very economical of their
time, and it gppears so precious to them that they would be
grieved to leave a single minute unemployed. They have a
desire to oblige mankind, which cannot be too highly praised,
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and they love their neighbour as themsdves, 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 aready smitten in your
favour, and | 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——, | am quite new to thiskind of
thing. | am utterly without the power to distinguish at first
sight a woman who is smitten from one who is not; and |
might make strange blunders if you did not assist me with
your experience.'

" 'You are really as primitive as you can be. | did not
think that it was possible to be as pastoral and bucolic as that
in the present blessed century!  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
has 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 shandessness.  She is greatly disliked by
the women who despair of ever attaining to such a height of
impudence, but to compensate for this, she is greatly liked
by the men, who find in her all the piquancy of a courtesan.
She is in truth charmingly depraved, and full of wit, spirit,
and caprice. Sheis an excellent preceptor for a young man
with prejudices. In aweek she will 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. She has inexpressibly
practical ideas about everything; she goes to the bottom of
things with a swiftness and certainty that are astonishing.
She is algebra incarnate, is that little woman. Sheis pre-
cisely what is needed by a dreamer and an enthusiast. She
will soon cure you of your vapourish 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 being aroused by De C——'s description, |
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, though somewhat inclined to
embonpoint. Her arm was white and plump, her hand noble,
her foot pretty and even too delicate, her shoulders full and
glossy, and her bosom small, but what there was of it very
satisfactory, and giving a favourable idea of the remainder.
Asto her hair, it was splendid in the extreme, of ablue black,
like that of a jackdaw's wing. The corner of her eye was
turned up rather high towards the temple, her nose dender
with very open nostrils, her mouth humid and sensud, alittle
furrow in the lower lip, and an almost imperceptible down
where the upper was united to it. And with all this there
was such life, animation, health, force, and such an indefin-
able expresson of lust skilfully tempered with coquetry and
intrigue, that she was in short a very desirable creature, and
more than justified the eager likings which she had inspired
and still inspired every day.

"I wished for her; but 1 nevertheless understood that,
agreeable as she was, she was not the woman who would real-
ise my desire, and make me say, 'At last | have a mistress!’

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

" Willingly," said De C-. 'Do you e that beautiful,
melancholy swan, displaying her neck so harmoniously, and
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moving her deeves as though they were wings? She is mod-
esty itself—everything that is chastest and most maidenly in
the world. She has a brow 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 more 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 is a little masterpiece, and
itisreally difficult to show so much while hiding more. Say,
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, if they were
joined together, would make a map of the world of natural
size, or than the other on ther right, whose dress is open d-
most to her stomach, and who is parading her nothingness
with charming intrepidity?

" This maidenly creature, if | 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 S0 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 se
out of the back of her head, for she knows perfectly well what
is going on behind her. Sheisafemae Janus. |f you would
succeed with her you must lay swaggering and victorious
manners aside. You must spesk to her without looking at
her, without making any movement, in an attitude of contri-
tion, and in suppressed and respectful tones. In this way
you may say to her what you will, provided it be suitably
veiled, and she will allow you the greatest freedom at first ot
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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idea pantomime in the world! Sheis very sensud and very
susceptible; embrace her as much as you like; but, when
most freely intimate with her, do not forget to call her
madame two or three times in every sentence.  She quarrelled
with me because when | was most intimate with her | ad-
dressed her familiarly when saying something or other. The
devil! awoman is not virtuous for nothing.'

"'l have no great desre to hazard the adventure, after
what you have told me. A prudish Messalinal the union is
monstrous and strange.’

"It is as old as the world, my dear fellow! It is to be
s every day, and nothing is more common. Y ou are wrong
not to have fixed upon her. She has one great charm, which
is, that with her a man adways ssems to be committing mor-
tal sin, and the least kiss appears perfectly damnable, while in
the cae of others he scarcely thinks the sin a venia one, and
often even thinks nothing of it at all. That is why | kept
her longer than any other mistress. | should have had her
still if she had not left me herself. She is the only woman
who has anticipated me, and | have a certain respect for her
on that account. She has little voluptuous refinements of the
most exquisite delicacy, and she posseses the great art of
making 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 of her lovers who will swear to you on their honour that
she is the most virtuous creature in existence. She is just the
contrary. It is a curious study to anatomise virtue of that
kind 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.’

"'And how old is this adorable person? | asked, for, ex-
amining her with the most scrupulous attention, | found it
impossible to determine her age.

“'Ah! how old is she? That is just the mystery, and
God done knows. | who pique myself on telling a woman's
age to within a minute have never been able to find out. |
merely estimate approximately that she is perhaps from
eighteen to thirty-six years of age. | have seen her in full
dress, in dishabille, and less scantily clad, and | can tell you
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nothing with respect to this. My knowledge is at fault; ther
age which she ssams particularly to be is eighteen, yet that
cannot be the caxe.  She has the body of a maiden and the
soul of a gay woman, and to become so deeply and so e
ciously depraved, much time or genius is necessary; it is
needful to have a heart of bronze in a breast of steel: she
has neither one nor the other, and | therefore think that she
is thirty-six; but practically I do not know.'

" 'Has she no intimate friend who could give you informa-
tion on this point?

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

" 'Nothing could be more pleasant, especialy 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 showed me some others who, according to him, would
favourably receive all the petitions that it might please me
to address to them, and would treat me with most par-
ticular philanthropy. But the woman in rose at the corner
of the fire-place, and the modest dove who served as her
antithesis, were incomparably better than all the rest; and if
they had not all the qualities which | require, they had, in
appearance at least, some of them.

