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COLONEL	CHABERT
	

"HULLO!	There	is	that	old	Box-coat	again!"

This	 exclamation	 was	 made	 by	 a	 lawyer's	 clerk	 of	 the	 class	 called	 in
French	offices	a	gutter-jumper—a	messenger	in	fact—who	at	this	moment	was
eating	a	piece	of	dry	bread	with	a	hearty	appetite.	He	pulled	off	a	morsel	of
crumb	to	make	into	a	bullet,	and	fired	it	gleefully	through	the	open	pane	of	the
window	 against	 which	 he	 was	 leaning.	 The	 pellet,	 well	 aimed,	 rebounded
almost	 as	 high	 as	 the	 window,	 after	 hitting	 the	 hat	 of	 a	 stranger	 who	 was
crossing	 the	 courtyard	 of	 a	 house	 in	 the	Rue	Vivienne,	where	 dwelt	Maitre
Derville,	attorney-at-law.

"Come,	 Simonnin,	 don't	 play	 tricks	 on	 people,	 or	 I	 will	 turn	 you	 out	 of
doors.	However	poor	a	client	may	be,	he	is	still	a	man,	hang	it	all!"	said	the
head	clerk,	pausing	in	the	addition	of	a	bill	of	costs.

The	lawyer's	messenger	is	commonly,	as	was	Simonnin,	a	lad	of	thirteen	or
fourteen,	who,	in	every	office,	is	under	the	special	jurisdiction	of	the	managing
clerk,	whose	errands	and	billets-doux	keep	him	employed	on	his	way	to	carry
writs	to	the	bailiffs	and	petitions	to	the	Courts.	He	is	akin	to	the	street	boy	in
his	habits,	 and	 to	 the	pettifogger	by	 fate.	The	boy	 is	almost	always	 ruthless,
unbroken,	unmanageable,	a	ribald	rhymester,	impudent,	greedy,	and	idle.	And
yet,	almost	all	these	clerklings	have	an	old	mother	lodging	on	some	fifth	floor
with	whom	they	share	their	pittance	of	thirty	or	forty	francs	a	month.

"If	he	is	a	man,	why	do	you	call	him	old	Box-coat?"	asked	Simonnin,	with
the	air	of	a	schoolboy	who	has	caught	out	his	master.

And	he	went	on	eating	his	bread	and	cheese,	leaning	his	shoulder	against
the	 window	 jamb;	 for	 he	 rested	 standing	 like	 a	 cab-horse,	 one	 of	 his	 legs
raised	and	propped	against	the	other,	on	the	toe	of	his	shoe.

"What	trick	can	we	play	that	cove?"	said	the	third	clerk,	whose	name	was
Godeschal,	 in	 a	 low	 voice,	 pausing	 in	 the	 middle	 of	 a	 discourse	 he	 was
extemporizing	 in	 an	 appeal	 engrossed	 by	 the	 fourth	 clerk,	 of	 which	 copies
were	being	made	by	two	neophytes	from	the	provinces.

Then	he	went	on	improvising:

"But,	 in	 his	 noble	 and	 beneficent	 wisdom,	 his	 Majesty,	 Louis	 the
Eighteenth—(write	it	at	full	length,	heh!	Desroches	the	learned—you,	as	you
engross	 it!)—when	he	 resumed	 the	 reins	of	Government,	understood—(what
did	that	old	nincompoop	ever	understand?)—the	high	mission	to	which	he	had
been	called	by	Divine	Providence!—(a	note	of	admiration	and	six	stops.	They



are	pious	enough	at	 the	Courts	 to	 let	us	put	six)—and	his	first	 thought,	as	 is
proved	 by	 the	 date	 of	 the	 order	 hereinafter	 designated,	 was	 to	 repair	 the
misfortunes	caused	by	the	terrible	and	sad	disasters	of	the	revolutionary	times,
by	restoring	to	his	numerous	and	faithful	adherents—('numerous'	is	flattering,
and	ought	 to	please	 the	Bench)—all	 their	unsold	estates,	whether	within	our
realm,	or	 in	conquered	or	acquired	 territory,	or	 in	 the	endowments	of	public
institutions,	for	we	are,	and	proclaim	ourselves	competent	to	declare,	that	this
is	the	spirit	and	meaning	of	the	famous,	truly	loyal	order	given	in—Stop,"	said
Godeschal	to	the	three	copying	clerks,	"that	rascally	sentence	brings	me	to	the
end	of	my	page.—Well,"	he	went	on,	wetting	the	back	fold	of	the	sheet	with
his	tongue,	so	as	to	be	able	to	fold	back	the	page	of	thick	stamped	paper,	"well,
if	you	want	to	play	him	a	trick,	tell	him	that	the	master	can	only	see	his	clients
between	 two	 and	 three	 in	 the	 morning;	 we	 shall	 see	 if	 he	 comes,	 the	 old
ruffian!"

And	 Godeschal	 took	 up	 the	 sentence	 he	 was	 dictating—"given	 in—Are
you	ready?"

"Yes,"	cried	the	three	writers.

It	all	went	all	together,	the	appeal,	the	gossip,	and	the	conspiracy.

"Given	in—Here,	Daddy	Boucard,	what	is	the	date	of	the	order?	We	must
dot	our	i's	and	cross	our	t's,	by	Jingo!	it	helps	to	fill	the	pages."

"By	Jingo!"	 repeated	one	of	 the	copying	clerks	before	Boucard,	 the	head
clerk,	could	reply.

"What!	have	you	written	by	Jingo?"	cried	Godeschal,	looking	at	one	of	the
novices,	with	an	expression	at	once	stern	and	humorous.

"Why,	yes,"	said	Desroches,	the	fourth	clerk,	leaning	across	his	neighbor's
copy,	"he	has	written,	'We	must	dot	our	i's'	and	spelt	it	by	Gingo!"

All	the	clerks	shouted	with	laughter.

"Why!	Monsieur	Hure,	you	take	'By	Jingo'	for	a	law	term,	and	you	say	you
come	from	Mortagne!"	exclaimed	Simonnin.

"Scratch	it	cleanly	out,"	said	the	head	clerk.	"If	the	judge,	whose	business
it	is	to	tax	the	bill,	were	to	see	such	things,	he	would	say	you	were	laughing	at
the	whole	boiling.	You	would	hear	of	it	from	the	chief!	Come,	no	more	of	this
nonsense,	Monsieur	Hure!	A	Norman	ought	not	to	write	out	an	appeal	without
thought.	It	is	the	'Shoulder	arms!'	of	the	law."

"Given	in—in?"	asked	Godeschal.—"Tell	me	when,	Boucard."

"June	1814,"	replied	the	head	clerk,	without	looking	up	from	his	work.

A	 knock	 at	 the	 office	 door	 interrupted	 the	 circumlocutions	 of	 the	 prolix



document.	Five	 clerks	with	 rows	of	hungry	 teeth,	bright,	mocking	eyes,	 and
curly	heads,	 lifted	 their	noses	 towards	 the	door,	after	crying	all	 together	 in	a
singing	tone,	"Come	in!"

Boucard	 kept	 his	 face	 buried	 in	 a	 pile	 of	 papers—broutilles	 (odds	 and
ends)	 in	 French	 law	 jargon—and	 went	 on	 drawing	 out	 the	 bill	 of	 costs	 on
which	he	was	busy.

The	office	was	a	large	room	furnished	with	the	traditional	stool	which	is	to
be	 seen	 in	 all	 these	dens	of	 law-quibbling.	The	 stove-pipe	 crossed	 the	 room
diagonally	to	the	chimney	of	a	bricked-up	fireplace;	on	the	marble	chimney-
piece	 were	 several	 chunks	 of	 bread,	 triangles	 of	 Brie	 cheese,	 pork	 cutlets,
glasses,	 bottles,	 and	 the	 head	 clerk's	 cup	 of	 chocolate.	 The	 smell	 of	 these
dainties	blended	so	completely	with	that	of	the	immoderately	overheated	stove
and	the	odor	peculiar	to	offices	and	old	papers,	that	the	trail	of	a	fox	would	not
have	been	perceptible.	The	floor	was	covered	with	mud	and	snow,	brought	in
by	the	clerks.	Near	the	window	stood	the	desk	with	a	revolving	lid,	where	the
head	clerk	worked,	and	against	the	back	of	it	was	the	second	clerk's	table.	The
second	clerk	was	at	this	moment	in	Court.	It	was	between	eight	and	nine	in	the
morning.

The	 only	 decoration	 of	 the	 office	 consisted	 in	 huge	 yellow	 posters,
announcing	 seizures	 of	 real	 estate,	 sales,	 settlements	 under	 trust,	 final	 or
interim	judgments,—all	 the	glory	of	a	 lawyer's	office.	Behind	the	head	clerk
was	an	enormous	room,	of	which	each	division	was	crammed	with	bundles	of
papers	with	an	infinite	number	of	tickets	hanging	from	them	at	the	ends	of	red
tape,	which	give	a	peculiar	physiognomy	to	law	papers.	The	lower	rows	were
filled	 with	 cardboard	 boxes,	 yellow	 with	 use,	 on	 which	 might	 be	 read	 the
names	of	the	more	important	clients	whose	cases	were	juicily	stewing	at	this
present	 time.	 The	 dirty	 window-panes	 admitted	 but	 little	 daylight.	 Indeed,
there	 are	 very	 few	 offices	 in	 Paris	 where	 it	 is	 possible	 to	 write	 without
lamplight	before	ten	in	the	morning	in	the	month	of	February,	for	they	are	all
left	to	very	natural	neglect;	every	one	comes	and	no	one	stays;	no	one	has	any
personal	 interest	 in	 a	 scene	 of	 mere	 routine—neither	 the	 attorney,	 nor	 the
counsel,	 nor	 the	 clerks,	 trouble	 themselves	 about	 the	 appearance	 of	 a	 place
which,	to	the	youths,	is	a	schoolroom;	to	the	clients,	a	passage;	to	the	chief,	a
laboratory.	 The	 greasy	 furniture	 is	 handed	 down	 to	 successive	 owners	 with
such	 scrupulous	 care,	 that	 in	 some	 offices	 may	 still	 be	 seen	 boxes	 of
remainders,	 machines	 for	 twisting	 parchment	 gut,	 and	 bags	 left	 by	 the
prosecuting	 parties	 of	 the	 Chatelet	 (abbreviated	 to	 Chlet)—a	 Court	 which,
under	 the	old	order	of	 things,	 represented	 the	present	Court	of	First	 Instance
(or	County	Court).

So	 in	 this	 dark	 office,	 thick	 with	 dust,	 there	 was,	 as	 in	 all	 its	 fellows,
something	repulsive	to	the	clients—something	which	made	it	one	of	the	most



hideous	 monstrosities	 of	 Paris.	 Nay,	 were	 it	 not	 for	 the	 mouldy	 sacristies
where	 prayers	 are	weighed	 out	 and	 paid	 for	 like	 groceries,	 and	 for	 the	 old-
clothes	 shops,	 where	 flutter	 the	 rags	 that	 blight	 all	 the	 illusions	 of	 life	 by
showing	us	the	last	end	of	all	our	festivities—an	attorney's	office	would	be,	of
all	 social	 marts,	 the	 most	 loathsome.	 But	 we	 might	 say	 the	 same	 of	 the
gambling-hell,	of	the	Law	Court,	of	the	lottery	office,	of	the	brothel.

But	why?	In	these	places,	perhaps,	the	drama	being	played	in	a	man's	soul
makes	him	indifferent	to	accessories,	which	would	also	account	for	the	single-
mindedness	of	great	thinkers	and	men	of	great	ambitions.

"Where	is	my	penknife?"

"I	am	eating	my	breakfast."

"You	go	and	be	hanged!	here	is	a	blot	on	the	copy."

"Silence,	gentlemen!"

These	 various	 exclamations	 were	 uttered	 simultaneously	 at	 the	 moment
when	the	old	client	shut	the	door	with	the	sort	of	humility	which	disfigures	the
movements	 of	 a	man	down	on	his	 luck.	The	 stranger	 tried	 to	 smile,	 but	 the
muscles	of	his	face	relaxed	as	he	vainly	looked	for	some	symptoms	of	amenity
on	the	inexorably	indifferent	faces	of	the	six	clerks.	Accustomed,	no	doubt,	to
gauge	men,	he	very	politely	addressed	the	gutter-jumper,	hoping	to	get	a	civil
answer	from	this	boy	of	all	work.

"Monsieur,	is	your	master	at	home?"

The	pert	messenger	made	no	reply,	but	patted	his	ear	with	the	fingers	of	his
left	hand,	as	much	as	to	say,	"I	am	deaf."

"What	 do	 you	 want,	 sir?"	 asked	 Godeschal,	 swallowing	 as	 he	 spoke	 a
mouthful	of	bread	big	enough	to	charge	a	four-pounder,	flourishing	his	knife
and	crossing	his	legs,	throwing	up	one	foot	in	the	air	to	the	level	of	his	eyes.

"This	is	the	fifth	time	I	have	called,"	replied	the	victim.	"I	wish	to	speak	to
M.	Derville."

"On	business?"

"Yes,	but	I	can	explain	it	to	no	one	but—"

"M.	Derville	 is	 in	bed;	 if	you	wish	 to	consult	him	on	some	difficulty,	he
does	no	serious	work	till	midnight.	But	if	you	will	lay	the	case	before	us,	we
could	help	you	just	as	well	as	he	can	to——"

The	stranger	was	unmoved;	he	looked	timidly	about	him,	 like	a	dog	who
has	got	into	a	strange	kitchen	and	expects	a	kick.	By	grace	of	their	profession,
lawyers'	clerks	have	no	fear	of	thieves;	they	did	not	suspect	the	owner	of	the



box-coat,	and	left	him	to	study	the	place,	where	he	looked	in	vain	for	a	chair	to
sit	on,	 for	he	was	evidently	 tired.	Attorneys,	on	principle,	do	not	have	many
chairs	in	their	offices.	The	inferior	client,	being	kept	waiting	on	his	feet,	goes
away	 grumbling,	 but	 then	 he	 does	 not	waste	 time,	which,	 as	 an	 old	 lawyer
once	said,	is	not	allowed	for	when	the	bill	is	taxed.

"Monsieur,"	said	the	old	man,	"as	I	have	already	told	you,	I	cannot	explain
my	business	to	any	one	but	M.	Derville.	I	will	wait	till	he	is	up."

Boucard	had	finished	his	bill.	He	smelt	the	fragrance	of	his	chocolate,	rose
from	his	cane	armchair,	went	to	the	chimney-piece,	looked	the	old	man	from
head	 to	 foot,	 stared	 at	 his	 coat,	 and	 made	 an	 indescribable	 grimace.	 He
probably	reflected	that	whichever	way	his	client	might	be	wrung,	it	would	be
impossible	to	squeeze	out	a	centime,	so	he	put	in	a	few	brief	words	to	rid	the
office	of	a	bad	customer.

"It	is	the	truth,	monsieur.	The	chief	only	works	at	night.	If	your	business	is
important,	 I	 recommend	 you	 to	 return	 at	 one	 in	 the	morning."	 The	 stranger
looked	 at	 the	 head	 clerk	 with	 a	 bewildered	 expression,	 and	 remained
motionless	 for	 a	 moment.	 The	 clerks,	 accustomed	 to	 every	 change	 of
countenance,	 and	 the	 odd	 whimsicalities	 to	 which	 indecision	 or	 absence	 of
mind	gives	rise	in	"parties,"	went	on	eating,	making	as	much	noise	with	their
jaws	as	horses	over	a	manger,	and	paying	no	further	heed	to	the	old	man.

"I	will	come	again	to-night,"	said	the	stranger	at	length,	with	the	tenacious
desire,	peculiar	to	the	unfortunate,	to	catch	humanity	at	fault.

The	only	 irony	allowed	to	poverty	 is	 to	drive	Justice	and	Benevolence	 to
unjust	 denials.	When	 a	 poor	 wretch	 has	 convicted	 Society	 of	 falsehood,	 he
throws	himself	more	eagerly	on	the	mercy	of	God.

"What	 do	 you	 think	 of	 that	 for	 a	 cracked	 pot?"	 said	 Simonnin,	 without
waiting	till	the	old	man	had	shut	the	door.

"He	looks	as	if	he	had	been	buried	and	dug	up	again,"	said	a	clerk.

"He	is	some	colonel	who	wants	his	arrears	of	pay,"	said	the	head	clerk.

"No,	he	is	a	retired	concierge,"	said	Godeschal.

"I	bet	you	he	is	a	nobleman,"	cried	Boucard.

"I	 bet	 you	 he	 has	 been	 a	 porter,"	 retorted	 Godeschal.	 "Only	 porters	 are
gifted	by	nature	with	shabby	box-coats,	as	worn	and	greasy	and	frayed	as	that
old	body's.	And	did	you	see	his	trodden-down	boots	that	let	the	water	in,	and
his	stock	which	serves	for	a	shirt?	He	has	slept	in	a	dry	arch."

"He	 may	 be	 of	 noble	 birth,	 and	 yet	 have	 pulled	 the	 doorlatch,"	 cried
Desroches.	"It	has	been	known!"



"No,"	Boucard	insisted,	in	the	midst	of	laughter,	"I	maintain	that	he	was	a
brewer	in	1789,	and	a	colonel	in	the	time	of	the	Republic."

"I	bet	theatre	tickets	round	that	he	never	was	a	soldier,"	said	Godeschal.

"Done	with	you,"	answered	Boucard.

"Monsieur!	Monsieur!"	shouted	the	little	messenger,	opening	the	window.

"What	are	you	at	now,	Simonnin?"	asked	Boucard.

"I	am	calling	him	that	you	may	ask	him	whether	he	is	a	colonel	or	a	porter;
he	must	know."

All	the	clerks	laughed.	As	to	the	old	man,	he	was	already	coming	upstairs
again.

"What	can	we	say	to	him?"	cried	Godeschal.

"Leave	it	to	me,"	replied	Boucard.

The	poor	man	came	in	nervously,	his	eyes	cast	down,	perhaps	not	to	betray
how	hungry	he	was	by	looking	too	greedily	at	the	eatables.

"Monsieur,"	said	Boucard,	"will	you	have	the	kindness	to	leave	your	name,
so	that	M.	Derville	may	know——"

"Chabert."

"The	Colonel	who	was	killed	at	Eylau?"	asked	Hure,	who,	having	 so	 far
said	nothing,	was	jealous	of	adding	a	jest	to	all	the	others.

"The	same,	monsieur,"	replied	the	good	man,	with	antique	simplicity.	And
he	went	away.

"Whew!"

"Done	brown!"

"Poof!"

"Oh!"

"Ah!"

"Boum!"

"The	old	rogue!"

"Ting-a-ring-ting!"

"Sold	again!"

"Monsieur	Desroches,	you	are	going	to	the	play	without	paying,"	said	Hure
to	the	fourth	clerk,	giving	him	a	slap	on	the	shoulder	that	might	have	killed	a



rhinoceros.

There	 was	 a	 storm	 of	 cat-calls,	 cries,	 and	 exclamations,	 which	 all	 the
onomatopeia	of	the	language	would	fail	to	represent.

"Which	theatre	shall	we	go	to?"

"To	the	opera,"	cried	the	head	clerk.

"In	 the	 first	 place,"	 said	Godeschal,	 "I	 never	mentioned	which	 theatre.	 I
might,	if	I	chose,	take	you	to	see	Madame	Saqui."

"Madame	Saqui	is	not	the	play."

"What	 is	 a	play?"	 replied	Godeschal.	 "First,	we	must	define	 the	point	 of
fact.	What	did	I	bet,	gentlemen?	A	play.	What	is	a	play?	A	spectacle.	What	is	a
spectacle?	Something	to	be	seen—"

"But	on	that	principle	you	would	pay	your	bet	by	taking	us	to	see	the	water
run	under	the	Pont	Neuf!"	cried	Simonnin,	interrupting	him.

"To	be	seen	for	money,"	Godeschal	added.

"But	a	great	many	things	are	to	be	seen	for	money	that	are	not	plays.	The
definition	is	defective,"	said	Desroches.

"But	do	listen	to	me!"

"You	are	talking	nonsense,	my	dear	boy,"	said	Boucard.

"Is	Curtius'	a	play?"	said	Godeschal.

"No,"	 said	 the	 head	 clerk,	 "it	 is	 a	 collection	 of	 figures—but	 it	 is	 a
spectacle."

"I	bet	you	a	hundred	 francs	 to	 a	 sou,"	Godeschal	 resumed,	 "that	Curtius'
Waxworks	forms	such	a	show	as	might	be	called	a	play	or	theatre.	It	contains	a
thing	 to	 be	 seen	 at	 various	 prices,	 according	 to	 the	 place	 you	 choose	 to
occupy."

"And	so	on,	and	so	forth!"	said	Simonnin.

"You	mind	I	don't	box	your	ears!"	said	Godeschal.

The	clerk	shrugged	their	shoulders.

"Besides,	it	is	not	proved	that	that	old	ape	was	not	making	game	of	us,"	he
said,	dropping	his	argument,	which	was	drowned	in	the	laughter	of	the	other
clerks.	 "On	my	honor,	Colonel	Chabert	 is	 really	 and	 truly	 dead.	His	wife	 is
married	again	to	Comte	Ferraud,	Councillor	of	State.	Madame	Ferraud	is	one
of	our	clients."

"Come,	 the	 case	 is	 remanded	 till	 to-morrow,"	 said	 Boucard.	 "To	 work,



gentlemen.	The	deuce	is	 in	 it;	we	get	nothing	done	here.	Finish	copying	that
appeal;	 it	 must	 be	 handed	 in	 before	 the	 sitting	 of	 the	 Fourth	 Chamber,
judgment	is	to	be	given	to-day.	Come,	on	you	go!"

"If	 he	 really	 were	 Colonel	 Chabert,	 would	 not	 that	 impudent	 rascal
Simonnin	have	felt	the	leather	of	his	boot	in	the	right	place	when	he	pretended
to	 be	 deaf?"	 said	Desroches,	 regarding	 this	 remark	 as	more	 conclusive	 than
Godeschal's.

"Since	nothing	is	settled,"	said	Boucard,	"let	us	all	agree	to	go	to	the	upper
boxes	of	the	Francais	and	see	Talma	in	'Nero.'	Simonnin	may	go	to	the	pit."

And	thereupon	the	head	clerk	sat	down	at	his	table,	and	the	others	followed
his	example.

"Given	in	June	eighteen	hundred	and	fourteen	(in	words),"	said	Godeschal.
"Ready?"

"Yes,"	 replied	 the	 two	 copying-clerks	 and	 the	 engrosser,	 whose	 pens
forthwith	began	to	creak	over	the	stamped	paper,	making	as	much	noise	in	the
office	as	a	hundred	cockchafers	imprisoned	by	schoolboys	in	paper	cages.

"And	we	hope	that	my	lords	on	the	Bench,"	the	extemporizing	clerk	went
on.	 "Stop!	 I	 must	 read	 my	 sentence	 through	 again.	 I	 do	 not	 understand	 it
myself."

"Forty-six	(that	must	often	happen)	and	three	forty-nines,"	said	Boucard.

"We	 hope,"	 Godeschal	 began	 again,	 after	 reading	 all	 through	 the
document,	"that	my	lords	on	the	Bench	will	not	be	less	magnanimous	than	the
august	author	of	the	decree,	and	that	they	will	do	justice	against	the	miserable
claims	of	the	acting	committee	of	the	chief	Board	of	the	Legion	of	Honor	by
interpreting	the	law	in	the	wide	sense	we	have	here	set	forth——"

"Monsieur	Godeschal,	wouldn't	you	 like	a	glass	of	water?"	 said	 the	 little
messenger.

"That	 imp	 of	 a	 boy!"	 said	 Boucard.	 "Here,	 get	 on	 your	 double-soled
shanks-mare,	take	this	packet,	and	spin	off	to	the	Invalides."

"Here	 set	 forth,"	Godeschal	went	 on.	 "Add	 in	 the	 interest	 of	Madame	 la
Vicomtesse	(at	full	length)	de	Grandlieu."

"What!"	cried	the	chief,	"are	you	thinking	of	drawing	up	an	appeal	in	the
case	of	Vicomtesse	de	Grandlieu	against	the	Legion	of	Honor—a	case	for	the
office	to	stand	or	fall	by?	You	are	something	like	an	ass!	Have	the	goodness	to
put	 aside	 your	 copies	 and	your	 notes;	 you	may	keep	 all	 that	 for	 the	 case	 of
Navarreins	 against	 the	 Hospitals.	 It	 is	 late.	 I	 will	 draw	 up	 a	 little	 petition
myself,	with	a	due	allowance	of	'inasmuch,'	and	go	to	the	Courts	myself."



This	scene	is	typical	of	the	thousand	delights	which,	when	we	look	back	on
our	youth,	make	us	say,	"Those	were	good	times."

At	about	one	 in	 the	morning	Colonel	Chabert,	self-styled,	knocked	at	 the
door	 of	 Maitre	 Derville,	 attorney	 to	 the	 Court	 of	 First	 Instance	 in	 the
Department	of	the	Seine.	The	porter	told	him	that	Monsieur	Derville	had	not
yet	come	in.	The	old	man	said	he	had	an	appointment,	and	was	shown	upstairs
to	the	rooms	occupied	by	the	famous	lawyer,	who,	notwithstanding	his	youth,
was	considered	to	have	one	of	the	longest	heads	in	Paris.

Having	rung,	the	distrustful	applicant	was	not	a	little	astonished	at	finding
the	head	clerk	busily	arranging	 in	a	convenient	order	on	his	master's	dining-
room	 table	 the	 papers	 relating	 to	 the	 cases	 to	 be	 tried	 on	 the	 morrow.	 The
clerk,	not	less	astonished,	bowed	to	the	Colonel	and	begged	him	to	take	a	seat,
which	the	client	did.

"On	my	word,	monsieur,	 I	 thought	 you	were	 joking	yesterday	when	you
named	such	an	hour	for	an	interview,"	said	the	old	man,	with	the	forced	mirth
of	a	ruined	man,	who	does	his	best	to	smile.

"The	clerks	were	joking,	but	they	were	speaking	the	truth	too,"	replied	the
man,	going	on	with	his	work.	"M.	Derville	chooses	this	hour	for	studying	his
cases,	 taking	 stock	 of	 their	 possibilities,	 arranging	 how	 to	 conduct	 them,
deciding	on	the	line	of	defence.	His	prodigious	intellect	is	freer	at	this	hour—
the	 only	 time	 when	 he	 can	 have	 the	 silence	 and	 quiet	 needed	 for	 the
conception	of	 good	 ideas.	Since	he	 entered	 the	profession,	 you	 are	 the	 third
person	to	come	to	him	for	a	consultation	at	this	midnight	hour.	After	coming
in	 the	chief	will	discuss	each	case,	 read	everything,	spend	four	or	five	hours
perhaps	 over	 the	 business,	 then	 he	 will	 ring	 for	 me	 and	 explain	 to	 me	 his
intentions.	 In	 the	morning	 from	 ten	 to	 two	he	hears	what	his	clients	have	 to
say,	then	he	spends	the	rest	of	his	day	in	appointments.	In	the	evening	he	goes
into	 society	 to	 keep	 up	 his	 connections.	 So	 he	 has	 only	 the	 night	 for
undermining	his	cases,	ransacking	the	arsenal	of	the	code,	and	laying	his	plan
of	battle.	He	is	determined	never	to	lose	a	case;	he	loves	his	art.	He	will	not
undertake	 every	 case,	 as	 his	 brethren	 do.	 That	 is	 his	 life,	 an	 exceptionally
active	one.	And	he	makes	a	great	deal	of	money."

As	he	 listened	 to	 this	explanation,	 the	old	man	sat	 silent,	and	his	 strange
face	 assumed	 an	 expression	 so	 bereft	 of	 intelligence,	 that	 the	 clerk,	 after
looking	at	him,	thought	no	more	about	him.

A	 few	 minutes	 later	 Derville	 came	 in,	 in	 evening	 dress;	 his	 head	 clerk
opened	 the	 door	 to	 him,	 and	went	 back	 to	 finish	 arranging	 the	 papers.	 The
young	lawyer	paused	for	a	moment	 in	amazement	on	seeing	in	 the	dim	light
the	 strange	 client	 who	 awaited	 him.	 Colonel	 Chabert	 was	 as	 absolutely
immovable	as	one	of	the	wax	figures	in	Curtius'	collection	to	which	Godeschal



had	proposed	to	treat	his	fellow-clerks.	This	quiescence	would	not	have	been	a
subject	for	astonishment	if	it	had	not	completed	the	supernatural	aspect	of	the
man's	 whole	 person.	 The	 old	 soldier	 was	 dry	 and	 lean.	 His	 forehead,
intentionally	 hidden	 under	 a	 smoothly	 combed	 wig,	 gave	 him	 a	 look	 of
mystery.	 His	 eyes	 seemed	 shrouded	 in	 a	 transparent	 film;	 you	 would	 have
compared	them	to	dingy	mother-of-pearl	with	a	blue	iridescence	changing	in
the	gleam	of	 the	wax	 lights.	His	 face,	pale,	 livid,	and	as	 thin	as	a	knife,	 if	 I
may	use	such	a	vulgar	expression,	was	as	the	face	of	the	dead.	Round	his	neck
was	a	tight	black	silk	stock.

Below	 the	 dark	 line	 of	 this	 rag	 the	 body	 was	 so	 completely	 hidden	 in
shadow	that	a	man	of	imagination	might	have	supposed	the	old	head	was	due
to	 some	 chance	 play	 of	 light	 and	 shade,	 or	 have	 taken	 it	 for	 a	 portrait	 by
Rembrandt,	without	a	frame.	The	brim	of	the	hat	which	covered	the	old	man's
brow	cast	a	black	line	of	shadow	on	the	upper	part	of	the	face.	This	grotesque
effect,	though	natural,	threw	into	relief	by	contrast	the	white	furrows,	the	cold
wrinkles,	 the	colorless	 tone	of	 the	corpse-like	countenance.	And	 the	absence
of	all	movement	 in	 the	figure,	of	all	 fire	 in	 the	eye,	were	 in	harmony	with	a
certain	 look	 of	 melancholy	 madness,	 and	 the	 deteriorating	 symptoms
characteristic	 of	 senility,	 giving	 the	 face	 an	 indescribably	 ill-starred	 look
which	no	human	words	could	render.

But	an	observer,	especially	a	lawyer,	could	also	have	read	in	this	stricken
man	the	signs	of	deep	sorrow,	the	traces	of	grief	which	had	worn	into	this	face,
as	drops	of	water	from	the	sky	falling	on	fine	marble	at	last	destroy	its	beauty.
A	physician,	an	author,	or	a	judge	might	have	discerned	a	whole	drama	at	the
sight	of	 its	 sublime	horror,	while	 the	 least	 charm	was	 its	 resemblance	 to	 the
grotesques	 which	 artists	 amuse	 themselves	 by	 sketching	 on	 a	 corner	 of	 the
lithographic	stone	while	chatting	with	a	friend.

On	seeing	the	attorney,	the	stranger	started,	with	the	convulsive	thrill	that
comes	over	a	poet	when	a	sudden	noise	rouses	him	from	a	fruitful	reverie	in
silence	and	at	night.	The	old	man	hastily	removed	his	hat	and	rose	to	bow	to
the	young	man;	the	leather	lining	of	his	hat	was	doubtless	very	greasy;	his	wig
stuck	 to	 it	without	 his	 noticing	 it,	 and	 left	 his	 head	 bare,	 showing	 his	 skull
horribly	disfigured	by	a	scar	beginning	at	the	nape	of	the	neck	and	ending	over
the	right	eye,	a	prominent	seam	all	across	his	head.	The	sudden	removal	of	the
dirty	wig	which	the	poor	man	wore	to	hide	this	gash	gave	the	two	lawyers	no
inclination	to	 laugh,	so	horrible	 to	behold	was	this	riven	skull.	The	first	 idea
suggested	 by	 the	 sight	 of	 this	 old	 wound	 was,	 "His	 intelligence	 must	 have
escaped	through	that	cut."

"If	 this	 is	 not	 Colonel	 Chabert,	 he	 is	 some	 thorough-going	 trooper!"
thought	Boucard.



"Monsieur,"	said	Derville,	"to	whom	have	I	the	honor	of	speaking?"

"To	Colonel	Chabert."

"Which?"

"He	who	was	killed	at	Eylau,"	replied	the	old	man.

On	hearing	 this	 strange	 speech,	 the	 lawyer	 and	his	 clerk	glanced	 at	 each
other,	as	much	as	to	say,	"He	is	mad."

"Monsieur,"	 the	Colonel	went	on,	 "I	wish	 to	confide	 to	you	 the	secret	of
my	position."

A	thing	worthy	of	note	is	the	natural	intrepidity	of	lawyers.	Whether	from
the	 habit	 of	 receiving	 a	 great	many	 persons,	 or	 from	 the	 deep	 sense	 of	 the
protection	conferred	on	them	by	the	law,	or	from	confidence	in	their	missions,
they	 enter	 everywhere,	 fearing	 nothing,	 like	 priests	 and	 physicians.	Derville
signed	to	Boucard,	who	vanished.

"During	 the	day,	sir,"	said	 the	attorney,	"I	am	not	so	miserly	of	my	 time,
but	at	night	every	minute	is	precious.	So	be	brief	and	concise.	Go	to	the	facts
without	digression.	I	will	ask	for	any	explanations	I	may	consider	necessary.
Speak."

Having	bid	his	strange	client	to	be	seated,	the	young	man	sat	down	at	the
table;	but	while	he	gave	his	attention	to	the	deceased	Colonel,	he	turned	over
the	bundles	of	papers.

"You	 know,	 perhaps,"	 said	 the	 dead	 man,	 "that	 I	 commanded	 a	 cavalry
regiment	at	Eylau.	I	was	of	important	service	to	the	success	of	Murat's	famous
charge	which	decided	the	victory.	Unhappily	for	me,	my	death	is	a	historical
fact,	 recorded	in	Victoires	et	Conquetes,	where	 it	 is	related	in	full	detail.	We
cut	through	the	three	Russian	lines,	which	at	once	closed	up	and	formed	again,
so	that	we	had	to	repeat	 the	movement	back	again.	At	 the	moment	when	we
were	nearing	the	Emperor,	after	having	scattered	the	Russians,	I	came	against
a	 squadron	 of	 the	 enemy's	 cavalry.	 I	 rushed	 at	 the	 obstinate	 brutes.	 Two
Russian	officers,	perfect	giants,	attacked	me	both	at	once.	One	of	 them	gave
me	a	cut	across	the	head	that	crashed	through	everything,	even	a	black	silk	cap
I	wore	next	my	head,	and	cut	deep	into	the	skull.	I	fell	from	my	horse.	Murat
came	 up	 to	 support	me.	He	 rode	 over	my	 body,	 he	 and	 all	 his	men,	 fifteen
hundred	of	 them—there	might	have	been	more!	My	death	was	announced	to
the	Emperor,	who	as	a	precaution—for	he	was	fond	of	me,	was	the	master—
wished	to	know	if	there	were	no	hope	of	saving	the	man	he	had	to	thank	for
such	a	vigorous	attack.	He	sent	two	surgeons	to	identify	me	and	bring	me	into
Hospital,	 saying,	 perhaps	 too	 carelessly,	 for	 he	 was	 very	 busy,	 'Go	 and	 see
whether	by	any	chance	poor	Chabert	is	still	alive.'	These	rascally	saw-bones,



who	had	just	seen	me	lying	under	the	hoofs	of	the	horses	of	two	regiments,	no
doubt	 did	 not	 trouble	 themselves	 to	 feel	 my	 pulse,	 and	 reported	 that	 I	 was
quite	dead.	The	certificate	of	death	was	probably	made	out	in	accordance	with
the	rules	of	military	jurisprudence."

As	he	heard	his	visitor	express	himself	with	complete	lucidity,	and	relate	a
story	 so	 probable	 though	 so	 strange,	 the	 young	 lawyer	 ceased	 fingering	 the
papers,	rested	his	left	elbow	on	the	table,	and	with	his	head	on	his	hand	looked
steadily	at	the	Colonel.

"Do	you	know,	monsieur,	 that	 I	 am	 lawyer	 to	 the	Countess	Ferraud,"	 he
said,	interrupting	the	speaker,	"Colonel	Chabert's	widow?"

"My	wife—yes	monsieur.	Therefore,	 after	a	hundred	 fruitless	attempts	 to
interest	lawyers,	who	have	all	thought	me	mad,	I	made	up	my	mind	to	come	to
you.	I	will	tell	you	of	my	misfortunes	afterwards;	for	the	present,	allow	me	to
prove	the	facts,	explaining	rather	how	things	must	have	fallen	out	rather	than
how	they	did	occur.	Certain	circumstances,	known,	I	suppose	to	no	one	but	the
Almighty,	compel	me	to	speak	of	some	things	as	hypothetical.	The	wounds	I
had	received	must	presumably	have	produced	tetanus,	or	have	thrown	me	into
a	 state	 analogous	 to	 that	 of	 a	 disease	 called,	 I	 believe,	 catalepsy.	Otherwise
how	is	it	conceivable	that	I	should	have	been	stripped,	as	is	the	custom	in	time
of	the	war,	and	thrown	into	the	common	grave	by	the	men	ordered	to	bury	the
dead?

"Allow	me	here	to	refer	to	a	detail	of	which	I	could	know	nothing	till	after
the	event,	which,	after	all,	I	must	speak	of	as	my	death.	At	Stuttgart,	in	1814,	I
met	an	old	quartermaster	of	my	regiment.	This	dear	fellow,	the	only	man	who
chose	to	recognize	me,	and	of	whom	I	will	tell	you	more	later,	explained	the
marvel	of	my	preservation,	by	telling	me	that	my	horse	was	shot	in	the	flank	at
the	moment	when	I	was	wounded.	Man	and	beast	went	down	together,	like	a
monk	cut	out	of	card-paper.	As	I	fell,	to	the	right	or	to	the	left,	I	was	no	doubt
covered	by	the	body	of	my	horse,	which	protected	me	from	being	trampled	to
death	or	hit	by	a	ball.

"When	I	came	to	myself,	monsieur,	I	was	in	a	position	and	an	atmosphere
of	which	I	could	give	you	no	idea	if	I	talked	till	to-morrow.	The	little	air	there
was	to	breathe	was	foul.	I	wanted	to	move,	and	found	no	room.	I	opened	my
eyes,	 and	 saw	nothing.	The	most	 alarming	circumstance	was	 the	 lack	of	 air,
and	this	enlightened	me	as	to	my	situation.	I	understood	that	no	fresh	air	could
penetrate	 to	 me,	 and	 that	 I	 must	 die.	 This	 thought	 took	 off	 the	 sense	 of
intolerable	 pain	 which	 had	 aroused	me.	 There	 was	 a	 violent	 singing	 in	 my
ears.	 I	 heard—or	 I	 thought	 I	 heard,	 I	 will	 assert	 nothing—groans	 from	 the
world	of	dead	among	whom	I	was	lying.	Some	nights	I	still	think	I	hear	those
stifled	moans;	 though	the	remembrance	of	 that	 time	is	very	obscure,	and	my



memory	very	indistinct,	in	spite	of	my	impressions	of	far	more	acute	suffering
I	was	fated	to	go	through,	and	which	have	confused	my	ideas.

"But	there	was	something	more	awful	than	cries;	there	was	a	silence	such
as	I	have	never	known	elsewhere—literally,	 the	silence	of	 the	grave.	At	 last,
by	raising	my	hands	and	feeling	the	dead,	I	discerned	a	vacant	space	between
my	head	and	the	human	carrion	above.	I	could	thus	measure	the	space,	granted
by	a	chance	of	which	I	knew	not	the	cause.	It	would	seem	that,	thanks	to	the
carelessness	and	the	haste	with	which	we	had	been	pitched	into	the	trench,	two
dead	bodies	had	 leaned	across	and	against	 each	other,	 forming	an	angle	 like
that	made	by	two	cards	when	a	child	 is	building	a	card	castle.	Feeling	about
me	 at	 once,	 for	 there	 was	 no	 time	 for	 play,	 I	 happily	 felt	 an	 arm	 lying
detached,	the	arm	of	a	Hercules!	A	stout	bone,	to	which	I	owed	my	rescue.	But
for	 this	 unhoped-for	 help,	 I	 must	 have	 perished.	 But	 with	 a	 fury	 you	 may
imagine,	I	began	to	work	my	way	through	the	bodies	which	separated	me	from
the	 layer	 of	 earth	which	 had	 no	 doubt	 been	 thrown	over	 us—I	 say	 us,	 as	 if
there	had	been	others	 living!	 I	worked	with	a	will,	monsieur,	 for	here	 I	 am!
But	to	this	day	I	do	not	know	how	I	succeeded	in	getting	through	the	pile	of
flesh	which	 formed	 a	 barrier	 between	me	 and	 life.	You	will	 say	 I	 had	 three
arms.	 This	 crowbar,	 which	 I	 used	 cleverly	 enough,	 opened	 out	 a	 little	 air
between	 the	 bodies	 I	 moved,	 and	 I	 economized	 my	 breath.	 At	 last	 I	 saw
daylight,	but	through	snow!

"At	 that	 moment	 I	 perceived	 that	 my	 head	 was	 cut	 open.	 Happily	 my
blood,	 or	 that	 of	 my	 comrades,	 or	 perhaps	 the	 torn	 skin	 of	 my	 horse,	 who
knows,	had	in	coagulating	formed	a	sort	of	natural	plaster.	But,	in	spite	of	it,	I
fainted	away	when	my	head	came	 into	 contact	with	 the	 snow.	However,	 the
little	 warmth	 left	 in	 me	 melted	 the	 snow	 about	 me;	 and	 when	 I	 recovered
consciousness,	 I	 found	myself	 in	 the	middle	 of	 a	 round	 hole,	where	 I	 stood
shouting	as	long	as	I	could.	But	the	sun	was	rising,	so	I	had	very	little	chance
of	being	heard.	Was	there	any	one	in	the	fields	yet?	I	pulled	myself	up,	using
my	feet	as	a	spring,	resting	on	one	of	the	dead,	whose	ribs	were	firm.	You	may
suppose	 that	 this	 was	 not	 the	 moment	 for	 saying,	 'Respect	 courage	 in
misfortune!'	 In	 short,	 monsieur,	 after	 enduring	 the	 anguish,	 if	 the	 word	 is
strong	enough	for	my	frenzy,	of	seeing	for	a	long	time,	yes,	quite	a	long	time,
those	cursed	Germans	flying	from	a	voice	they	heard	where	they	could	see	no
one,	 I	was	dug	out	by	a	woman,	who	was	brave	or	curious	enough	 to	come
close	to	my	head,	which	must	have	looked	as	though	it	had	sprouted	from	the
ground	like	a	mushroom.	This	woman	went	to	fetch	her	husband,	and	between
them	they	got	me	to	their	poor	hovel.

"It	would	seem	that	I	must	have	again	fallen	into	a	catalepsy—allow	me	to
use	the	word	to	describe	a	state	of	which	I	have	no	idea,	but	which,	from	the
account	given	by	my	hosts,	I	suppose	to	have	been	the	effect	of	that	malady.	I



remained	for	six	months	between	life	and	death;	not	speaking,	or,	 if	I	spoke,
talking	 in	 delirium.	 At	 last,	 my	 hosts	 got	 me	 admitted	 to	 the	 hospital	 at
Heilsberg.

"You	will	understand,	Monsieur,	that	I	came	out	of	the	womb	of	the	grave
as	naked	as	I	came	from	my	mother's;	so	that	six	months	afterwards,	when	I
remembered,	one	fine	morning,	that	I	had	been	Colonel	Chabert,	and	when,	on
recovering	my	wits,	 I	 tried	 to	exact	 from	my	nurse	 rather	more	 respect	 than
she	 paid	 to	 any	 poor	 devil,	 all	my	 companions	 in	 the	ward	 began	 to	 laugh.
Luckily	 for	me,	 the	surgeon,	out	of	professional	pride,	had	answered	 for	my
cure,	and	was	naturally	 interested	 in	his	patient.	When	I	 told	him	coherently
about	my	former	life,	this	good	man,	named	Sparchmann,	signed	a	deposition,
drawn	up	in	the	legal	form	of	his	country,	giving	an	account	of	the	miraculous
way	in	which	I	had	escaped	from	the	trench	dug	for	the	dead,	the	day	and	hour
when	 I	had	been	 found	by	my	benefactress	 and	her	husband,	 the	nature	and
exact	 spot	 of	 my	 injuries,	 adding	 to	 these	 documents	 a	 description	 of	 my
person.

"Well,	monsieur,	I	have	neither	these	important	pieces	of	evidence,	nor	the
declaration	I	made	before	a	notary	at	Heilsberg,	with	a	view	to	establishing	my
identity.	From	the	day	when	I	was	turned	out	of	that	town	by	the	events	of	the
war,	 I	have	wandered	about	 like	a	vagabond,	begging	my	bread,	 treated	as	a
madman	when	I	have	told	my	story,	without	ever	having	found	or	earned	a	sou
to	 enable	 me	 to	 recover	 the	 deeds	 which	 would	 prove	 my	 statements,	 and
restore	me	 to	 society.	My	sufferings	have	often	kept	me	 for	 six	months	 at	 a
time	 in	 some	 little	 town,	 where	 every	 care	 was	 taken	 of	 the	 invalid
Frenchman,	but	where	he	was	laughed	at	to	his	face	as	soon	as	he	said	he	was
Colonel	Chabert.	For	a	 long	 time	that	 laughter,	 those	doubts,	used	 to	put	me
into	rages	which	did	me	harm,	and	which	even	led	to	my	being	locked	up	at
Stuttgart	 as	 a	madman.	And	 indeed,	 as	 you	may	 judge	 from	my	 story,	 there
was	ample	reason	for	shutting	a	man	up.

"At	 the	end	of	 two	years'	detention,	which	I	was	compelled	 to	submit	 to,
after	hearing	my	keepers	say	a	thousand	times,	'Here	is	a	poor	man	who	thinks
he	 is	 Colonel	 Chabert'	 to	 people	 who	 would	 reply,	 'Poor	 fellow!'	 I	 became
convinced	 of	 the	 impossibility	 of	 my	 own	 adventure.	 I	 grew	 melancholy,
resigned,	and	quiet,	and	gave	up	calling	myself	Colonel	Chabert,	 in	order	 to
get	out	of	my	prison,	and	see	France	once	more.	Oh,	monsieur!	To	see	Paris
again	was	a	delirium	which	I——"

Without	 finishing	 his	 sentence,	 Colonel	 Chabert	 fell	 into	 a	 deep	 study,
which	Derville	respected.

"One	fine	day,"	his	visitor	resumed,	"one	spring	day,	they	gave	me	the	key
of	the	fields,	as	we	say,	and	ten	thalers,	admitting	that	I	talked	quite	sensibly



on	all	subjects,	and	no	longer	called	myself	Colonel	Chabert.	On	my	honor,	at
that	time,	and	even	to	this	day,	sometimes	I	hate	my	name.	I	wish	I	were	not
myself.	The	sense	of	my	rights	kills	me.	If	my	illness	had	but	deprived	me	of
all	memory	of	my	past	life,	I	could	be	happy.	I	should	have	entered	the	service
again	under	any	name,	no	matter	what,	and	should,	perhaps,	have	been	made
Field-Marshal	in	Austria	or	Russia.	Who	knows?"

"Monsieur,"	said	 the	attorney,	"you	have	upset	all	my	 ideas.	 I	 feel	as	 if	 I
heard	you	in	a	dream.	Pause	for	a	moment,	I	beg	of	you."

"You	are	the	only	person,"	said	the	Colonel,	with	a	melancholy	look,	"who
ever	 listened	 to	me	 so	patiently.	No	 lawyer	 has	 been	willing	 to	 lend	me	 ten
napoleons	to	enable	me	to	procure	from	Germany	the	necessary	documents	to
begin	my	lawsuit—"

"What	 lawsuit?"	 said	 the	 attorney,	who	 had	 forgotten	 his	 client's	 painful
position	in	listening	to	the	narrative	of	his	past	sufferings.

"Why,	 monsieur,	 is	 not	 the	 Comtesse	 Ferraud	 my	 wife?	 She	 has	 thirty
thousand	francs	a	year,	which	belong	to	me,	and	she	will	not	give	me	a	son.
When	I	tell	lawyers	these	things—men	of	sense;	when	I	propose—I,	a	beggar
—to	bring	action	against	a	Count	and	Countess;	when	I—a	dead	man—bring
up	 as	 against	 a	 certificate	 of	 death	 a	 certificate	 of	marriage	 and	 registers	 of
births,	they	show	me	out,	either	with	the	air	of	cold	politeness,	which	you	all
know	how	to	assume	to	rid	yourself	of	a	hapless	wretch,	or	brutally,	like	men
who	think	they	have	to	deal	with	a	swindler	or	a	madman—it	depends	on	their
nature.	 I	 have	 been	 buried	 under	 the	 dead;	 but	 now	 I	 am	 buried	 under	 the
living,	under	papers,	under	facts,	under	 the	whole	of	society,	which	wants	 to
shove	me	underground	again!"

"Pray	resume	your	narrative,"	said	Derville.

"'Pray	 resume	 it!'"	 cried	 the	 hapless	 old	man,	 taking	 the	 young	 lawyer's
hand.	"That	is	the	first	polite	word	I	have	heard	since——"

The	 Colonel	 wept.	 Gratitude	 choked	 his	 voice.	 The	 appealing	 and
unutterable	 eloquence	 that	 lies	 in	 the	 eyes,	 in	 a	 gesture,	 even	 in	 silence,
entirely	convinced	Derville,	and	touched	him	deeply.

"Listen,	monsieur,"	said	he;	"I	have	this	evening	won	three	hundred	francs
at	cards.	I	may	very	well	lay	out	half	that	sum	in	making	a	man	happy.	I	will
begin	the	inquiries	and	researches	necessary	to	obtain	the	documents	of	which
you	speak,	and	until	 they	arrive	 I	will	give	you	five	 francs	a	day.	 If	you	are
Colonel	 Chabert,	 you	will	 pardon	 the	 smallness	 of	 the	 loan	 as	 it	 is	 coming
from	a	young	man	who	has	his	fortune	to	make.	Proceed."

The	 Colonel,	 as	 he	 called	 himself,	 sat	 for	 a	 moment	 motionless	 and



bewildered;	the	depth	of	his	woes	had	no	doubt	destroyed	his	powers	of	belief.
Though	he	was	eager	 in	pursuit	of	his	military	distinction,	of	his	 fortune,	of
himself,	 perhaps	 it	 was	 in	 obedience	 to	 the	 inexplicable	 feeling,	 the	 latent
germ	in	every	man's	heart,	to	which	we	owe	the	experiments	of	alchemists,	the
passion	 for	 glory,	 the	 discoveries	 of	 astronomy	 and	 of	 physics,	 everything
which	prompts	man	to	expand	his	being	by	multiplying	himself	through	deeds
or	 ideas.	 In	 his	 mind	 the	 Ego	 was	 now	 but	 a	 secondary	 object,	 just	 as	 the
vanity	 of	 success	 or	 the	pleasures	 of	winning	become	dearer	 to	 the	gambler
than	the	object	he	has	at	stake.	The	young	lawyer's	words	were	as	a	miracle	to
this	man,	for	ten	years	repudiated	by	his	wife,	by	justice,	by	the	whole	social
creation.	To	 find	 in	 a	 lawyer's	 office	 the	 ten	 gold	 pieces	which	 had	 so	 long
been	refused	him	by	so	many	people,	and	in	so	many	ways!	The	colonel	was
like	the	lady	who,	having	been	ill	of	a	fever	for	fifteen	years,	fancied	she	had
some	fresh	complaint	when	she	was	cured.	There	are	 joys	 in	which	we	have
ceased	 to	believe;	 they	 fall	on	us,	 it	 is	 like	a	 thunderbolt;	 they	burn	us.	The
poor	man's	gratitude	was	too	great	to	find	utterance.	To	superficial	observers
he	seemed	cold,	but	Derville	saw	complete	honesty	under	this	amazement.	A
swindler	would	have	found	his	voice.

"Where	 was	 I?"	 said	 the	 Colonel,	 with	 the	 simplicity	 of	 a	 child	 or	 of	 a
soldier,	for	 there	is	often	something	of	 the	child	in	a	 true	soldier,	and	almost
always	something	of	the	soldier	in	a	child,	especially	in	France.

"At	Stuttgart.	You	were	out	of	prison,"	said	Derville.

"You	know	my	wife?"	asked	the	Colonel.

"Yes,"	said	Derville,	with	a	bow.

"What	is	she	like?"

"Still	quite	charming."

The	old	man	held	up	his	hand,	and	seemed	to	be	swallowing	down	some
secret	anguish	with	 the	grave	and	solemn	resignation	 that	 is	characteristic	of
men	who	have	stood	the	ordeal	of	blood	and	fire	on	the	battlefield.

"Monsieur,"	said	he,	with	a	sort	of	cheerfulness—for	he	breathed	again,	the
poor	Colonel;	he	had	again	risen	from	the	grave;	he	had	just	melted	a	covering
of	snow	less	easily	 thawed	than	 that	which	had	once	before	frozen	his	head;
and	 he	 drew	 a	 deep	 breath,	 as	 if	 he	 had	 just	 escaped	 from	 a	 dungeon
—"Monsieur,	if	I	had	been	a	handsome	young	fellow,	none	of	my	misfortunes
would	 have	 befallen	 me.	 Women	 believe	 in	 men	 when	 they	 flavor	 their
speeches	with	 the	word	Love.	They	hurry	 then,	 they	come,	 they	go,	 they	are
everywhere	at	once;	 they	 intrigue,	 they	assert	 facts,	 they	play	 the	very	devil
for	a	man	who	takes	 their	fancy.	But	how	could	I	 interest	a	woman?	I	had	a
face	 like	 a	 Requiem.	 I	 was	 dressed	 like	 a	 sans-culotte.	 I	 was	 more	 like	 an



Esquimaux	 than	 a	Frenchman—I,	who	had	 formerly	been	considered	one	of
the	smartest	of	fops	in	1799!—I,	Chabert,	Count	of	the	Empire.

"Well,	on	the	very	day	when	I	was	turned	out	into	the	streets	like	a	dog,	I
met	the	quartermaster	of	whom	I	just	now	spoke.	This	old	soldier's	name	was
Boutin.	The	poor	devil	and	I	made	the	queerest	pair	of	broken-down	hacks	I
ever	set	eyes	on.	I	met	him	out	walking;	but	though	I	recognized	him,	he	could
not	possibly	guess	who	I	was.	We	went	into	a	tavern	together.	In	there,	when	I
told	him	my	name,	Boutin's	mouth	opened	from	ear	to	ear	in	a	roar	of	laughter,
like	 the	 bursting	 of	 a	mortar.	 That	mirth,	monsieur,	was	 one	 of	 the	 keenest
pangs	I	have	known.	It	told	me	without	disguise	how	great	were	the	changes
in	me!	I	was,	then,	unrecognizable	even	to	the	humblest	and	most	grateful	of
my	former	friends!

"I	had	once	saved	Boutin's	life,	but	it	was	only	the	repayment	of	a	debt	I
owed	him.	I	need	not	tell	you	how	he	did	me	this	service;	it	was	at	Ravenna,	in
Italy.	The	house	where	Boutin	prevented	my	being	stabbed	was	not	extremely
respectable.	 At	 that	 time	 I	 was	 not	 a	 colonel,	 but,	 like	 Boutin	 himself,	 a
common	 trooper.	Happily	 there	were	 certain	 details	 of	 this	 adventure	which
could	 be	 known	 only	 to	 us	 two,	 and	 when	 I	 recalled	 them	 to	 his	 mind	 his
incredulity	diminished.	 I	 then	 told	him	the	story	of	my	singular	experiences.
Although	my	eyes	and	my	voice,	he	told	me,	were	strangely	altered,	although	I
had	neither	hair,	teeth,	nor	eyebrows,	and	was	as	colorless	as	an	Albino,	he	at
last	recognized	his	Colonel	in	the	beggar,	after	a	thousand	questions,	which	I
answered	triumphantly.

"He	related	his	adventures;	they	were	not	less	extraordinary	than	my	own;
he	 had	 lately	 come	 back	 from	 the	 frontiers	 of	China,	which	 he	 had	 tried	 to
cross	after	escaping	from	Siberia.	He	told	me	of	the	catastrophe	of	the	Russian
campaign,	and	of	Napoleon's	first	abdication.	That	news	was	one	of	the	things
which	caused	me	most	anguish!

"We	 were	 two	 curious	 derelicts,	 having	 been	 rolled	 over	 the	 globe	 as
pebbles	are	 rolled	by	 the	ocean	when	storms	bear	 them	from	shore	 to	shore.
Between	us	we	had	seen	Egypt,	Syria,	Spain,	Russia,	Holland,	Germany,	Italy
and	Dalmatia,	 England,	 China,	 Tartary,	 Siberia;	 the	 only	 thing	wanting	was
that	neither	of	us	had	been	to	America	or	the	Indies.	Finally,	Boutin,	who	still
was	more	locomotive	than	I,	undertook	to	go	to	Paris	as	quickly	as	might	be	to
inform	my	wife	of	the	predicament	in	which	I	was.	I	wrote	a	long	letter	full	of
details	 to	Madame	Chabert.	That,	monsieur,	was	the	fourth!	If	I	had	had	any
relations,	 perhaps	 nothing	 of	 all	 this	might	 have	 happened;	 but,	 to	 be	 frank
with	you,	 I	am	but	a	workhouse	child,	a	 soldier,	whose	sole	 fortune	was	his
courage,	 whose	 sole	 family	 is	 mankind	 at	 large,	 whose	 country	 is	 France,
whose	only	protector	is	the	Almighty.—Nay,	I	am	wrong!	I	had	a	father—the
Emperor!	Ah!	if	he	were	but	here,	the	dear	man!	If	he	could	see	his	Chabert,



as	he	used	to	call	me,	in	the	state	in	which	I	am	now,	he	would	be	in	a	rage!
What	is	to	be	done?	Our	sun	is	set,	and	we	are	all	out	in	the	cold	now.	After
all,	political	events	might	account	for	my	wife's	silence!

"Boutin	 set	 out.	 He	 was	 a	 lucky	 fellow!	 He	 had	 two	 bears,	 admirably
trained,	which	 brought	 him	 in	 a	 living.	 I	 could	 not	 go	with	 him;	 the	 pain	 I
suffered	forbade	my	walking	long	stages.	I	wept,	monsieur,	when	we	parted,
after	I	had	gone	as	far	as	my	state	allowed	in	company	with	him	and	his	bears.
At	Carlsruhe	I	had	an	attack	of	neuralgia	in	the	head,	and	lay	for	six	weeks	on
straw	 in	 an	 inn.	 I	 should	 never	 have	 ended	 if	 I	 were	 to	 tell	 you	 all	 the
distresses	 of	 my	 life	 as	 a	 beggar.	 Moral	 suffering,	 before	 which	 physical
suffering	 pales,	 nevertheless	 excites	 less	 pity,	 because	 it	 is	 not	 seen.	 I
remember	 shedding	 tears,	 as	 I	 stood	 in	 front	 of	 a	 fine	 house	 in	 Strassburg
where	once	 I	had	given	an	entertainment,	 and	where	nothing	was	given	me,
not	 even	 a	 piece	 of	 bread.	Having	 agreed	with	Boutin	 on	 the	 road	 I	was	 to
take,	I	went	to	every	post-office	to	ask	if	there	were	a	letter	or	some	money	for
me.	 I	 arrived	 at	 Paris	without	 having	 found	 either.	What	 despair	 I	 had	 been
forced	 to	 endure!	 'Boutin	must	 be	 dead!	 I	 told	myself,	 and	 in	 fact	 the	 poor
fellow	was	killed	at	Waterloo.	I	heard	of	his	death	later,	and	by	mere	chance.
His	errand	to	my	wife	had,	of	course,	been	fruitless.

"At	last	I	entered	Paris—with	the	Cossacks.	To	me	this	was	grief	on	grief.
On	seeing	the	Russians	in	France,	I	quite	forgot	that	I	had	no	shoes	on	my	feet
nor	 money	 in	 my	 pocket.	 Yes,	 monsieur,	 my	 clothes	 were	 in	 tatters.	 The
evening	before	I	reached	Paris	I	was	obliged	to	bivouac	in	the	woods	of	Claye.
The	 chill	 of	 the	 night	 air	 no	 doubt	 brought	 on	 an	 attack	 of	 some	 nameless
complaint	 which	 seized	 me	 as	 I	 was	 crossing	 the	 Faubourg	 Saint-Martin.	 I
dropped	 almost	 senseless	 at	 the	 door	 of	 an	 ironmonger's	 shop.	 When	 I
recovered	I	was	in	a	bed	in	the	Hotel-Dieu.	There	I	stayed	very	contentedly	for
about	a	month.	I	was	then	turned	out;	I	had	no	money,	but	I	was	well,	and	my
feet	were	on	the	good	stones	of	Paris.	With	what	delight	and	haste	did	I	make
my	way	to	the	Rue	du	Mont-Blanc,	where	my	wife	should	be	living	in	a	house
belonging	to	me!	Bah!	the	Rue	du	Mont-Blanc	was	now	the	Rue	de	la	Chausee
d'Antin;	 I	 could	 not	 find	 my	 house;	 it	 had	 been	 sold	 and	 pulled	 down.
Speculators	had	built	 several	houses	over	my	gardens.	Not	knowing	 that	my
wife	had	married	M.	Ferraud,	I	could	obtain	no	information.

"At	last	I	went	to	the	house	of	an	old	lawyer	who	had	been	in	charge	of	my
affairs.	This	worthy	man	was	dead,	after	selling	his	connection	 to	a	younger
man.	This	gentleman	informed	me,	to	my	great	surprise,	of	the	administration
of	my	 estate,	 the	 settlement	 of	 the	moneys,	 of	my	wife's	marriage,	 and	 the
birth	 of	 her	 two	 children.	When	 I	 told	 him	 that	 I	 was	 Colonel	 Chabert,	 he
laughed	so	heartily	that	I	left	him	without	saying	another	word.	My	detention
at	Stuttgart	had	suggested	possibilities	of	Charenton,	and	I	determined	to	act



with	 caution.	 Then,	monsieur,	 knowing	where	my	wife	 lived,	 I	went	 to	 her
house,	my	heart	high	with	hope.—Well,"	said	 the	Colonel,	with	a	gesture	of
concentrated	fury,	"when	I	called	under	an	assumed	name	I	was	not	admitted,
and	on	the	day	when	I	used	my	own	I	was	turned	out	of	doors.

"To	 see	 the	 Countess	 come	 home	 from	 a	 ball	 or	 the	 play	 in	 the	 early
morning,	 I	have	sat	whole	nights	 through,	crouching	close	 to	 the	wall	of	her
gateway.	My	eyes	pierced	 the	depths	of	 the	 carriage,	which	 flashed	past	me
with	the	swiftness	of	 lightning,	and	I	caught	a	glimpse	of	 the	woman	who	is
my	wife	and	no	longer	mine.	Oh,	from	that	day	I	have	lived	for	vengeance!"
cried	 the	 old	 man	 in	 a	 hollow	 voice,	 and	 suddenly	 standing	 up	 in	 front	 of
Derville.	"She	knows	that	I	am	alive;	since	my	return	she	has	had	two	letters
written	with	my	own	hand.	She	loves	me	no	more!—I—I	know	not	whether	I
love	or	hate	her.	I	long	for	her	and	curse	her	by	turns.	To	me	she	owes	all	her
fortune,	all	her	happiness;	well,	she	has	not	sent	me	the	very	smallest	pittance.
Sometimes	I	do	not	know	what	will	become	of	me!"

With	these	words	the	veteran	dropped	on	to	his	chair	again	and	remained
motionless.	Derville	sat	in	silence,	studying	his	client.

"It	 is	a	serious	business,"	he	said	at	 length,	mechanically.	"Even	granting
the	 genuineness	 of	 the	 documents	 to	 be	 procured	 from	 Heilsberg,	 it	 is	 not
proved	 to	 me	 that	 we	 can	 at	 once	 win	 our	 case.	 It	 must	 go	 before	 three
tribunals	in	succession.	I	must	think	such	a	matter	over	with	a	clear	head;	it	is
quite	exceptional."

"Oh,"	said	the	Colonel,	coldly,	with	a	haughty	jerk	of	his	head,	"if	I	fail,	I
can	die—but	not	alone."

The	feeble	old	man	had	vanished.	The	eyes	were	those	of	a	man	of	energy,
lighted	up	with	the	spark	of	desire	and	revenge.

"We	must	perhaps	compromise,"	said	the	lawyer.

"Compromise!"	echoed	Colonel	Chabert.	"Am	I	dead,	or	am	I	alive?"

"I	hope,	monsieur,"	the	attorney	went	on,	"that	you	will	follow	my	advice.
Your	cause	is	mine.	You	will	soon	perceive	the	interest	I	take	in	your	situation,
almost	unexampled	in	judicial	records.	For	the	moment	I	will	give	you	a	letter
to	my	notary,	who	will	pay	to	your	order	fifty	francs	every	ten	days.	It	would
be	 unbecoming	 for	 you	 to	 come	 here	 to	 receive	 alms.	 If	 you	 are	 Colonel
Chabert,	you	ought	to	be	at	no	man's	mercy.	I	shall	record	these	advances	as	a
loan;	you	have	estates	to	recover;	you	are	rich."

This	delicate	compassion	brought	tears	to	the	old	man's	eyes.	Derville	rose
hastily,	for	it	was	perhaps	not	correct	for	a	lawyer	to	show	emotion;	he	went
into	the	adjoining	room,	and	came	back	with	an	unsealed	letter,	which	he	gave



to	 the	Colonel.	When	 the	 poor	man	 held	 it	 in	 his	 hand,	 he	 felt	 through	 the
paper	two	gold	pieces.

"Will	you	be	good	enough	to	describe	the	documents,	and	tell	me	the	name
of	the	town,	and	in	what	kingdom?"	said	the	lawyer.

The	 Colonel	 dictated	 the	 information,	 and	 verified	 the	 spelling	 of	 the
names	of	places;	then	he	took	his	hat	in	one	hand,	looked	at	Derville,	and	held
out	the	other—a	horny	hand,	saying	with	much	simplicity:

"On	my	honor,	sir,	after	the	Emperor,	you	are	the	man	to	whom	I	shall	owe
most.	You	are	a	splendid	fellow!"

The	attorney	clapped	his	hand	into	the	Colonel's,	saw	him	to	the	stairs,	and
held	a	light	for	him.

"Boucard,"	 said	Derville	 to	 his	 head	 clerk,	 "I	 have	 just	 listened	 to	 a	 tale
that	may	cost	me	five	and	twenty	louis.	If	I	am	robbed,	I	shall	not	regret	the
money,	for	I	shall	have	seen	the	most	consummate	actor	of	the	day."

When	 the	Colonel	was	 in	 the	street	and	close	 to	a	 lamp,	he	 took	 the	 two
twenty-franc	pieces	out	of	 the	 letter	and	 looked	at	 them	for	a	moment	under
the	light.	It	was	the	first	gold	he	had	seen	for	nine	years.

"I	may	smoke	cigars!"	he	said	to	himself.

About	 three	months	 after	 this	 interview,	 at	 night,	 in	Derville's	 room,	 the
notary	 commissioned	 to	 advance	 the	 half-pay	 on	 Derville's	 account	 to	 his
eccentric	client,	came	to	consult	the	attorney	on	a	serious	matter,	and	began	by
begging	him	to	refund	the	six	hundred	francs	that	the	old	soldier	had	received.

"Are	you	amusing	yourself	with	pensioning	the	old	army?"	said	the	notary,
laughing—a	young	man	named	Crottat,	who	had	just	bought	up	the	office	in
which	 he	 had	 been	 head	 clerk,	 his	 chief	 having	 fled	 in	 consequence	 of	 a
disastrous	bankruptcy.

"I	have	to	thank	you,	my	dear	sir,	for	reminding	me	of	that	affair,"	replied
Derville.	"My	philanthropy	will	not	carry	me	beyond	twenty-five	louis;	I	have,
I	fear,	already	been	the	dupe	of	my	patriotism."

As	Derville	finished	the	sentence,	he	saw	on	his	desk	the	papers	his	head
clerk	had	laid	out	for	him.	His	eye	was	struck	by	the	appearance	of	the	stamps
—long,	square,	and	triangular,	in	red	and	blue	ink,	which	distinguished	a	letter
that	 had	 come	 through	 the	 Prussian,	 Austrian,	 Bavarian,	 and	 French	 post-
offices.

"Ah	ha!"	said	he	with	a	laugh,	"here	is	the	last	act	of	the	comedy;	now	we
shall	see	if	I	have	been	taken	in!"

He	took	up	the	letter	and	opened	it;	but	he	could	not	read	it;	it	was	written



in	German.

"Boucard,	 go	 yourself	 and	 have	 this	 letter	 translated,	 and	 bring	 it	 back
immediately,"	said	Derville,	half	opening	his	study	door,	and	giving	the	letter
to	the	head	clerk.

The	notary	at	Berlin,	 to	whom	the	 lawyer	had	written,	 informed	him	that
the	 documents	 he	 had	 been	 requested	 to	 forward	would	 arrive	within	 a	 few
days	of	 this	note	 announcing	 them.	They	were,	he	 said,	 all	 perfectly	 regular
and	duly	witnessed,	and	legally	stamped	to	serve	as	evidence	in	law.	He	also
informed	him	 that	 almost	 all	 the	witnesses	 to	 the	 facts	 recorded	under	 these
affidavits	were	 still	 to	be	 found	at	Eylau,	 in	Prussia,	 and	 that	 the	woman	 to
whom	 M.	 le	 Comte	 Chabert	 owed	 his	 life	 was	 still	 living	 in	 a	 suburb	 of
Heilsberg.

"This	looks	like	business,"	cried	Derville,	when	Boucard	had	given	him	the
substance	of	 the	 letter.	 "But	 look	here,	my	boy,"	he	went	on,	 addressing	 the
notary,	 "I	 shall	 want	 some	 information	which	 ought	 to	 exist	 in	 your	 office.
Was	it	not	that	old	rascal	Roguin—?"

"We	will	say	that	unfortunate,	that	ill-used	Roguin,"	interrupted	Alexandre
Crottat	with	a	laugh.

"Well,	was	it	not	that	ill-used	man	who	has	just	carried	off	eight	hundred
thousand	francs	of	his	clients'	money,	and	reduced	several	families	to	despair,
who	effected	the	settlement	of	Chabert's	estate?	I	fancy	I	have	seen	that	in	the
documents	in	our	case	of	Ferraud."

"Yes,"	said	Crottat.	"It	was	when	I	was	third	clerk;	I	copied	the	papers	and
studied	them	thoroughly.	Rose	Chapotel,	wife	and	widow	of	Hyacinthe,	called
Chabert,	Count	of	the	Empire,	grand	officer	of	the	Legion	of	Honor.	They	had
married	without	settlement;	thus,	they	held	all	the	property	in	common.	To	the
best	 of	 my	 recollections,	 the	 personalty	 was	 about	 six	 hundred	 thousand
francs.	Before	his	marriage,	Colonel	Chabert	had	made	a	will	in	favor	of	the
hospitals	of	Paris,	by	which	he	left	 them	one-quarter	of	 the	fortune	he	might
possess	at	the	time	of	his	decease,	the	State	to	take	the	other	quarter.	The	will
was	contested,	 there	was	a	forced	sale,	and	 then	a	division,	 for	 the	attorneys
went	 at	 a	 pace.	 At	 the	 time	 of	 the	 settlement	 the	 monster	 who	 was	 then
governing	 France	 handed	 over	 to	 the	widow,	 by	 special	 decree,	 the	 portion
bequeathed	to	the	treasury."

"So	that	Comte	Chabert's	personal	fortune	was	no	more	than	three	hundred
thousand	francs?"

"Consequently	 so	 it	 was,	 old	 fellow!"	 said	 Crottat.	 "You	 lawyers
sometimes	are	very	clear-headed,	though	you	are	accused	of	false	practices	in
pleading	for	one	side	or	the	other."



Colonel	 Chabert,	 whose	 address	 was	 written	 at	 the	 bottom	 of	 the	 first
receipt	he	had	given	the	notary,	was	lodging	in	 the	Faubourg	Saint-Marceau,
Rue	du	Petit-Banquier,	with	an	old	quartermaster	of	the	Imperial	Guard,	now	a
cowkeeper,	named	Vergniaud.	Having	reached	the	spot,	Derville	was	obliged
to	go	on	foot	in	search	of	his	client,	for	his	coachman	declined	to	drive	along
an	unpaved	street,	where	the	ruts	were	rather	too	deep	for	cab	wheels.	Looking
about	him	on	all	 sides,	 the	 lawyer	 at	 last	 discovered	at	 the	 end	of	 the	 street
nearest	 to	 the	 boulevard,	 between	 two	 walls	 built	 of	 bones	 and	 mud,	 two
shabby	stone	gate-posts,	much	knocked	about	by	carts,	in	spite	of	two	wooden
stumps	 that	 served	 as	 blocks.	 These	 posts	 supported	 a	 cross	 beam	 with	 a
penthouse	 coping	 of	 tiles,	 and	 on	 the	 beam,	 in	 red	 letters,	 were	 the	 words,
"Vergniaud,	dairyman."	To	the	right	of	this	inscription	were	some	eggs,	to	the
left	 a	 cow,	 all	 painted	 in	white.	The	 gate	was	 open,	 and	 no	 doubt	 remained
open	all	day.	Beyond	a	good-sized	yard	there	was	a	house	facing	the	gate,	 if
indeed	 the	 name	 of	 house	may	 be	 applied	 to	 one	 of	 the	 hovels	 built	 in	 the
neighborhood	 of	 Paris,	 which	 are	 like	 nothing	 else,	 not	 even	 the	 most
wretched	dwellings	in	the	country,	of	which	they	have	all	the	poverty	without
their	poetry.