"1 conversed the whole evening with them, especialy with
the latter, and was careful to cast my idess in the most
respectful mould. Although she scarcely looked at me, |
thought that | saw her eyes gleam sometimes beneath their
curtain of eydashes, and, when | 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-opague cup. Her replies were, in
general, sober and circumspect, yet acute and full of point,
and they suggested more than they expressed. All this was
intermingled with omissions, hints, indirect alusions, each
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syllable having its purpose, and each dlence its import.
Nothing in the world could have been more diplomatic and
more charming. And yet, whatever pleasure | may have
taken in it for the moment, | 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 | 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 eader than in any other to find means
of passing from the genera to the particular. We vied with
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. | really did not think
myself capable of such transcendent balderdash and bom-
bast.

"l playing at the most quintessential Platonism—does it
not strike you as a most facetious thing, as the best comedy
sene that could be presented? And then, good heavens!
the perfectly devout air, the little, demure, and hypocritical
ways that | displayed! | looked 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 husband would have entrusted his wife to me. On
that evening | appeared more virtuous, and was less so than
ever in my life before. | 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 |
must be very apt to have succeeded so agreeably the first
time. In truth, | 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 saw ahair into three
parts lengthways, and would disconcert al the angelic and
seraphic doctors.  For the rest, she spesks in such a manner
that it is impossible to believe that she has even the shadow



MADEMOISELLE DE MAUPIN 35

of abody. Sheisimmaterial, vaporous, and ideal enough to
make you break your arms, and if De C——had not warned
me about the ways of the animal, | should assuredly have
despaired of success and have stood piteously aside.  And
when a woman tells you for two hours, with the most dis-
engaging air in the world, that love lives only by privations
and sacrifices, and other fine things of the sort, how the devil
can you decently hope to persuade her some day to place
hersdf in such a situation with you as will enable you to
discover whether you are both made alike?

"I'n short, we separated on very friendly terms, with re-
ciprocal congratulations on the loftiness and purity of our
sentiments.

"The conversation with the other one was, as you may
imagine, of quite an opposite description. We laughed as
much as we spoke. We made fun very wittily of all the
women who were there; but | am mistaken when | say:
'We made fun of them very wittily." | should have said that
'she’ did s, for a man can never laugh effectively at a
woman. For my part, | listened and approved, for it would
have been impossible to draw a more lively sketch, or to
colour it more highly. It was the most curious galery of
caricatures that | have ever seen.  In spite of the exaggera
tion, one could se the truth underlying it. De C——was
quite right; 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 | felt a crowd of desres incongruous and imprac-
ticable in the place where | was, such as to call 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 se whether her
ankle was dender or just the reverse, to sing a ribald refrain
with all my might, to smoke a pipe, or to break the win-
dows—in short, to do anything. All the animal part, all the
brute, rose within me; | would willingly have spat on the
Iliad of Homer; and | would have gone on my knees to a
ham. | can now quite understand the allegory of the com-
panions 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, | experienced great delight in feeling
myself overtaken by brutishness, | made no resistance, but
asssted it as much as | could—so natural is depravity to
man, and so much mire is there in the clay of which he is
formed.

"Yet for one moment | feared the canker that was seizing
Upon me, and wished to leave my corrupter; but the floor
seamed to have risen to my kness, and it was as though |
were s#t fast in my place.

"At last | took it on me to leave her, and, the evening
being far advanced, | returned home much perplexed and
troubled, and without very well knowing what to do. |
hesitated between the prude and her opposite. | found
voluptuousness in one and piquancy in the other, and after a
most minute and searching self-examination, | found, not
that | loved them both, but that | wished sufficiently for
them both, for one as much as for the other, to dream about
them and be preoccupied with the thought of them.

"To all appearance, my friend, | shall gain over one of
these women, and perhaps both; and yet | 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 within me, nothing panted, nothing said,
"It is they." | did not recognise them. Nevertheless, | do
net think that 1 shall meet with anything much better so
far as birth and beauty are concerned, and De C——
advises me to go LO further. | shall certainly take his advice,.
and one or other of them will be my mistress, or the devil
will take me before very long; but at the bottom of my
heart a secret voice reproaches me for being fase to my
love, and for stopping thus at the first smile of a woman
for whom | care nothing, instead of seeking untiringly
through the world, in cloisters and in evil places, in paaces
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 | say to myself that | am fancying chimeras, and
that it is after all just the same whether | degp with this
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woman or with 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 | am very simple to torment my-
«f with such crotchets. This is what | say to myself;
but it isal in vain! | am not more tranquil nor resolved
than before.

"This, perhaps, results from the fact that | live a great
dea with myself, and that the most petty details in alife so
monotonous as mine asume too great an importance. | pay
too much attention to my living and thinking. | hearken to
the throbbing of my arteries, and the beatings of my heart;
by dint of dose attention | detach my most fleeting ideas
from the cloudy vapour in which they float, and give them a
body. If I acted more | should not perceive all these petty
things, and | should not have time to be looking at my soul
through a microscope, as | do the whole day long. The
noise of action would put to flight this swarm of idle thoughts
which flutter through my heart, and stun me with the
buzzing of their wings. Instead of pursuing phantoms I
should grapple with redlities; | should ask from women
only v hat they can give—pleasure; and | 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. | cannot see what
is for my gazing a what is not; and my eye, so keen for
the ideal, is perfectly near-sighted in matters of reality.
Thus | have known women who are declared charming by
everybody, and who appear to me to be anything but that,
| have greatly admired pictures generally considered bad,
and odd or unintelligible verses have given me more pleasure
than the most worthy productions. | should not be aston-
ished if, after offering up so many sighs to the moon, staring
so often at the stars, and composing so many degies and
sentimental apostrophes, | were to fall in love with some
vulgar prostitute or some ugly old woman. That would be
a fine downfall! Reality will perhaps revenge hersdf in
this way for the cadessness with which | have courted her.
Would it not be anice thing if | were to be smitten with a
fine romantic passion for some awkward cross-patch or some
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abominable trollop? Can you s 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, | shall end by adoring myself, like the late Narcissus of
egotistical memory. To secure myself against so great mis-
fortune, | look into all the mirrors and all the brooks that |
come across.  In truth, with my reveries and aberrations, |
am tremendously afraid of falling into the monstrous or
unnatural. It is a serious matter, and | must take care.

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

| AM the established lover of the lady in rosg; it is amost
a calling or a charge, and gives one stability in society. |
am no longer like a schoolboy seeking good luck among the
grandmothers, and not venturing to utter a madrigal to a
woman unless she is a centenarian. | perceive that since
my installation people think more of me, that all the women
spesk 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 exchange. They fed that tbey have
in me a rival who is aready formidable, and who may
become more so.
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"l 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 beardiess face, gave me
the most ridiculously foppish appearance; that for my gar-
ments | affected rich and splendid materials which had the
odour of the theatre about them, and that | was more like
an actor than a man—all the commonplaces in fact that
people utter in order to give themsdves the right of being
dirty arid of wearing sorry and badly-cut coats. But all this
only sarves to whitewash me, and all the ladies think that my
hair is the handsomest in the world, and that my refinements
in dress are in the best taste, and they seam very much
inclined to indemnify me for the expense | 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.

"The lady of the house seemed at first somewhat piqued
by my choice, which she had thought must of necessity have
fallen upon hersdf, 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 deard uttered in that sharp, jerky
manner which is the exclusive property of women, and in
sundry unkind 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? or, 'You look very wearied; you seam 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.

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

"You 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 by what successve gradations | passed
from the genera to the particular, and from the condition
of simple spectator to that of actor; how from being an indif-
ferent onlooker | have become a lover. | 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 be
met with in it; and everything advances towards the end
with the haste and swiftness so strongly recommended by
Horace; it is atruly French romance.

"Nevertheless, do not imagine that | carried the fortress
at the first assault. The Princess, though very humane
towards her subjects, is not so lavish of her favours as one
might think at first. She knows the value of them too well
not 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-
sdf to you all at once, however strong the liking may be with
which you have inspired her.

"To tell you the story in full | must go a little further
back. | gave you a sufficiently circumstantial narrative of
our first interview. | had one or two more in the same
house, or perhaps three, and then she invited me to go and
e her; | did not wait to be pressed, as you may well
believe; | went at first with discretion, then somewhat
oftener, then oftener still, and at last whenever | felt so
inclined, and | must confess that that happened at least
three or four times a day. The lady, after a few hours'
absence, always received me as if | had just returned from
the East Indies; | 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 s, is a woman
of great sensg, and one who understands men admirably; and
although she delayed the conclusion of the chapter for some
time, | was never once out of temper with her. Thisis truly
wonderful, for you know the fine passions | fall into when |
have not at once what | desire, and when a woman exceeds
the time that | have assgned her, in my head, for her
surrender.

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

"What makes me much less amiable with the women whom
| wish to overcome than with those about whom | am un-
concerned, is the passionate waiting for the opportunity,
and the uncertainty in which | 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 | se the hours which |
had destined for a different employment escaping one by
one, anger saizes me in spite of mysdlf, and | cannot prevent
myself from saying very sharp and bitter things, which are
sometimes even brutal, and which throw things back a hun-
dred leagues. With Rosette 1 felt nothing of all this; never,
even when she was resisting me the most, had | the idea
that she wished to escgpe my love. | allowed her quietly to
display all her little coquetries, and | 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 hardly alowed you to have any serious fear.

"Virtuous women, even when they are least 0, have a



43 MADEMOISELLE DE MAUPIN

cross and disdainful appearance which to me is intolerable.
They aways look as if they were ready to ring the bell and
have you kicked out of the house by their lackeys; and |
really think that a man who takes the trouble to pay his
addressss to a woman (which as it is, is not so agreesble as
one would fain believe) does not deserve to be looked at in
that way.

"Our dear Rosette has no such looks—and; | assure you,
that it is to her advantage. She is the only woman with
whom | have been myself, and | have the conceit to say that
| 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 | credited myself with, and more, per-
haps, than | really have. It is true that | have not been
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 e is so full of life, and force,
and movement, she seams so well off in the atmosphere in
which ghe is, that one has 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.

"What a wonderful thing! | have known her now for
nearly two months, and during that time | have felt weary
only when | was not with her. You will acknowledge that it
is no ordinary woman that can produce such an effect, for
usually women 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 understood, for with women she is as wicked as a devil.
She is gay, lively, adert, 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 | had a few years more and a few
romantic idess less, it would be all one to me, and | should
even esteem myself the most fortunate mortal in existence.
But—but—a particle which announces nothing good, and
thislittlelimiting devil of aword isunfortunately more used
than any other in all human languages,—but | am a fool
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an idiot, a veritable ninny who can be saisfied with nothing,
and who is aways conjuring up difficulties where none exist,
and | am only half happy instead of being wholly so. Half
isagood dea for thisworld of ours, and yet | do not find
it enough.

"I'n the eyes of all the world | have a mistress whom many
wish for and envy me, and whom no one would disdain.
My desire is therefore apparently fulfilled, and | have no
longer any right to pick quarrels with fate. Yet | do not
seam to have a mistress; | understand by reasoning that such
is the casg, but | do not fed it to be 0, and if some one
were to ask me unexpectedly whether | had one, | believe
| should answer 'No." Nevertheless, the possesson of a
woman who has beauty and wit constitutes what at all times
and in all lands has been and is called having a mistress, and
| do not think that any other mode exists. This does not
prevent me from having the strangest doubts on the sub-
ject, and it has gone so far that if several persons were to
conspire to affirm to me that | am not Rosette's favoured
lover, | should, in spite of the palpable evidence to the
contrary, end by believing them.