Indeed,	 in	 the	midst	of	 the	 fields,	even	a	hovel	may	have	a	certain	grace
derived	from	the	pure	air,	 the	verdure,	 the	open	country—a	hill,	a	serpentine
road,	 vineyards,	 quickset	 hedges,	 moss-grown	 thatch	 and	 rural	 implements;
but	poverty	 in	Paris	gains	dignity	only	by	horror.	Though	recently	built,	 this
house	 seemed	 ready	 to	 fall	 into	 ruins.	 None	 of	 its	 materials	 had	 found	 a
legitimate	use;	they	had	been	collected	from	the	various	demolitions	which	are
going	on	every	day	in	Paris.	On	a	shutter	made	of	 the	boards	of	a	shop-sign
Derville	 read	 the	words,	 "Fancy	Goods."	The	windows	were	all	mismatched
and	grotesquely	placed.	The	ground	 floor,	which	 seemed	 to	be	 the	habitable
part,	was	on	one	side	raised	above	the	soil,	and	on	the	other	sunk	in	the	rising
ground.	Between	the	gate	and	the	house	lay	a	puddle	full	of	stable	litter,	into
which	 flowed	 the	 rain-water	 and	 house	 waste.	 The	 back	 wall	 of	 this	 frail
construction,	which	seemed	rather	more	solidly	built	than	the	rest,	supported	a
row	of	barred	hutches,	where	rabbits	bred	their	numerous	families.	To	the	right
of	the	gate	was	the	cowhouse,	with	a	loft	above	for	fodder;	it	communicated
with	the	house	through	the	dairy.	To	the	left	was	a	poultry	yard,	with	a	stable
and	pig-styes,	the	roofs	finished,	like	that	of	the	house,	with	rough	deal	boards
nailed	so	as	to	overlap,	and	shabbily	thatched	with	rushes.

Like	 most	 of	 the	 places	 where	 the	 elements	 of	 the	 huge	 meal	 daily
devoured	 by	 Paris	 are	 every	 day	 prepared,	 the	 yard	 Derville	 now	 entered
showed	 traces	 of	 the	 hurry	 that	 comes	 of	 the	 necessity	 for	 being	 ready	 at	 a
fixed	hour.	The	large	pot-bellied	tin	cans	in	which	milk	is	carried,	and	the	little
pots	for	cream,	were	flung	pell-mell	at	the	dairy	door,	with	their	linen-covered
stoppers.	 The	 rags	 that	 were	 used	 to	 clean	 them,	 fluttered	 in	 the	 sunshine,



riddled	with	holes,	hanging	to	strings	fastened	to	poles.	The	placid	horse,	of	a
breed	known	only	to	milk-women,	had	gone	a	few	steps	from	the	cart,	and	was
standing	in	front	of	the	stable,	the	door	being	shut.	A	goat	was	munching	the
shoots	of	a	starved	and	dusty	vine	that	clung	to	the	cracked	yellow	wall	of	the
house.	A	cat,	 squatting	on	 the	cream	jars,	was	 licking	 them	over.	The	fowls,
scared	by	Derville's	 approach,	 scuttered	away	 screaming,	 and	 the	watch-dog
barked.

"And	the	man	who	decided	the	victory	at	Eylau	is	to	be	found	here!"	said
Derville	 to	 himself,	 as	 his	 eyes	 took	 in	 at	 a	 glance	 the	 general	 effect	 of	 the
squalid	scene.

The	 house	 had	 been	 left	 in	 charge	 of	 three	 little	 boys.	 One,	 who	 had
climbed	 to	 the	 top	 of	 the	 cart	 loaded	with	 hay,	was	 pitching	 stones	 into	 the
chimney	 of	 a	 neighboring	 house,	 in	 the	 hope	 that	 they	 might	 fall	 into	 a
saucepan;	another	was	trying	to	get	a	pig	into	a	cart,	to	hoist	it	by	making	the
whole	thing	tilt.	When	Derville	asked	them	if	M.	Chabert	lived	there,	neither
of	them	replied,	but	all	three	looked	at	him	with	a	sort	of	bright	stupidity,	if	I
may	 combine	 those	 two	words.	Derville	 repeated	 his	 questions,	 but	without
success.	Provoked	by	the	saucy	cunning	of	these	three	imps,	he	abused	them
with	 the	 sort	 of	 pleasantry	 which	 young	 men	 think	 they	 have	 the	 right	 to
address	 to	 little	 boys,	 and	 they	 broke	 the	 silence	 with	 a	 horse-laugh.	 Then
Derville	was	angry.

The	Colonel,	hearing	him,	now	came	out	of	the	little	low	room,	close	to	the
dairy,	 and	 stood	on	 the	 threshold	of	his	doorway	with	 indescribable	military
coolness.	He	had	in	his	mouth	a	very	finely-colored	pipe—a	technical	phrase
to	a	smoker—a	humble,	short	clay	pipe	of	the	kind	called	"brule-queule."	He
lifted	 the	 peak	 of	 a	 dreadfully	 greasy	 cloth	 cap,	 saw	 Derville,	 and	 came
straight	 across	 the	 midden	 to	 join	 his	 benefactor	 the	 sooner,	 calling	 out	 in
friendly	tones	to	the	boys:

"Silence	in	the	ranks!"

The	children	at	once	kept	a	respectful	silence,	which	showed	the	power	the
old	soldier	had	over	them.

"Why	 did	 you	 not	 write	 to	 me?"	 he	 said	 to	 Derville.	 "Go	 along	 by	 the
cowhouse!	There—the	path	is	paved	there,"	he	exclaimed,	seeing	the	lawyer's
hesitancy,	for	he	did	not	wish	to	wet	his	feet	in	the	manure	heap.

Jumping	from	one	dry	spot	to	another,	Derville	reached	the	door	by	which
the	Colonel	had	come	out.	Chabert	seemed	but	ill	pleased	at	having	to	receive
him	 in	 the	bed-room	he	occupied;	 and,	 in	 fact,	Derville	 found	but	one	chair
there.	 The	Colonel's	 bed	 consisted	 of	 some	 trusses	 of	 straw,	 over	which	 his
hostess	 had	 spread	 two	or	 three	 of	 those	 old	 fragments	 of	 carpet,	 picked	up



heaven	knows	where,	which	milk-women	use	to	cover	the	seats	of	their	carts.
The	floor	was	simply	the	trodden	earth.	The	walls,	sweating	salt-petre,	green
with	 mould,	 and	 full	 of	 cracks,	 were	 so	 excessively	 damp	 that	 on	 the	 side
where	the	Colonel's	bed	was	a	reed	mat	had	been	nailed.	The	famous	box-coat
hung	on	a	nail.	Two	pairs	of	old	boots	lay	in	a	corner.	There	was	not	a	sign	of
linen.	On	the	worm-eaten	table	the	Bulletins	de	la	Grande	Armee,	reprinted	by
Plancher,	 lay	open,	and	seemed	 to	be	 the	Colonel's	 reading;	his	countenance
was	calm	and	serene	in	the	midst	of	this	squalor.	His	visit	to	Derville	seemed
to	 have	 altered	 his	 features;	 the	 lawyer	 perceived	 in	 them	 traces	 of	 a	 happy
feeling,	a	particular	gleam	set	there	by	hope.

"Does	 the	 smell	of	 the	pipe	annoy	you?"	he	 said,	placing	 the	dilapidated
straw-bottomed	chair	for	his	lawyer.

"But,	Colonel,	you	are	dreadfully	uncomfortable	here!"

The	speech	was	wrung	from	Derville	by	the	distrust	natural	to	lawyers,	and
the	deplorable	 experience	which	 they	derive	 early	 in	 life	 from	 the	 appalling
and	obscure	tragedies	at	which	they	look	on.

"Here,"	said	he	to	himself,	"is	a	man	who	has	of	course	spent	my	money	in
satisfying	a	trooper's	three	theological	virtues—play,	wine,	and	women!"

"To	 be	 sure,	 monsieur,	 we	 are	 not	 distinguished	 for	 luxury	 here.	 It	 is	 a
camp	lodging,	 tempered	by	friendship,	but——"	And	the	soldier	shot	a	deep
glance	at	the	man	of	law—"I	have	done	no	one	wrong,	I	have	never	turned	my
back	on	anybody,	and	I	sleep	in	peace."

Derville	reflected	that	there	would	be	some	want	of	delicacy	in	asking	his
client	to	account	for	the	sums	of	money	he	had	advanced,	so	he	merely	said:

"But	why	would	 you	 not	 come	 to	 Paris,	where	 you	might	 have	 lived	 as
cheaply	as	you	do	here,	but	where	you	would	have	been	better	lodged?"

"Why,"	 replied	 the	Colonel,	 "the	 good	 folks	with	whom	 I	 am	 living	 had
taken	me	in	and	fed	me	gratis	for	a	year.	How	could	I	leave	them	just	when	I
had	a	little	money?	Besides,	the	father	of	those	three	pickles	is	an	old	Egyptian
—"

"An	Egyptian!"

"We	 give	 that	 name	 to	 the	 troopers	who	 came	 back	 from	 the	 expedition
into	 Egypt,	 of	which	 I	 was	 one.	 Not	merely	 are	 all	 who	 get	 back	 brothers;
Vergniaud	 was	 in	 my	 regiment.	 We	 have	 shared	 a	 draught	 of	 water	 in	 the
desert;	and	besides,	I	have	not	yet	finished	teaching	his	brats	to	read."

"He	might	have	lodged	you	better	for	your	money,"	said	Derville.

"Bah!"	said	 the	Colonel,	"his	children	sleep	on	 the	straw	as	I	do.	He	and



his	wife	have	no	better	 bed;	 they	 are	very	poor	you	 see.	They	have	 taken	 a
bigger	business	than	they	can	manage.	But	if	I	recover	my	fortune...	However,
it	does	very	well."

"Colonel,	 to-morrow	 or	 the	 next	 day,	 I	 shall	 receive	 your	 papers	 from
Heilsberg.	The	woman	who	dug	you	out	is	still	alive!"

"Curse	the	money!	To	think	I	haven't	got	any!"	he	cried,	flinging	his	pipe
on	the	ground.

Now,	 a	 well-colored	 pipe	 is	 to	 a	 smoker	 a	 precious	 possession;	 but	 the
impulse	was	so	natural,	 the	emotion	so	generous,	 that	every	smoker,	and	 the
excise	 office	 itself,	 would	 have	 pardoned	 this	 crime	 of	 treason	 to	 tobacco.
Perhaps	the	angels	may	have	picked	up	the	pieces.

"Colonel,	it	is	an	exceedingly	complicated	business,"	said	Derville	as	they
left	the	room	to	walk	up	and	down	in	the	sunshine.

"To	me,"	said	the	soldier,	"it	appears	exceedingly	simple.	I	was	thought	to
be	dead,	and	here	I	am!	Give	me	back	my	wife	and	my	fortune;	give	me	the
rank	 of	 General,	 to	 which	 I	 have	 a	 right,	 for	 I	 was	 made	 Colonel	 of	 the
Imperial	Guard	the	day	before	the	battle	of	Eylau."

"Things	are	not	done	so	in	 the	 legal	world,"	said	Derville.	"Listen	to	me.
You	 are	 Colonel	 Chabert,	 I	 am	 glad	 to	 think	 it;	 but	 it	 has	 to	 be	 proved
judicially	 to	persons	whose	 interest	 it	will	be	 to	deny	 it.	Hence,	your	papers
will	 be	disputed.	That	 contention	will	 give	 rise	 to	 ten	or	 twelve	preliminary
inquiries.	Every	question	will	be	 sent	under	contradiction	up	 to	 the	 supreme
court,	 and	 give	 rise	 to	 so	many	 costly	 suits,	 which	will	 hang	 on	 for	 a	 long
time,	 however	 eagerly	 I	 may	 push	 them.	 Your	 opponents	 will	 demand	 an
inquiry,	which	we	cannot	refuse,	and	which	may	necessitate	the	sending	of	a
commission	 of	 investigation	 to	 Prussia.	 But	 even	 if	 we	 hope	 for	 the	 best;
supposing	that	justice	should	at	once	recognize	you	as	Colonel	Chabert—can
we	 know	 how	 the	 questions	 will	 be	 settled	 that	 will	 arise	 out	 of	 the	 very
innocent	bigamy	committed	by	the	Comtesse	Ferraud?

"In	your	case,	 the	point	of	 law	 is	unknown	 to	 the	Code,	and	can	only	be
decided	as	a	point	in	equity,	as	a	jury	decides	in	the	delicate	cases	presented	by
the	 social	 eccentricities	 of	 some	 criminal	 prosecutions.	 Now,	 you	 had	 no
children	by	your	marriage;	M.	 le	Comte	Ferraud	has	 two.	The	 judges	might
pronounce	 against	 the	 marriage	 where	 the	 family	 ties	 are	 weakest,	 to	 the
confirmation	of	that	where	they	are	stronger,	since	it	was	contracted	in	perfect
good	faith.	Would	you	be	in	a	very	becoming	moral	position	if	you	insisted,	at
your	 age,	 and	 in	your	present	 circumstances,	 in	 resuming	your	 rights	over	 a
woman	 who	 no	 longer	 loves	 you?	 You	 will	 have	 both	 your	 wife	 and	 her
husband	against	you,	 two	important	persons	who	might	 influence	the	Bench.



Thus,	 there	are	many	elements	which	would	prolong	the	case;	you	will	have
time	to	grow	old	in	the	bitterest	regrets."

"And	my	fortune?"

"Do	you	suppose	you	had	a	fine	fortune?"

"Had	I	not	thirty	thousand	francs	a	year?"

"My	dear	Colonel,	in	1799	you	made	a	will	before	your	marriage,	leaving
one-quarter	of	your	property	to	hospitals."

"That	is	true."

"Well,	when	you	were	reported	dead,	it	was	necessary	to	make	a	valuation,
and	have	a	sale,	to	give	this	quarter	away.	Your	wife	was	not	particular	about
honesty	as	to	the	poor.	The	valuation,	in	which	she	no	doubt	took	care	not	to
include	the	ready	money	or	jewelry,	or	too	much	of	the	plate,	and	in	which	the
furniture	would	be	estimated	at	 two-thirds	of	 its	actual	cost,	either	 to	benefit
her,	or	 to	 lighten	 the	 succession	duty,	and	also	because	a	valuer	can	be	held
responsible	 for	 the	 declared	 value—the	 valuation	 thus	 made	 stood	 at	 six
hundred	 thousand	 francs.	 Your	 wife	 had	 a	 right	 of	 half	 for	 her	 share.
Everything	was	sold	and	bought	in	by	her;	she	got	something	out	of	it	all,	and
the	 hospitals	 got	 their	 seventy-five	 thousand	 francs.	 Then,	 as	 the	 remainder
went	 to	the	State,	since	you	had	made	no	mention	of	your	wife	in	your	will,
the	Emperor	restored	to	your	widow	by	decree	the	residue	which	would	have
reverted	 to	 the	 Exchequer.	 So,	 now,	 what	 can	 you	 claim?	 Three	 hundred
thousand	francs,	no	more,	and	minus	the	costs."

"And	you	call	that	justice!"	said	the	Colonel,	in	dismay.

"Why,	certainly—"

"A	pretty	kind	of	justice!"

"So	it	 is,	my	dear	Colonel.	You	see,	 that	what	you	thought	so	easy	is	not
so.	Madame	Ferraud	might	even	choose	to	keep	the	sum	given	to	her	by	the
Emperor."

"But	she	was	not	a	widow.	The	decree	is	utterly	void——"

"I	agree	with	you.	But	every	case	can	get	a	hearing.	Listen	to	me.	I	think
that	under	 these	 circumstances	 a	 compromise	would	be	both	 for	her	 and	 for
you	the	best	solution	of	the	question.	You	will	gain	by	it	a	more	considerable
sum	than	you	can	prove	a	right	to."

"That	would	be	to	sell	my	wife!"

"With	twenty-four	thousand	francs	a	year	you	could	find	a	woman	who,	in
the	position	in	which	you	are,	would	suit	you	better	than	your	own	wife,	and



make	you	happier.	I	propose	going	this	very	day	to	see	the	Comtesse	Ferraud
and	sounding	the	ground;	but	I	would	not	take	such	a	step	without	giving	you
due	notice."

"Let	us	go	together."

"What,	 just	as	you	are?"	said	 the	 lawyer.	"No,	my	dear	Colonel,	no.	You
might	lose	your	case	on	the	spot."

"Can	I	possibly	gain	it?"

"On	 every	 count,"	 replied	Derville.	 "But,	my	 dear	Colonel	Chabert,	 you
overlook	one	 thing.	 I	 am	not	 rich;	 the	price	of	my	connection	 is	 not	wholly
paid	 up.	 If	 the	 bench	 should	 allow	you	 a	maintenance,	 that	 is	 to	 say,	 a	 sum
advanced	on	your	prospects,	they	will	not	do	so	till	you	have	proved	that	you
are	Comte	Chabert,	grand	officer	of	the	Legion	of	Honor."

"To	be	sure,	I	am	a	grand	officer	of	the	Legion	of	Honor;	I	had	forgotten
that,"	said	he	simply.

"Well,	until	then,"	Derville	went	on,	"will	you	not	have	to	engage	pleaders,
to	 have	 documents	 copied,	 to	 keep	 the	 underlings	 of	 the	 law	 going,	 and	 to
support	 yourself?	The	 expenses	 of	 the	 preliminary	 inquiries	will,	 at	 a	 rough
guess,	 amount	 to	 ten	or	 twelve	 thousand	 francs.	 I	 have	not	 so	much	 to	 lend
you—I	 am	 crushed	 as	 it	 is	 by	 the	 enormous	 interest	 I	 have	 to	 pay	 on	 the
money	I	borrowed	to	buy	my	business;	and	you?—Where	can	you	find	it."

Large	tears	gathered	in	the	poor	veteran's	faded	eyes,	and	rolled	down	his
withered	cheeks.	This	outlook	of	difficulties	discouraged	him.	The	social	and
the	legal	world	weighed	on	his	breast	like	a	nightmare.

"I	will	go	to	the	foot	of	the	Vendome	column!"	he	cried.	"I	will	call	out:	'I
am	 Colonel	 Chabert	 who	 rode	 through	 the	 Russian	 square	 at	 Eylau!'—The
statue—he—he	will	know	me."

"And	you	will	find	yourself	in	Charenton."

At	this	terrible	name	the	soldier's	transports	collapsed.

"And	will	there	be	no	hope	for	me	at	the	Ministry	of	War?"

"The	war	 office!"	 said	Derville.	 "Well,	 go	 there;	 but	 take	 a	 formal	 legal
opinion	 with	 you,	 nullifying	 the	 certificate	 of	 your	 death.	 The	 government
offices	would	be	only	too	glad	if	they	could	annihilate	the	men	of	the	Empire."

The	Colonel	stood	for	a	while,	speechless,	motionless,	his	eyes	fixed,	but
seeing	nothing,	sunk	in	bottomless	despair.	Military	justice	is	ready	and	swift;
it	decides	with	Turk-like	finality,	and	almost	always	rightly.	This	was	the	only
justice	known	to	Chabert.	As	he	saw	the	labyrinth	of	difficulties	into	which	he
must	 plunge,	 and	 how	much	money	would	 be	 required	 for	 the	 journey,	 the



poor	old	soldier	was	mortally	hit	in	that	power	peculiar	to	man,	and	called	the
Will.	He	thought	it	would	be	impossible	to	live	as	party	to	a	lawsuit;	it	seemed
a	thousand	times	simpler	to	remain	poor	and	a	beggar,	or	to	enlist	as	a	trooper
if	any	regiment	would	pass	him.

His	physical	and	mental	sufferings	had	already	impaired	his	bodily	health
in	 some	of	 the	most	 important	organs.	He	was	on	 the	verge	of	one	of	 those
maladies	 for	which	medicine	has	no	name,	and	of	which	 the	seat	 is	 in	some
degree	 variable,	 like	 the	 nervous	 system	 itself,	 the	 part	 most	 frequently
attacked	of	the	whole	human	machine,	a	malady	which	may	be	designated	as
the	heart-sickness	of	 the	unfortunate.	However	 serious	 this	 invisible	but	 real
disorder	might	already	be,	it	could	still	be	cured	by	a	happy	issue.	But	a	fresh
obstacle,	 an	 unexpected	 incident,	 would	 be	 enough	 to	 wreck	 this	 vigorous
constitution,	 to	 break	 the	 weakened	 springs,	 and	 produce	 the	 hesitancy,	 the
aimless,	 unfinished	 movements,	 which	 physiologists	 know	 well	 in	 men
undermined	by	grief.

Derville,	detecting	in	his	client	the	symptoms	of	extreme	dejection,	said	to
him:

"Take	 courage;	 the	 end	 of	 the	 business	 cannot	 fail	 to	 be	 in	 your	 favor.
Only,	 consider	whether	you	can	give	me	your	whole	confidence	and	blindly
accept	the	result	I	may	think	best	for	your	interests."

"Do	what	you	will,"	said	Chabert.

"Yes,	but	you	surrender	yourself	to	me	like	a	man	marching	to	his	death."

"Must	 I	 not	 be	 left	 to	 live	 without	 a	 position,	 without	 a	 name?	 Is	 that
endurable?"

"That	is	not	my	view	of	it,"	said	the	lawyer.	"We	will	try	a	friendly	suit,	to
annul	 both	 your	 death	 certificate	 and	 your	 marriage,	 so	 as	 to	 put	 you	 in
possession	 of	 your	 rights.	 You	may	 even,	 by	 Comte	 Ferraud's	 intervention,
have	your	name	replaced	on	the	army	list	as	general,	and	no	doubt	you	will	get
a	pension."

"Well,	proceed	then,"	said	Chabert.	"I	put	myself	entirely	in	your	hands."

"I	will	 send	 you	 a	 power	 of	 attorney	 to	 sign,"	 said	Derville.	 "Good-bye.
Keep	up	your	courage.	If	you	want	money,	rely	on	me."

Chabert	warmly	wrung	the	lawyer's	hand,	and	remained	standing	with	his
back	against	the	wall,	not	having	the	energy	to	follow	him	excepting	with	his
eyes.	Like	all	men	who	know	but	little	of	legal	matters,	he	was	frightened	by
this	unforeseen	struggle.

During	 their	 interview,	 several	 times,	 the	 figure	 of	 a	 man	 posted	 in	 the
street	 had	 come	 forward	 from	 behind	 one	 of	 the	 gate-pillars,	 watching	 for



Derville	 to	 depart,	 and	 he	 now	 accosted	 the	 lawyer.	 He	 was	 an	 old	 man,
wearing	a	blue	waistcoat	and	a	white-pleated	kilt,	like	a	brewer's;	on	his	head
was	an	otter-skin	cap.	His	face	was	tanned,	hollow-cheeked,	and	wrinkled,	but
ruddy	on	the	cheek-bones	by	hard	work	and	exposure	to	the	open	air.

"Asking	your	pardon,	sir,"	said	he,	taking	Derville	by	the	arm,	"if	I	take	the
liberty	of	speaking	to	you.	But	I	fancied,	from	the	look	of	you,	that	you	were	a
friend	of	our	General's."

"And	what	then?"	replied	Derville.	"What	concern	have	you	with	him?—
But	who	are	you?"	said	the	cautious	lawyer.

"I	am	Louis	Vergniaud,"	he	replied	at	once.	"I	have	a	few	words	to	say	to
you."

"So	you	are	the	man	who	has	lodged	Comte	Chabert	as	I	have	found	him?"

"Asking	your	pardon,	 sir,	 he	has	 the	best	 room.	 I	would	have	given	him
mine	 if	 I	 had	had	but	 one;	 I	 could	have	 slept	 in	 the	 stable.	A	man	who	has
suffered	as	he	has,	who	 teaches	my	kids	 to	 read,	a	general,	an	Egyptian,	 the
first	lieutenant	I	ever	served	under—What	do	you	think?—Of	us	all,	he	is	best
served.	I	shared	what	I	had	with	him.	Unfortunately,	it	is	not	much	to	boast	of
—bread,	 milk,	 eggs.	Well,	 well;	 it's	 neighbors'	 fare,	 sir.	 And	 he	 is	 heartily
welcome.—But	he	has	hurt	our	feelings."

"He?"

"Yes,	 sir,	 hurt	 our	 feelings.	 To	 be	 plain	 with	 you,	 I	 have	 taken	 a	 larger
business	than	I	can	manage,	and	he	saw	it.	Well,	it	worried	him;	he	must	needs
mind	the	horse!	I	says	to	him,	 'Really,	General——'	'Bah!'	says	he,	 'I	am	not
going	to	eat	my	head	off	doing	nothing.	I	learned	to	rub	a	horse	down	many	a
year	ago.'—I	had	some	bills	out	for	the	purchase	money	of	my	dairy—a	fellow
named	Grados—Do	you	know	him,	sir?"

"But,	my	good	man,	 I	have	not	 time	 to	 listen	 to	your	story.	Only	 tell	me
how	the	Colonel	offended	you."

"He	hurt	our	feelings,	sir,	as	sure	as	my	name	is	Louis	Vergniaud,	and	my
wife	 cried	 about	 it.	 He	 heard	 from	 our	 neighbors	 that	 we	 had	 not	 a	 sou	 to
begin	to	meet	the	bills	with.	The	old	soldier,	as	he	is,	he	saved	up	all	you	gave
him,	he	watched	for	the	bill	to	come	in,	and	he	paid	it.	Such	a	trick!	While	my
wife	and	me,	we	knew	he	had	no	tobacco,	poor	old	boy,	and	went	without.—
Oh!	now—yes,	he	has	his	cigar	every	morning!	I	would	sell	my	soul	for	it—
No,	we	are	hurt.	Well,	so	I	wanted	to	ask	you—for	he	said	you	were	a	good
sort—to	lend	us	a	hundred	crowns	on	the	stock,	so	that	we	may	get	him	some
clothes,	and	furnish	his	room.	He	thought	he	was	getting	us	out	of	debt,	you
see?	Well,	it's	just	the	other	way;	the	old	man	is	running	us	into	debt—and	hurt



our	feelings!—He	ought	not	to	have	stolen	a	march	on	us	like	that.	And	we	his
friends,	 too!—On	my	word	 as	 an	 honest	man,	 as	 sure	 as	my	name	 is	Louis
Vergniaud,	 I	would	 sooner	 sell	 up	 and	 enlist	 than	 fail	 to	 pay	you	back	your
money——"

Derville	looked	at	the	dairyman,	and	stepped	back	a	few	paces	to	glance	at
the	house,	the	yard,	the	manure-pool,	the	cowhouse,	the	rabbits,	the	children.

"On	my	honor,	I	believe	it	is	characteristic	of	virtue	to	have	nothing	to	do
with	riches!"	thought	he.

"All	right,	you	shall	have	your	hundred	crowns,	and	more.	But	I	shall	not
give	 them	 to	 you;	 the	 Colonel	 will	 be	 rich	 enough	 to	 help,	 and	 I	 will	 not
deprive	him	of	the	pleasure."

"And	will	that	be	soon?"

"Why,	yes."

"Ah,	 dear	God!	 how	glad	my	wife	will	 be!"	 and	 the	 cowkeeper's	 tanned
face	seemed	to	expand.

"Now,"	said	Derville	to	himself,	as	he	got	into	his	cab	again,	"let	us	call	on
our	opponent.	We	must	 not	 show	our	hand,	 but	 try	 to	 see	hers,	 and	win	 the
game	 at	 one	 stroke.	 She	 must	 be	 frightened.	 She	 is	 a	 woman.	 Now,	 what
frightens	women	most?	A	woman	is	afraid	of	nothing	but..."

And	he	set	to	work	to	study	the	Countess'	position,	falling	into	one	of	those
brown	studies	to	which	great	politicians	give	themselves	up	when	concocting
their	own	plans	and	 trying	 to	guess	 the	 secrets	of	a	hostile	Cabinet.	Are	not
attorneys,	in	a	way,	statesmen	in	charge	of	private	affairs?

But	a	brief	survey	of	the	situation	in	which	the	Comte	Ferraud	and	his	wife
now	 found	 themselves	 is	 necessary	 for	 a	 comprehension	 of	 the	 lawyer's
cleverness.

Monsieur	le	Comte	Ferraud	was	the	only	son	of	a	former	Councillor	in	the
old	Parlement	of	Paris,	who	had	emigrated	during	the	Reign	of	Terror,	and	so,
though	he	saved	his	head,	lost	his	fortune.	He	came	back	under	the	Consulate,
and	remained	persistently	faithful	to	the	cause	of	Louis	XVIII.,	in	whose	circle
his	father	had	moved	before	the	Revolution.	He	thus	was	one	of	 the	party	in
the	 Faubourg	 Saint-Germain	 which	 nobly	 stood	 out	 against	 Napoleon's
blandishments.	The	reputation	for	capacity	gained	by	the	young	Count—then
simply	 called	 Monsieur	 Ferraud—made	 him	 the	 object	 of	 the	 Emperor's
advances,	 for	 he	 was	 often	 as	 well	 pleased	 at	 his	 conquests	 among	 the
aristocracy	as	at	gaining	a	battle.	The	Count	was	promised	 the	 restitution	of
his	 title,	 of	 such	 of	 his	 estates	 as	 had	 not	 been	 sold,	 and	 he	 was	 shown	 in
perspective	a	place	in	the	ministry	or	as	senator.



The	Emperor	fell.

At	the	time	of	Comte	Chabert's	death,	M.	Ferraud	was	a	young	man	of	six-
and-twenty,	 without	 a	 fortune,	 of	 pleasing	 appearance,	 who	 had	 had	 his
successes,	 and	 whom	 the	 Faubourg	 Saint-Germain	 had	 adopted	 as	 doing	 it
credit;	but	Madame	la	Comtesse	Chabert	had	managed	to	turn	her	share	of	her
husband's	 fortune	 to	 such	 good	 account	 that,	 after	 eighteen	 months	 of
widowhood,	she	had	about	 forty	 thousand	francs	a	year.	Her	marriage	 to	 the
young	Count	was	not	 regarded	as	news	 in	 the	circles	of	 the	Faubourg	Saint-
Germain.	 Napoleon,	 approving	 of	 this	 union,	 which	 carried	 out	 his	 idea	 of
fusion,	restored	to	Madame	Chabert	the	money	falling	to	the	Exchequer	under
her	 husband's	will;	 but	Napoleon's	 hopes	were	 again	 disappointed.	Madame
Ferraud	was	not	only	in	love	with	her	lover;	she	had	also	been	fascinated	by
the	notion	of	getting	into	the	haughty	society	which,	in	spite	of	its	humiliation,
was	still	predominant	at	 the	Imperial	Court.	By	this	marriage	all	her	vanities
were	as	much	gratified	as	her	passions.	She	was	 to	become	a	 real	 fine	 lady.
When	 the	 Faubourg	 Saint-Germain	 understood	 that	 the	 young	 Count's
marriage	did	not	mean	desertion,	its	drawing-rooms	were	thrown	open	to	his
wife.

Then	 came	 the	 Restoration.	 The	 Count's	 political	 advancement	 was	 not
rapid.	 He	 understood	 the	 exigencies	 of	 the	 situation	 in	 which	 Louis	 XVIII.
found	 himself;	 he	 was	 one	 of	 the	 inner	 circle	 who	 waited	 till	 the	 "Gulf	 of
Revolution	 should	 be	 closed"—for	 this	 phrase	 of	 the	 King's,	 at	 which	 the
Liberals	laughed	so	heartily,	had	a	political	sense.	The	order	quoted	in	the	long
lawyer's	 preamble	 at	 the	 beginning	 of	 this	 story	 had,	 however,	 put	 him	 in
possession	 of	 two	 tracts	 of	 forest,	 and	 of	 an	 estate	 which	 had	 considerably
increased	 in	 value	 during	 its	 sequestration.	 At	 the	 present	 moment,	 though
Comte	Ferraud	was	a	Councillor	of	State,	and	a	Director-General,	he	regarded
his	position	as	merely	the	first	step	of	his	political	career.

Wholly	occupied	as	he	was	by	the	anxieties	of	consuming	ambition,	he	had
attached	 to	 himself,	 as	 secretary,	 a	 ruined	 attorney	 named	 Delbecq,	 a	 more
than	 clever	man,	 versed	 in	 all	 the	 resources	of	 the	 law,	 to	whom	he	 left	 the
conduct	of	his	private	affairs.	This	shrewd	practitioner	had	so	well	understood
his	position	with	the	Count	as	to	be	honest	in	his	own	interest.	He	hoped	to	get
some	place	by	his	master's	influence,	and	he	made	the	Count's	fortune	his	first
care.	His	 conduct	 so	 effectually	 gave	 the	 lie	 to	 his	 former	 life,	 that	 he	was
regarded	as	a	slandered	man.	The	Countess,	with	 the	 tact	and	shrewdness	of
which	most	women	have	a	share	more	or	less,	understood	the	man's	motives,
watched	him	quietly,	and	managed	him	so	well,	that	she	had	made	good	use	of
him	 for	 the	 augmentation	of	 her	 private	 fortune.	She	had	 contrived	 to	make
Delbecq	 believe	 that	 she	 ruled	 her	 husband,	 and	 had	 promised	 to	 get	 him
appointed	President	of	an	inferior	court	in	some	important	provincial	town,	if



he	devoted	himself	entirely	to	her	interests.

The	 promise	 of	 a	 place,	 not	 dependent	 on	 changes	 of	 ministry,	 which
would	allow	of	his	marrying	advantageously,	and	rising	subsequently	to	a	high
political	position,	by	being	chosen	Depute,	made	Delbecq	the	Countess'	abject
slave.	He	had	never	allowed	her	to	miss	one	of	those	favorable	chances	which
the	fluctuations	of	the	Bourse	and	the	increased	value	of	property	afforded	to
clever	financiers	in	Paris	during	the	first	three	years	after	the	Restoration.	He
had	 trebled	 his	 protectress'	 capital,	 and	 all	 the	 more	 easily	 because	 the
Countess	had	no	scruples	as	to	the	means	which	might	make	her	an	enormous
fortune	as	quickly	as	possible.	The	emoluments	derived	by	the	Count	from	the
places	he	held	she	spent	on	the	housekeeping,	so	as	to	reinvest	her	dividends;
and	 Delbecq	 lent	 himself	 to	 these	 calculations	 of	 avarice	 without	 trying	 to
account	 for	 her	motives.	 People	 of	 that	 sort	 never	 trouble	 themselves	 about
any	secrets	of	which	the	discovery	is	not	necessary	to	their	own	interests.	And,
indeed,	 he	 naturally	 found	 the	 reason	 in	 the	 thirst	 for	 money,	 which	 taints
almost	every	Parisian	woman;	and	as	a	fine	fortune	was	needed	to	support	the
pretensions	of	Comte	Ferraud,	the	secretary	sometimes	fancied	that	he	saw	in
the	Countess'	greed	a	consequence	of	her	devotion	 to	a	husband	with	whom
she	 still	was	 in	 love.	 The	Countess	 buried	 the	 secrets	 of	 her	 conduct	 at	 the
bottom	of	her	heart.	There	lay	the	secrets	of	life	and	death	to	her,	there	lay	the
turning-point	of	this	history.

At	 the	 beginning	 of	 the	 year	 1818	 the	 Restoration	 was	 settled	 on	 an
apparently	immovable	foundation;	its	doctrines	of	government,	as	understood
by	 lofty	 minds,	 seemed	 calculated	 to	 bring	 to	 France	 an	 era	 of	 renewed
prosperity,	 and	 Parisian	 society	 changed	 its	 aspect.	 Madame	 la	 Comtesse
Ferraud	 found	 that	by	chance	 she	had	achieved	 for	 love	a	marriage	 that	had
brought	 her	 fortune	 and	 gratified	 ambition.	 Still	 young	 and	 handsome,
Madame	 Ferraud	 played	 the	 part	 of	 a	 woman	 of	 fashion,	 and	 lived	 in	 the
atmosphere	of	the	Court.	Rich	herself,	with	a	rich	husband	who	was	cried	up
as	 one	 of	 the	 ablest	men	 of	 the	 royalist	 party,	 and,	 as	 a	 friend	 of	 the	King,
certain	 to	 be	made	Minister,	 she	 belonged	 to	 the	 aristocracy,	 and	 shared	 its
magnificence.	In	the	midst	of	this	triumph	she	was	attacked	by	a	moral	canker.
There	are	feelings	which	women	guess	 in	spite	of	 the	care	men	take	 to	bury
them.	On	the	first	return	of	the	King,	Comte	Ferraud	had	begun	to	regret	his
marriage.	Colonel	Chabert's	widow	had	not	been	the	means	of	allying	him	to
anybody;	he	was	alone	and	unsupported	in	steering	his	way	in	a	course	full	of
shoals	and	beset	by	enemies.	Also,	perhaps,	when	he	came	to	judge	his	wife
coolly,	he	may	have	discerned	 in	her	certain	vices	of	education	which	made
her	unfit	to	second	him	in	his	schemes.