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

"What can be the origin of this? In truth | do not know.

"I s her the whole day, and even the whole night if |
wish. | give her all the caressss that | please when we are
by oursdves both in town or in the country. Her com-
plaisance is inexhaustible, and she enters thoroughly into all
my caprices, however whimsical they may be. One evening
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[ wes seized with a fancy to fondle her roughly in the draw-
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 fan,
all her diamonds on her fingers and neck, plumes on her
head, and in the most splendid costume possible, while |
myself was dressed like a bear.  She consented to my whim.
When all was ready the servants were greatly surprised to
receive an order not to allow anybody to come up; they
did not ssem 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, but what they did or did not think was of little moment
to us.

"1t was the drollest evening of my life. Imagine to your-
sf the appearance | must have presented with my plumed
hat under my paw, rings on all my claws, alittle sword with
a silver guard, and a sky-blue ribbon at the hilt. | ap-
proached the fair one, and after making her a most graceful
bow, seated myself by her side, and laid sege to her in all
due form. The affected madrigas, the exaggerated gal-
lantries which | addressed to her, all the jargon of the occa
sion was singularly st off by passing through my bear's
muzzle, for | had a superb head of painted cardboard, which,
however, | was soon obliged to throw under the table, so
adorable was my deity that evening, and so greatly did |
long to kiss her hand, and something better than her hand.
The skin followed close on the head, for, not being accus
tomed to play the bear, | was greatly stifled in it and more
0 than was n .

"The ball costume had then afinetime of it, as you may
believe; the plumes fell like snow around my beauty, her
round white shoulders were scarcely confined by the deeves,
her bosom heaved above her corset, her feet emerged from
her shoes The necklaces became unstrung, and rolled on
the floor, and | think that never was more fresh a dress
more piteously crushed and rumpled; the dress was of silver
gauze, with a lining of white satin. Rosette displayed on
this occasion a heroism which was quite beyond that of her
sx, and which gave me the highest opinion of her. She
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looked on at the wreck of her toilet as though she were a
disinterested spectator, and not for a single instant did she
show the least regret for her dress and her laces, on the
contrary, she was madly gay, and even asssted hersdf in
the ill-treatment to which her finery was subjected by me at
the height of my frenzy.

"Do you not think this fine enough to be recorded in
history besde 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 rumple
me or stain me," especialy 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 possesss a
philosophy superior to that of Epictetus.

"However, | think that | 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 what | bestowed
on her. | experienced a mad delight, such as | did not
believe myself capable of feeling. Those sounding kisses
mingled with piercing laughs, those quivering and impatient
caeses, 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 |
was seized with acute spasms, from which | recovered with
difficulty.

"Y ou 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 hersef about me. Her face
. still radiated the pleasure which she felt at producing such
-an effect upon me, while a the same time her eyes, bathed
in gentle tears, bore witness to the fear that she experienced
at seeing meill, and the interest that she took in my health.
Never has she gppeared to me so beautiful as she did at that.
moment. There was something so maternal and so chaste
in her look, that | totally forgot the more than Anacreonic
scene which had just taken place, and, kneeling before 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 ssemed to myself. Her cor-
ruption is of the mind, and not of the heart.

"l have quoted this scene to you from among twenty
others, and it seams to me that after this a man might, with-
out extreme conceit, believe himself to be a woman's lover.
Well, it iswhat | do not do. | had scarcely returned home
when the same thought again took possesson of me, and
began to torment me as usua. | remembered perfectly all
that | had done and seen done. The most trivial gestures
and attitudes, all the most petty details, were very clearly
delineated in my memory; | recalled everything, to the
lightest inflections of voice and the most fleeting shades of
enjoyment; and yet | did not seam to redlize that all these
things had happened to myself rather than to ancther. |
was not sure that it was not an illusion, a phantasmagoria,
a dream, or that | 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. | 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 | had dept dsewhere, | would have
been ready to believe that | had put myself under my
bedclothes at my usual time, and had dept till morning.

"l am very unfortunate in not having the capacity to
acquire the moral certainty of athing, the physical certainty
of which | possss Generaly the reverse happens, and
it is the fact that proves the idea. | would fain prove the
fact to myself by the idea; | cannot do so; though this is
singular enough, it is the cae The possession of a mis-
tress depends upon myself up to a certain point, but |
cannot bring myself to believe that | have one while having
her all the time. If | 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 ispurely a
gift, a specid grace from Heaven.

"Neyer has any one desired so strongly as myself to live
the life of others, and to assimilate another nature; never
has any one succeeded less in doing so. Whatever 1 may



MADEMOISELLE DE MAUPIN 47

do, other men are to me scarcely anything but phantoms,
and | 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-existence 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 fase or true, in the midst of which | am as isolated
as possible, for none of them acts on me for good or evil,
and they ssem to me to be of quite a different nature. |If
| speak to them, and they reply to me with something like
common-sense, | am as much surprised as if my dog or my
cat were suddenly to begin to spesk and mingle in the
conversation. The sound of their voice aways astonishes
me, and | would be very ready to believe that they are
merely fleeting appearances whose objective mirror | am.
Inferior or superior, | am certainly not of their kind.

"There are moments when | recognise none save God
above me, and others, when | 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 | may be,
whether lofty or depressed, | 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 tone it be pronounced amidst the
loudest noise, | turn suddenly with a convulsive and feverish
eagerness for which | 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 | am no longer one of the
crowd, an antagonist or an enemy?