A	 speech	 he	 made,	 a	 propos	 of	 Talleyrand's	 marriage,	 enlightened	 the
Countess,	 to	whom	 it	 proved	 that	 if	 he	had	 still	 been	 a	 free	man	 she	would



never	 have	 been	 Madame	 Ferraud.	 What	 woman	 could	 forgive	 this
repentance?	Does	it	not	include	the	germs	of	every	insult,	every	crime,	every
form	 of	 repudiation?	 But	 what	 a	 wound	 must	 it	 have	 left	 in	 the	 Countess'
heart,	supposing	that	she	lived	in	the	dread	of	her	first	husband's	return?	She
had	known	that	he	still	lived,	and	she	had	ignored	him.	Then	during	the	time
when	 she	had	heard	no	more	of	 him,	 she	had	 chosen	 to	believe	 that	 he	had
fallen	 at	Waterloo	with	 the	 Imperial	Eagle,	 at	 the	 same	 time	 as	Boutin.	 She
resolved,	nevertheless,	to	bind	the	Count	to	her	by	the	strongest	of	all	ties,	by	a
chain	of	gold,	and	vowed	to	be	so	rich	that	her	fortune	might	make	her	second
marriage	dissoluble,	if	by	chance	Colonel	Chabert	should	ever	reappear.	And
he	had	reappeared;	and	she	could	not	explain	to	herself	why	the	struggle	she
had	dreaded	had	not	already	begun.	Suffering,	sickness,	had	perhaps	delivered
her	from	that	man.	Perhaps	he	was	half	mad,	and	Charenton	might	yet	do	her
justice.	 She	 had	 not	 chosen	 to	 take	 either	 Delbecq	 or	 the	 police	 into	 her
confidence,	 for	 fear	 of	 putting	 herself	 in	 their	 power,	 or	 of	 hastening	 the
catastrophe.	There	are	in	Paris	many	women	who,	like	the	Countess	Ferraud,
live	with	 an	 unknown	moral	monster,	 or	 on	 the	 brink	 of	 an	 abyss;	 a	 callus
forms	 over	 the	 spot	 that	 tortures	 them,	 and	 they	 can	 still	 laugh	 and	 enjoy
themselves.

"There	 is	 something	 very	 strange	 in	 Comte	 Ferraud's	 position,"	 said
Derville	to	himself,	on	emerging	from	his	long	reverie,	as	his	cab	stopped	at
the	door	of	 the	Hotel	Ferraud	in	 the	Rue	de	Varennes.	"How	is	 it	 that	he,	so
rich	as	he	is,	and	such	a	favorite	with	the	King,	is	not	yet	a	peer	of	France?	It
may,	to	be	sure,	be	true	that	the	King,	as	Mme.	de	Grandlieu	was	telling	me,
desires	 to	keep	up	 the	value	of	 the	pairie	by	not	bestowing	 it	 right	 and	 left.
And,	after	all,	the	son	of	a	Councillor	of	the	Parlement	is	not	a	Crillon	nor	a
Rohan.	A	Comte	Ferraud	can	only	get	into	the	Upper	Chamber	surreptitiously.
But	 if	 his	marriage	were	 annulled,	 could	he	not	 get	 the	dignity	 of	 some	old
peer	 who	 has	 only	 daughters	 transferred	 to	 himself,	 to	 the	 King's	 great
satisfaction?	At	any	rate	this	will	be	a	good	bogey	to	put	forward	and	frighten
the	Countess,"	thought	he	as	he	went	up	the	steps.

Derville	had	without	knowing	it	 laid	his	finger	on	the	hidden	wound,	put
his	hand	on	the	canker	that	consumed	Madame	Ferraud.

She	 received	 him	 in	 a	 pretty	 winter	 dining-room,	 where	 she	 was	 at
breakfast,	while	playing	with	a	monkey	tethered	by	a	chain	to	a	little	pole	with
climbing	bars	of	 iron.	The	Countess	was	 in	an	elegant	wrapper;	 the	curls	of
her	 hair,	 carelessly	 pinned	up,	 escaped	 from	a	 cap,	 giving	her	 an	 arch	 look.
She	was	fresh	and	smiling.	Silver,	gilding,	and	mother-of-pearl	shone	on	 the
table,	 and	 all	 about	 the	 room	were	 rare	plants	growing	 in	magnificent	 china
jars.	As	he	saw	Colonel	Chabert's	wife,	rich	with	his	spoil,	in	the	lap	of	luxury
and	 the	 height	 of	 fashion,	 while	 he,	 poor	 wretch,	 was	 living	 with	 a	 poor



dairyman	among	the	beasts,	the	lawyer	said	to	himself:

"The	moral	of	all	this	is	that	a	pretty	woman	will	never	acknowledge	as	her
husband,	nor	even	as	a	lover,	a	man	in	an	old	box-coat,	a	tow	wig,	and	boots
with	holes	in	them."

A	mischievous	and	bitter	 smile	 expressed	 the	 feelings,	half	philosophical
and	half	 satirical,	which	 such	 a	man	was	 certain	 to	 experience—a	man	well
situated	 to	 know	 the	 truth	 of	 things	 in	 spite	 of	 the	 lies	 behind	 which	most
families	in	Paris	hide	their	mode	of	life.

"Good-morning,	 Monsieur	 Derville,"	 said	 she,	 giving	 the	 monkey	 some
coffee	to	drink.

"Madame,"	said	he,	a	 little	sharply,	 for	 the	 light	 tone	 in	which	she	spoke
jarred	on	him.	"I	have	come	to	speak	with	you	on	a	very	serious	matter."

"I	am	so	grieved,	M.	le	Comte	is	away—"

"I,	madame,	am	delighted.	 It	would	be	grievous	 if	he	could	be	present	at
our	 interview.	 Besides,	 I	 am	 informed	 through	M.	Delbecq	 that	 you	 like	 to
manage	your	own	business	without	troubling	the	Count."

"Then	I	will	send	for	Delbecq,"	said	she.

"He	would	be	of	no	use	to	you,	clever	as	he	is,"	replied	Derville.	"Listen	to
me,	madame;	one	word	will	be	enough	to	make	you	grave.	Colonel	Chabert	is
alive!"

"Is	it	by	telling	me	such	nonsense	as	that	that	you	think	you	can	make	me
grave?"	said	she	with	a	shout	of	laughter.	But	she	was	suddenly	quelled	by	the
singular	penetration	of	the	fixed	gaze	which	Derville	turned	on	her,	seeming	to
read	to	the	bottom	of	her	soul.

"Madame,"	he	 said	with	 cold	 and	piercing	 solemnity,	 "you	know	not	 the
extent	of	the	danger	that	threatens	you.	I	need	say	nothing	of	the	indisputable
authenticity	of	 the	evidence	nor	of	 the	fulness	of	proof	which	 testifies	 to	 the
identity	of	Comte	Chabert.	 I	am	not,	as	you	know,	 the	man	to	 take	up	a	bad
cause.	 If	you	resist	our	proceedings	 to	show	that	 the	certificate	of	death	was
false,	you	will	 lose	that	first	case,	and	that	matter	once	settled,	we	shall	gain
every	point."

"What,	then,	do	you	wish	to	discuss	with	me?"

"Neither	 the	Colonel	 nor	 yourself.	Nor	 need	 I	 allude	 to	 the	 briefs	which
clever	advocates	may	draw	up	when	armed	with	the	curious	facts	of	this	case,
or	the	advantage	they	may	derive	from	the	letters	you	received	from	your	first
husband	before	your	marriage	to	your	second."

"It	is	false,"	she	cried,	with	the	violence	of	a	spoilt	woman.	"I	never	had	a



letter	from	Comte	Chabert;	and	if	some	one	is	pretending	to	be	the	Colonel,	it
is	some	swindler,	some	returned	convict,	like	Coignard	perhaps.	It	makes	me
shudder	 only	 to	 think	 of	 it.	 Can	 the	 Colonel	 rise	 from	 the	 dead,	monsieur?
Bonaparte	sent	an	aide-de-camp	to	inquire	for	me	on	his	death,	and	to	this	day
I	 draw	 the	 pension	 of	 three	 thousand	 francs	 granted	 to	 this	 widow	 by	 the
Government.	 I	have	been	perfectly	 in	 the	right	 to	 turn	away	all	 the	Chaberts
who	have	ever	come,	as	I	shall	all	who	may	come."

"Happily	 we	 are	 alone,	 madame.	 We	 can	 tell	 lies	 at	 our	 ease,"	 said	 he
coolly,	and	finding	it	amusing	to	lash	up	the	Countess'	rage	so	as	to	lead	her	to
betray	herself,	by	tactics	familiar	to	lawyers,	who	are	accustomed	to	keep	cool
when	 their	 opponents	 or	 their	 clients	 are	 in	 a	 passion.	 "Well,	 then,	we	must
fight	it	out,"	thought	he,	instantly	hitting	on	a	plan	to	entrap	her	and	show	her
her	weakness.

"The	proof	 that	you	 received	 the	 first	 letter,	madame,	 is	 that	 it	 contained
some	securities—"

"Oh,	as	to	securities—that	it	certainly	did	not."

"Then	 you	 received	 the	 letter,"	 said	 Derville,	 smiling.	 "You	 are	 caught,
madame,	in	the	first	snare	laid	for	you	by	an	attorney,	and	you	fancy	you	could
fight	against	Justice——"

The	Countess	colored,	and	then	turned	pale,	hiding	her	face	in	her	hands.
Then	she	shook	off	her	shame,	and	retorted	with	 the	natural	 impertinence	of
such	women,	"Since	you	are	the	so-called	Chabert's	attorney,	be	so	good	as	to
—"

"Madame,"	said	Derville,	"I	am	at	this	moment	as	much	your	lawyer	as	I
am	Colonel	Chabert's.	Do	you	suppose	I	want	 to	 lose	so	valuable	a	client	as
you	are?—But	you	are	not	listening."

"Nay,	speak	on,	monsieur,"	said	she	graciously.

"Your	 fortune	came	 to	you	from	M.	 le	Comte	Chabert,	and	you	cast	him
off.	Your	fortune	is	immense,	and	you	leave	him	to	beg.	An	advocate	can	be
very	eloquent	when	a	cause	is	eloquent	in	itself;	there	are	here	circumstances
which	might	turn	public	opinion	strongly	against	you."

"But,	 monsieur,"	 said	 the	 Comtesse,	 provoked	 by	 the	 way	 in	 which
Derville	 turned	 and	 laid	 her	 on	 the	 gridiron,	 "even	 if	 I	 grant	 that	 your	 M.
Chabert	 is	 living,	 the	law	will	uphold	my	second	marriage	on	account	of	the
children,	and	I	shall	get	off	with	the	restitution	of	two	hundred	and	twenty-five
thousand	francs	to	M.	Chabert."

"It	is	impossible	to	foresee	what	view	the	Bench	may	take	of	the	question.
If	on	one	side	we	have	a	mother	and	children,	on	the	other	we	have	an	old	man



crushed	by	sorrows,	made	old	by	your	refusals	 to	know	him.	Where	 is	he	 to
find	a	wife?	Can	the	judges	contravene	the	law?	Your	marriage	with	Colonel
Chabert	has	priority	on	its	side	and	every	legal	right.	But	if	you	appear	under
disgraceful	colors,	you	might	have	an	unlooked-for	adversary.	That,	madame,
is	the	danger	against	which	I	would	warn	you."

"And	who	is	he?"

"Comte	Ferraud."

"Monsieur	Ferraud	has	too	great	an	affection	for	me,	too	much	respect	for
the	mother	of	his	children—"

"Do	not	talk	of	such	absurd	things,"	interrupted	Derville,	"to	lawyers,	who
are	accustomed	to	read	hearts	to	the	bottom.	At	this	instant	Monsieur	Ferraud
has	not	 the	 slightest	wish	 to	 annual	 your	union,	 and	 I	 am	quite	 sure	 that	 he
adores	you;	but	if	some	one	were	to	tell	him	that	his	marriage	is	void,	that	his
wife	will	be	called	before	the	bar	of	public	opinion	as	a	criminal—"

"He	would	defend	me,	monsieur."

"No,	madame."

"What	reason	could	he	have	for	deserting	me,	monsieur?"

"That	 he	would	 be	 free	 to	marry	 the	 only	 daughter	 of	 a	 peer	 of	 France,
whose	title	would	be	conferred	on	him	by	patent	from	the	King."

The	Countess	turned	pale.

"A	hit!"	said	Derville	to	himself.	"I	have	you	on	the	hip;	the	poor	Colonel's
case	is	won."—"Besides,	madame,"	he	went	on	aloud,	"he	would	feel	all	 the
less	 remorse	 because	 a	 man	 covered	 with	 glory—a	 General,	 Count,	 Grand
Cross	of	the	Legion	of	Honor—is	not	such	a	bad	alternative;	and	if	that	man
insisted	on	his	wife's	returning	to	him—"

"Enough,	enough,	monsieur!"	she	exclaimed.	"I	will	never	have	any	lawyer
but	you.	What	is	to	be	done?"

"Compromise!"	said	Derville.

"Does	he	still	love	me?"	she	said.

"Well,	I	do	not	think	he	can	do	otherwise."

The	Countess	raised	her	head	at	these	words.	A	flash	of	hope	shone	in	her
eyes;	 she	 thought	 perhaps	 that	 she	 could	 speculate	 on	 her	 first	 husband's
affection	to	gain	her	cause	by	some	feminine	cunning.

"I	 shall	 await	 your	 orders,	madame,	 to	 know	whether	 I	 am	 to	 report	 our
proceedings	to	you,	or	if	you	will	come	to	my	office	to	agree	to	the	terms	of	a



compromise,"	said	Derville,	taking	leave.

A	week	after	Derville	had	paid	these	two	visits,	on	a	fine	morning	in	June,
the	 husband	 and	 wife,	 who	 had	 been	 separated	 by	 an	 almost	 supernatural
chance,	 started	 from	 the	 opposite	 ends	 of	 Paris	 to	meet	 in	 the	 office	 of	 the
lawyer	who	was	engaged	by	both.	The	supplies	liberally	advanced	by	Derville
to	Colonel	Chabert	had	enabled	him	to	dress	as	suited	his	position	in	life,	and
the	dead	man	arrived	in	a	very	decent	cab.	He	wore	a	wig	suited	to	his	face,
was	dressed	in	blue	cloth	with	white	linen,	and	wore	under	his	waistcoat	 the
broad	red	ribbon	of	the	higher	grade	of	the	Legion	of	Honor.	In	resuming	the
habits	of	wealth	he	had	recovered	his	soldierly	style.	He	held	himself	up;	his
face,	grave	and	mysterious-looking,	reflected	his	happiness	and	all	his	hopes,
and	seemed	to	have	acquired	youth	and	impasto,	to	borrow	a	picturesque	word
from	 the	 painter's	 art.	He	was	 no	more	 like	 the	Chabert	 of	 the	 old	 box-coat
than	 a	 cartwheel	 double	 sou	 is	 like	 a	 newly	 coined	 forty-franc	 piece.	 The
passer-by,	 only	 to	 see	him,	would	have	 recognized	 at	 once	one	of	 the	noble
wrecks	of	our	old	army,	one	of	the	heroic	men	on	whom	our	national	glory	is
reflected,	as	a	 splinter	of	 ice	on	which	 the	sun	shines	seems	 to	 reflect	every
beam.	These	veterans	are	at	once	a	picture	and	a	book.

When	the	Count	jumped	out	of	his	carriage	to	go	into	Derville's	office,	he
did	it	as	lightly	as	a	young	man.	Hardly	had	his	cab	moved	off,	when	a	smart
brougham	 drove	 up,	 splendid	 with	 coats-of-arms.	 Madame	 la	 Comtesse
Ferraud	stepped	out	in	a	dress	which,	though	simple,	was	cleverly	designed	to
show	how	youthful	her	figure	was.	She	wore	a	pretty	drawn	bonnet	lined	with
pink,	which	framed	her	face	to	perfection,	softening	its	outlines	and	making	it
look	younger.

If	 the	clients	were	 rejuvenescent,	 the	office	was	unaltered,	 and	presented
the	same	picture	as	that	described	at	the	beginning	of	this	story.	Simonnin	was
eating	his	breakfast,	his	shoulder	leaning	against	the	window,	which	was	then
open,	 and	he	was	 staring	up	at	 the	blue	 sky	 in	 the	opening	of	 the	 courtyard
enclosed	by	four	gloomy	houses.

"Ah,	ha!"	 cried	 the	 little	 clerk,	 "who	will	bet	 an	evening	at	 the	play	 that
Colonel	Chabert	is	a	General,	and	wears	a	red	ribbon?"

"The	chief	is	a	great	magician,"	said	Godeschal.

"Then	there	is	no	trick	to	play	on	him	this	time?"	asked	Desroches.

"His	wife	has	taken	that	in	hand,	the	Comtesse	Ferraud,"	said	Boucard.

"What	next?"	said	Godeschal.	"Is	Comtesse	Ferraud	required	to	belong	to
two	men?"

"Here	she	is,"	answered	Simonnin.



"So	you	are	not	deaf,	you	young	 rogue!"	 said	Chabert,	 taking	 the	gutter-
jumper	by	the	ear	and	twisting	it,	to	the	delight	of	the	other	clerks,	who	began
to	laugh,	looking	at	the	Colonel	with	the	curious	attention	due	to	so	singular	a
personage.

Comte	 Chabert	 was	 in	 Derville's	 private	 room	 at	 the	 moment	 when	 his
wife	came	in	by	the	door	of	the	office.

"I	 say,	 Boucard,	 there	 is	 going	 to	 be	 a	 queer	 scene	 in	 the	 chief's	 room!
There	 is	 a	woman	who	 can	 spend	 her	 days	 alternately,	 the	 odd	with	Comte
Ferraud,	and	the	even	with	Comte	Chabert."

"And	 in	 leap	 year,"	 said	Godeschal,	 "they	must	 settle	 the	 count	 between
them."

"Silence,	 gentlemen,	 you	 can	 be	 heard!"	 said	Boucard	 severely.	 "I	 never
was	 in	 an	 office	where	 there	was	 so	much	 jesting	 as	 there	 is	 here	 over	 the
clients."

Derville	 had	made	 the	Colonel	 retire	 to	 the	 bedroom	when	 the	Countess
was	admitted.

"Madame,"	he	said,	"not	knowing	whether	it	would	be	agreeable	to	you	to
meet	M.	le	Comte	Chabert,	I	have	placed	you	apart.	If,	however,	you	should
wish	it—"

"It	is	an	attention	for	which	I	am	obliged	to	you."

"I	have	drawn	up	the	memorandum	of	an	agreement	of	which	you	and	M.
Chabert	can	discuss	the	conditions,	here,	and	now.	I	will	go	alternately	to	him
and	to	you,	and	explain	your	views	respectively."

"Let	me	see,	monsieur,"	said	the	Countess	impatiently.

Derville	read	aloud:

"'Between	the	undersigned:

"'M.	Hyacinthe	Chabert,	Count,	Marechal	de	Camp,	and	Grand	Officer	of
the	Legion	of	Honor,	living	in	Paris,	Rue	du	Petit-Banquier,	on	the	one	part;

"'And	Madame	Rose	Chapotel,	wife	of	the	aforesaid	M.	le	Comte	Chabert,
nee—'"

"Pass	over	the	preliminaries,"	said	she.	"Come	to	the	conditions."

"Madame,"	said	the	lawyer,	"the	preamble	briefly	sets	forth	the	position	in
which	you	stand	to	each	other.	Then,	by	the	first	clause,	you	acknowledge,	in
the	presence	of	 three	witnesses,	of	whom	 two	shall	be	notaries,	 and	one	 the
dairyman	with	whom	 your	 husband	 has	 been	 lodging,	 to	 all	 of	 whom	 your
secret	 is	known,	and	who	will	be	absolutely	silent—you	acknowledge,	I	say,



that	 the	 individual	 designated	 in	 the	 documents	 subjoined	 to	 the	 deed,	 and
whose	 identity	 is	 to	 be	 further	 proved	 by	 an	 act	 of	 recognition	 prepared	 by
your	notary,	Alexandre	Crottat,	is	your	first	husband,	Comte	Chabert.	By	the
second	 clause	 Comte	 Chabert,	 to	 secure	 your	 happiness,	 will	 undertake	 to
assert	his	rights	only	under	certain	circumstances	set	forth	in	the	deed.—And
these,"	said	Derville,	 in	a	parenthesis,	"are	none	other	 than	a	 failure	 to	carry
out	the	conditions	of	this	secret	agreement.—M.	Chabert,	on	his	part,	agrees	to
accept	 judgment	on	a	friendly	suit,	by	which	his	certificate	of	death	shall	be
annulled,	and	his	marriage	dissolved."

"That	will	not	suit	me	in	the	least,"	said	the	Countess	with	surprise.	"I	will
be	a	party	to	no	suit;	you	know	why."

"By	the	third	clause,"	Derville	went	on,	with	imperturbable	coolness,	"you
pledge	yourself	 to	secure	 to	Hyacinthe	Comte	Chabert	an	 income	of	 twenty-
four	thousand	francs	on	government	stock	held	in	his	name,	to	revert	to	you	at
his	death—"

"But	it	is	much	too	dear!"	exclaimed	the	Countess.

"Can	you	compromise	the	matter	cheaper?"

"Possibly."

"But	what	do	you	want,	madame?"

"I	want—I	will	not	have	a	lawsuit.	I	want—"

"You	want	him	to	remain	dead?"	said	Derville,	interrupting	her	hastily.

"Monsieur,"	said	the	Countess,	"if	 twenty-four	thousand	francs	a	year	are
necessary,	we	will	go	to	law—"

"Yes,	we	will	go	to	law,"	said	the	Colonel	in	a	deep	voice,	as	he	opened	the
door	and	stood	before	his	wife,	with	one	hand	in	his	waistcoat	and	the	other
hanging	 by	 his	 side—an	 attitude	 to	 which	 the	 recollection	 of	 his	 adventure
gave	horrible	significance.

"It	is	he,"	said	the	Countess	to	herself.

"Too	dear!"	the	old	soldier	exclaimed.	"I	have	given	you	near	on	a	million,
and	you	are	cheapening	my	misfortunes.	Very	well;	now	I	will	have	you—you
and	your	fortune.	Our	goods	are	in	common,	our	marriage	is	not	dissolved—"

"But	 monsieur	 is	 not	 Colonel	 Chabert!"	 cried	 the	 Countess,	 in	 feigned
amazement.

"Indeed!"	 said	 the	 old	 man,	 in	 a	 tone	 of	 intense	 irony.	 "Do	 you	 want
proofs?	I	found	you	in	the	Palais	Royal——"

The	Countess	turned	pale.	Seeing	her	grow	white	under	her	rouge,	the	old



soldier	paused,	touched	by	the	acute	suffering	he	was	inflicting	on	the	woman
he	had	once	 so	ardently	 loved;	but	 she	 shot	 such	a	venomous	glance	at	him
that	he	abruptly	went	on:

"You	were	with	La—"

"Allow	 me,	 Monsieur	 Derville,"	 said	 the	 Countess	 to	 the	 lawyer.	 "You
must	 give	me	 leave	 to	 retire.	 I	 did	 not	 come	 here	 to	 listen	 to	 such	 dreadful
things."

She	 rose	 and	 went	 out.	 Derville	 rushed	 after	 her;	 but	 the	 Countess	 had
taken	wings,	and	seemed	to	have	flown	from	the	place.

On	returning	to	his	private	room,	he	found	the	Colonel	in	a	towering	rage,
striding	up	and	down.

"In	those	times	a	man	took	his	wife	where	he	chose,"	said	he.	"But	I	was
foolish	and	chose	badly;	I	trusted	to	appearances.	She	has	no	heart."

"Well,	 Colonel,	 was	 I	 not	 right	 to	 beg	 you	 not	 to	 come?—I	 am	 now
positive	of	your	identity;	when	you	came	in,	the	Countess	gave	a	little	start,	of
which	 the	meaning	was	 unequivocal.	But	 you	 have	 lost	 your	 chances.	Your
wife	knows	that	you	are	unrecognizable."

"I	will	kill	her!"

"Madness!	 you	 will	 be	 caught	 and	 executed	 like	 any	 common	 wretch.
Besides	you	might	miss!	That	would	be	unpardonable.	A	man	must	not	miss
his	shot	when	he	wants	 to	kill	his	wife.—Let	me	set	 things	straight;	you	are
only	a	big	child.	Go	now.	Take	care	of	yourself;	she	is	capable	of	setting	some
trap	 for	 you	 and	 shutting	 you	 up	 in	 Charenton.	 I	 will	 notify	 her	 of	 our
proceedings	to	protect	you	against	a	surprise."

The	 unhappy	 Colonel	 obeyed	 his	 young	 benefactor,	 and	 went	 away,
stammering	apologies.	He	slowly	went	down	the	dark	staircase,	lost	in	gloomy
thoughts,	and	crushed	perhaps	by	the	blow	just	dealt	him—the	most	cruel	he
could	feel,	the	thrust	that	could	most	deeply	pierce	his	heart—when	he	heard
the	rustle	of	a	woman's	dress	on	the	lowest	landing,	and	his	wife	stood	before
him.

"Come,	 monsieur,"	 said	 she,	 taking	 his	 arm	 with	 a	 gesture	 like	 those
familiar	 to	 him	 of	 old.	 Her	 action	 and	 the	 accent	 of	 her	 voice,	 which	 had
recovered	 its	graciousness,	were	enough	 to	allay	 the	Colonel's	wrath,	and	he
allowed	himself	to	be	led	to	the	carriage.

"Well,	get	in!"	said	she,	when	the	footman	had	let	down	the	step.

And	as	if	by	magic,	he	found	himself	sitting	by	his	wife	in	the	brougham.

"Where	to?"	asked	the	servant.



"To	Groslay,"	said	she.

The	horses	started	at	once,	and	carried	them	all	across	Paris.

"Monsieur,"	 said	 the	Countess,	 in	 a	 tone	of	voice	which	betrayed	one	of
those	emotions	which	are	rare	in	our	lives,	and	which	agitate	every	part	of	our
being.	At	such	moments	the	heart,	fibres,	nerves,	countenance,	soul,	and	body,
everything,	every	pore	even,	feels	a	 thrill.	Life	no	longer	seems	to	be	within
us;	it	flows	out,	springs	forth,	is	communicated	as	if	by	contagion,	transmitted
by	a	 look,	a	 tone	of	voice,	a	gesture,	 impressing	our	will	on	others.	The	old
soldier	started	on	hearing	this	single	word,	this	first,	terrible	"monsieur!"	But
still	it	was	at	once	a	reproach	and	a	pardon,	a	hope	and	a	despair,	a	question
and	an	answer.	This	word	 included	 them	all;	none	but	an	actress	could	have
thrown	so	much	eloquence,	so	many	feelings	into	a	single	word.	Truth	is	less
complete	in	its	utterance;	it	does	not	put	everything	on	the	outside;	it	allows	us
to	see	what	is	within.	The	Colonel	was	filled	with	remorse	for	his	suspicions,
his	demands,	and	his	anger;	he	looked	down	not	to	betray	his	agitation.

"Monsieur,"	 repeated	 she,	 after	 an	 imperceptible	 pause,	 "I	 knew	 you	 at
once."

"Rosine,"	said	the	old	soldier,	"those	words	contain	the	only	balm	that	can
help	me	to	forget	my	misfortunes."

Two	large	tears	rolled	hot	on	to	his	wife's	hands,	which	he	pressed	to	show
his	paternal	affection.

"Monsieur,"	she	went	on,	"could	you	not	have	guessed	what	it	cost	me	to
appear	 before	 a	 stranger	 in	 a	 position	 so	 false	 as	mine	 now	 is?	 If	 I	 have	 to
blush	 for	 it,	 at	 least	 let	 it	 be	 in	 the	 privacy	 of	my	 family.	Ought	 not	 such	 a
secret	 to	 remain	 buried	 in	 our	 hearts?	You	will	 forgive	me,	 I	 hope,	 for	my
apparent	indifference	to	the	woes	of	a	Chabert	in	whose	existence	I	could	not
possibly	believe.	I	received	your	letters,"	she	hastily	added,	seeing	in	his	face
the	objection	it	expressed,	"but	they	did	not	reach	me	till	thirteen	months	after
the	battle	of	Eylau.	They	were	opened,	dirty,	the	writing	was	unrecognizable;
and	 after	 obtaining	 Napoleon's	 signature	 to	 my	 second	marriage	 contract,	 I
could	not	help	believing	that	some	clever	swindler	wanted	to	make	a	fool	of
me.	 Therefore,	 to	 avoid	 disturbing	 Monsieur	 Ferraud's	 peace	 of	 mind,	 and
disturbing	 family	 ties,	 I	was	obliged	 to	 take	precautions	 against	 a	 pretended
Chabert.	Was	I	not	right,	I	ask	you?"

"Yes,	you	were	right.	It	was	I	who	was	the	idiot,	 the	owl,	the	dolt,	not	to
have	calculated	better	what	 the	consequences	of	such	a	position	might	be.—
But	where	are	we	going?"	he	asked,	seeing	that	they	had	reached	the	barrier	of
La	Chapelle.

"To	my	country	house	near	Groslay,	in	the	valley	of	Montmorency.	There,



monsieur,	we	will	consider	the	steps	to	be	taken.	I	know	my	duties.	Though	I
am	yours	by	right,	I	am	no	longer	yours	in	fact.	Can	you	wish	that	we	should
become	the	talk	of	Paris?	We	need	not	inform	the	public	of	a	situation,	which
for	me	has	 its	 ridiculous	 side,	 and	 let	us	preserve	our	dignity.	You	 still	 love
me,"	 she	 said,	 with	 a	 sad,	 sweet	 gaze	 at	 the	 Colonel,	 "but	 have	 not	 I	 been
authorized	to	form	other	ties?	In	so	strange	a	position,	a	secret	voice	bids	me
trust	to	your	kindness,	which	is	so	well	known	to	me.	Can	I	be	wrong	in	taking
you	as	the	sole	arbiter	of	my	fate?	Be	at	once	judge	and	party	to	the	suit.	I	trust
in	 your	 noble	 character;	 you	will	 be	 generous	 enough	 to	 forgive	me	 for	 the
consequences	of	faults	committed	in	innocence.	I	may	then	confess	to	you:	I
love	M.	Ferraud.	 I	believed	 that	 I	had	a	 right	 to	 love	him.	 I	do	not	blush	 to
make	this	confession	to	you;	even	if	it	offends	you,	it	does	not	disgrace	us.	I
cannot	conceal	the	facts.	When	fate	made	me	a	widow,	I	was	not	a	mother."

The	Colonel	with	a	wave	of	his	hand	bid	his	wife	be	silent,	and	for	a	mile
and	 a	 half	 they	 sat	without	 speaking	 a	 single	word.	Chabert	 could	 fancy	 he
saw	the	two	little	ones	before	him.

"Rosine."

"Monsieur?"

"The	dead	are	very	wrong	to	come	to	life	again."

"Oh,	monsieur,	no,	no!	Do	not	 think	me	ungrateful.	Only,	you	 find	me	a
lover,	a	mother,	while	you	left	me	merely	a	wife.	Though	it	is	no	longer	in	my
power	to	 love,	I	know	how	much	I	owe	you,	and	I	can	still	offer	you	all	 the
affection	of	a	daughter."

"Rosine,"	 said	 the	 old	 man	 in	 a	 softened	 tone,	 "I	 no	 longer	 feel	 any
resentment	against	you.	We	will	forget	anything,"	he	added,	with	one	of	those
smiles	which	always	 reflect	 a	noble	 soul;	 "I	have	not	 so	 little	delicacy	as	 to
demand	the	mockery	of	love	from	a	wife	who	no	longer	loves	me."

The	Countess	gave	him	a	flashing	look	full	of	such	deep	gratitude	that	poor
Chabert	would	have	been	glad	to	sink	again	into	his	grave	at	Eylau.	Some	men
have	a	soul	strong	enough	for	such	self-devotion,	of	which	the	whole	reward
consists	in	the	assurance	that	they	have	made	the	person	they	love	happy.

"My	 dear	 friend,	 we	 will	 talk	 all	 this	 over	 later	 when	 our	 hearts	 have
rested,"	said	the	Countess.

The	conversation	 turned	 to	other	 subjects,	 for	 it	was	 impossible	 to	dwell
very	long	on	this	one.	Though	the	couple	came	back	again	and	again	to	their
singular	 position,	 either	 by	 some	 allusion	 or	 of	 serious	 purpose,	 they	 had	 a
delightful	drive,	recalling	the	events	of	their	former	life	together	and	the	times
of	 the	 Empire.	 The	 Countess	 knew	 how	 to	 lend	 peculiar	 charm	 to	 her



reminiscences,	 and	 gave	 the	 conversation	 the	 tinge	 of	 melancholy	 that	 was
needed	to	keep	it	serious.	She	revived	his	love	without	awakening	his	desires,
and	allowed	her	 first	husband	 to	discern	 the	mental	wealth	she	had	acquired
while	trying	to	accustom	him	to	moderate	his	pleasure	to	that	which	a	father
may	feel	in	the	society	of	a	favorite	daughter.

The	 Colonel	 had	 known	 the	 Countess	 of	 the	 Empire;	 he	 found	 her	 a
Countess	of	the	Restoration.

At	last,	by	a	cross-road,	they	arrived	at	the	entrance	to	a	large	park	lying	in
the	little	valley	which	divides	the	heights	of	Margency	from	the	pretty	village
of	Groslay.	The	Countess	had	there	a	delightful	house,	where	the	Colonel	on
arriving	 found	 everything	 in	 readiness	 for	 his	 stay	 there,	 as	 well	 as	 for	 his
wife's.	Misfortune	is	a	kind	of	talisman	whose	virtue	consists	 in	its	power	to
confirm	 our	 original	 nature;	 in	 some	 men	 it	 increases	 their	 distrust	 and
malignancy,	just	as	it	improves	the	goodness	of	those	who	have	a	kind	heart.

Sorrow	 had	made	 the	 Colonel	 even	more	 helpful	 and	 good	 than	 he	 had
always	been,	and	he	could	understand	some	secrets	of	womanly	distress	which
are	unrevealed	to	most	men.	Nevertheless,	in	spite	of	his	loyal	trustfulness,	he
could	not	help	saying	to	his	wife:

"Then	you	felt	quite	sure	you	would	bring	me	here?"

"Yes,"	replied	she,	"if	I	found	Colonel	Chabert	in	Derville's	client."

The	appearance	of	truth	she	contrived	to	give	to	this	answer	dissipated	the
slight	suspicions	which	the	Colonel	was	ashamed	to	have	felt.	For	three	days
the	Countess	was	quite	charming	to	her	first	husband.	By	tender	attentions	and
unfailing	 sweetness	 she	 seemed	 anxious	 to	 wipe	 out	 the	 memory	 of	 the
sufferings	he	had	endured,	and	to	earn	forgiveness	for	the	woes	which,	as	she
confessed,	she	had	innocently	caused	him.	She	delighted	in	displaying	for	him
the	charms	she	knew	he	took	pleasure	in,	while	at	the	same	time	she	assumed
a	kind	of	melancholy;	for	men	are	more	especially	accessible	to	certain	ways,
certain	graces	of	the	heart	or	of	the	mind	which	they	cannot	resist.	She	aimed
at	interesting	him	in	her	position,	and	appealing	to	his	feelings	so	far	as	to	take
possession	of	his	mind	and	control	him	despotically.

Ready	for	anything	to	attain	her	ends,	she	did	not	yet	know	what	she	was
to	do	with	this	man;	but	at	any	rate	she	meant	 to	annihilate	him	socially.	On
the	evening	of	 the	third	day	she	felt	 that	 in	spite	of	her	efforts	she	could	not
conceal	her	uneasiness	as	to	the	results	of	her	manoeuvres.	To	give	herself	a
minute's	reprieve	she	went	up	to	her	room,	sat	down	before	her	writing-table,
and	laid	aside	the	mask	of	composure	which	she	wore	in	Chabert's	presence,
like	an	actress	who,	returning	to	her	dressing-room	after	a	fatiguing	fifth	act,
drops	half	dead,	 leaving	with	 the	audience	an	image	of	herself	which	she	no



longer	resembles.	She	proceeded	to	finish	a	letter	she	had	begun	to	Delbecq,
whom	she	desired	to	go	in	her	name	and	demand	of	Derville	the	deeds	relating
to	Colonel	Chabert,	to	copy	them,	and	to	come	to	her	at	once	to	Groslay.	She
had	hardly	finished	when	she	heard	the	Colonel's	step	in	the	passage;	uneasy
at	her	absence,	he	had	come	to	look	for	her.

"Alas!"	she	exclaimed,	"I	wish	I	were	dead!	My	position	is	intolerable..."

"Why,	what	is	the	matter?"	asked	the	good	man.

"Nothing,	nothing!"	she	replied.