"It is especialy when | have been living with a, woman
that | have most felt the invincible repugnance of my
nature to any aliance or mixture. | am like a drop of
oil in a glass of water. It isin vain that you turn and
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move the latter; the oil can never unite with it. It will
divide itself into a hundred thousand little globules which
will reunite 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 binds all creatures together, that devouring fire
which melts the rocks and metals of the soul, and makes
them fal in tears, as materia fire causes iron and granite
to melt, has never, all powerful as it is, succeeded in tam-
ing and affecting me. Yet my snses are very keen, but
any soul is to my body a hostile sister, and the hapless
couple, like every possible couple, lawful or unlawful, live
in a state of perpetual war. A woman's ams, the closest
bonds on earth, so people say, are very fecble ties, so far
as | am concerned, and | have never been further removed
from my mistress than when she was pressing me to her
heart. | was stifled, that was all.

"How many times have | been angered with myself! How
many efforts have | made not to be as | am! How have |
exhorted myself to be tender, amorous, impassioned! How
often have | taken my soul by the hair, and dragged her to
my lips in the midst of a beautiful kissi Whatever | did
she aways retreated as soon as | 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!

"1t was with Rosette that | resolved, once for all, to try
whether | was not decidedly unsociable, and whether | could
take sufficient interest in the existence of ancther to believe
init. | pushed my experiments to the point of exhaustion,
and | did not become much clearer amid my doubts. With
her, pleasure is so keen that often enough the soul is, if not
moved, at least diverted, and this somewhat prejudices the
exactness of my observations. But after all | came to s
that it did not pass beyond the skin, and that | had only an
epidermic enjoyment in which the soul took no part save
from curiosity. | have pleasure, because | am young and
ardent; but this pleasure comes to me from myself and
not from another. The cause of it is in myself rather than
in Rosette.
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"My efforts are in vain, | cannot come out of myself. |
am still what | was, something, that is to say, very wearied
and very wearisome, and this displeases me greatly. | 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. | am a prisoner within myself, and all
invasion is impossible. The prisoner wishes to excape, the
walls would most gladly fall in, and the gates open up to
let him through, but some fatality or other invincibly keeps
eech dtone in its place, and each bolt in its socket. It is
as impossible for me to admit any one to s me as it is for
me to go to se others, | can neither pay visits nor receive
them, and | live in the most mournful isolation in the midst
of the crowd. My bed perhaps is not widowed, but my heart
is s0 aways.

"Ah! to be unable to increese onds sdf by a single
particle, a single atom; to be unable to make the blood of
others flow in on€'s veins;, to se ever with on€s own eyes,
and not more clearly, nor further, nor differently; to hear
sounds with the same ears and the sane emotion; to touch
with the same fingers, to perceive things that are varied
with an organ that is invariable; to be condemned to the
same quality of voice, to the return of the same tones, the
same phrases, and the same words, and to be unable to go
away, to avoid ones «df, to take refuge in some corner
where there is no self-pursuit; to be obliged to keep one's
sdf aways, to dine with it, and go to bed with it; to be the
sane man for twenty new women, to drag into the midst of
the strangest situations in the drama of our life a reluctant
character whose role you know by heart; to think the same
things, and to have the same dreams. what torment, what
weariness!

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

"I began by desiring to be another man; then, on re-
flecting that | might by analogy nearly foresee what | should
feel, and thus not experience the surprise and the change
that | had looked for, I would have preferred to be a woman.
This idea has always come to me when 1 had a mistress who
was not ugly—for to me an ugly woman is simply a man—
and at particular moments | 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 ones 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 doesnot know all this, believes
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 hersdf to all the experimental caprices
that enter my head.

"I have done all that I could to convince myself that |
posess her. | have tried to descend into her heart, but |
have aways stopped at the first step of the dtaircase, at
her skin or on her mouth. In spite of the particular inti-
macy of our relations, | am very sensble 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 with hawk's wings, has not kissed Psyche
on her beautiful ivory brow. No! this woman does not
belong to me.

"1f you knew all that | have done to compel my soul to
share in the love of my body, the frenzy with which | have
plunged my mouth into hers, and steeped my arms in her
hair, and how closgly | have strained her round and supple
form! Like the ancient Salmacis enamoured of the young
Hermaphrodite, | strove to blend Her frame with mine; |
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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 | loved her. My soul, seated mourns
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 1 do not
love Rosette, worthy as she is of being loved, and WIShful
as | am to love her.

"To get rid of the idea that | was myself, | devised very
strange surroundings, in which it was atogether improbable
that 1 would encounter myself, and not being able to cast
my individuality to the dogs, | endeavoured to place it in
such a different dement that it would recognise itself no
longer. | had but indifferent success, and this devil of a
sf pursues me obstinately; there are no means of getting
rid of it. | cannot resort to telling it like other intruders
that | am out, or that | have gone to the country.

"When my mistress has been in her bath, | have tried to
play the Triton. The sea was a very large tub of marble.
As to the Nereid, 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 conceded. | 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 galop,,
amid the noise of the whedls, with leaps and joltings, now
lit up by the lamps, and now plunged into the most pro-
found darkness, | have loaded her with caresses and found
a pleasure therein which | advise you taste. But | was
forgetting that you are a venerable patriarch, and that you
do not go in for such refinements. | have come into her
house through the window with the key of the door in my
pocket. | have made her come to me a noon-day; and,
in short, | have compromised her in such a fashion that no-
body now (myself, of course, excepted) has any doubt that
ghe is my mistress.

"By reason of all these devices. which, if | were not see
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young, would look like the expedients of aworn-out libertine,
Rosette worships me chiefly and above all others. She ses
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 ses in them the constantly
reviving effect of her charms, and the triumph of her
beauty; truly, | wish that she were right, and to be just, it is
neither my fault nor hers that she is not.

"The only respect in which | wrong her is that | am
myself. If 1 were to tell her this, the child would very
quickly reply that it is just my grestest merit in her eyes,
which would be more kind than sensible.

"Once—it was at the beginning of our union—I believed
that | had attained my end, for one minute | believed that
| had loved—I did love. Oh! my friend, | have never lived
save during that minute, and had that minute been an hour
| should have become a god. We had both gone out on
horseback, 1 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 dender its neck. We were following a large
avenue of dms of prodigious height; the sun was descending
upon us lukewarm and golden, sifted through the dashings
in the foliage; lozenges of ultramarine sparkled here and
there through the dappled clouds, gresat lines of pae 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 flowers that was ravishing in the extreme.
From time to time a bird rose before us, and crosed the
avenue singing.

"The bell of a village that was not visible was gently
ringing the Angelus, and the silver sounds, which reached
us weskened 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
"expanded, and my soul overflowed my body. | had never
been so happy. | 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. | leaned over to her and passed my arm about her
waist; she made the same movement on her side, and laid
back her head upon my shoulder. Our lips clung together;
oh! what a chaste and delicious kiss! Our horses were
still walking with their bridles floating on their necks. |
felt Rosette's arm relax, and her loins yield more and more.
For myself | was growing weak, and was ready to swoon.
Ah! | can assure you that at that moment | thought little
of whether | was 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, aso on horseback, who came up and spoke
to us. If | had had pistols, | believe that | should have
fired upon them.

"I looked at them with a gloomy and furious air, which
must have appeared very singular to them. After all, | was
wrong to become so angry with them, for they had, 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 stience of stopping in time is
not regarded with all the respect which is its due. Some
times when toying with a woman you pass your arm around
her waist; it is at first most voluptuous to fed the gentle
warmth of her frame, to come amost in contact with her
soft and velvety flesh, the polished ivory of her skin, and to
watch the heaving of her swelling and quivering breast.
The fair one falls adeep in this amorous and charming posi-
tion; the curve of her body becomes less pronounced, her
breast becomes calm; her ddes heave with the larger and
more regular respiration of deep; her muscles relax, her
head rolls over in her hair.

"Your arm, however, is pressed more than before, and
you begin to perceive that it is a woman and not a sylphid,;
yet you would not take away your arm for anything in the
world, and for this there are many reasonns.  First, it is
rather dangerous to awake a woman who has fallen adeep
besde you; you must be prepared to substitute for the
delicious dream that she has been having a reality more
delicious still  Secondly, by asking her 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 experienced pleasure in this posi-
tion, you may do so again by maintaining it, and in thisyou
are mistaken. The poor arm finds itself caught beneath the
mass that oppressss 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 with
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 isthat 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; | really felt myself to be another. The soul of
Rosette had entered in its integrity into my body. My
soul had left me, and filled her heart as her own soul 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 possible for the souls 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.

"l have waited in vain for a similar moment, and | have
tried, but without success, to provoke its return. We have
very often gone to ride in the avenue of the wood during
beautiful sunsets; the trees had the same verdure, the birds
were singing the same song, but the sun looked dull to us,
and the foliage yellowed; the singing of the birds seemed
harsh and discordant, for there was no longer harmony
within ourselves. We have brought our horses to a walk,
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and we have tried the same kiss. Alas! our lips only were
united, and it was but the spectre of the old kiss. The
beautiful, the sublime, the divine, the only true kiss that |
have ever given and received in my life had disappeared
for ever. Since that day | have aways returned from the
wood with a depth of inexpressible sadness.  Rosette, gay
and playful as she usualy is, cannot excape from the im-
presson of this, and her reverie is betrayed by a little, deli-
cately wrinkled pout, which at the least is worth her smile.
" There is scarcdly 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 con-
demned to death, silently and continually, until we haw
reached the necessary dose; then we begin to laugh and to
make fun most heartily of what we call our sentimentality.
"We laugh—because we cannot weep. Ah! who will cause
a tear to spring in the depths of my exhausted eye?
"Why had | so much pleasure that evening? It would be
very difficult to say. Nevertheless | was the same man and
Rosette the same woman. It was not the first time that
either of us was out riding. We had seen the sun st before,
and the spectacle had only affected us like the sight of a
picture which is admired according as its colours are more
or less brilliant. There are more avenues of dms 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 emerads,
who had gilded all those fluttering atoms, and changed into
pearls all those drops of water scattered on the sward, who
gave s0 sweet a harmony to the sounds of a usually dis-
cordant bell, and to the carolling of sundry little birds?
There must have been some very searching poetry in the
air, since even our horses appeared to be sensble of it.
"Y et nothing in the world could have 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 falling across
it all like a golden chevron on a coat of aims. | had,
further, no sensation of surprise or astonishment! | Knew
where | was very well | had never come to the place
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before, but | recollected perfectly both the shepe of the
leaves and the position of the clouds; the white dove which
was crossing the sky was flying away in the same direction
—the little silvery bell which | 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 |
had many times passed through the avenue with princesses
mounted on unicorns; my most voluptuous dreams used to
resort thither every evening, and my desres had given
kisses there precisely similar to that exchanged by Rosette
and myself.

"The kiss had no novelty to me, but it was such a one as
| had thought that it would be. It was perhaps the only
time in my life that | was not disappointed, and that the
reality appeared to me as beautiful as the ideal. If | could
find a woman, a landscape, a piece of architecture, any-
thing answering to my intimate desre as perfectly as that
minute answered to the minute of my dreams, | should have
no reason to envy the gods, and | would very willingly resign
my stall in paradise. But in truth, |1 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,
| am indifferent to death, and | would rather die of pleasure
than of old age or weariness.

"But this woman does not exist. Yes, she does exist. It
may be that | am separated from her merely by a partition.
It may be that | 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 causss
me ever to have for my mistress a woman whom | do not
love. Her neck is smooth enough to hang on it necklaces
of the finest workmanship; her fingers are tapering 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 done who can knot his mother's scarf.

"All the merit that Rosette possessss is in hersdf, | have
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town walls, you will se the verdant cultivation, the blue hills
and the white sails on the clouded ribbon of the river.