She	rose,	left	the	Colonel,	and	went	down	to	speak	privately	to	her	maid,
whom	she	sent	off	to	Paris,	impressing	on	her	that	she	was	herself	to	deliver	to
Delbecq	the	letter	just	written,	and	to	bring	it	back	to	the	writer	as	soon	as	he
had	read	it.	Then	the	Countess	went	out	to	sit	on	a	bench	sufficiently	in	sight
for	the	Colonel	to	join	her	as	soon	as	he	might	choose.	The	Colonel,	who	was
looking	for	her,	hastened	up	and	sat	down	by	her.

"Rosine,"	said	he,	"what	is	the	matter	with	you?"

She	did	not	answer.

It	was	one	of	 those	glorious,	calm	evenings	 in	 the	month	of	June,	whose
secret	harmonies	infuse	such	sweetness	into	the	sunset.	The	air	was	clear,	the
stillness	 perfect,	 so	 that	 far	 away	 in	 the	 park	 they	 could	 hear	 the	 voices	 of
some	children,	which	added	a	kind	of	melody	to	the	sublimity	of	the	scene.

"You	do	not	answer	me?"	the	Colonel	said	to	his	wife.

"My	husband——"	said	 the	Countess,	who	broke	off,	 started	a	 little,	and
with	 a	 blush	 stopped	 to	 ask	 him,	 "What	 am	 I	 to	 say	 when	 I	 speak	 of	 M.
Ferraud?"

"Call	 him	 your	 husband,	my	 poor	 child,"	 replied	 the	 Colonel,	 in	 a	 kind
voice.	"Is	he	not	the	father	of	your	children?"

"Well,	 then,"	she	said,	"if	he	should	ask	what	I	came	here	for,	 if	he	finds
out	that	I	came	here,	alone,	with	a	stranger,	what	am	I	to	say	to	him?	Listen,
monsieur,"	she	went	on,	assuming	a	dignified	attitude,	"decide	my	fate,	I	am
resigned	to	anything—"

"My	dear,"	said	the	Colonel,	taking	possession	of	his	wife's	hands,	"I	have
made	up	my	mind	to	sacrifice	myself	entirely	for	your	happiness—"

"That	is	impossible!"	she	exclaimed,	with	a	sudden	spasmodic	movement.
"Remember	 that	 you	 would	 have	 to	 renounce	 your	 identity,	 and	 in	 an
authenticated	form."

"What?"	said	the	Colonel.	"Is	not	my	word	enough	for	you?"



The	 word	 "authenticated"	 fell	 on	 the	 old	 man's	 heart,	 and	 roused
involuntary	distrust.	He	looked	at	his	wife	 in	a	way	that	made	her	color,	she
cast	 down	 her	 eyes,	 and	 he	 feared	 that	 he	might	 find	 himself	 compelled	 to
despise	her.	The	Countess	was	afraid	lest	she	had	scared	the	shy	modesty,	the
stern	 honesty,	 of	 a	 man	 whose	 generous	 temper	 and	 primitive	 virtues	 were
known	to	her.	Though	these	feelings	had	brought	the	clouds	to	her	brow,	they
immediately	 recovered	 their	 harmony.	 This	was	 the	way	 of	 it.	A	 child's	 cry
was	heard	in	the	distance.

"Jules,	leave	your	sister	in	peace,"	the	Countess	called	out.

"What,	are	your	children	here?"	said	Chabert.

"Yes,	but	I	told	them	not	to	trouble	you."

The	old	soldier	understood	the	delicacy,	the	womanly	tact	of	so	gracious	a
precaution,	and	took	the	Countess'	hand	to	kiss	it.

"But	let	them	come,"	said	he.

The	little	girl	ran	up	to	complain	of	her	brother.

"Mamma!"

"Mamma!"

"It	was	Jules—"

"It	was	her—"

Their	little	hands	were	held	out	to	their	mother,	and	the	two	childish	voices
mingled;	it	was	an	unexpected	and	charming	picture.

"Poor	little	 things!"	cried	the	Countess,	no	longer	restraining	her	 tears,	"I
shall	have	to	leave	them.	To	whom	will	the	law	assign	them?	A	mother's	heart
cannot	be	divided;	I	want	them,	I	want	them."

"Are	you	making	mamma	cry?"	said	Jules,	looking	fiercely	at	the	Colonel.

"Silence,	Jules!"	said	the	mother	in	a	decided	tone.

The	 two	 children	 stood	 speechless,	 examining	 their	 mother	 and	 the
stranger	with	a	curiosity	which	it	is	impossible	to	express	in	words.

"Oh	yes!"	she	cried.	"If	I	am	separated	from	the	Count,	only	leave	me	my
children,	and	I	will	submit	to	anything..."

This	was	the	decisive	speech	which	gained	all	that	she	had	hoped	from	it.

"Yes,"	 exclaimed	 the	 Colonel,	 as	 if	 he	 were	 ending	 a	 sentence	 already
begun	 in	 his	mind,	 "I	must	 return	 underground	 again.	 I	 had	 told	myself	 so
already."



"Can	I	accept	such	a	sacrifice?"	replied	his	wife.	"If	some	men	have	died	to
save	a	mistress'	honor,	they	gave	their	life	but	once.	But	in	this	case	you	would
be	giving	your	life	every	day.	No,	no.	It	is	impossible.	If	it	were	only	your	life,
it	would	be	nothing;	but	to	sign	a	declaration	that	you	are	not	Colonel	Chabert,
to	 acknowledge	 yourself	 an	 imposter,	 to	 sacrifice	 your	 honor,	 and	 live	 a	 lie
every	 hour	 of	 the	 day!	Human	devotion	 cannot	 go	 so	 far.	Only	 think!—No.
But	for	my	poor	children	I	would	have	fled	with	you	by	this	time	to	the	other
end	of	the	world."

"But,"	said	Chabert,	"cannot	I	live	here	in	your	little	lodge	as	one	of	your
relations?	 I	 am	as	worn	out	 as	 a	 cracked	cannon;	 I	want	nothing	but	 a	 little
tobacco	and	the	Constitutionnel."

The	Countess	melted	into	tears.	There	was	a	contest	of	generosity	between
the	 Comtesse	 Ferraud	 and	 Colonel	 Chabert,	 and	 the	 soldier	 came	 out
victorious.	One	evening,	seeing	this	mother	with	her	children,	the	soldier	was
bewitched	 by	 the	 touching	 grace	 of	 a	 family	 picture	 in	 the	 country,	 in	 the
shade	and	the	silence;	he	made	a	resolution	to	remain	dead,	and,	frightened	no
longer	 at	 the	 authentication	 of	 a	 deed,	 he	 asked	what	 he	 could	 do	 to	 secure
beyond	all	risk	the	happiness	of	this	family.

"Do	exactly	 as	you	 like,"	 said	 the	Countess.	 "I	declare	 to	you	 that	 I	will
have	nothing	to	do	with	this	affair.	I	ought	not."

Delbecq	had	arrived	some	days	before,	and	in	obedience	to	the	Countess'
verbal	 instructions,	 the	 intendant	 had	 succeeded	 in	 gaining	 the	 old	 soldier's
confidence.	 So	 on	 the	 following	 morning	 Colonel	 Chabert	 went	 with	 the
erewhile	attorney	to	Saint-Leu-Taverny,	where	Delbecq	had	caused	the	notary
to	draw	up	an	affidavit	 in	 such	 terms	 that,	 after	hearing	 it	 read,	 the	Colonel
started	up	and	walked	out	of	the	office.

"Turf	and	 thunder!	What	a	 fool	you	must	 think	me!	Why,	 I	 should	make
myself	out	a	swindler!"	he	exclaimed.

"Indeed,	monsieur,"	said	Delbecq,	"I	should	advise	you	not	to	sign	in	haste.
In	 your	 place	 I	 would	 get	 at	 least	 thirty	 thousand	 francs	 a	 year	 out	 of	 the
bargain.	Madame	would	pay	them."

After	 annihilating	 this	 scoundrel	 emeritus	 by	 the	 lightning	 look	 of	 an
honest	 man	 insulted,	 the	 Colonel	 rushed	 off,	 carried	 away	 by	 a	 thousand
contrary	emotions.	He	was	suspicious,	indignant,	and	calm	again	by	turns.

Finally	he	made	his	way	back	into	the	park	of	Groslay	by	a	gap	in	a	fence,
and	slowly	walked	on	to	sit	down	and	rest,	and	meditate	at	his	ease,	in	a	little
room	under	 a	gazebo,	 from	which	 the	 road	 to	Saint-Leu	could	be	 seen.	The
path	 being	 strewn	 with	 the	 yellowish	 sand	 which	 is	 used	 instead	 of	 river-
gravel,	the	Countess,	who	was	sitting	in	the	upper	room	of	this	little	summer-



house,	did	not	hear	the	Colonel's	approach,	for	she	was	too	much	preoccupied
with	the	success	of	her	business	to	pay	the	smallest	attention	to	the	slight	noise
made	 by	 her	 husband.	Nor	 did	 the	 old	man	 notice	 that	 his	wife	was	 in	 the
room	over	him.

"Well,	 Monsieur	 Delbecq,	 has	 he	 signed?"	 the	 Countess	 asked	 her
secretary,	whom	she	saw	alone	on	the	road	beyond	the	hedge	of	a	haha.

"No,	madame.	I	do	not	even	know	what	has	become	of	our	man.	The	old
horse	reared."

"Then	we	shall	be	obliged	to	put	him	into	Charenton,"	said	she,	"since	we
have	got	him."

The	Colonel,	who	recovered	the	elasticity	of	youth	to	leap	the	haha,	in	the
twinkling	of	an	eye	was	standing	in	front	of	Delbecq,	on	whom	he	bestowed
the	two	finest	slaps	that	ever	a	scoundrel's	cheeks	received.

"And	you	may	add	that	old	horses	can	kick!"	said	he.

His	 rage	 spent,	 the	 Colonel	 no	 longer	 felt	 vigorous	 enough	 to	 leap	 the
ditch.	He	 had	 seen	 the	 truth	 in	 all	 its	 nakedness.	 The	Countess'	 speech	 and
Delbecq's	reply	had	revealed	the	conspiracy	of	which	he	was	to	be	the	victim.
The	care	taken	of	him	was	but	a	bait	to	entrap	him	in	a	snare.	That	speech	was
like	a	drop	of	subtle	poison,	bringing	on	in	the	old	soldier	a	return	of	all	his
sufferings,	 physical	 and	moral.	He	 came	 back	 to	 the	 summer-house	 through
the	park	gate,	walking	slowly	like	a	broken	man.

Then	for	him	there	was	to	be	neither	peace	nor	truce.	From	this	moment	he
must	begin	the	odious	warfare	with	this	woman	of	which	Derville	had	spoken,
enter	 on	 a	 life	 of	 litigation,	 feed	on	gall,	 drink	 every	morning	of	 the	 cup	of
bitterness.	 And	 then—fearful	 thought!—where	 was	 he	 to	 find	 the	 money
needful	 to	pay	 the	cost	of	 the	 first	proceedings?	He	 felt	 such	disgust	of	 life,
that	if	there	had	been	any	water	at	hand	he	would	have	thrown	himself	into	it;
that	 if	 he	 had	 had	 a	 pistol,	 he	 would	 have	 blown	 out	 his	 brains.	 Then	 he
relapsed	 into	 the	 indecision	 of	 mind	 which,	 since	 his	 conversation	 with
Derville	at	the	dairyman's	had	changed	his	character.

At	last,	having	reached	the	kiosque,	he	went	up	to	the	gazebo,	where	little
rose-windows	afforded	a	view	over	 each	 lovely	 landscape	of	 the	valley,	 and
where	 he	 found	 his	wife	 seated	 on	 a	 chair.	 The	Countess	was	 gazing	 at	 the
distance,	 and	preserved	a	 calm	countenance,	 showing	 that	 impenetrable	 face
which	women	can	assume	when	resolved	to	do	their	worst.	She	wiped	her	eyes
as	if	she	had	been	weeping,	and	played	absently	with	the	pink	ribbons	of	her
sash.	 Nevertheless,	 in	 spite	 of	 her	 apparent	 assurance,	 she	 could	 not	 help
shuddering	 slightly	 when	 she	 saw	 before	 her	 her	 venerable	 benefactor,
standing	with	folded	arms,	his	face	pale,	his	brow	stern.



"Madame,"	 he	 said,	 after	 gazing	 at	 her	 fixedly	 for	 a	 moment	 and
compelling	her	to	blush,	"Madame,	I	do	not	curse	you—I	scorn	you.	I	can	now
thank	the	chance	that	has	divided	us.	I	do	not	feel	even	a	desire	for	revenge;	I
no	longer	love	you.	I	want	nothing	from	you.	Live	in	peace	on	the	strength	of
my	word;	 it	 is	worth	more	 than	 the	scrawl	of	all	 the	notaries	 in	Paris.	 I	will
never	 assert	 my	 claim	 to	 the	 name	 I	 perhaps	 have	 made	 illustrious.	 I	 am
henceforth	but	a	poor	devil	named	Hyacinthe,	who	asks	no	more	than	his	share
of	the	sunshine.—Farewell!"

The	Countess	 threw	 herself	 at	 his	 feet;	 she	would	 have	 detained	 him	 by
taking	his	hands,	but	he	pushed	her	away	with	disgust,	saying:

"Do	not	touch	me!"

The	Countess'	expression	when	she	heard	her	husband's	retreating	steps	is
quite	 indescribable.	 Then,	 with	 the	 deep	 perspicacity	 given	 only	 by	 utter
villainy,	or	by	fierce	worldly	selfishness,	she	knew	that	she	might	live	in	peace
on	the	word	and	the	contempt	of	this	loyal	veteran.

Chabert,	in	fact,	disappeared.	The	dairyman	failed	in	business,	and	became
a	hackney-cab	driver.	The	Colonel,	perhaps,	took	up	some	similar	industry	for
a	time.	Perhaps,	like	a	stone	flung	into	a	chasm,	he	went	falling	from	ledge	to
ledge,	to	be	lost	in	the	mire	of	rags	that	seethes	through	the	streets	of	Paris.

Six	months	after	this	event,	Derville,	hearing	no	more	of	Colonel	Chabert
or	 the	 Comtesse	 Ferraud,	 supposed	 that	 they	 had	 no	 doubt	 come	 to	 a
compromise,	which	 the	Countess,	out	of	revenge,	had	had	arranged	by	some
other	 lawyer.	So	one	morning	he	added	up	 the	sums	he	had	advanced	 to	 the
said	Chabert	with	the	costs,	and	begged	the	Comtesse	Ferraud	to	claim	from
M.	 le	Comte	Chabert	 the	amount	of	 the	bill,	 assuming	 that	 she	would	know
where	to	find	her	first	husband.

The	 very	 next	 day	 Comte	 Ferraud's	 man	 of	 business,	 lately	 appointed
President	 of	 the	 County	 Court	 in	 a	 town	 of	 some	 importance,	 wrote	 this
distressing	note	to	Derville:

"MONSIEUR,—

"Madame	 la	Comtesse	Ferraud	desires	me	 to	 inform	you	 that	your	client
took	 complete	 advantage	 of	 your	 confidence,	 and	 that	 the	 individual	 calling
himself	Comte	Chabert	 has	 acknowledged	 that	 he	 came	 forward	under	 false
pretences.

"Yours,	etc.,	DELBECQ."

"One	comes	across	people	who	are,	on	my	honor,	too	stupid	by	half,"	cried
Derville.	 "They	 don't	 deserve	 to	 be	 Christians!	 Be	 humane,	 generous,
philanthropical,	 and	 a	 lawyer,	 and	 you	 are	 bound	 to	 be	 cheated!	 There	 is	 a



piece	of	business	that	will	cost	me	two	thousand-franc	notes!"

Some	time	after	receiving	this	letter,	Derville	went	to	the	Palais	de	Justice
in	search	of	a	pleader	to	whom	he	wished	to	speak,	and	who	was	employed	in
the	Police	Court.	As	chance	would	have	it,	Derville	went	into	Court	Number	6
at	the	moment	when	the	Presiding	Magistrate	was	sentencing	one	Hyacinthe	to
two	months'	imprisonment	as	a	vagabond,	and	subsequently	to	be	taken	to	the
Mendicity	 House	 of	 Detention,	 a	 sentence	 which,	 by	 magistrates'	 law,	 is
equivalent	 to	 perpetual	 imprisonment.	 On	 hearing	 the	 name	 of	 Hyacinthe,
Derville	looked	at	the	deliquent,	sitting	between	two	gendarmes	on	the	bench
for	 the	 accused,	 and	 recognized	 in	 the	 condemned	 man	 his	 false	 Colonel
Chabert.

The	 old	 soldier	was	 placid,	motionless,	 almost	 absentminded.	 In	 spite	 of
his	rags,	in	spite	of	the	misery	stamped	on	his	countenance,	it	gave	evidence	of
noble	 pride.	 His	 eye	 had	 a	 stoical	 expression	which	 no	magistrate	 ought	 to
have	misunderstood;	but	as	soon	as	a	man	has	fallen	into	the	hands	of	justice,
he	is	no	more	than	a	moral	entity,	a	matter	of	law	or	of	fact,	just	as	to	statists
he	has	become	a	zero.

When	the	veteran	was	taken	back	to	the	lock-up,	to	be	removed	later	with
the	batch	of	vagabonds	at	that	moment	at	the	bar,	Derville	availed	himself	of
the	privilege	accorded	to	lawyers	of	going	wherever	they	please	in	the	Courts,
and	 followed	 him	 to	 the	 lock-up,	where	 he	 stood	 scrutinizing	 him	 for	 some
minutes,	 as	 well	 as	 the	 curious	 crew	 of	 beggars	 among	 whom	 he	 found
himself.	 The	 passage	 to	 the	 lock-up	 at	 that	 moment	 afforded	 one	 of	 those
spectacles	 which,	 unfortunately,	 neither	 legislators,	 nor	 philanthropists,	 nor
painters,	 nor	writers	 come	 to	 study.	Like	 all	 the	 laboratories	 of	 the	 law,	 this
ante-room	is	a	dark	and	malodorous	place;	along	the	walls	runs	a	wooden	seat,
blackened	 by	 the	 constant	 presence	 there	 of	 the	wretches	who	 come	 to	 this
meeting-place	 of	 every	 form	 of	 social	 squalor,	 where	 not	 one	 of	 them	 is
missing.

A	poet	might	say	that	the	day	was	ashamed	to	light	up	this	dreadful	sewer
through	which	so	much	misery	flows!	There	is	not	a	spot	on	that	plank	where
some	crime	has	not	sat,	in	embryo	or	matured;	not	a	corner	where	a	man	has
never	 stood	who,	 driven	 to	 despair	 by	 the	 blight	which	 justice	 has	 set	 upon
him	after	his	first	fault,	has	not	there	begun	a	career,	at	the	end	of	which	looms
the	guillotine	or	the	pistol-snap	of	the	suicide.	All	who	fall	on	the	pavement	of
Paris	rebound	against	these	yellow-gray	walls,	on	which	a	philanthropist	who
was	 not	 a	 speculator	 might	 read	 a	 justification	 of	 the	 numerous	 suicides
complained	 of	 by	 hypocritical	writers	who	 are	 incapable	 of	 taking	 a	 step	 to
prevent	them—for	that	justification	is	written	in	that	ante-room,	like	a	preface
to	the	dramas	of	the	Morgue,	or	to	those	enacted	on	the	Place	de	la	Greve.



At	this	moment	Colonel	Chabert	was	sitting	among	these	men—men	with
coarse	faces,	clothed	in	the	horrible	livery	of	misery,	and	silent	at	intervals,	or
talking	 in	 a	 low	 tone,	 for	 three	 gendarmes	 on	 duty	 paced	 to	 and	 fro,	 their
sabres	clattering	on	the	floor.

"Do	you	recognize	me?"	said	Derville	to	the	old	man,	standing	in	front	of
him.

"Yes,	sir,"	said	Chabert,	rising.

"If	you	are	an	honest	man,"	Derville	went	on	in	an	undertone,	"how	could
you	remain	in	my	debt?"

The	old	soldier	blushed	as	a	young	girl	might	when	accused	by	her	mother
of	a	clandestine	love	affair.

"What!	Madame	Ferraud	has	not	paid	you?"	cried	he	in	a	loud	voice.

"Paid	me?"	said	Derville.	"She	wrote	to	me	that	you	were	a	swindler."

The	 Colonel	 cast	 up	 his	 eyes	 in	 a	 sublime	 impulse	 of	 horror	 and
imprecation,	as	if	to	call	heaven	to	witness	to	this	fresh	subterfuge.

"Monsieur,"	said	he,	in	a	voice	that	was	calm	by	sheer	huskiness,	"get	the
gendarmes	to	allow	me	to	go	into	the	lock-up,	and	I	will	sign	an	order	which
will	certainly	be	honored."

At	a	word	from	Derville	to	the	sergeant	he	was	allowed	to	take	his	client
into	the	room,	where	Hyacinthe	wrote	a	few	lines,	and	addressed	them	to	the
Comtesse	Ferraud.

"Send	her	that,"	said	the	soldier,	"and	you	will	be	paid	your	costs	and	the
money	 you	 advanced.	 Believe	 me,	 monsieur,	 if	 I	 have	 not	 shown	 you	 the
gratitude	I	owe	you	for	your	kind	offices,	it	is	not	the	less	there,"	and	he	laid
his	 hand	 on	 his	 heart.	 "Yes,	 it	 is	 there,	 deep	 and	 sincere.	 But	what	 can	 the
unfortunate	do?	They	live,	and	that	is	all."

"What!"	said	Derville.	"Did	you	not	stipulate	for	an	allowance?"

"Do	not	speak	of	 it!"	cried	 the	old	man.	"You	cannot	conceive	how	deep
my	contempt	is	for	the	outside	life	to	which	most	men	cling.	I	was	suddenly
attacked	by	a	sickness—disgust	of	humanity.	When	I	think	that	Napoleon	is	at
Saint-Helena,	everything	on	earth	 is	a	matter	of	 indifference	 to	me.	 I	can	no
longer	 be	 a	 soldier;	 that	 is	 my	 only	 real	 grief.	 After	 all,"	 he	 added	 with	 a
gesture	of	 childish	 simplicity,	 "it	 is	 better	 to	 enjoy	 luxury	of	 feeling	 than	of
dress.	For	my	part,	I	fear	nobody's	contempt."

And	the	Colonel	sat	down	on	his	bench	again.

Derville	went	away.	On	returning	to	his	office,	he	sent	Godeschal,	at	 that



time	his	second	clerk,	 to	 the	Comtesse	Ferraud,	who,	on	reading	 the	note,	at
once	paid	the	sum	due	to	Comte	Chabert's	lawyer.

In	 1840,	 towards	 the	 end	 of	 June,	 Godeschal,	 now	 himself	 an	 attorney,
went	to	Ris	with	Derville,	to	whom	he	had	succeeded.	When	they	reached	the
avenue	leading	from	the	highroad	to	Bicetre,	they	saw,	under	one	of	the	elm-
trees	by	 the	wayside,	one	of	 those	old,	broken,	and	hoary	paupers	who	have
earned	 the	 Marshal's	 staff	 among	 beggars	 by	 living	 on	 at	 Bicetre	 as	 poor
women	 live	 on	 at	 la	 Salpetriere.	 This	 man,	 one	 of	 the	 two	 thousand	 poor
creatures	who	are	lodged	in	the	infirmary	for	the	aged,	was	seated	on	a	corner-
stone,	 and	 seemed	 to	 have	 concentrated	 all	 his	 intelligence	 on	 an	 operation
well	known	to	these	pensioners,	which	consists	in	drying	their	snuffy	pocket-
handkerchiefs	in	the	sun,	perhaps	to	save	washing	them.	This	old	man	had	an
attractive	countenance.	He	was	dressed	in	a	reddish	cloth	wrapper-coat	which
the	work-house	affords	to	its	inmates,	a	sort	of	horrible	livery.

"I	say,	Derville,"	said	Godeschal	to	his	traveling	companion,	"look	at	that
old	fellow.	Isn't	he	like	those	grotesque	carved	figures	we	get	from	Germany?
And	it	is	alive,	perhaps	it	is	happy."

Derville	 looked	 at	 the	 poor	 man	 through	 his	 eyeglass,	 and	 with	 a	 little
exclamation	of	surprise	he	said:

"That	old	man,	my	dear	fellow,	is	a	whole	poem,	or,	as	the	romantics	say,	a
drama.—Did	you	ever	meet	the	Comtesse	Ferraud?"

"Yes;	 she	 is	 a	 clever	 woman,	 and	 agreeable;	 but	 rather	 too	 pious,"	 said
Godeschal.

"That	 old	Bicetre	 pauper	 is	 her	 lawful	 husband,	 Comte	Chabert,	 the	 old
Colonel.	She	has	had	him	sent	here,	no	doubt.	And	if	he	is	in	this	workhouse
instead	 of	 living	 in	 a	 mansion,	 it	 is	 solely	 because	 he	 reminded	 the	 pretty
Countess	 that	 he	 had	 taken	 her,	 like	 a	 hackney	 cab,	 on	 the	 street.	 I	 can
remember	now	the	tiger's	glare	she	shot	at	him	at	that	moment."

This	 opening	 having	 excited	 Godeschal's	 curiosity,	 Derville	 related	 the
story	here	told.

Two	 days	 later,	 on	Monday	morning,	 as	 they	 returned	 to	 Paris,	 the	 two
friends	looked	again	at	Bicetre,	and	Derville	proposed	that	they	should	call	on
Colonel	Chabert.	Halfway	up	the	avenue	they	found	the	old	man	sitting	on	the
trunk	of	a	felled	tree.	With	his	stick	in	one	hand,	he	was	amusing	himself	with
drawing	lines	in	the	sand.	On	looking	at	him	narrowly,	they	perceived	that	he
had	been	breakfasting	elsewhere	than	at	Bicetre.

"Good-morning,	Colonel	Chabert,"	said	Derville.

"Not	Chabert!	not	Chabert!	My	name	is	Hyacinthe,"	replied	the	veteran.	"I



am	no	 longer	a	man,	 I	am	No.	164,	Room	7,"	he	added,	 looking	at	Derville
with	 timid	 anxiety,	 the	 fear	 of	 an	 old	man	 and	 a	 child.—"Are	 you	 going	 to
visit	the	man	condemned	to	death?"	he	asked	after	a	moment's	silence.	"He	is
not	married!	He	is	very	lucky!"

"Poor	fellow!"	said	Godeschal.	"Would	you	like	something	to	buy	snuff?"

With	 all	 the	 simplicity	of	 a	 street	Arab,	 the	Colonel	 eagerly	held	out	his
hand	to	the	two	strangers,	who	each	gave	him	a	twenty-franc	piece;	he	thanked
them	with	a	puzzled	look,	saying:

"Brave	troopers!"

He	ported	arms,	pretended	to	take	aim	at	them,	and	shouted	with	a	smile:

"Fire!	both	arms!	Vive	Napoleon!"	And	he	drew	a	flourish	in	the	air	with
his	stick.

"The	nature	of	his	wound	has	no	doubt	made	him	childish,"	said	Derville.

"Childish!	he?"	said	another	old	pauper,	who	was	looking	on.	"Why,	there
are	days	when	you	had	better	not	tread	on	his	corns.	He	is	an	old	rogue,	full	of
philosophy	and	imagination.	But	to-day,	what	can	you	expect!	He	has	had	his
Monday	 treat.—He	was	here,	monsieur,	 so	 long	ago	as	1820.	At	 that	 time	a
Prussian	officer,	whose	chaise	was	crawling	up	 the	hill	of	Villejuif,	came	by
on	foot.	We	two	were	together,	Hyacinthe	and	I,	by	the	roadside.	The	officer,
as	he	walked,	was	talking	to	another,	a	Russian,	or	some	animal	of	the	same
species,	and	when	the	Prussian	saw	the	old	boy,	 just	 to	make	fun,	he	said	 to
him,	 'Here	 is	an	old	cavalry	man	who	must	have	been	at	Rossbach.'—'I	was
too	young	 to	be	 there,'	 said	Hyacinthe.	 'But	 I	was	at	Jena.'	And	 the	Prussian
made	off	pretty	quick,	without	asking	any	more	questions."

"What	 a	 destiny!"	 exclaimed	 Derville.	 "Taken	 out	 of	 the	 Foundling
Hospital	to	die	in	the	Infirmary	for	the	Aged,	after	helping	Napoleon	between
whiles	 to	 conquer	 Egypt	 and	 Europe.—Do	 you	 know,	 my	 dear	 fellow,"
Derville	went	 on	 after	 a	 pause,	 "there	 are	 in	modern	 society	 three	men	who
can	never	think	well	of	the	world—the	priest,	the	doctor,	and	the	man	of	law?
And	 they	wear	black	 robes,	perhaps	because	 they	are	 in	mourning	 for	every
virtue	and	every	illusion.	The	most	hapless	of	the	three	is	the	lawyer.	When	a
man	comes	in	search	of	the	priest,	he	is	prompted	by	repentance,	by	remorse,
by	 beliefs	 which	make	 him	 interesting,	 which	 elevate	 him	 and	 comfort	 the
soul	 of	 the	 intercessor	 whose	 task	 will	 bring	 him	 a	 sort	 of	 gladness;	 he
purifies,	repairs	and	reconciles.	But	we	lawyers,	we	see	the	same	evil	feelings
repeated	 again	 and	 again,	 nothing	 can	 correct	 them;	 our	 offices	 are	 sewers
which	can	never	be	cleansed.

"How	many	things	have	I	learned	in	the	exercise	of	my	profession!	I	have



seen	a	father	die	in	a	garret,	deserted	by	two	daughters,	to	whom	he	had	given
forty	thousand	francs	a	year!	I	have	known	wills	burned;	I	have	seen	mothers
robbing	their	children,	wives	killing	their	husbands,	and	working	on	the	love
they	 could	 inspire	 to	 make	 the	 men	 idiotic	 or	 mad,	 that	 they	might	 live	 in
peace	with	 a	 lover.	 I	 have	 seen	women	 teaching	 the	 child	 of	 their	marriage
such	tastes	as	must	bring	it	to	the	grave	in	order	to	benefit	the	child	of	an	illicit
affection.	 I	could	not	 tell	you	all	 I	have	seen,	 for	 I	have	seen	crimes	against
which	justice	is	impotent.	In	short,	all	the	horrors	that	romancers	suppose	they
have	 invented	 are	 still	 below	 the	 truth.	 You	 will	 know	 something	 of	 these
pretty	things;	as	for	me,	I	am	going	to	live	in	the	country	with	my	wife.	I	have
a	horror	of	Paris."

"I	 have	 seen	 plenty	 of	 them	 already	 in	 Desroches'	 office,"	 replied
Godeschal.

PARIS,	February-March	1832.
	

	

THE	ATHEIST'S	MASS
	

Bianchon,	a	physician	to	whom	science	owes	a	fine	system	of	theoretical
physiology,	 and	 who,	 while	 still	 young,	 made	 himself	 a	 celebrity	 in	 the
medical	 school	of	Paris,	 that	central	 luminary	 to	which	European	doctors	do
homage,	 practised	 surgery	 for	 a	 long	 time	 before	 he	 took	 up	medicine.	 His
earliest	 studies	 were	 guided	 by	 one	 of	 the	 greatest	 of	 French	 surgeons,	 the
illustrious	 Desplein,	 who	 flashed	 across	 science	 like	 a	 meteor.	 By	 the
consensus	 even	 of	 his	 enemies,	 he	 took	 with	 him	 to	 the	 tomb	 an
incommunicable	method.	Like	all	men	of	genius,	he	had	no	heirs;	he	carried
everything	in	him,	and	carried	it	away	with	him.	The	glory	of	a	surgeon	is	like
that	of	an	actor:	they	live	only	so	long	as	they	are	alive,	and	their	talent	leaves
no	trace	when	they	are	gone.	Actors	and	surgeons,	like	great	singers	too,	like
the	executants	who	by	their	performance	increase	the	power	of	music	tenfold,
are	all	the	heroes	of	a	moment.

Desplein	 is	 a	 case	 in	 proof	 of	 this	 resemblance	 in	 the	 destinies	 of	 such
transient	genius.	His	name,	yesterday	so	famous,	to-day	almost	forgotten,	will
survive	 in	 his	 special	 department	without	 crossing	 its	 limits.	 For	must	 there
not	be	some	extraordinary	circumstances	to	exalt	the	name	of	a	professor	from
the	history	of	Science	to	the	general	history	of	the	human	race?	Had	Desplein
that	universal	command	of	knowledge	which	makes	a	man	the	living	word,	the
great	 figure	of	his	age?	Desplein	had	a	godlike	eye;	he	saw	into	 the	sufferer
and	 his	 malady	 by	 an	 intuition,	 natural	 or	 acquired,	 which	 enabled	 him	 to
grasp	the	diagnostics	peculiar	to	the	individual,	to	determine	the	very	time,	the



hour,	 the	 minute	 when	 an	 operation	 should	 be	 performed,	 making	 due
allowance	 for	 atmospheric	 conditions	 and	 peculiarities	 of	 individual
temperament.	To	proceed	thus,	hand	in	hand	with	nature,	had	he	then	studied
the	 constant	 assimilation	 by	 living	 beings,	 of	 the	 elements	 contained	 in	 the
atmosphere,	or	yielded	by	the	earth	to	man	who	absorbs	them,	deriving	from
them	a	particular	 expression	of	 life?	Did	he	work	 it	 all	 out	by	 the	power	of
deduction	and	analogy,	 to	which	we	owe	 the	genius	of	Cuvier?	Be	 this	as	 it
may,	this	man	was	in	all	the	secrets	of	the	human	frame;	he	knew	it	in	the	past
and	in	the	future,	emphasizing	the	present.

But	did	he	epitomize	all	science	in	his	own	person	as	Hippocrates	did	and
Galen	and	Aristotle?	Did	he	guide	a	whole	school	 towards	new	worlds?	No.
Though	 it	 is	 impossible	 to	 deny	 that	 this	 persistent	 observer	 of	 human
chemistry	 possessed	 that	 antique	 science	 of	 the	 Mages,	 that	 is	 to	 say,
knowledge	of	the	elements	in	fusion,	the	causes	of	life,	life	antecedent	to	life,
and	what	 it	must	be	 in	 its	 incubation	or	ever	 it	 is,	 it	must	be	confessed	 that,
unfortunately,	everything	in	him	was	purely	personal.	Isolated	during	his	 life
by	his	egoism,	that	egoism	is	now	suicidal	of	his	glory.	On	his	tomb	there	is	no
proclaiming	statue	to	repeat	to	posterity	the	mysteries	which	genius	seeks	out
at	its	own	cost.

But	perhaps	Desplein's	genius	was	answerable	for	his	beliefs,	and	for	that
reason	mortal.	To	him	the	terrestrial	atmosphere	was	a	generative	envelope;	he
saw	 the	 earth	 as	 an	 egg	 within	 its	 shell;	 and	 not	 being	 able	 to	 determine
whether	the	egg	or	the	hen	first	was,	he	would	not	recognize	either	the	cock	or
the	egg.	He	believed	neither	in	the	antecedent	animal	nor	the	surviving	spirit
of	man.	Desplein	 had	 no	 doubts;	 he	was	 positive.	His	 bold	 and	 unqualified
atheism	was	like	 that	of	many	scientific	men,	 the	best	men	in	 the	world,	but
invincible	atheists—atheists	such	as	religious	people	declare	to	be	impossible.
This	 opinion	 could	 scarcely	 exist	 otherwise	 in	 a	man	who	was	 accustomed
from	 his	 youth	 to	 dissect	 the	 creature	 above	 all	 others—before,	 during,	 and
after	 life;	 to	 hunt	 through	 all	 his	 organs	without	 ever	 finding	 the	 individual
soul,	which	is	 indispensable	to	religious	theory.	When	he	detected	a	cerebral
centre,	a	nervous	centre,	and	a	centre	for	aerating	the	blood—the	first	two	so
perfectly	 complementary	 that	 in	 the	 latter	 years	 of	 his	 life	 he	 came	 to	 a
conviction	 that	 the	 sense	 of	 hearing	 is	 not	 absolutely	 necessary	 for	 hearing,
nor	the	sense	of	sight	for	seeing,	and	that	the	solar	plexus	could	supply	their
place	without	 any	 possibility	 of	 doubt—Desplein,	 thus	 finding	 two	 souls	 in
man,	confirmed	his	atheism	by	this	fact,	though	it	is	no	evidence	against	God.
This	 man	 died,	 it	 is	 said,	 in	 final	 impenitence,	 as	 do,	 unfortunately,	 many
noble	geniuses,	whom	God	may	forgive.

The	life	of	this	man,	great	as	he	was,	was	marred	by	many	meannesses,	to
use	 the	 expression	employed	by	his	 enemies,	who	were	 anxious	 to	diminish



his	glory,	but	which	 it	would	be	more	proper	 to	call	apparent	contradictions.
Envious	 people	 and	 fools,	 having	 no	 knowledge	 of	 the	 determinations	 by
which	superior	spirits	are	moved,	seize	at	once	on	superficial	inconsistencies,
to	formulate	an	accusation	and	so	to	pass	sentence	on	them.	If,	subsequently,
the	 proceedings	 thus	 attacked	 are	 crowned	 with	 success,	 showing	 the
correlations	 of	 the	 preliminaries	 and	 the	 results,	 a	 few	 of	 the	 vanguard	 of
calumnies	always	survive.	In	our	day,	for	instance,	Napoleon	was	condemned
by	our	contemporaries	when	he	spread	his	eagle's	wings	to	alight	in	England:
only	1822	could	explain	1804	and	the	flatboats	at	Boulogne.