"Y ou 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 scents
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 saized with dis-
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 thisway; 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 exgpe over the country; or perhaps the loop-
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
seams the horizon, and the greater is the pleasure and the
surprise.”

ROSETTE—"0 Theodore, God grant that | may soon come
to the place where the window is! | have been following the
spiral for along time through the profoundest night; but |
am afraid that the opening has been built up and that | 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 nothing. It is in-
credible that He should amuse Himself by shutting you up
in along stone tube without outlet or opening, in order to
play you atrick. Why 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 atiger or ajudge; and, if we were so displeasing
to Him, He would only have to tell a comet to turn 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 prankswith 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 to climb
in order to reach the embrasure whence you will see your
happiness."

ROSETTE—"Never! oh, never! and if | come to the sum-
mit of the tower, it will be only to cast myself from it."

THEODORE—"Drive away, poor &flicted one, these gloomy
thoughts which hover like bats about you, and shed the
opague 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 amisfortuneit isto meto have known
you! and yet, were it to be done over again, | should still
wish to have known you. Y our severity has been sweeter to
me than the passion of others; and, although you have
caused me much suffering, all the pleasure that | have had
has come to me from you; through you | have had a glimpse
of what | might have been. You have been a lightning-
flash inmy night, and you havelit up many of the dark places
of my soul; you have opened up vistas in my life that are
quite new. To you | owe the knowledge of love, unhappy
love, it is true; but there is a degp and melancholy charm in
loving without being loved, and it is good to remember those
who forget us. It is ahappiness 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 are not those
who love."
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THEODORE—"They suffer and fed 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
themsdves. 'If | arrive there, if | have that, | shall be
happy." They have frightful agonies, but when dying, they
can at least say to themselves: 'l die for him." To die thus
is to be born again. The really, the only irreparably un-
happy ones are those whose foolish embrace tekes in the
entire universe, those who wish for everything and wish for
nothing, and who, if angel or fairy were to descend and say
suddenly to them: 'Wish for something and you shall have
it," would be embarrassed and mute."

ROSETTE—"If the fairy came, | know what | should ask
her."

THEODORE—"Y ou do, Rosette, and in that respect you are
more fortunate than I, for | do not. Vague desres stir
within me which blend together, and give birth to others
which afterwards devour them. My desires are a cloud of
oirds 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 | could know what | want; if the idea which pursues me
would extricate itself clear and precise from the fog that en-
velops it; if the fortunate or fatal star would appear in the
depths of my sky; if the light which | am to follow, whether
perfidious will-0'-the-wisp or hospitable beacon, would come
and be radiant in the night; if my pillar of fire would go
before me, even though it were across a desart without manna
and without springs; if | knew whither | am going, though |
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. Tolivein thisway isto 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 their situation. | nave been turning
for along time, and the bucket should have quite come up."

ROSETTE—"Y ou have many points of resemblance with
D'Albert, and when you speak it seems to me sometimes as
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though he were the speaker. | 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 amless 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—"| 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 phymed glade with shade, flame with name, and God
with trod, conscientiously cross their legs and arms and suffer
the spheres to complete their revolution.”

ROSETTE—"Heisnot one of those. Hisversesareinferior
to him and do not contain him. What he has written would
give you a very fase idea of his own person; his true poem
is himself, and | 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 jedous 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—"I 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—"It is 0 difficult to possess athing aone in this
world! every torch attracts so many butterflies, and every
treasure so many thieves! | like those silent ones who carry
their idea into their grave, and will not surrender it to the
foul kisses and shamedess touches of the crowd. | am de-
lighted with the lovers who do not write their mistresss
name on any bark, nor confide it to any echo, and who, when
deeping, are pursued by the dread lest they should utter it
in a dream. | am one of the number; | have never spoken
,my thought, and none shall know my love—but s¢ it is



MADEMOISELLE DE MAUPIN

nearly eleven o'clock, my dear Theodore, and | am prevent-
ing you from taking the rest that you must need. When |
am obliged to leave you, | always fedl a heaviness of heart,
and it seams to me the last time that | shall s you. |
delay the parting as much as possible; but one must part at
last. Well, good-bye, for | 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 along time with
his gaze; the corridor was pierced at wide intervalswith little
narrow-paned windows, which were lit up by the moon, and
made a very fantastic alternation of light and shade At
each window Rosette's white, pure form shone like a silver
phantom; then it would vanish to reappear with greater bril-
liance a little further off; at last it disappeared atogether.

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

VI

As soon asit was light at Rosette's, D'Albert had himself
announced with a promptness that was not usua with him.

"Here you are," said Rosette, "and | should say you are
early, if you could ever come early. And 0, to reward you
for your gallantry, | grant you my hand to kiss."

And from beneath the lace-trimmed sheet of Flanderslinen,
she drew the prettiest little hand that was ever seen at the
end of around, plump arm.

D'Albert kissed it with compunction.

"And the other one, itslittle sister, are we not to kiss it as
well?"

"Oh, dear, yes! nothing more feasible. | 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 | not the
most accommodating woman in theworld ?"

"You are grace itself, and should have white marble tem-
plesraised to you in myrtlegroves. Indeed | am much afraid
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that there will happen to you what happered to Psyche, and
that Venus will become jealous of you," said D'Albert join-
ing both the hands of the fair one and carrying them together
to his lips,

"How you deliver all that in a breath! One would sy
that it was a phrase you had learnt by heart," said Rosette
with a delicious little pout.

"Not at all: you are quite worthy of having a phrase
turned expresdy for you, and you are made to pluck the vir-
ginity of madrigals,” retorted D'Albert.