As,	 in	 Desplein,	 his	 glory	 and	 science	 were	 invulnerable,	 his	 enemies
attacked	 his	 odd	 moods	 and	 his	 temper,	 whereas,	 in	 fact,	 he	 was	 simply
characterized	 by	 what	 the	 English	 call	 eccentricity.	 Sometimes	 very
handsomely	 dressed,	 like	 Crebillon	 the	 tragical,	 he	 would	 suddenly	 affect
extreme	indifference	as	to	what	he	wore;	he	was	sometimes	seen	in	a	carriage,
and	sometimes	on	 foot.	By	 turns	 rough	and	kind,	harsh	and	covetous	on	 the
surface,	but	capable	of	offering	his	whole	fortune	to	his	exiled	masters—who
did	him	 the	honor	of	 accepting	 it	 for	 a	 few	days—no	man	ever	gave	 rise	 to
such	 contradictory	 judgements.	 Although	 to	 obtain	 a	 black	 ribbon,	 which
physicians	ought	not	to	intrigue	for,	he	was	capable	of	dropping	a	prayer-book
out	of	his	pocket	at	Court,	in	his	heart	he	mocked	at	everything;	he	had	a	deep
contempt	for	men,	after	studying	them	from	above	and	below,	after	detecting
their	genuine	expression	when	performing	 the	most	 solemn	and	 the	meanest
acts	of	their	lives.

The	qualities	of	a	great	man	are	often	federative.	If	among	these	colossal
spirits	one	has	more	talent	than	wit,	his	wit	is	still	superior	to	that	of	a	man	of
whom	it	is	simply	stated	that	"he	is	witty."	Genius	always	presupposes	moral
insight.	This	insight	may	be	applied	to	a	special	subject;	but	he	who	can	see	a
flower	must	be	able	to	see	the	sun.	The	man	who	on	hearing	a	diplomate	he
has	 saved	 ask,	 "How	 is	 the	Emperor?"	 could	 say,	 "The	 courtier	 is	 alive;	 the
man	 will	 follow!"—that	 man	 is	 not	 merely	 a	 surgeon	 or	 a	 physician,	 he	 is
prodigiously	witty	also.	Hence	a	patient	and	diligent	student	of	human	nature
will	 admit	 Desplein's	 exorbitant	 pretensions,	 and	 believe—as	 he	 himself
believed—that	he	might	have	been	no	less	great	as	a	minister	than	he	was	as	a
surgeon.

Among	 the	 riddles	 which	 Desplein's	 life	 presents	 to	 many	 of	 his
contemporaries,	 we	 have	 chosen	 one	 of	 the	 most	 interesting,	 because	 the
answer	is	to	be	found	at	the	end	of	the	narrative,	and	will	avenge	him	for	some
foolish	charges.

Of	 all	 the	 students	 in	 Desplein's	 hospital,	 Horace	 Bianchon	 was	 one	 of
those	 to	 whom	 he	 most	 warmly	 attached	 himself.	 Before	 being	 a	 house
surgeon	 at	 the	 Hotel-Dieu,	 Horace	 Bianchon	 had	 been	 a	 medical	 student



lodging	 in	 a	 squalid	 boarding	 house	 in	 the	 Quartier	 Latin,	 known	 as	 the
Maison	 Vauquer.	 This	 poor	 young	 man	 had	 felt	 there	 the	 gnawing	 of	 that
burning	 poverty	which	 is	 a	 sort	 of	 crucible	 from	which	 great	 talents	 are	 to
emerge	as	pure	and	incorruptible	as	diamonds,	which	may	be	subjected	to	any
shock	without	being	crushed.	In	the	fierce	fire	of	their	unbridled	passions	they
acquire	 the	most	 impeccable	 honesty,	 and	 get	 into	 the	 habit	 of	 fighting	 the
battles	which	await	genius	with	the	constant	work	by	which	they	coerce	their
cheated	appetites.

Horace	 was	 an	 upright	 young	 fellow,	 incapable	 of	 tergiversation	 on	 a
matter	 of	honor,	 going	 to	 the	point	without	waste	of	words,	 and	 as	 ready	 to
pledge	 his	 cloak	 for	 a	 friend	 as	 to	 give	 him	 his	 time	 and	 his	 night	 hours.
Horace,	 in	short,	was	one	of	 those	friends	who	are	never	anxious	as	 to	what
they	may	get	 in	return	for	what	 they	give,	feeling	sure	that	 they	will	 in	 their
turn	 get	 more	 than	 they	 give.	Most	 of	 his	 friends	 felt	 for	 him	 that	 deeply-
seated	 respect	which	 is	 inspired	by	unostentatious	virtue,	 and	many	of	 them
dreaded	his	censure.	But	Horace	made	no	pedantic	display	of	his	qualities.	He
was	neither	a	puritan	nor	a	preacher;	he	could	swear	with	a	grace	as	he	gave
his	advice,	and	was	always	ready	for	a	jollification	when	occasion	offered.	A
jolly	companion,	not	more	prudish	 than	a	 trooper,	as	 frank	and	outspoken—
not	 as	 a	 sailor,	 for	 nowadays	 sailors	 are	wily	 diplomates—but	 as	 an	 honest
man	who	has	nothing	in	his	life	to	hide,	he	walked	with	his	head	erect,	and	a
mind	content.	In	short,	to	put	the	facts	into	a	word,	Horace	was	the	Pylades	of
more	 than	 one	 Orestes—creditors	 being	 regarded	 as	 the	 nearest	 modern
equivalent	to	the	Furies	of	the	ancients.

He	carried	his	poverty	with	 the	cheerfulness	which	 is	perhaps	one	of	 the
chief	 elements	 of	 courage,	 and,	 like	 all	 people	 who	 have	 nothing,	 he	made
very	few	debts.	As	sober	as	a	camel	and	active	as	a	stag,	he	was	steadfast	in
his	ideas	and	his	conduct.

The	 happy	 phase	 of	 Bianchon's	 life	 began	 on	 the	 day	 when	 the	 famous
surgeon	had	proof	 of	 the	 qualities	 and	 the	 defects	which,	 these	 no	 less	 than
those,	 make	 Doctor	 Horace	 Bianchon	 doubly	 dear	 to	 his	 friends.	 When	 a
leading	clinical	practitioner	takes	a	young	man	to	his	bosom,	that	young	man
has,	as	they	say,	his	foot	in	the	stirrup.	Desplein	did	not	fail	to	take	Bianchon
as	 his	 assistant	 to	 wealthy	 houses,	 where	 some	 complimentary	 fee	 almost
always	 found	 its	 way	 into	 the	 student's	 pocket,	 and	 where	 the	mysteries	 of
Paris	life	were	insensibly	revealed	to	the	young	provincial;	he	kept	him	at	his
side	when	a	consultation	was	to	be	held,	and	gave	him	occupation;	sometimes
he	 would	 send	 him	 to	 a	 watering-place	 with	 a	 rich	 patient;	 in	 fact,	 he	 was
making	a	practice	for	him.	The	consequence	was	that	in	the	course	of	time	the
Tyrant	of	surgery	had	a	devoted	ally.	These	 two	men—one	at	 the	summit	of
honor	 and	 of	 his	 science,	 enjoying	 an	 immense	 fortune	 and	 an	 immense



reputation;	 the	 other	 a	 humble	 Omega,	 having	 neither	 fortune	 nor	 fame—
became	intimate	friends.

The	 great	Desplein	 told	 his	 house	 surgeon	 everything;	 the	 disciple	 knew
whether	such	or	such	a	woman	had	sat	on	a	chair	near	 the	master,	or	on	 the
famous	 couch	 in	Desplein's	 surgery,	 on	which	 he	 slept.	 Bianchon	 knew	 the
mysteries	of	that	temperament,	a	compound	of	the	lion	and	the	bull,	which	at
last	expanded	and	enlarged	beyond	measure	the	great	man's	torso,	and	caused
his	 death	 by	 degeneration	 of	 the	 heart.	 He	 studied	 the	 eccentricities	 of	 that
busy	life,	 the	schemes	of	 that	sordid	avarice,	 the	hopes	of	 the	politician	who
lurked	 behind	 the	man	 of	 science;	 he	was	 able	 to	 foresee	 the	mortifications
that	awaited	the	only	sentiment	that	lay	hid	in	a	heart	that	was	steeled,	but	not
of	steel.

One	day	Bianchon	spoke	to	Desplein	of	a	poor	water-carrier	of	the	Saint-
Jacques	district,	who	had	a	horrible	disease	caused	by	fatigue	and	want;	 this
wretched	Auvergnat	had	had	nothing	but	potatoes	 to	 eat	during	 the	dreadful
winter	of	1821.	Desplein	left	all	his	visits,	and	at	the	risk	of	killing	his	horse,
he	 rushed	 off,	 followed	 by	 Bianchon,	 to	 the	 poor	man's	 dwelling,	 and	 saw,
himself,	to	his	being	removed	to	a	sick	house,	founded	by	the	famous	Dubois
in	 the	Faubourg	Saint-Denis.	Then	he	went	 to	 attend	 the	man,	 and	when	he
had	 cured	 him	 he	 gave	 him	 the	 necessary	 sum	 to	 buy	 a	 horse	 and	 a	water-
barrel.	This	Auvergnat	distinguished	himself	by	an	amusing	action.	One	of	his
friends	fell	ill,	and	he	took	him	at	once	to	Desplein,	saying	to	his	benefactor,	"I
could	not	have	borne	to	let	him	go	to	any	one	else!"

Rough	customer	as	he	was,	Desplein	grasped	the	water-carrier's	hand,	and
said,	"Bring	them	all	to	me."

He	got	the	native	of	Cantal	into	the	Hotel-Dieu,	where	he	took	the	greatest
care	 of	 him.	 Bianchon	 had	 already	 observed	 in	 his	 chief	 a	 predilection	 for
Auvergnats,	 and	especially	 for	water	 carriers;	but	 as	Desplein	 took	a	 sort	of
pride	in	his	cures	at	the	Hotel-Dieu,	the	pupil	saw	nothing	very	strange	in	that.

One	day,	as	he	crossed	 the	Place	Saint-Sulpice,	Bianchon	caught	sight	of
his	master	going	into	the	church	at	about	nine	in	the	morning.	Desplein,	who
at	that	time	never	went	a	step	without	his	cab,	was	on	foot,	and	slipped	in	by
the	door	in	the	Rue	du	Petit-Lion,	as	if	he	were	stealing	into	some	house	of	ill
fame.	 The	 house	 surgeon,	 naturally	 possessed	 by	 curiosity,	 knowing	 his
master's	opinions,	and	being	himself	a	rabid	follower	of	Cabanis	(Cabaniste	en
dyable,	with	the	y,	which	in	Rabelais	seems	to	convey	an	intensity	of	devilry)
—Bianchon	 stole	 into	 the	 church,	 and	was	 not	 a	 little	 astonished	 to	 see	 the
great	Desplein,	 the	 atheist,	 who	 had	 no	mercy	 on	 the	 angels—who	 give	 no
work	 to	 the	 lancet,	 and	 cannot	 suffer	 from	 fistula	 or	 gastritis—in	 short,	 this
audacious	scoffer	kneeling	humbly,	and	where?	In	the	Lady	Chapel,	where	he



remained	through	the	mass,	giving	alms	for	the	expenses	of	the	service,	alms
for	 the	 poor,	 and	 looking	 as	 serious	 as	 though	 he	 were	 superintending	 an
operation.

"He	 has	 certainly	 not	 come	 here	 to	 clear	 up	 the	 question	 of	 the	Virgin's
delivery,"	 said	 Bianchon	 to	 himself,	 astonished	 beyond	 measure.	 "If	 I	 had
caught	him	holding	one	of	 the	ropes	of	 the	canopy	on	Corpus	Christi	day,	 it
would	be	a	thing	to	laugh	at;	but	at	this	hour,	alone,	with	no	one	to	see—it	is
surely	a	thing	to	marvel	at!"

Bianchon	did	not	wish	to	seem	as	though	he	were	spying	the	head	surgeon
of	the	Hotel-Dieu;	he	went	away.	As	it	happened,	Desplein	asked	him	to	dine
with	 him	 that	 day,	 not	 at	 his	 own	 house,	 but	 at	 a	 restaurant.	 At	 dessert
Bianchon	skilfully	contrived	 to	 talk	of	 the	mass,	speaking	of	 it	as	mummery
and	a	farce.

"A	farce,"	said	Desplein,	"which	has	cost	Christendom	more	blood	than	all
Napoleon's	battles	and	all	Broussais'	 leeches.	The	mass	 is	a	papal	 invention,
not	older	than	the	sixth	century,	and	based	on	the	Hoc	est	corpus.	What	floods
of	blood	were	shed	to	establish	the	Fete-Dieu,	the	Festival	of	Corpus	Christi—
the	 institution	by	which	Rome	established	her	 triumph	in	 the	question	of	 the
Real	 Presence,	 a	 schism	which	 rent	 the	 Church	 during	 three	 centuries!	 The
wars	of	the	Count	of	Toulouse	against	the	Albigenses	were	the	tail	end	of	that
dispute.	The	Vaudois	and	the	Albigenses	refused	to	recognize	this	innovation."

In	short,	Desplein	was	delighted	 to	disport	himself	 in	his	most	atheistical
vein;	 a	 flow	 of	 Voltairean	 satire,	 or,	 to	 be	 accurate,	 a	 vile	 imitation	 of	 the
Citateur.

"Hallo!	where	is	my	worshiper	of	this	morning?"	said	Bianchon	to	himself.

He	said	nothing;	he	began	to	doubt	whether	he	had	really	seen	his	chief	at
Saint-Sulpice.	Desplein	would	not	have	troubled	himself	to	tell	Bianchon	a	lie,
they	knew	each	other	too	well;	they	had	already	exchanged	thoughts	on	quite
equally	 serious	 subjects,	 and	 discussed	 systems	 de	 natura	 rerum,	 probing	 or
dissecting	them	with	the	knife	and	scalpel	of	incredulity.

Three	months	went	by.	Bianchon	did	not	attempt	to	follow	the	matter	up,
though	 it	 remained	 stamped	 on	 his	 memory.	 One	 day	 that	 year,	 one	 of	 the
physicians	of	the	Hotel-Dieu	took	Desplein	by	the	arm,	as	if	to	question	him,
in	Bianchon's	presence.

"What	were	you	doing	at	Saint-Sulpice,	my	dear	master?"	said	he.

"I	went	 to	 see	 a	 priest	who	 has	 a	 diseased	 knee-bone,	 and	 to	whom	 the
Duchesse	d'Angouleme	did	me	the	honor	to	recommend	me,"	said	Desplein.

The	questioner	took	this	defeat	for	an	answer;	not	so	Bianchon.



"Oh,	he	goes	to	see	damaged	knees	in	church!—He	went	to	mass,"	said	the
young	man	to	himself.

Bianchon	 resolved	 to	watch	Desplein.	He	 remembered	 the	 day	 and	 hour
when	he	had	detected	him	going	into	Saint-Sulpice,	and	resolved	to	be	there
again	next	year	on	the	same	day	and	at	the	same	hour,	to	see	if	he	should	find
him	 there	 again.	 In	 that	 case	 the	 periodicity	 of	 his	 devotion	would	 justify	 a
scientific	 investigation;	 for	 in	 such	 a	 man	 there	 ought	 to	 be	 no	 direct
antagonism	of	thought	and	action.

Next	year,	on	the	said	day	and	hour,	Bianchon,	who	had	already	ceased	to
be	Desplein's	house	surgeon,	saw	the	great	man's	cab	standing	at	the	corner	of
the	Rue	de	Tournon	and	the	Rue	du	Petit-Lion,	whence	his	friend	jesuitically
crept	along	by	the	wall	of	Saint-Sulpice,	and	once	more	attended	mass	in	front
of	 the	Virgin's	 altar.	 It	 was	Desplein,	 sure	 enough!	 The	master-surgeon,	 the
atheist	at	heart,	the	worshiper	by	chance.	The	mystery	was	greater	than	ever;
the	 regularity	 of	 the	 phenomenon	 complicated	 it.	 When	 Desplein	 had	 left,
Bianchon	went	to	the	sacristan,	who	took	charge	of	the	chapel,	and	asked	him
whether	the	gentleman	were	a	constant	worshiper.

"For	 twenty	years	 that	 I	 have	been	here,"	 replied	 the	man,	 "M.	Desplein
has	come	four	times	a	year	to	attend	this	mass.	He	founded	it."

"A	mass	 founded	 by	 him!"	 said	Bianchon,	 as	 he	went	 away.	 "This	 is	 as
great	 a	 mystery	 as	 the	 Immaculate	 Conception—an	 article	 which	 alone	 is
enough	to	make	a	physician	an	unbeliever."

Some	 time	 elapsed	 before	Doctor	 Bianchon,	 though	 so	much	 his	 friend,
found	 an	 opportunity	 of	 speaking	 to	 Desplein	 of	 this	 incident	 of	 his	 life.
Though	they	met	in	consultation,	or	in	society,	it	was	difficult	to	find	an	hour
of	confidential	solitude	when,	sitting	with	their	feet	on	the	fire-dogs	and	their
head	resting	on	the	back	of	an	armchair,	two	men	tell	each	other	their	secrets.
At	last,	seven	years	later,	after	the	Revolution	of	1830,	when	the	mob	invaded
the	 Archbishop's	 residence,	 when	 Republican	 agitators	 spurred	 them	 on	 to
destroy	 the	 gilt	 crosses	 which	 flashed	 like	 streaks	 of	 lightning	 in	 the
immensity	 of	 the	 ocean	 of	 houses;	 when	 Incredulity	 flaunted	 itself	 in	 the
streets,	 side	 by	 side	with	Rebellion,	 Bianchon	 once	more	 detected	Desplein
going	 into	 Saint-Sulpice.	 The	 doctor	 followed	 him,	 and	 knelt	 down	 by	 him
without	the	slightest	notice	or	demonstration	of	surprise	from	his	friend.	They
both	attended	this	mass	of	his	founding.

"Will	you	tell	me,	my	dear	fellow,"	said	Bianchon,	as	they	left	the	church,
"the	reason	for	your	fit	of	monkishness?	I	have	caught	you	three	times	going
to	mass——	You!	You	must	 account	 to	me	 for	 this	mystery,	 explain	 such	 a
flagrant	 disagreement	 between	 your	 opinions	 and	 your	 conduct.	You	 do	 not
believe	 in	God,	and	yet	you	attend	mass?	My	dear	master,	you	are	bound	 to



give	me	an	answer."

"I	am	like	a	great	many	devout	people,	men	who	on	the	surface	are	deeply
religious,	but	quite	as	much	atheists	as	you	or	I	can	be."

And	he	poured	out	a	torrent	of	epigrams	on	certain	political	personages,	of
whom	 the	 best	 known	 gives	 us,	 in	 this	 century,	 a	 new	 edition	 of	Moliere's
Tartufe.

"All	that	has	nothing	to	do	with	my	question,"	retorted	Bianchon.	"I	want
to	know	the	reason	for	what	you	have	just	been	doing,	and	why	you	founded
this	mass."

"Faith!	my	dear	boy,"	said	Desplein,	"I	am	on	the	verge	of	the	tomb;	I	may
safely	tell	you	about	the	beginning	of	my	life."

At	this	moment	Bianchon	and	the	great	man	were	in	the	Rue	des	Quatre-
Vents,	one	of	the	worst	streets	in	Paris.	Desplein	pointed	to	the	sixth	floor	of
one	of	the	houses	looking	like	obelisks,	of	which	the	narrow	door	opens	into	a
passage	 with	 a	 winding	 staircase	 at	 the	 end,	 with	 windows	 appropriately
termed	 "borrowed	 lights"—or,	 in	 French,	 jours	 de	 souffrance.	 It	 was	 a
greenish	structure;	the	ground	floor	occupied	by	a	furniture-dealer,	while	each
floor	seemed	to	shelter	a	different	and	independent	form	of	misery.	Throwing
up	his	arm	with	a	vehement	gesture,	Desplein	exclaimed:

"I	lived	up	there	for	two	years."

"I	know;	Arthez	lived	there;	I	went	up	there	almost	every	day	during	my
first	youth;	we	used	to	call	it	then	the	pickle-jar	of	great	men!	What	then?"

"The	mass	I	have	just	attended	is	connected	with	some	events	which	took
place	at	the	time	when	I	lived	in	the	garret	where	you	say	Arthez	lived;	the	one
with	 the	window	where	 the	 clothes	 line	 is	 hanging	with	 linen	 over	 a	 pot	 of
flowers.	My	early	life	was	so	hard,	my	dear	Bianchon,	that	I	may	dispute	the
palm	 of	 Paris	 suffering	 with	 any	 man	 living.	 I	 have	 endured	 everything:
hunger	 and	 thirst,	want	 of	money,	want	 of	 clothes,	 of	 shoes,	 of	 linen,	 every
cruelty	 that	 penury	 can	 inflict.	 I	 have	 blown	 on	 my	 frozen	 fingers	 in	 that
pickle-jar	 of	 great	men,	 which	 I	 should	 like	 to	 see	 again,	 now,	 with	 you.	 I
worked	 through	 a	 whole	 winter,	 seeing	 my	 head	 steam,	 and	 perceiving	 the
atmosphere	of	my	own	moisture	as	we	see	that	of	horses	on	a	frosty	day.	I	do
not	know	where	a	man	finds	the	fulcrum	that	enables	him	to	hold	out	against
such	a	life.

"I	was	alone,	with	no	one	to	help	me,	no	money	to	buy	books	or	to	pay	the
expenses	 of	 my	 medical	 training;	 I	 had	 not	 a	 friend;	 my	 irascible,	 touchy,
restless	temper	was	against	me.	No	one	understood	that	this	irritability	was	the
distress	and	toil	of	a	man	who,	at	the	bottom	of	the	social	scale,	is	struggling



to	reach	the	surface.	Still,	I	had,	as	I	may	say	to	you,	before	whom	I	need	wear
no	 draperies,	 I	 had	 that	 ground-bed	 of	 good	 feeling	 and	 keen	 sensitiveness
which	must	always	be	the	birthright	of	any	man	who	is	strong	enough	to	climb
to	any	height	whatever,	 after	having	 long	 trampled	 in	 the	bogs	of	poverty.	 I
could	 obtain	 nothing	 from	 my	 family,	 nor	 from	 my	 home,	 beyond	 my
inadequate	allowance.	In	short,	at	that	time,	I	breakfasted	off	a	roll	which	the
baker	 in	 the	 Rue	 du	 Petit-Lion	 sold	 me	 cheap	 because	 it	 was	 left	 from
yesterday	 or	 the	 day	 before,	 and	 I	 crumbled	 it	 into	milk;	 thus	my	morning
meal	cost	me	but	two	sous.	I	dined	only	every	other	day	in	a	boarding-house
where	the	meal	cost	me	sixteen	sous.	You	know	as	well	as	I	what	care	I	must
have	taken	of	my	clothes	and	shoes.	I	hardly	know	whether	in	later	life	we	feel
grief	so	deep	when	a	colleague	plays	us	false	as	we	have	known,	you	and	I,	on
detecting	 the	 mocking	 smile	 of	 a	 gaping	 seam	 in	 a	 shoe,	 or	 hearing	 the
armhole	 of	 a	 coat	 split,	 I	 drank	 nothing	 but	 water;	 I	 regarded	 a	 cafe	 with
distant	 respect.	 Zoppi's	 seemed	 to	 me	 a	 promised	 land	 where	 none	 but	 the
Lucullus	 of	 the	 pays	 Latin	 had	 a	 right	 of	 entry.	 'Shall	 I	 ever	 take	 a	 cup	 of
coffee	there	with	milk	in	it?'	said	I	to	myself,	'or	play	a	game	of	dominoes?'

"I	threw	into	my	work	the	fury	I	felt	at	my	misery.	I	tried	to	master	positive
knowledge	so	as	to	acquire	the	greatest	personal	value,	and	merit	the	position	I
should	hold	as	soon	as	I	could	escape	from	nothingness.	I	consumed	more	oil
than	bread;	 the	 light	 I	burned	during	 these	endless	nights	cost	me	more	 than
food.	 It	 was	 a	 long	 duel,	 obstinate,	 with	 no	 sort	 of	 consolation.	 I	 found	 no
sympathy	 anywhere.	 To	 have	 friends,	 must	 we	 not	 form	 connections	 with
young	men,	 have	 a	 few	 sous	 so	 as	 to	 be	 able	 to	 go	 tippling	with	 them,	 and
meet	them	where	students	congregate?	And	I	had	nothing!	And	no	one	in	Paris
can	understand	that	nothing	means	nothing.	When	I	even	thought	of	revealing
my	beggary,	 I	had	 that	nervous	contraction	of	 the	 throat	which	makes	a	sick
man	believe	that	a	ball	rises	up	from	the	oesophagus	into	the	larynx.

"In	later	life	I	have	met	people	born	to	wealth	who,	never	having	wanted
for	anything,	had	never	even	heard	this	problem	in	the	rule	of	three:	A	young
man	is	to	crime	as	a	five-franc	piece	is	to	X.—These	gilded	idiots	say	to	me,
'Why	did	 you	 get	 into	 debt?	Why	did	 you	 involve	 yourself	 in	 such	 onerous
obligations?'	They	remind	me	of	the	princess	who,	on	hearing	that	the	people
lacked	bread,	 said,	 'Why	do	not	 they	buy	cakes?'	 I	 should	 like	 to	see	one	of
these	rich	men,	who	complain	that	I	charge	too	much	for	an	operation,—yes,	I
should	like	to	see	him	alone	in	Paris	without	a	sou,	without	a	friend,	without
credit,	and	forced	to	work	with	his	five	fingers	to	live	at	all!	What	would	he
do?	Where	would	he	go	to	satisfy	his	hunger?

"Bianchon,	if	you	have	sometimes	seen	me	hard	and	bitter,	it	was	because	I
was	adding	my	early	sufferings	on	to	the	insensibility,	the	selfishness	of	which
I	 have	 seen	 thousands	 of	 instances	 in	 the	 highest	 circles;	 or,	 perhaps,	 I	was



thinking	of	the	obstacles	which	hatred,	envy,	jealousy,	and	calumny	raised	up
between	me	and	 success.	 In	Paris,	when	certain	people	 see	you	 ready	 to	 set
your	foot	in	the	stirrup,	some	pull	your	coat-tails,	others	loosen	the	buckle	of
the	strap	that	you	may	fall	and	crack	your	skull;	one	wrenches	off	your	horse's
shoes,	 another	 steals	 your	whip,	 and	 the	 least	 treacherous	 of	 them	 all	 is	 the
man	whom	you	see	coming	to	fire	his	pistol	at	you	point	blank.

"You	 yourself,	 my	 dear	 boy,	 are	 clever	 enough	 to	 make	 acquaintance
before	 long	 with	 the	 odious	 and	 incessant	 warfare	 waged	 by	 mediocrity
against	 the	 superior	man.	 If	 you	 should	 drop	 five-and-twenty	 louis	 one	 day,
you	will	be	accused	of	gambling	on	the	next,	and	your	best	friends	will	report
that	you	have	lost	twenty-five	thousand.	If	you	have	a	headache,	you	will	be
considered	mad.	If	you	are	a	little	hasty,	no	one	can	live	with	you.	If,	to	make
a	stand	against	this	armament	of	pigmies,	you	collect	your	best	powers,	your
best	 friends	 will	 cry	 out	 that	 you	want	 to	 have	 everything,	 that	 you	 aim	 at
domineering,	 at	 tyranny.	 In	 short,	your	good	points	will	become	your	 faults,
your	faults	will	be	vices,	and	your	virtues	crime.

"If	you	save	a	man,	you	will	be	said	to	have	killed	him;	if	he	reappears	on
the	scene,	it	will	be	positive	that	you	have	secured	the	present	at	the	cost	of	the
future.	If	he	is	not	dead,	he	will	die.	Stumble,	and	you	fall!	Invent	anything	of
any	kind	and	claim	your	rights,	you	will	be	crotchety,	cunning,	ill-disposed	to
rising	younger	men.

"So,	you	see,	my	dear	fellow,	if	I	do	not	believe	in	God,	I	believe	still	less
in	 man.	 But	 do	 not	 you	 know	 in	 me	 another	 Desplein,	 altogether	 different
from	 the	Desplein	whom	every	one	abuses?—However,	we	will	not	 stir	 that
mud-heap.

"Well,	 I	 was	 living	 in	 that	 house,	 I	 was	 working	 hard	 to	 pass	 my	 first
examination,	and	I	had	no	money	at	all.	You	know.	I	had	come	to	one	of	those
moments	 of	 extremity	 when	 a	 man	 says,	 'I	 will	 enlist.'	 I	 had	 one	 hope.	 I
expected	from	my	home	a	box	full	of	 linen,	a	present	 from	one	of	 those	old
aunts	who,	knowing	nothing	of	Paris,	think	of	your	shirts,	while	they	imagine
that	their	nephew	with	thirty	francs	a	month	is	eating	ortolans.	The	box	arrived
while	I	was	at	 the	schools;	 it	had	cost	forty	francs	for	carriage.	The	porter,	a
German	 shoemaker	 living	 in	 a	 loft,	 had	paid	 the	money	 and	kept	 the	box.	 I
walked	up	and	down	the	Rue	des	Fosses-Saint-Germain-des-Pres	and	the	Rue
de	 l'Ecole	 de	Medecine	without	 hitting	 on	 any	 scheme	which	would	 release
my	trunk	without	the	payment	of	the	forty	francs,	which	of	course	I	could	pay
as	soon	as	I	should	have	sold	the	linen.	My	stupidity	proved	to	me	that	surgery
was	my	only	vocation.	My	good	fellow,	refined	souls,	whose	powers	move	in
a	lofty	atmosphere,	have	none	of	that	spirit	of	intrigue	that	is	fertile	in	resource
and	 device;	 their	 good	 genius	 is	 chance;	 they	 do	 not	 invent,	 things	 come	 to
them.



"At	night	 I	went	home,	 at	 the	very	moment	when	my	 fellow	 lodger	 also
came	 in—a	water-carrier	named	Bourgeat,	 a	native	of	Saint-Flour.	We	knew
each	other	as	two	lodgers	do	who	have	rooms	off	the	same	landing,	and	who
hear	each	other	sleeping,	coughing,	dressing,	and	so	at	last	become	used	to	one
another.	My	neighbor	 informed	me	 that	 the	 landlord,	 to	whom	 I	 owed	 three
quarters'	 rent,	had	 turned	me	out;	 I	must	clear	out	next	morning.	He	himself
was	also	turned	out	on	account	of	his	occupation.	I	spent	the	most	miserable
night	 of	my	 life.	Where	was	 I	 to	 get	 a	messenger	who	 could	 carry	my	 few
chattels	and	my	books?	How	could	I	pay	him	and	the	porter?	Where	was	I	to
go?	 I	 repeated	 these	 unanswerable	 questions	 again	 and	 again,	 in	 tears,	 as
madmen	repeat	 their	 tunes.	 I	 fell	asleep;	poverty	has	 for	 its	 friends	heavenly
slumbers	full	of	beautiful	dreams.

"Next	morning,	just	as	I	was	swallowing	my	little	bowl	of	bread	soaked	in
milk,	Bourgeat	came	in	and	said	to	me	in	his	vile	Auvergne	accent:

"'Mouchieur	l'Etudiant,	I	am	a	poor	man,	a	foundling	from	the	hospital	at
Saint-Flour,	without	either	father	or	mother,	and	not	rich	enough	to	marry.	You
are	not	 fertile	 in	 relations	 either,	 nor	well	 supplied	with	 the	 ready?	Listen,	 I
have	a	hand-cart	downstairs	which	I	have	hired	for	 two	sous	an	hour;	 it	will
hold	all	our	goods;	if	you	like,	we	will	try	to	find	lodgings	together,	since	we
are	both	turned	out	of	this.	It	is	not	the	earthly	paradise,	when	all	is	said	and
done.'

"'I	know	that,	my	good	Bourgeat,'	said	I.	'But	I	am	in	a	great	fix.	I	have	a
trunk	 downstairs	with	 a	 hundred	 francs'	worth	 of	 linen	 in	 it,	 out	 of	which	 I
could	pay	 the	 landlord	and	all	 I	owe	 to	 the	porter,	and	I	have	not	a	hundred
sous.'

"'Pooh!	 I	have	a	 few	dibs,'	 replied	Bourgeat	 joyfully,	and	he	pulled	out	a
greasy	old	leather	purse.	'Keep	your	linen.'

"Bourgeat	 paid	 up	 my	 arrears	 and	 his	 own,	 and	 settled	 with	 the	 porter.
Then	he	put	our	furniture	and	my	box	of	linen	in	his	cart,	and	pulled	it	along
the	street,	stopping	in	front	of	every	house	where	there	was	a	notice	board.	I
went	up	to	see	whether	the	rooms	to	let	would	suit	us.	At	midday	we	were	still
wandering	about	the	neighborhood	without	having	found	anything.	The	price
was	the	great	difficulty.	Bourgeat	proposed	that	we	should	eat	at	a	wine	shop,
leaving	 the	 cart	 at	 the	 door.	 Towards	 evening	 I	 discovered,	 in	 the	 Cour	 de
Rohan,	Passage	du	Commerce,	at	 the	very	 top	of	a	house	next	 the	 roof,	 two
rooms	with	 a	 staircase	 between	 them.	 Each	 of	 us	was	 to	 pay	 sixty	 francs	 a
year.	So	 there	we	were	housed,	my	humble	 friend	and	 I.	We	dined	 together.
Bourgeat,	who	earned	about	fifty	sous	a	day,	had	saved	a	hundred	crowns	or
so;	 he	would	 soon	 be	 able	 to	 gratify	 his	 ambition	 by	 buying	 a	 barrel	 and	 a
horse.	On	learning	of	my	situation—for	he	extracted	my	secrets	with	a	quiet



craftiness	and	good	nature,	of	which	the	remembrance	touches	my	heart	to	this
day,	he	gave	up	for	a	time	the	ambition	of	his	whole	life;	for	twenty-two	years
he	 had	 been	 carrying	 water	 in	 the	 street,	 and	 he	 now	 devoted	 his	 hundred
crowns	to	my	future	prospects."

Desplein	at	these	words	clutched	Bianchon's	arm	tightly.	"He	gave	me	the
money	for	my	examination	fees!	That	man,	my	friend,	understood	that	I	had	a
mission,	that	the	needs	of	my	intellect	were	greater	than	his.	He	looked	after
me,	he	called	me	his	boy,	he	lent	me	money	to	buy	books,	he	would	come	in
softly	sometimes	to	watch	me	at	work,	and	took	a	mother's	care	in	seeing	that
I	 had	 wholesome	 and	 abundant	 food,	 instead	 of	 the	 bad	 and	 insufficient
nourishment	I	had	been	condemned	to.	Bourgeat,	a	man	of	about	forty,	had	a
homely,	mediaeval	 type	of	 face,	 a	prominent	 forehead,	 a	head	 that	 a	painter
might	have	chosen	as	a	model	for	that	of	Lycurgus.	The	poor	man's	heart	was
big	with	affections	seeking	an	object;	he	had	never	been	loved	but	by	a	poodle
that	had	died	some	time	since,	of	which	he	would	talk	to	me,	asking	whether	I
thought	 the	Church	would	allow	masses	 to	be	said	for	 the	repose	of	 its	soul.
His	 dog,	 said	 he,	 had	 been	 a	 good	 Christian,	 who	 for	 twelve	 years	 had
accompanied	 him	 to	 church,	 never	 barking,	 listening	 to	 the	 organ	 without
opening	his	mouth,	and	crouching	beside	him	in	a	way	that	made	 it	seem	as
though	he	were	praying	too.

"This	man	centered	all	his	affections	in	me;	he	looked	upon	me	as	a	forlorn
and	suffering	creature,	and	he	became,	to	me,	the	most	thoughtful	mother,	the
most	considerate	benefactor,	 the	ideal	of	 the	virtue	which	rejoices	 in	 its	own
work.	 When	 I	 met	 him	 in	 the	 street,	 he	 would	 throw	 me	 a	 glance	 of
intelligence	full	of	unutterable	dignity;	he	would	affect	 to	walk	as	 though	he
carried	 no	weight,	 and	 seemed	 happy	 in	 seeing	me	 in	 good	 health	 and	well
dressed.	It	was,	in	fact,	the	devoted	affection	of	the	lower	classes,	the	love	of	a
girl	 of	 the	 people	 transferred	 to	 a	 loftier	 level.	Bourgeat	 did	 all	my	 errands,
woke	me	at	night	at	any	fixed	hour,	trimmed	my	lamp,	cleaned	our	landing;	as
good	as	a	servant	as	he	was	as	a	father,	and	as	clean	as	an	English	girl.	He	did
all	the	housework.	Like	Philopoemen,	he	sawed	our	wood,	and	gave	to	all	he
did	 the	 grace	 of	 simplicity	 while	 preserving	 his	 dignity,	 for	 he	 seemed	 to
understand	that	the	end	ennobles	every	act.

"When	I	left	this	good	fellow,	to	be	house	surgeon	at	the	Hotel-Dieu,	I	felt
an	indescribable,	dull	pain,	knowing	that	he	could	no	longer	live	with	me;	but
he	comforted	himself	with	the	prospect	of	saving	up	money	enough	for	me	to
take	my	degree,	and	he	made	me	promise	to	go	to	see	him	whenever	I	had	a
day	out:	Bourgeat	was	proud	of	me.	He	loved	me	for	my	own	sake,	and	for	his
own.	If	you	look	up	my	thesis,	you	will	see	that	I	dedicated	it	to	him.

"During	the	last	year	of	my	residence	as	house	surgeon	I	earned	enough	to
repay	all	I	owed	to	this	worthy	Auvergnat	by	buying	him	a	barrel	and	a	horse.



He	 was	 furious	 with	 rage	 at	 learning	 that	 I	 had	 been	 depriving	 myself	 of
spending	my	money,	and	yet	he	was	delighted	 to	see	his	wishes	fulfilled;	he
laughed	and	scolded,	he	 looked	at	his	barrel,	at	his	horse,	and	wiped	away	a
tear,	 as	he	 said,	 'It	 is	 too	bad.	What	a	 splendid	barrel!	You	 really	ought	not.
Why,	that	horse	is	as	strong	as	an	Auvergnat!'

"I	never	 saw	a	more	 touching	 scene.	Bourgeat	 insisted	on	buying	 for	me
the	case	of	 instruments	mounted	 in	silver	which	you	have	seen	 in	my	room,
and	which	is	to	me	the	most	precious	thing	there.	Though	enchanted	with	my
first	success,	never	did	the	least	sign,	the	least	word,	escape	him	which	might
imply,	'This	man	owes	all	to	me!'	And	yet,	but	for	him,	I	should	have	died	of
want;	he	had	eaten	bread	rubbed	with	garlic	that	I	might	have	coffee	to	enable
me	to	sit	up	at	night.

"He	fell	 ill.	As	you	may	suppose,	I	passed	my	nights	by	his	bedside,	and
the	 first	 time	 I	 pulled	 him	 through;	 but	 two	 years	 after	 he	 had	 a	 relapse;	 in
spite	 of	 the	 utmost	 care,	 in	 spite	 of	 the	 greatest	 exertions	 of	 science,	 he
succumbed.	No	king	was	ever	nursed	as	he	was.	Yes,	Bianchon,	to	snatch	that
man	from	death	I	tried	unheard-of	things.	I	wanted	him	to	live	long	enough	to
show	him	his	work	accomplished,	to	realize	all	his	hopes,	to	give	expression
to	 the	only	need	 for	gratitude	 that	ever	 filled	my	heart,	 to	quench	a	 fire	 that
burns	in	me	to	this	day.

"Bourgeat,	my	second	father,	died	in	my	arms,"	Desplein	went	on,	after	a
pause,	visibly	moved.	 "He	 left	me	everything	he	possessed	by	a	will	he	had
had	made	by	a	public	scrivener,	dating	from	the	year	when	we	had	gone	to	live
in	the	Cour	de	Rohan.

"This	man's	faith	was	perfect;	he	loved	the	Holy	Virgin	as	he	might	have
loved	his	wife.	He	was	an	ardent	Catholic,	but	never	said	a	word	to	me	about
my	want	of	religion.	When	he	was	dying	he	entreated	me	to	spare	no	expense
that	he	might	have	every	possible	benefit	of	clergy.	I	had	a	mass	said	for	him
every	day.	Often,	 in	 the	night,	he	would	 tell	me	of	his	 fears	 as	 to	his	 future
fate;	he	feared	his	life	had	not	been	saintly	enough.	Poor	man!	he	was	at	work
from	morning	till	night.	For	whom,	then,	is	Paradise—if	there	be	a	Paradise?
He	 received	 the	 last	 sacrament	 like	 the	 saint	 that	 he	was,	 and	his	death	was
worthy	of	his	life.

"I	alone	followed	him	to	the	grave.	When	I	had	laid	my	only	benefactor	to
rest,	 I	 looked	about	 to	 see	how	I	could	pay	my	debt	 to	him;	 I	 found	he	had
neither	 family	nor	 friends,	neither	wife	nor	child.	But	he	believed.	He	had	a
religious	conviction;	had	I	any	right	to	dispute	it?	He	had	spoken	to	me	timidly
of	masses	said	for	the	repose	of	the	dead;	he	would	not	impress	it	on	me	as	a
duty,	thinking	that	it	would	be	a	form	of	repayment	for	his	services.	As	soon
as	 I	 had	 money	 enough	 I	 paid	 to	 Saint-Sulpice	 the	 requisite	 sum	 for	 four



masses	every	year.	As	the	only	thing	I	can	do	for	Bourgeat	is	thus	to	satisfy	his
pious	wishes,	 on	 the	 days	when	 that	mass	 is	 said,	 at	 the	 beginning	 of	 each
season	of	 the	year,	 I	go	 for	his	 sake	and	 say	 the	 required	prayers;	 and	 I	 say
with	the	good	faith	of	a	sceptic—'Great	God,	if	there	is	a	sphere	which	Thou
hast	 appointed	 after	 death	 for	 those	who	 have	 been	 perfect,	 remember	 good
Bourgeat;	and	if	he	should	have	anything	to	suffer,	let	me	suffer	it	for	him,	that
he	may	enter	all	the	sooner	into	what	is	called	Paradise.'

"That,	my	dear	 fellow,	 is	 as	much	 as	 a	man	who	holds	my	opinions	 can
allow	himself.	But	God	must	be	a	good	fellow;	He	cannot	owe	me	any	grudge.
I	 swear	 to	 you,	 I	 would	 give	 my	 whole	 fortune	 if	 faith	 such	 as	 Bourgeat's
could	enter	my	brain."

Bianchon,	 who	 was	 with	 Desplein	 all	 through	 his	 last	 illness,	 dares	 not
affirm	 to	 this	 day	 that	 the	great	 surgeon	died	 an	 atheist.	Will	 not	 those	who
believe	 like	 to	 fancy	 that	 the	 humble	 Auvergnat	 came	 to	 open	 the	 gate	 of
Heaven	to	his	friend,	as	he	did	that	of	the	earthly	temple	on	whose	pediment
we	read	the	words—"A	grateful	country	to	its	great	men."

PARIS,	January	1836.
	

	

THE	COMMISSION	IN	LUNACY
	

In	1828,	at	about	one	o'clock	one	morning,	two	persons	came	out	of	a	large
house	 in	 the	Rue	 du	Faubourg	Saint-Honore,	 near	 the	Elysee-Bourbon.	One
was	 the	 famous	 doctor,	 Horace	 Bianchon;	 the	 other	 was	 one	 of	 the	 most
elegant	 men	 in	 Paris,	 the	 Baron	 de	 Rastignac;	 they	 were	 friends	 of	 long
standing.	Each	had	sent	away	his	carriage,	and	no	cab	was	 to	be	seen	 in	 the
street;	but	the	night	was	fine,	and	the	pavement	dry.

"We	 will	 walk	 as	 far	 as	 the	 boulevard,"	 said	 Eugene	 de	 Rastignac	 to
Bianchon.	"You	can	get	a	hackney	cab	at	 the	club;	 there	 is	always	one	to	be
found	there	till	daybreak.	Come	with	me	as	far	as	my	house."

"With	pleasure."

"Well,	and	what	have	you	to	say	about	it?"

"About	that	woman?"	said	the	doctor	coldly.

"There	I	recognize	my	Bianchon!"	exclaimed	Rastignac.

"Why,	how?"

"Well,	my	dear	fellow,	you	speak	of	the	Marquise	d'Espard	as	if	she	were	a
case	for	your	hospital."



"Do	you	want	to	know	what	I	think,	Eugene?	If	you	throw	over	Madame
de	Nucingen	 for	 this	Marquise,	 you	will	 swap	 a	 one-eyed	 horse	 for	 a	 blind
one."

"Madame	de	Nucingen	is	six-and-thirty,	Bianchon."

"And	this	woman	is	three-and-thirty,"	said	the	doctor	quickly.

"Her	worst	enemies	only	say	six-and-twenty."

"My	dear	boy,	when	you	really	want	to	know	a	woman's	age,	look	at	her
temples	 and	 the	 tip	 of	 her	 nose.	 Whatever	 women	 may	 achieve	 with	 their
cosmetics,	 they	 can	do	nothing	against	 those	 incorruptible	witnesses	 to	 their
experiences.	 There	 each	 year	 of	 life	 has	 left	 its	 stigmata.	When	 a	 woman's
temples	are	 flaccid,	seamed,	withered	 in	a	particular	way;	when	at	 the	 tip	of
her	nose	you	see	those	minute	specks,	which	look	like	the	imperceptible	black
smuts	which	 are	 shed	 in	 London	 by	 the	 chimneys	 in	which	 coal	 is	 burnt....
Your	 servant,	 sir!	 That	 woman	 is	 more	 than	 thirty.	 She	 may	 be	 handsome,
witty,	 loving—whatever	 you	 please,	 but	 she	 is	 past	 thirty,	 she	 is	 arriving	 at
maturity.	 I	do	not	blame	men	who	attach	 themselves	 to	 that	kind	of	woman;
only,	a	man	of	your	superior	distinction	must	not	mistake	a	winter	pippin	for	a
little	 summer	apple,	 smiling	on	 the	bough,	 and	waiting	 for	you	 to	crunch	 it.
Love	never	goes	 to	study	 the	 registers	of	birth	and	marriage;	no	one	 loves	a
woman	because	she	is	handsome	or	ugly,	stupid	or	clever;	we	love	because	we
love."

"Well,	 for	 my	 part,	 I	 love	 for	 quite	 other	 reasons.	 She	 is	 Marquise
d'Espard;	 she	was	 a	Blamont-Chauvry;	 she	 is	 the	 fashion;	 she	 has	 soul;	 her
foot	 is	 as	 pretty	 as	 the	 Duchesse	 de	 Berri's;	 she	 has	 perhaps	 a	 hundred
thousand	francs	a	year—some	day,	perhaps,	I	may	marry	her!	In	short,	she	will
put	me	into	a	position	which	will	enable	me	to	pay	my	debts."

"I	thought	you	were	rich,"	interrupted	Bianchon.

"Bah!	 I	have	 twenty	 thousand	 francs	a	year—just	 enough	 to	keep	up	my
stables.	 I	was	 thoroughly	done,	my	dear	 fellow,	 in	 that	Nucingen	business;	 I
will	 tell	 you	 about	 that.—I	 have	 got	my	 sisters	married;	 that	 is	 the	 clearest
profit	I	can	show	since	we	last	met;	and	I	would	rather	have	them	provided	for
than	have	five	hundred	thousand	francs	a	year.	No,	what	would	you	have	me
do?	I	am	ambitious.	To	what	can	Madame	de	Nucingen	lead?	A	year	more	and
I	 shall	 be	 shelved,	 stuck	 in	 a	pigeon-hole	 like	 a	married	man.	 I	 have	 all	 the
discomforts	of	marriage	and	of	single	life,	without	the	advantages	of	either;	a
false	position	to	which	every	man	must	come	who	remains	tied	too	long	to	the
same	apron-string."

"So	you	think	you	will	come	upon	a	treasure	here?"	said	Bianchon.	"Your
Marquise,	my	dear	fellow,	does	not	hit	my	fancy	at	all."



"Your	 liberal	 opinions	 blur	 your	 eyesight.	 If	 Madame	 d'Espard	 were	 a
Madame	Rabourdin..."

"Listen	 to	me.	Noble	or	 simple,	 she	would	 still	 have	no	 soul;	 she	would
still	 be	 a	 perfect	 type	 of	 selfishness.	 Take	my	word	 for	 it,	medical	men	 are
accustomed	 to	 judge	 of	 people	 and	 things;	 the	 sharpest	 of	 us	 read	 the	 soul
while	we	study	the	body.	In	spite	of	that	pretty	boudoir	where	we	have	spent
this	evening,	in	spite	of	the	magnificence	of	the	house,	it	is	quite	possible	that
Madame	la	Marquise	is	in	debt."

"What	makes	you	think	so?"

"I	do	not	assert	it;	I	am	supposing.	She	talked	of	her	soul	as	Louis	XVIII.
used	 to	 talk	 of	 his	 heart.	 I	 tell	 you	 this:	 That	 fragile,	 fair	 woman,	with	 her
chestnut	 hair,	 who	 pities	 herself	 that	 she	 may	 be	 pitied,	 enjoys	 an	 iron
constitution,	 an	 appetite	 like	 a	 wolf's,	 and	 the	 strength	 and	 cowardice	 of	 a
tiger.	Gauze,	 and	 silk,	 and	muslin	were	never	more	cleverly	 twisted	 round	a
lie!	Ecco."

"Bianchon,	you	frighten	me!	You	have	learned	a	good	many	things,	 then,
since	we	lived	in	the	Maison	Vauquer?"

"Yes,	since	then,	my	boy,	I	have	seen	puppets,	both	dolls	and	manikins.	I
know	 something	 of	 the	 ways	 of	 the	 fine	 ladies	 whose	 bodies	 we	 attend	 to,
saving	 that	 which	 is	 dearest	 to	 them,	 their	 child—if	 they	 love	 it—or	 their
pretty	 faces,	 which	 they	 always	 worship.	 A	man	 spends	 his	 nights	 by	 their
pillow,	wearing	himself	 to	death	to	spare	them	the	slightest	 loss	of	beauty	in
any	part;	he	succeeds,	he	keeps	their	secret	like	the	dead;	they	send	to	ask	for
his	bill,	 and	 think	 it	horribly	exorbitant.	Who	saved	 them?	Nature.	Far	 from
recommending	him,	 they	speak	ill	of	him,	fearing	 lest	he	should	become	the
physician	of	their	best	friends.

"My	dear	fellow,	those	women	of	whom	you	say,	'They	are	angels!'	I—I—
have	seen	stripped	of	 the	 little	grimaces	under	which	they	hide	their	soul,	as
well	 as	 of	 the	 frippery	 under	 which	 they	 disguise	 their	 defects—without
manners	and	without	stays;	they	are	not	beautiful.

"We	saw	a	great	deal	of	mud,	a	great	deal	of	dirt,	under	the	waters	of	the
world	when	we	were	aground	for	a	time	on	the	shoals	of	the	Maison	Vauquer.
—What	we	saw	there	was	nothing.	Since	I	have	gone	into	high	society,	I	have
seen	 monsters	 dressed	 in	 satin,	 Michonneaus	 in	 white	 gloves,	 Poirets
bedizened	with	orders,	fine	gentlemen	doing	more	usurious	business	than	old
Gobseck!	To	the	shame	of	mankind,	when	I	have	wanted	to	shake	hands	with
Virtue,	 I	 have	 found	 her	 shivering	 in	 a	 loft,	 persecuted	 by	 calumny,	 half-
starving	on	a	income	or	a	salary	of	fifteen	hundred	francs	a	year,	and	regarded
as	crazy,	or	eccentric,	or	imbecile.



"In	short,	my	dear	boy,	the	Marquise	is	a	woman	of	fashion,	and	I	have	a
particular	horror	of	that	kind	of	woman.	Do	you	want	to	know	why?	A	woman
who	has	a	lofty	soul,	fine	taste,	gentle	wit,	a	generously	warm	heart,	and	who
lives	a	simple	life,	has	not	a	chance	of	being	the	fashion.	Ergo:	A	woman	of
fashion	 and	 a	man	 in	 power	 are	 analogous;	 but	 there	 is	 this	 difference:	 the
qualities	by	which	a	man	 raises	himself	above	others	ennoble	him	and	are	a
glory	to	him;	whereas	the	qualities	by	which	a	woman	gains	power	for	a	day
are	hideous	vices;	she	belies	her	nature	 to	hide	her	character,	and	 to	 live	 the
militant	life	of	the	world	she	must	have	iron	strength	under	a	frail	appearance.

"I,	as	a	physician,	know	that	a	sound	stomach	excludes	a	good	heart.	Your
woman	 of	 fashion	 feels	 nothing;	 her	 rage	 for	 pleasure	 has	 its	 source	 in	 a
longing	 to	heat	 up	her	 cold	nature,	 a	 craving	 for	 excitement	 and	enjoyment,
like	an	old	man	who	stands	night	after	night	by	the	footlights	at	the	opera.	As
she	has	more	brain	than	heart,	she	sacrifices	genuine	passion	and	true	friends
to	her	triumph,	as	a	general	sends	his	most	devoted	subalterns	to	the	front	in
order	 to	win	 a	 battle.	 The	woman	 of	 fashion	 ceases	 to	 be	 a	woman;	 she	 is
neither	 mother,	 nor	 wife,	 nor	 lover.	 She	 is,	 medically	 speaking,	 sex	 in	 the
brain.	And	your	Marquise,	 too,	has	all	 the	characteristics	of	her	monstrosity,
the	 beak	 of	 a	 bird	 of	 prey,	 the	 clear,	 cold	 eye,	 the	 gentle	 voice—she	 is	 as
polished	as	the	steel	of	a	machine,	she	touches	everything	except	the	heart."

"There	is	some	truth	in	what	you	say,	Bianchon."

"Some	truth?"	replied	Bianchon.	"It	is	all	true.	Do	you	suppose	that	I	was
not	 struck	 to	 the	 heart	 by	 the	 insulting	 politeness	 by	 which	 she	 made	 me
measure	the	imaginary	distance	which	her	noble	birth	sets	between	us?	That	I
did	not	feel	the	deepest	pity	for	her	cat-like	civilities	when	I	remembered	what
her	 object	 was?	 A	 year	 hence	 she	 will	 not	 write	 one	 word	 to	 do	 me	 the
slightest	service,	and	this	evening	she	pelted	me	with	smiles,	believing	that	I
can	influence	my	uncle	Popinot,	on	whom	the	success	of	her	case——"

"Would	 you	 rather	 she	 should	 have	 played	 the	 fool	 with	 you,	 my	 dear
fellow?—I	accept	your	diatribe	against	women	of	fashion;	but	you	are	beside
the	mark.	 I	should	always	prefer	 for	a	wife	a	Marquise	d'Espard	 to	 the	most
devout	and	devoted	creature	on	earth.	Marry	an	angel!	you	would	have	to	go
and	bury	your	happiness	in	the	depths	of	the	country!	The	wife	of	a	politician
is	a	governing	machine,	a	contrivance	that	makes	compliments	and	courtesies.
She	is	the	most	important	and	most	faithful	tool	which	an	ambitious	man	can
use;	 a	 friend,	 in	 short,	 who	may	 compromise	 herself	 without	mischief,	 and
whom	he	may	belie	without	harmful	 results.	Fancy	Mahomet	 in	Paris	 in	 the
nineteenth	century!	His	wife	would	be	a	Rohan,	a	Duchesse	de	Chevreuse	of
the	Fronde,	as	keen	and	as	 flattering	as	an	Ambassadress,	as	wily	as	Figaro.
Your	 loving	wives	 lead	nowhere;	a	woman	of	 the	world	 leads	 to	everything;
she	is	the	diamond	with	which	a	man	cuts	every	window	when	he	has	not	the



golden	 key	 which	 unlocks	 every	 door.	 Leave	 humdrum	 virtues	 to	 the
humdrum,	ambitious	vices	to	the	ambitious.

"Besides,	my	dear	fellow,	do	you	imagine	that	 the	 love	of	a	Duchesse	de
Langeais,	or	de	Maufrigneuse,	or	of	a	Lady	Dudley	does	not	bestow	immense
pleasure?	If	only	you	knew	how	much	value	 the	cold,	severe	style	of	such	a
woman	gives	to	the	smallest	evidence	of	their	affection!	What	a	delight	it	is	to
see	 a	 periwinkle	 piercing	 through	 the	 snow!	 A	 smile	 from	 below	 a	 fan
contradicts	 the	reserve	of	an	assumed	attitude,	and	is	worth	all	 the	unbridled
tenderness	of	your	middle-class	women	with	their	mortgaged	devotion;	for,	in
love,	devotion	is	nearly	akin	to	speculation.

"And,	then,	a	woman	of	fashion,	a	Blamont-Chauvry,	has	her	virtues	too!
Her	virtues	are	fortune,	power,	effect,	a	certain	contempt	of	all	that	is	beneath
her——"

"Thank	you!"	said	Bianchon.

"Old	 curmudgeon!"	 said	 Rastignac,	 laughing.	 "Come—do	 not	 be	 so
common,	do	like	your	friend	Desplein;	be	a	Baron,	a	Knight	of	Saint-Michael;
become	a	peer	of	France,	and	marry	your	daughters	to	dukes."

"I!	May	the	five	hundred	thousand	devils——"

"Come,	come!	Can	you	be	superior	only	in	medicine?	Really,	you	distress
me..."

"I	hate	that	sort	of	people;	I	long	for	a	revolution	to	deliver	us	from	them
for	ever."

"And	so,	my	dear	Robespierre	of	the	lancet,	you	will	not	go	to-morrow	to
your	uncle	Popinot?"

"Yes,	I	will,"	said	Bianchon;	"for	you	I	would	go	to	hell	to	fetch	water..."

"My	 good	 friend,	 you	 really	 touch	me.	 I	 have	 sworn	 that	 a	 commission
shall	sit	on	the	Marquis.	Why,	here	is	even	a	long-saved	tear	to	thank	you."

"But,"	Bianchon	went	on,	"I	do	not	promise	to	succeed	as	you	wish	with
Jean-Jules	 Popinot.	You	 do	 not	 know	 him.	However,	 I	will	 take	 him	 to	 see
your	Marquise	 the	day	after	 to-morrow;	she	may	get	 round	him	if	she	can.	 I
doubt	 it.	 If	 all	 the	 truffles,	 all	 the	Duchesses,	 all	 the	mistresses,	 and	 all	 the
charmers	 in	 Paris	 were	 there	 in	 the	 full	 bloom	 of	 their	 beauty;	 if	 the	 King
promised	him	 the	Prairie,	 and	 the	Almighty	gave	him	 the	Order	of	Paradise
with	the	revenues	of	Purgatory,	not	one	of	all	these	powers	would	induce	him
to	transfer	a	single	straw	from	one	saucer	of	his	scales	into	the	other.	He	is	a
judge,	as	Death	is	Death."

The	two	friends	had	reached	the	office	of	the	Minister	for	Foreign	Affairs,



at	the	corner	of	the	Boulevard	des	Capucines.

"Here	 you	 are	 at	 home,"	 said	 Bianchon,	 laughing,	 as	 he	 pointed	 to	 the
ministerial	residence.	"And	here	is	my	carriage,"	he	added,	calling	a	hackney
cab.	"And	these—express	our	fortune."

"You	will	be	happy	at	the	bottom	of	the	sea,	while	I	am	still	struggling	with
the	tempests	on	the	surface,	till	I	sink	and	go	to	ask	you	for	a	corner	in	your
grotto,	old	fellow!"

"Till	Saturday,"	replied	Bianchon.

"Agreed,"	said	Rastignac.	"And	you	promise	me	Popinot?"

"I	 will	 do	 all	 my	 conscience	 will	 allow.	 Perhaps	 this	 appeal	 for	 a
commission	 covers	 some	 little	 dramorama,	 to	 use	 a	 word	 of	 our	 good	 bad
times."

"Poor	 Bianchon!	 he	 will	 never	 be	 anything	 but	 a	 good	 fellow,"	 said
Rastignac	to	himself	as	the	cab	drove	off.

"Rastignac	has	given	me	the	most	difficult	negotiation	in	the	world,"	said
Bianchon	 to	 himself,	 remembering,	 as	 he	 rose	 next	 morning,	 the	 delicate
commission	 intrusted	 to	 him.	 "However,	 I	 have	 never	 asked	 the	 smallest
service	 from	my	 uncle	 in	Court,	 and	 have	 paid	more	 than	 a	 thousand	 visits
gratis	 for	 him.	 And,	 after	 all,	 we	 are	 not	 apt	 to	 mince	 matters	 between
ourselves.	He	will	say	Yes	or	No,	and	there	an	end."

After	 this	 little	soliloquy	the	famous	physician	bent	his	steps,	at	seven	 in
the	morning,	 towards	 the	Rue	du	Fouarre,	where	dwelt	Monsieur	 Jean-Jules
Popinot,	judge	of	the	Lower	Court	of	the	Department	of	the	Seine.	The	Rue	du
Fouarre—an	old	word	meaning	straw—was	in	the	thirteenth	century	the	most
important	street	in	Paris.	There	stood	the	Schools	of	the	University,	where	the
voices	of	Abelard	and	of	Gerson	were	heard	in	the	world	of	learning.	It	is	now
one	of	the	dirtiest	streets	of	the	Twelfth	Arrondissement,	the	poorest	quarter	of
Paris,	 that	 in	which	 two-thirds	of	 the	population	 lack	 firing	 in	winter,	which
leaves	 most	 brats	 at	 the	 gate	 of	 the	 Foundling	 Hospital,	 which	 sends	 most
beggars	to	the	poorhouse,	most	rag-pickers	to	the	street	corners,	most	decrepit
old	folks	to	bask	against	the	walls	on	which	the	sun	shines,	most	delinquents
to	the	police	courts.

Half-way	 down	 this	 street,	 which	 is	 always	 damp,	 and	 where	 the	 gutter
carries	to	the	Seine	the	blackened	waters	from	some	dye-works,	there	is	an	old
house,	restored	no	doubt	under	Francis	I.,	and	built	of	bricks	held	together	by
a	few	courses	of	masonry.	That	it	is	substantial	seems	proved	by	the	shape	of
its	 front	wall,	 not	 uncommonly	 seen	 in	 some	parts	 of	 Paris.	 It	 bellies,	 so	 to
speak,	in	a	manner	caused	by	the	protuberance	of	its	first	floor,	crushed	under



the	weight	of	the	second	and	third,	but	upheld	by	the	strong	wall	of	the	ground
floor.	At	 first	 sight	 it	would	seem	as	 though	 the	piers	between	 the	windows,
though	 strengthened	by	 the	 stone	mullions,	must	 give	way,	 but	 the	 observer
presently	 perceives	 that,	 as	 in	 the	 tower	 at	 Bologna,	 the	 old	 bricks	 and	 old
time-eaten	stones	of	this	house	persistently	preserve	their	centre	of	gravity.

At	 every	 season	 of	 the	 year	 the	 solid	 piers	 of	 the	 ground	 floor	 have	 the
yellow	 tone	 and	 the	 imperceptible	 sweating	 surface	 that	 moisture	 gives	 to
stone.	The	passer-by	feels	chilled	as	he	walks	close	to	this	wall,	where	worn
corner-stones	 ineffectually	 shelter	 him	 from	 the	 wheels	 of	 vehicles.	 As	 is
always	the	case	 in	houses	built	before	carriages	were	 in	use,	 the	vault	of	 the
doorway	forms	a	very	low	archway	not	unlike	the	barbican	of	a	prison.	To	the
right	 of	 this	 entrance	 there	 are	 three	 windows,	 protected	 outside	 by	 iron
gratings	 of	 so	 close	 a	 pattern,	 that	 the	 curious	 cannot	 possibly	 see	 the	 use
made	of	the	dark,	damp	rooms	within,	and	the	panes	too	are	dirty	and	dusty;	to
the	left	are	two	similar	windows,	one	of	which	is	sometimes	open,	exposing	to
view	 the	 porter,	 his	 wife,	 and	 his	 children;	 swarming,	 working,	 cooking,
eating,	and	screaming,	in	a	floored	and	wainscoted	room	where	everything	is
dropping	 to	 pieces,	 and	 into	 which	 you	 descend	 two	 steps—a	 depth	 which
seems	to	suggest	the	gradual	elevation	of	the	soil	of	Paris.

If	 on	 a	 rainy	day	 some	 foot-passenger	 takes	 refuge	under	 the	 long	vault,
with	 projecting	 lime-washed	 beams,	 which	 leads	 from	 the	 door	 to	 the
staircase,	he	will	hardly	fail	to	pause	and	look	at	the	picture	presented	by	the
interior	of	this	house.	To	the	left	is	a	square	garden-plot,	allowing	of	not	more
than	 four	 long	 steps	 in	 each	 direction,	 a	 garden	 of	 black	 soil,	 with	 trellises
bereft	 of	 vines,	 and	where,	 in	 default	 of	 vegetation	 under	 the	 shade	 of	 two
trees,	papers	collect,	old	rags,	potsherds,	bits	of	mortar	fallen	from	the	roof;	a
barren	 ground,	 where	 time	 has	 shed	 on	 the	 walls,	 and	 on	 the	 trunks	 and
branches	of	 the	 trees,	a	powdery	deposit	 like	cold	soot.	The	two	parts	of	 the
house,	set	at	a	right	angle,	derive	light	from	this	garden-court	shut	in	by	two
adjoining	houses	built	on	wooden	piers,	decrepit	and	ready	 to	 fall,	where	on
each	floor	some	grotesque	evidence	is	to	be	seen	of	the	craft	pursued	by	some
lodger	within.	Here	long	poles	are	hung	with	immense	skeins	of	dyed	worsted
put	 out	 to	 dry;	 there,	 on	 ropes,	 dance	 clean-washed	 shirts;	 higher	 up,	 on	 a
shelf,	 volumes	 display	 their	 freshly	 marbled	 edges;	 women	 sing,	 husbands
whistle,	children	shout;	 the	carpenter	saws	his	planks,	a	copper-turner	makes
the	metal	screech;	all	kinds	of	industries	combine	to	produce	a	noise	which	the
number	of	instruments	renders	distracting.

The	 general	 system	 of	 decoration	 in	 this	 passage,	 which	 is	 neither
courtyard,	garden,	nor	vaulted	way,	 though	a	 little	of	all,	consists	of	wooden
pillars	resting	on	square	stone	blocks,	and	forming	arches.	Two	archways	open
on	to	the	little	garden;	two	others,	facing	the	front	gateway,	lead	to	a	wooden



staircase,	with	an	iron	balustrade	that	was	once	a	miracle	of	smith's	work,	so
whimsical	are	the	shapes	given	to	the	metal;	the	worn	steps	creak	under	every
tread.	The	entrance	 to	each	 flat	has	an	architrave	dark	with	dirt,	 grease,	 and
dust,	 and	outer	doors,	 covered	with	Utrecht	velvet	 set	with	brass	nails,	once
gilt,	 in	 a	diamond	pattern.	These	 relics	of	 splendor	 show	 that	 in	 the	 time	of
Louis	XIV.	the	house	was	the	residence	of	some	councillor	to	the	Parlement,
some	 rich	 priests,	 or	 some	 treasurer	 of	 the	 ecclesiastical	 revenue.	 But	 these
vestiges	 of	 former	 luxury	bring	 a	 smile	 to	 the	 lips	 by	 the	 artless	 contrast	 of
past	and	present.

M.	 Jean-Jules	 Popinot	 lived	 on	 the	 first	 floor	 of	 this	 house,	 where	 the
gloom,	 natural	 to	 all	 first	 floors	 in	 Paris	 houses,	 was	 increased	 by	 the
narrowness	 of	 the	 street.	 This	 old	 tenement	 was	 known	 to	 all	 the	 twelfth
arrondissement,	on	which	Providence	had	bestowed	this	 lawyer,	as	 it	gives	a
beneficent	plant	 to	cure	or	alleviate	every	malady.	Here	is	a	sketch	of	a	man
whom	the	brilliant	Marquise	d'Espard	hoped	to	fascinate.

M.	Popinot,	as	is	seemly	for	a	magistrate,	was	always	dressed	in	black—a
style	which	contributed	to	make	him	ridiculous	in	the	eyes	of	those	who	were
in	 the	habit	of	 judging	everything	 from	a	 superficial	 examination.	Men	who
are	 jealous	of	maintaining	 the	dignity	 required	by	 this	color	ought	 to	devote
themselves	 to	 constant	 and	 minute	 care	 of	 their	 person;	 but	 our	 dear	 M.
Popinot	was	incapable	of	forcing	himself	to	the	puritanical	cleanliness	which
black	demands.	His	trousers,	always	threadbare,	looked	like	camlet—the	stuff
of	which	attorneys'	gowns	are	made;	and	his	habitual	stoop	set	them,	in	time,
in	 such	 innumerable	 creases,	 that	 in	 places	 they	 were	 traced	 with	 lines,
whitish,	rusty,	or	shiny,	betraying	either	sordid	avarice,	or	the	most	unheeding
poverty.	His	coarse	worsted	stockings	were	 twisted	anyhow	in	his	 ill-shaped
shoes.	His	linen	had	the	tawny	tinge	acquired	by	long	sojourn	in	a	wardrobe,
showing	 that	 the	 late	 lamented	Madame	Popinot	 had	 had	 a	mania	 for	much
linen;	 in	 the	Flemish	fashion,	perhaps,	she	had	given	herself	 the	 trouble	of	a
great	wash	no	more	than	twice	a	year.	The	old	man's	coat	and	waistcoat	were
in	harmony	with	his	 trousers,	shoes,	stockings,	and	linen.	He	always	had	the
luck	of	his	carelessness;	for,	the	first	day	he	put	on	a	new	coat,	he	unfailingly
matched	 it	 with	 the	 rest	 of	 his	 costume	 by	 staining	 it	 with	 incredible
promptitude.	The	good	man	waited	 till	his	housekeeper	 told	him	 that	his	hat
was	 too	 shabby	before	buying	a	new	one.	His	necktie	was	always	crumpled
and	 starchless,	 and	 he	 never	 set	 his	 dog-eared	 shirt	 collar	 straight	 after	 his
judge's	bands	had	disordered	it.	He	took	no	care	of	his	gray	hair,	and	shaved
but	twice	a	week.	He	never	wore	gloves,	and	generally	kept	his	hands	stuffed
into	his	empty	trousers'	pockets;	 the	soiled	pocket-holes,	almost	always	torn,
added	a	final	touch	to	the	slovenliness	of	his	person.

Any	one	who	knows	the	Palais	de	Justice	at	Paris,	where	every	variety	of



black	attire	may	be	studied,	can	easily	imagine	the	appearance	of	M.	Popinot.
The	habit	of	sitting	for	days	at	a	time	modifies	the	structure	of	the	body,	just	as
the	 fatigue	 of	 hearing	 interminable	 pleadings	 tells	 on	 the	 expression	 of	 a
magistrate's	 face.	 Shut	 up	 as	 he	 is	 in	 courts	 ridiculously	 small,	 devoid	 of
architectural	 dignity,	 and	 where	 the	 air	 is	 quickly	 vitiated,	 a	 Paris	 judge
inevitably	 acquires	 a	 countenance	 puckered	 and	 seamed	 by	 reflection,	 and
depressed	 by	weariness;	 his	 complexion	 turns	 pallid,	 acquiring	 an	 earthy	 or
greenish	hue	according	to	his	individual	temperament.	In	short,	within	a	given
time	the	most	blooming	young	man	is	turned	into	an	"inasmuch"	machine—an
instrument	which	applies	the	Code	to	individual	cases	with	the	indifference	of
clockwork.

Hence,	nature,	having	bestowed	on	M.	Popinot	a	not	too	pleasing	exterior,
his	life	as	a	lawyer	had	not	improved	it.	His	frame	was	graceless	and	angular.
His	 thick	knees,	huge	 feet,	 and	broad	hands	 formed	a	contrast	with	a	priest-
like	face	having	a	vague	resemblance	to	a	calf's	head,	meek	to	unmeaningness,
and	but	little	brightened	by	divergent	bloodless	eyes,	divided	by	a	straight	flat
nose,	 surmounted	 by	 a	 flat	 forehead,	 flanked	 by	 enormous	 ears,	 flabby	 and
graceless.	His	 thin,	weak	hair	 showed	 the	baldness	 through	various	 irregular
partings.