"Qh, indeed! really—what makes you so lively to-day?
Areyouill that you are so polite? | fear that you will die.
Do you know that it is a bad sign when anyone changes his
character all at once with no apparent reason? Now, it isan
established fact, in the eyes of all the women who Rave taken
the trouble to love you, that you are usually as cross as you
can be, and it is no less certain that at this moment you are
as charming as one can be, and are displaying most inexplic-
able amiability. There, | do think that you are looking pale,
my poor D'Albert; give meyour arm, that | may fed your
pulse.” And she drew up his deave and counted the beats
with comical gravity. "No., you are aswell aspossible, with-
out the dightest symptom of fever. Then | must be furiously
pretty thismorning! Just yet me my mirror, and let me se
how far your gallantry is right or wrong."

D'Albert took up alittle mirror that was on the toilet-table
and laid it on the bed.

"In point of fact," said Rosette, "you are not altogether
wrong. Why do you not make a sonnet on my eyes, Sir poet?
Y ou have no reason .or not doing 0. just see how unfortu-
nate | am! to have eyes like that and a poet like this, and
yet to be 1 want of sonnets, as though | were one-eyed with
a was. carrier for my lover! You do not love me, sir; you
have not even written me an acrostic sonnet. And what do
you think of my mouth? Yet | have kissed you with that
mouth, and shall, perhaps, do so again, my handsome gloomy
one; and, indeed, it is a favour that you scarcely deserve
(this is not meant for to-day, for you deserve everything);
but not to be aways talking about myself, you have un-
paralleled beauty and freshness this morning, you look like
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a brother of Aurora; and athough it is scarcdy light you
are dready dressed and got up as though you were going to
a ball. Perchance you have desgns upon me? would you
ded atreacherousblow a my virtue? do you wish to meke a
oonouest of me? But | forgot that that was done areedy,
and Is now ancient history."

"Rostte, do not jest in that way; you know very well that
HOQ//\E/)R/OUF: depends. | don't k ell; and you?
" , that on't know it very well; ou?'
"Penyectly; and so trueisit that if ?/ou were 0 kind asto
forbid your door to everybody, | should endeavour to prove it
to you, and, | venture to flatter mysdlf, in a victorious fash-
ion."

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

"But | have, on my honour; however, act as though |
thought it excelent. | am your very humble dave, and | lay
my wishes at your feet."

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

"The Chevdier Theodore de Seranes” sad a big negro's
heed, smiling and chubby-faced, appearing between the leaves
of the folding-door, "wishes to pay his respects to you and
entreets you to condescend to receive him."

"AsK the chevdier to come in," sad Rosette, drawing up
the shedt to her chin.

Theodore first went up to Rosette's bed and mede her a
mogt profound and graceful bow, to which she returned a
friendly nod, and then turned towards D'Albert, and sduted
him dso with a free and courteous air.

"Where were you?' sad Theodore. "I have perhaps in-
terrupted an interesting conversation.  Pray continue, and
acquaint me with the subject of it in a few words."

"Oh, no!" replied Rosette with a mischievous smile; "we
were talking of busness”

Theodore sat down at the foot of Rosdttes bed, for D'Al-
bert had placed himsdf besde the pillow, as being the first
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arrival; the conversation wandered for some time from sub
ject 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.
Mien, 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 befilled 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 here 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 perhaps 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 him to visit
Rosette as early as if he had been still in love with her. [t
looked as though 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 himself 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
flame may otherwise be.

Theodore was such a handsome cavalier that it was difficult
to sse him appearing in a connection without being appre-
hensive of what had, in fact, often happened aready, appre-
hensive, 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 all his ways there was such a conquering charm, such
natural grace, and something so sweet and proud, that even
men were sensible of it. D'Albert, who had come to s
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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 dightest 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 have been had he seen the fair one in a white dress-
ing-gown gliding like a moth on a moon-ray into the hand-
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,
for one of the things that we scarcely ever s is a pretty,
amorous woman coming out of the chamber of an equally
pretty cavaier exactly as she went in.

Rosette listened to Theodore with 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 essy 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.

"What shall we do to-day, Theodore?' said Rosette; "sup-
pose we take a sail? what 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?"

"1 might perhaps prefer toflow along in the boat with the
current of the stream to galloping desperately in pursuit of a
poor beast; but | will go where you go. We have now only
to let Madame Rosette get up, and assume a suitable cos
tume."

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 guess, seeing them so 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. Sheleaped upon the saddle with her usua agility,
and gave a switch to her horse which started off like an arrow,
D'Albert 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 ssemed
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 his anima 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; alittle 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 he was severa
heads in advance of D'Albert and Rosette.

"Whoever lovesme will follow me," said Theodore, leaping
afence four feet high. "Well, sir poet,” he said, when he was
on the other side, "you do not jump? Yet your mount has
wings, so people say." .

"Faith! | would rather go round; | have only one head to
break after all; if | had severa | should try," replied D'Al-
bert, smiling.

"Nobody loves me then, since nobody follows me," 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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gyes towards him with a look of reproach, and brought his
heds 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 afurious stroke with her whip on the
neck of her mare, she crossed the bar of apple-green wood
which fenced the avenue.

"And |, 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 aready in the middle of the avenue, and saw
nothing of all this; for, from time immemorial, fathers, hus-
bands, and lovers have been possessad of the privilege of see
ing nothing.

"I'snabel," said Theodore, "you are mad, and so are you,
Rosette!  Isnabel, you did not take sufficient room for the
leap, and you, Rosette, nearly caught your dress in the posts.
Y ou might have killed yourself."

"What 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 alittle stone tower with
six dgdes, 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
sailing over their heads before a somewhat strong breeze;
close, high grass and impenetrable bushes afforded retreats
and fortresses to the game, and the hunt promised to be a
uccess. It was a genuine old-world forest, with ancient oaks
more than a century old, such as are to be seen no longer
now than we plant no more trees, and have not patience
enough to wait until those that are planted have grown up;
a hereditary forest planted by great-grandfathers