One	feature	only	commended	this	face	to	the	physiognomist.	This	man	had
a	 mouth	 to	 whose	 lips	 divine	 kindness	 lent	 its	 sweetness.	 They	 were
wholesome,	 full,	 red	 lips,	 finely	wrinkled,	 sinuous,	mobile,	 by	which	nature
had	 given	 expression	 to	 noble	 feelings;	 lips	 which	 spoke	 to	 the	 heart	 and
proclaimed	 the	man's	 intelligence	 and	 lucidity,	 a	 gift	 of	 second-sight,	 and	 a
heavenly	 temper;	 and	 you	 would	 have	 judged	 him	 wrongly	 from	 looking
merely	at	his	 sloping	 forehead,	his	 fireless	eyes,	and	his	shambling	gait.	His
life	answered	to	his	countenance;	it	was	full	of	secret	labor,	and	hid	the	virtue
of	a	saint.	His	superior	knowledge	of	law	proved	so	strong	a	recommendation
at	a	 time	when	Napoleon	was	 reorganizing	 it	 in	1808	and	1811,	 that,	by	 the
advice	 of	 Cambaceres,	 he	 was	 one	 of	 the	 first	 men	 named	 to	 sit	 on	 the
Imperial	High	Court	 of	 Justice	 at	Paris.	Popinot	was	no	 schemer.	Whenever
any	demand	was	made,	any	request	preferred	for	an	appointment,	the	Minister
would	 overlook	 Popinot,	 who	 never	 set	 foot	 in	 the	 house	 of	 the	 High
Chancellor	or	the	Chief	Justice.	From	the	High	Court	he	was	sent	down	to	the
Common	 Court,	 and	 pushed	 to	 the	 lowest	 rung	 of	 the	 ladder	 by	 active
struggling	men.	 There	 he	was	 appointed	 supernumerary	 judge.	 There	was	 a
general	outcry	among	the	lawyers:	"Popinot	a	supernumerary!"	Such	injustice
struck	 the	 legal	world	with	 dismay—the	 attorneys,	 the	 registrars,	 everybody
but	 Popinot	 himself,	 who	 made	 no	 complaint.	 The	 first	 clamor	 over,
everybody	was	 satisfied	 that	 all	 was	 for	 the	 best	 in	 the	 best	 of	 all	 possible
worlds,	 which	 must	 certainly	 be	 the	 legal	 world.	 Popinot	 remained
supernumerary	judge	till	the	day	when	the	most	famous	Great	Seal	under	the



Restoration	avenged	the	oversights	heaped	on	this	modest	and	uncomplaining
man	 by	 the	 Chief	 Justices	 of	 the	 Empire.	 After	 being	 a	 supernumerary	 for
twelve	years,	M.	Popinot	would	no	doubt	die	a	puisne	 judge	of	 the	Court	of
the	Seine.

To	account	for	the	obscure	fortunes	of	one	of	the	superior	men	of	the	legal
profession,	 it	 is	necessary	to	enter	here	into	some	details	which	will	serve	to
reveal	his	life	and	character,	and	which	will,	at	the	same	time,	display	some	of
the	wheels	of	the	great	machine	known	as	Justice.	M.	Popinot	was	classed	by
the	three	Presidents	who	successively	controlled	the	Court	of	the	Seine	under
the	 category	 of	 possible	 judges,	 the	 stuff	 of	 which	 judges	 are	 made.	 Thus
classified,	 he	 did	 not	 achieve	 the	 reputation	 for	 capacity	which	 his	 previous
labors	had	deserved.	Just	as	a	painter	is	invariably	included	in	a	category	as	a
landscape	painter,	 a	portrait	painter,	 a	painter	of	history,	of	 sea	pieces,	or	of
genre,	by	a	public	consisting	of	artists,	connoisseurs,	and	simpletons,	who,	out
of	envy,	or	critical	omnipotence,	or	prejudice,	fence	in	his	intellect,	assuming,
one	and	all,	that	there	are	ganglions	in	every	brain—a	narrow	judgment	which
the	world	applies	to	writers,	to	statesmen,	to	everybody	who	begins	with	some
specialty	before	being	hailed	as	omniscient;	so	Popinot's	fate	was	sealed,	and
he	was	hedged	round	to	do	a	particular	kind	of	work.	Magistrates,	attorneys,
pleaders,	 all	who	 pasture	 on	 the	 legal	 common,	 distinguish	 two	 elements	 in
every	 case—law	 and	 equity.	 Equity	 is	 the	 outcome	 of	 facts,	 law	 is	 the
application	of	principles	to	facts.	A	man	may	be	right	in	equity	but	wrong	in
law,	 without	 any	 blame	 to	 the	 judge.	 Between	 his	 conscience	 and	 the	 facts
there	is	a	whole	gulf	of	determining	reasons	unknown	to	the	judge,	but	which
condemn	or	legitimatize	the	act.	A	judge	is	not	God;	the	duty	is	to	adapt	facts
to	 principles,	 to	 judge	 cases	 of	 infinite	 variety	 while	 measuring	 them	 by	 a
fixed	standard.

France	employs	about	six	thousand	judges;	no	generation	has	six	thousand
great	 men	 at	 her	 command,	 much	 less	 can	 she	 find	 them	 in	 the	 legal
profession.	Popinot,	 in	 the	midst	of	 the	civilization	of	Paris,	was	 just	 a	very
clever	cadi,	who,	by	the	character	of	his	mind,	and	by	dint	of	rubbing	the	letter
of	the	law	into	the	essence	of	facts,	had	learned	to	see	the	error	of	spontaneous
and	violent	decisions.	By	the	help	of	his	judicial	second-sight	he	could	pierce
the	double	casing	of	lies	in	which	advocates	hide	the	heart	of	a	trial.	He	was	a
judge,	as	the	great	Desplein	was	a	surgeon;	he	probed	men's	consciences	as	the
anatomist	 probed	 their	 bodies.	 His	 life	 and	 habits	 had	 led	 him	 to	 an	 exact
appreciation	of	their	most	secret	thoughts	by	a	thorough	study	of	facts.

He	sifted	a	case	as	Cuvier	sifted	the	earth's	crust.	Like	that	great	thinker,	he
proceeded	 from	deduction	 to	 deduction	 before	 drawing	 his	 conclusions,	 and
reconstructed	 the	 past	 career	 of	 a	 conscience	 as	 Cuvier	 reconstructed	 an
Anoplotherium.	When	considering	a	brief	he	would	often	wake	 in	 the	night,



startled	by	a	gleam	of	truth	suddenly	sparkling	in	his	brain.	Struck	by	the	deep
injustice,	which	is	the	end	of	these	contests,	in	which	everything	is	against	the
honest	man,	everything	to	the	advantage	of	the	rogue,	he	often	summed	up	in
favor	of	equity	against	law	in	such	cases	as	bore	on	questions	of	what	may	be
termed	divination.	Hence	he	was	regarded	by	his	colleagues	as	a	man	not	of	a
practical	 mind;	 his	 arguments	 on	 two	 lines	 of	 deduction	 made	 their
deliberations	lengthy.	When	Popinot	observed	their	dislike	to	listening	to	him
he	gave	his	opinion	briefly;	 it	was	said	 that	he	was	not	a	good	 judge	 in	 this
class	 of	 cases;	 but	 as	 his	 gift	 of	 discrimination	was	 remarkable,	 his	 opinion
lucid,	 and	 his	 penetration	 profound,	 he	 was	 considered	 to	 have	 a	 special
aptitude	 for	 the	 laborious	 duties	 of	 an	 examining	 judge.	 So	 an	 examining
judge	he	remained	during	the	greater	part	of	his	legal	career.

Although	 his	 qualifications	 made	 him	 eminently	 fitted	 for	 its	 difficult
functions,	and	he	had	 the	reputation	of	being	so	 learned	 in	criminal	 law	that
his	duty	was	a	pleasure	to	him,	the	kindness	of	his	heart	constantly	kept	him	in
torture,	 and	he	was	nipped	as	 in	a	vise	between	his	 conscience	and	his	pity.
The	 services	 of	 an	 examining	 judge	 are	 better	 paid	 than	 those	of	 a	 judge	 in
civil	 actions,	 but	 they	 do	 not	 therefore	 prove	 a	 temptation;	 they	 are	 too
onerous.	Popinot,	a	man	of	modest	and	virtuous	learning,	without	ambition,	an
indefatigable	worker,	never	complained	of	his	fate;	he	sacrificed	his	tastes	and
his	 compassionate	 soul	 to	 the	 public	 good,	 and	 allowed	 himself	 to	 be
transported	to	the	noisome	pools	of	criminal	examinations,	where	he	showed
himself	 alike	 severe	 and	 beneficent.	 His	 clerk	 sometimes	 would	 give	 the
accused	some	money	to	buy	tobacco,	or	a	warm	winter	garment,	as	he	led	him
back	from	the	judge's	office	to	 the	Souriciere,	 the	mouse-trap—the	House	of
Detention	 where	 the	 accused	 are	 kept	 under	 the	 orders	 of	 the	 Examining
Judge.	He	knew	how	to	be	an	inflexible	judge	and	a	charitable	man.	And	no
one	extracted	a	confession	so	easily	as	he	without	having	recourse	to	judicial
trickery.	He	had,	too,	all	the	acumen	of	an	observer.	This	man,	apparently	so
foolishly	 good-natured,	 simple,	 and	 absent-minded,	 could	 guess	 all	 the
cunning	 of	 a	 prison	 wag,	 unmask	 the	 astutest	 street	 huzzy,	 and	 subdue	 a
scoundrel.	Unusual	circumstances	had	sharpened	his	perspicacity;	but	to	relate
these	we	must	 intrude	on	his	domestic	history,	 for	 in	him	 the	 judge	was	 the
social	side	of	the	man;	another	man,	greater	and	less	known,	existed	within.

Twelve	years	before	the	beginning	of	this	story,	in	1816,	during	the	terrible
scarcity	which	coincided	disastrously	with	the	stay	in	France	of	the	so-called
Allies,	 Popinot	 was	 appointed	 President	 of	 the	 Commission	 Extraordinary
formed	 to	distribute	 food	 to	 the	poor	of	his	neighborhood,	 just	when	he	had
planned	to	move	from	the	Rue	du	Fouarre,	which	he	as	little	liked	to	live	in	as
his	 wife	 did.	 The	 great	 lawyer,	 the	 clear-sighted	 criminal	 judge,	 whose
superiority	 seemed	 to	his	colleagues	a	 form	of	aberration,	had	 for	 five	years
been	watching	 legal	 results	without	 seeing	 their	 causes.	As	he	 scrambled	up



into	 the	 lofts,	 as	 he	 saw	 the	 poverty,	 as	 he	 studied	 the	 desperate	 necessities
which	 gradually	 bring	 the	 poor	 to	 criminal	 acts,	 as	 he	 estimated	 their	 long
struggles,	compassion	filled	his	soul.	The	judge	then	became	the	Saint	Vincent
de	Paul	of	these	grown-up	children,	these	suffering	toilers.	The	transformation
was	 not	 immediately	 complete.	Beneficence	 has	 its	 temptations	 as	 vice	 has.
Charity	 consumes	 a	 saint's	 purse,	 as	 roulette	 consumes	 the	 possessions	 of	 a
gambler,	quite	gradually.	Popinot	went	from	misery	to	misery,	from	charity	to
charity;	 then,	 by	 the	 time	 he	 had	 lifted	 all	 the	 rags	 which	 cover	 public
pauperism,	 like	 a	bandage	under	which	 an	 inflamed	wound	 lies	 festering,	 at
the	end	of	a	year	he	had	become	the	Providence	incarnate	of	that	quarter	of	the
town.	 He	 was	 a	 member	 of	 the	 Benevolent	 Committee	 and	 of	 the	 Charity
Organization.	Wherever	 any	 gratuitous	 services	 were	 needed	 he	 was	 ready,
and	did	everything	without	fuss,	like	the	man	with	the	short	cloak,	who	spends
his	 life	 in	carrying	soup	 round	 the	markets	and	other	places	where	 there	are
starving	folks.

Popinot	was	fortunate	in	acting	on	a	larger	circle	and	in	a	higher	sphere;	he
had	 an	 eye	 on	 everything,	 he	 prevented	 crime,	 he	 gave	 work	 to	 the
unemployed,	 he	 found	 a	 refuge	 for	 the	 helpless,	 he	 distributed	 aid	 with
discernment	wherever	danger	threatened,	he	made	himself	the	counselor	of	the
widow,	 the	 protector	 of	 homeless	 children,	 the	 sleeping	 partner	 of	 small
traders.	 No	 one	 at	 the	 Courts,	 no	 one	 in	 Paris,	 knew	 of	 this	 secret	 life	 of
Popinot's.	 There	 are	 virtues	 so	 splendid	 that	 they	 necessitate	 obscurity;	men
make	 haste	 to	 hide	 them	 under	 a	 bushel.	 As	 to	 those	 whom	 the	 lawyer
succored,	they,	hard	at	work	all	day	and	tired	at	night,	were	little	able	to	sing
his	 praises;	 theirs	 was	 the	 gracelessness	 of	 children,	 who	 can	 never	 pay
because	 they	owe	 too	much.	There	 is	 such	compulsory	 ingratitude;	but	what
heart	that	has	sown	good	to	reap	gratitude	can	think	itself	great?

By	the	end	of	the	second	year	of	his	apostolic	work,	Popinot	had	turned	the
storeroom	at	 the	bottom	of	his	house	 into	a	parlor,	 lighted	by	 the	 three	 iron-
barred	 windows.	 The	 walls	 and	 ceiling	 of	 this	 spacious	 room	 were
whitewashed,	and	the	furniture	consisted	of	wooden	benches	like	those	seen	in
schools,	a	clumsy	cupboard,	a	walnut-wood	writing-table,	and	an	armchair.	In
the	cupboard	were	his	registers	of	donations,	his	 tickets	for	orders	for	bread,
and	his	diary.	He	kept	his	ledger	like	a	tradesman,	that	he	might	not	be	ruined
by	kindness.	All	the	sorrows	of	the	neighborhood	were	entered	and	numbered
in	 a	 book,	 where	 each	 had	 its	 little	 account,	 as	 merchants'	 customers	 have
theirs.	When	there	was	any	question	as	to	a	man	or	a	family	needing	help,	the
lawyer	could	always	command	information	from	the	police.

Lavienne,	a	man	made	for	his	master,	was	his	aide-de-camp.	He	redeemed
or	renewed	pawn-tickets,	and	visited	the	districts	most	threatened	with	famine,
while	his	master	was	in	court.



From	four	till	seven	in	the	morning	in	summer,	from	six	till	nine	in	winter,
this	 room	 was	 full	 of	 women,	 children,	 and	 paupers,	 while	 Popinot	 gave
audience.	There	was	no	need	for	a	stove	in	winter;	the	crowd	was	so	dense	that
the	air	was	warmed;	only,	Lavienne	strewed	straw	on	 the	wet	 floor.	By	 long
use	 the	benches	were	as	polished	as	varnished	mahogany;	 at	 the	height	of	 a
man's	shoulders	the	wall	had	a	coat	of	dark,	indescribable	color,	given	to	it	by
the	rags	and	tattered	clothes	of	these	poor	creatures.	The	poor	wretches	loved
Popinot	so	well	that	when	they	assembled	before	his	door	was	opened,	before
daybreak	 on	 a	winter's	morning,	 the	women	warming	 themselves	with	 their
foot-brasiers,	 the	men	swinging	their	arms	for	circulation,	never	a	sound	had
disturbed	his	sleep.	Rag-pickers	and	other	toilers	of	the	night	knew	the	house,
and	 often	 saw	 a	 light	 burning	 in	 the	 lawyer's	 private	 room	 at	 unholy	 hours.
Even	thieves,	as	they	passed	by,	said,	"That	is	his	house,"	and	respected	it.	The
morning	he	gave	 to	 the	poor,	 the	mid-day	hours	 to	criminals,	 the	evening	 to
law	work.

Thus	 the	 gift	 of	 observation	 that	 characterized	 Popinot	 was	 necessarily
bifrons;	 he	 could	 guess	 the	 virtues	 of	 a	 pauper—good	 feelings	 nipped,	 fine
actions	 in	 embryo,	 unrecognized	 self-sacrifice,	 just	 as	 he	 could	 read	 at	 the
bottom	of	 a	man's	 conscience	 the	 faintest	 outlines	of	 a	 crime,	 the	 slenderest
threads	of	wrongdoing,	and	infer	all	the	rest.

Popinot's	 inherited	fortune	was	a	thousand	crowns	a	year.	His	wife,	sister
to	M.	Bianchon	Senior,	a	doctor	at	Sancerre,	had	brought	him	about	twice	as
much.	She,	dying	five	years	since,	had	left	her	fortune	to	her	husband.	As	the
salary	 of	 a	 supernumerary	 judge	 is	 not	 large,	 and	 Popinot	 had	 been	 a	 fully
salaried	judge	only	for	four	years,	we	may	guess	his	reasons	for	parsimony	in
all	 that	concerned	his	person	and	mode	of	 life,	when	we	consider	how	small
his	 means	 were	 and	 how	 great	 his	 beneficence.	 Besides,	 is	 not	 such
indifference	 to	 dress	 as	 stamped	 Popinot	 an	 absent-minded	 man,	 a
distinguishing	mark	of	scientific	attainment,	of	art	passionately	pursued,	of	a
perpetually	 active	mind?	To	 complete	 this	 portrait,	 it	will	 be	 enough	 to	 add
that	Popinot	was	one	of	the	few	judges	of	the	Court	of	the	Seine	on	whom	the
ribbon	of	the	Legion	of	Honor	had	not	been	conferred.

Such	was	the	man	who	had	been	instructed	by	the	President	of	the	Second
Chamber	of	the	Court—to	which	Popinot	had	belonged	since	his	reinstatement
among	the	judges	in	civil	law—to	examine	the	Marquis	d'Espard	at	the	request
of	his	wife,	who	sued	for	a	Commission	in	Lunacy.

The	 Rue	 du	 Fouarre,	 where	 so	many	 unhappy	wretches	 swarmed	 in	 the
early	morning,	would	be	deserted	by	nine	o'clock,	and	as	gloomy	and	squalid
as	ever.	Bianchon	put	his	horse	to	a	trot	in	order	to	find	his	uncle	in	the	midst
of	 his	 business.	 It	 was	 not	 without	 a	 smile	 that	 he	 thought	 of	 the	 curious
contrast	the	judge's	appearance	would	make	in	Madame	d'Espard's	room;	but



he	promised	himself	that	he	would	persuade	him	to	dress	in	a	way	that	should
not	be	too	ridiculous.

"If	only	my	uncle	happens	to	have	a	new	coat!"	said	Bianchon	to	himself,
as	he	turned	into	the	Rue	du	Fouarre,	where	a	pale	light	shone	from	the	parlor
windows.	"I	shall	do	well,	I	believe,	to	talk	that	over	with	Lavienne."

At	 the	 sound	 of	 wheels	 half	 a	 score	 of	 startled	 paupers	 came	 out	 from
under	 the	 gateway,	 and	 took	off	 their	 hats	 on	 recognizing	Bianchon;	 for	 the
doctor,	who	treated	gratuitously	the	sick	recommended	to	him	by	the	lawyer,
was	not	less	well	known	than	he	to	the	poor	creatures	assembled	there.

Bianchon	 found	his	uncle	 in	 the	middle	of	 the	parlor,	where	 the	benches
were	occupied	by	patients	presenting	such	grotesque	singularities	of	costume
as	would	have	made	the	least	artistic	passer-by	turn	round	to	gaze	at	them.	A
draughtsman—a	 Rembrandt,	 if	 there	 were	 one	 in	 our	 day—might	 have
conceived	 of	 one	 of	 his	 finest	 compositions	 from	 seeing	 these	 children	 of
misery,	in	artless	attitudes,	and	all	silent.

Here	was	the	rugged	countenance	of	an	old	man	with	a	white	beard	and	an
apostolic	 head—a	 Saint	 Peter	 ready	 to	 hand;	 his	 chest,	 partly	 uncovered,
showed	salient	muscles,	the	evidence	of	an	iron	constitution	which	had	served
him	as	a	 fulcrum	 to	 resist	 a	whole	poem	of	 sorrows.	There	a	young	woman
was	suckling	her	youngest-born	to	keep	it	from	crying,	while	another	of	about
five	stood	between	her	knees.	Her	white	bosom,	gleaming	amid	rags,	the	baby
with	 its	 transparent	 flesh-tints,	 and	 the	 brother,	 whose	 attitude	 promised	 a
street	arab	in	the	future,	touched	the	fancy	with	pathos	by	its	almost	graceful
contrast	with	the	long	row	of	faces	crimson	with	cold,	 in	the	midst	of	which
sat	 this	 family	 group.	 Further	 away,	 an	 old	woman,	 pale	 and	 rigid,	 had	 the
repulsive	look	of	rebellious	pauperism,	eager	to	avenge	all	its	past	woes	in	one
day	of	violence.

There,	 again,	 was	 the	 young	 workman,	 weakly	 and	 indolent,	 whose
brightly	 intelligent	eye	revealed	fine	faculties	crushed	by	necessity	struggled
with	in	vain,	saying	nothing	of	his	sufferings,	and	nearly	dead	for	lack	of	an
opportunity	to	squeeze	between	the	bars	of	the	vast	stews	where	the	wretched
swim	round	and	round	and	devour	each	other.

The	majority	were	women;	 their	 husbands,	 gone	 to	 their	work,	 left	 it	 to
them,	 no	 doubt,	 to	 plead	 the	 cause	 of	 the	 family	 with	 the	 ingenuity	 which
characterizes	 the	 woman	 of	 the	 people,	 who	 is	 almost	 always	 queen	 in	 her
hovel.	You	would	have	seen	a	 torn	bandana	on	every	head,	on	every	 form	a
skirt	deep	in	mud,	ragged	kerchiefs,	worn	and	dirty	jackets,	but	eyes	that	burnt
like	live	coals.	It	was	a	horrible	assemblage,	raising	at	first	sight	a	feeling	of
disgust,	but	giving	a	certain	sense	of	terror	the	instant	you	perceived	that	the
resignation	of	 these	souls,	all	 engaged	 in	 the	struggle	 for	every	necessary	of



life,	 was	 purely	 fortuitous,	 a	 speculation	 on	 benevolence.	 The	 two	 tallow
candles	which	lighted	the	parlor	flickered	in	a	sort	of	fog	caused	by	the	fetid
atmosphere	of	the	ill-ventilated	room.

The	magistrate	himself	was	not	the	least	picturesque	figure	in	the	midst	of
this	 assembly.	 He	 had	 on	 his	 head	 a	 rusty	 cotton	 night-cap;	 as	 he	 had	 no
cravat,	his	neck	was	visible,	red	with	cold	and	wrinkled,	 in	contrast	with	the
threadbare	collar	of	his	old	dressing-gown.	His	worn	face	had	the	half-stupid
look	 that	 comes	 of	 absorbed	 attention.	 His	 lips,	 like	 those	 of	 all	 men	 who
work,	were	puckered	up	 like	 a	 bag	with	 the	 strings	drawn	 tight.	His	 knitted
brows	seemed	to	bear	 the	burden	of	all	 the	sorrows	confided	to	him:	he	felt,
analyzed,	and	judged	them	all.	As	watchful	as	a	Jew	money-lender,	he	never
raised	his	eyes	from	his	books	and	registers	but	to	look	into	the	very	heart	of
the	 persons	 he	 was	 examining,	 with	 the	 flashing	 glance	 by	 which	 a	 miser
expresses	his	alarm.

Lavienne,	standing	behind	his	master,	ready	to	carry	out	his	orders,	served
no	doubt	as	a	sort	of	police,	and	welcomed	newcomers	by	encouraging	them
to	 get	 over	 their	 shyness.	When	 the	 doctor	 appeared	 there	was	 a	 stir	 on	 the
benches.	 Lavienne	 turned	 his	 head,	 and	 was	 strangely	 surprised	 to	 see
Bianchon.

"Ah!	 It	 is	 you,	 old	 boy!"	 exclaimed	 Popinot,	 stretching	 himself.	 "What
brings	you	so	early?"

"I	was	afraid	lest	you	should	make	an	official	visit	about	which	I	wish	to
speak	to	you	before	I	could	see	you."

"Well,"	 said	 the	 lawyer,	 addressing	 a	 stout	 little	 woman	 who	 was	 still
standing	 close	 to	 him,	 "if	 you	 do	 not	 tell	me	what	 it	 is	 you	want,	 I	 cannot
guess	it,	child."

"Make	haste,"	said	Lavienne.	"Do	not	waste	other	people's	time."

"Monsieur,"	 said	 the	woman	 at	 last,	 turning	 red,	 and	 speaking	 so	 low	 as
only	to	be	heard	by	Popinot	and	Lavienne,	"I	have	a	green-grocery	truck,	and	I
have	my	last	baby	to	nurse,	and	I	owe	for	his	keep.	Well,	I	had	hidden	my	little
bit	of	money——"

"Yes;	and	your	man	took	it?"	said	Popinot,	guessing	the	sequel.

"Yes,	sir."

"What	is	your	name?"

"La	Pomponne."

"And	your	husband's?"

"Toupinet."



"Rue	du	Petit-Banquier?"	said	Popinot,	turning	over	his	register.	"He	is	in
prison,"	 he	 added,	 reading	 a	 note	 at	 the	margin	 of	 the	 section	 in	which	 this
family	was	described.

"For	debt,	my	kind	monsieur."

Popinot	shook	his	head.

"But	 I	 have	 nothing	 to	 buy	 any	 stock	 for	 my	 truck;	 the	 landlord	 came
yesterday	and	made	me	pay	up;	otherwise	I	should	have	been	turned	out."

Lavienne	bent	over	his	master,	and	whispered	in	his	ear.

"Well,	how	much	do	you	want	to	buy	fruit	in	the	market?"

"Why,	my	good	monsieur,	to	carry	on	my	business,	I	should	want—Yes,	I
should	certainly	want	ten	francs."

Popinot	 signed	 to	Lavienne,	who	 took	 ten	 francs	 out	 of	 a	 large	 bag,	 and
handed	 them	to	 the	woman,	while	 the	 lawyer	made	a	note	of	 the	 loan	 in	his
ledger.	 As	 he	 saw	 the	 thrill	 of	 delight	 that	 made	 the	 poor	 hawker	 tremble,
Bianchon	 understood	 the	 apprehensions	 that	 must	 have	 agitated	 her	 on	 her
way	to	the	lawyer's	house.

"You	next,"	said	Lavienne	to	the	old	man	with	the	white	beard.

Bianchon	drew	 the	 servant	 aside,	 and	 asked	him	how	 long	 this	 audience
would	last.

"Monsieur	has	had	two	hundred	persons	this	morning,	and	there	are	eight
to	be	turned	off,"	said	Lavienne.	"You	will	have	time	to	pay	your	early	visit,
sir."

"Here,	my	boy,"	said	 the	 lawyer,	 turning	round	and	taking	Horace	by	 the
arm;	"here	are	two	addresses	near	this—one	in	the	Rue	de	Seine,	and	the	other
in	the	Rue	de	l'Arbalete.	Go	there	at	once.	Rue	de	Seine,	a	young	girl	has	just
asphyxiated	herself;	and	Rue	de	l'Arbalete,	you	will	find	a	man	to	remove	to
your	hospital.	I	will	wait	breakfast	for	you."

Bianchon	 returned	 an	 hour	 later.	 The	Rue	 du	 Fouarre	was	 deserted;	 day
was	beginning	to	dawn	there;	his	uncle	had	gone	up	to	his	rooms;	the	last	poor
wretch	 whose	misery	 the	 judge	 had	 relieved	 was	 departing,	 and	 Lavienne's
money	bag	was	empty.

"Well,	how	are	 they	going	on?"	asked	the	old	lawyer,	as	 the	doctor	came
in.

"The	man	is	dead,"	replied	Bianchon;	"the	girl	will	get	over	it."

Since	 the	 eye	 and	 hand	 of	 a	woman	 had	 been	 lacking,	 the	 flat	 in	which
Popinot	 lived	 had	 assumed	 an	 aspect	 in	 harmony	 with	 its	 master's.	 The



indifference	of	a	man	who	is	absorbed	in	one	dominant	idea	had	set	its	stamp
of	 eccentricity	 on	 everything.	 Everywhere	 lay	 unconquerable	 dust,	 every
object	 was	 adapted	 to	 a	 wrong	 purpose	 with	 a	 pertinacity	 suggestive	 of	 a
bachelor's	home.	There	were	papers	in	the	flower	vases,	empty	ink-bottles	on
the	tables,	plates	that	had	been	forgotten,	matches	used	as	tapers	for	a	minute
when	 something	 had	 to	 be	 found,	 drawers	 or	 boxes	 half-turned	 out	 and	 left
unfinished;	 in	short,	all	 the	confusion	and	vacancies	 resulting	from	plans	for
order	 never	 carried	out.	The	 lawyer's	 private	 room,	 especially	 disordered	by
this	incessant	rummage,	bore	witness	to	his	unresting	pace,	the	hurry	of	a	man
overwhelmed	 with	 business,	 hunted	 by	 contradictory	 necessities.	 The
bookcase	 looked	 as	 if	 it	 had	 been	 sacked;	 there	 were	 books	 scattered	 over
everything,	 some	 piled	 up	 open,	 one	 on	 another,	 others	 on	 the	 floor	 face
downwards;	registers	of	proceedings	laid	on	the	floor	in	rows,	lengthwise,	in
front	of	the	shelves;	and	that	floor	had	not	been	polished	for	two	years.

The	 tables	 and	 shelves	were	 covered	with	 ex	 votos,	 the	 offerings	 of	 the
grateful	poor.	On	a	pair	of	blue	glass	jars	which	ornamented	the	chimney-shelf
there	were	 two	glass	balls,	of	which	 the	core	was	made	up	of	many-colored
fragments,	 giving	 them	 the	 appearance	 of	 some	 singular	 natural	 product.
Against	 the	wall	hung	 frames	of	 artificial	 flowers,	 and	decorations	 in	which
Popinot's	 initials	 were	 surrounded	 by	 hearts	 and	 everlasting	 flowers.	 Here
were	boxes	of	elaborate	and	useless	cabinet	work;	there	letter-weights	carved
in	the	style	of	work	done	by	convicts	in	penal	servitude.	These	masterpieces	of
patience,	enigmas	of	gratitude,	and	withered	bouquets	gave	the	lawyer's	room
the	appearance	of	a	toyshop.	The	good	man	used	these	works	of	art	as	hiding-
places	which	he	filled	with	bills,	worn-out	pens,	and	scraps	of	paper.	All	these
pathetic	witnesses	to	his	divine	charity	were	thick	with	dust,	dingy,	and	faded.

Some	 birds,	 beautifully	 stuffed,	 but	 eaten	 by	 moth,	 perched	 in	 this
wilderness	 of	 trumpery,	 presided	 over	 by	 an	Angora	 cat,	Madame	Popinot's
pet,	restored	to	her	no	doubt	with	all	the	graces	of	life	by	some	impecunious
naturalist,	who	 thus	 repaid	 a	 gift	 of	 charity	with	 a	 perennial	 treasure.	 Some
local	 artist	whose	heart	had	misguided	his	brush	had	painted	portraits	of	M.
and	 Madame	 Popinot.	 Even	 in	 the	 bedroom	 there	 were	 embroidered	 pin-
cushions,	landscapes	in	cross-stitch,	and	crosses	in	folded	paper,	so	elaborately
cockled	as	to	show	the	senseless	labor	they	had	cost.

The	window-curtains	were	black	with	smoke,	and	the	hangings	absolutely
colorless.	 Between	 the	 fireplace	 and	 the	 large	 square	 table	 at	 which	 the
magistrate	worked,	the	cook	had	set	two	cups	of	coffee	on	a	small	table,	and
two	armchairs,	in	mahogany	and	horsehair,	awaited	the	uncle	and	nephew.	As
daylight,	darkened	by	the	windows,	could	not	penetrate	to	this	corner,	the	cook
had	left	two	dips	burning,	whose	unsnuffed	wicks	showed	a	sort	of	mushroom
growth,	giving	the	red	light	which	promises	length	of	life	to	the	candle	from



slowness	of	combustion—a	discovery	due	to	some	miser.

"My	 dear	 uncle,	 you	 ought	 to	wrap	 yourself	more	warmly	when	 you	 go
down	to	that	parlor."

"I	cannot	bear	to	keep	them	waiting,	poor	souls!—Well,	and	what	do	you
want	of	me?"

"I	have	come	to	ask	you	to	dine	to-morrow	with	the	Marquise	d'Espard."

"A	 relation	 of	 ours?"	 asked	Popinot,	with	 such	 genuine	 absence	 of	mind
that	Bianchon	laughed.

"No,	uncle;	the	Marquise	d'Espard	is	a	high	and	puissant	lady,	who	has	laid
before	the	Courts	a	petition	desiring	that	a	Commission	in	Lunacy	should	sit
on	her	husband,	and	you	are	appointed——"

"And	you	want	me	to	dine	with	her!	Are	you	mad?"	said	the	lawyer,	taking
up	 the	 code	 of	 proceedings.	 "Here,	 only	 read	 this	 article,	 prohibiting	 any
magistrate's	eating	or	drinking	in	the	house	of	either	of	two	parties	whom	he	is
called	upon	 to	decide	between.	Let	her	 come	and	 see	me,	your	Marquise,	 if
she	has	anything	to	say	to	me.	I	was,	in	fact,	to	go	to	examine	her	husband	to-
morrow,	after	working	the	case	up	to-night."

He	rose,	took	up	a	packet	of	papers	that	lay	under	a	weight	where	he	could
see	it,	and	after	reading	the	title,	he	said:

"Here	is	the	affidavit.	Since	you	take	an	interest	in	this	high	and	puissant
lady,	let	us	see	what	she	wants."

Popinot	 wrapped	 his	 dressing-gown	 across	 his	 body,	 from	which	 it	 was
constantly	slipping	and	leaving	his	chest	bare;	he	sopped	his	bread	in	the	half-
cold	coffee,	and	opened	the	petition,	which	he	read,	allowing	himself	to	throw
in	 a	 parenthesis	 now	 and	 then,	 and	 some	 discussions,	 in	which	 his	 nephew
took	part:—

"'To	Monsieur	the	President	of	the	Civil	Tribunal	of	the	Lower	Court	of	the
Department	of	the	Seine,	sitting	at	the	Palais	de	Justice.

"'Madame	 Jeanne	Clementine	Athenais	 de	Blamont-Chauvry,	wife	 of	M.
Charles	 Maurice	 Marie	 Andoche,	 Comte	 de	 Negrepelisse,	 Marquis
d'Espard'—a	very	good	family—'landowner,	the	said	Mme.	d'Espard	living	in
the	Rue	du	Faubourg	Saint-Honore,	No.	104,	and	the	said	M.	d'Espard	in	the
Rue	de	la	Montagne-Sainte-Genevieve,	No.	22,'—to	be	sure,	the	President	told
me	 he	 lived	 in	 this	 part	 of	 the	 town—'having	 for	 her	 solicitor	 Maitre
Desroches'—Desroches!	 a	 pettifogging	 jobber,	 a	man	 looked	 down	 upon	 by
his	brother	lawyers,	and	who	does	his	clients	no	good—"

"Poor	fellow!"	said	Bianchon,	"unluckily	he	has	no	money,	and	he	rushes



round	like	the	devil	in	holy	water—That	is	all."

"'Has	 the	honor	 to	submit	 to	you,	Monsieur	 the	President,	 that	 for	a	year
past	 the	 moral	 and	 intellectual	 powers	 of	 her	 husband,	 M.	 d'Espard,	 have
undergone	so	serious	a	change,	 that	at	 the	present	day	they	have	reached	the
state	 of	 dementia	 and	 idiocy	provided	 for	 by	Article	 448	of	 the	Civil	Code,
and	 require	 the	 application	 of	 the	 remedies	 set	 forth	 by	 that	 article,	 for	 the
security	of	his	fortune	and	his	person,	and	to	guard	the	interest	of	his	children
whom	he	keeps	to	live	with	him.

"'That,	 in	 point	 of	 fact,	 the	 mental	 condition	 of	M.	 d'Espard,	 which	 for
some	years	has	given	grounds	for	alarm	based	on	the	system	he	has	pursued	in
the	 management	 of	 his	 affairs,	 has	 reached,	 during	 the	 last	 twelvemonth,	 a
deplorable	depth	of	depression;	that	his	infirm	will	was	the	first	thing	to	show
the	 results	 of	 the	 malady;	 and	 that	 its	 effete	 state	 leaves	 M.	 the	 Marquis
d'Espard	 exposed	 to	 all	 the	 perils	 of	 his	 incompetency,	 as	 is	 proved	 by	 the
following	facts:

"'For	 a	 long	 time	 all	 the	 income	 accruing	 from	M.	 d'Espard's	 estates	 are
paid,	 without	 any	 reasonable	 cause,	 or	 even	 temporary	 advantage,	 into	 the
hands	of	 an	old	woman,	whose	 repulsive	ugliness	 is	 generally	 remarked	on,
named	Madame	 Jeanrenaud,	 living	 sometimes	 in	 Paris,	 Rue	 de	 la	 Vrilliere,
No.	 8,	 sometimes	 at	Villeparisis,	 near	Claye,	 in	 the	Department	 of	 Seine	 et
Marne,	 and	 for	 the	 benefit	 of	 her	 son,	 aged	 thirty-six,	 an	 officer	 in	 the	 ex-
Imperial	Guards,	whom	 the	Marquis	d'Espard	has	placed	by	his	 influence	 in
the	King's	Guards,	as	Major	 in	 the	First	Regiment	of	Cuirassiers.	These	 two
persons,	 who	 in	 1814	 were	 in	 extreme	 poverty,	 have	 since	 then	 purchased
house-property	 of	 considerable	 value;	 among	 other	 items,	 quite	 recently,	 a
large	house	 in	 the	Grand	Rue	Verte,	where	 the	said	Jeanrenaud	 is	 laying	out
considerable	 sums	 in	 order	 to	 settle	 there	 with	 the	 woman	 Jeanrenaud,
intending	 to	 marry:	 these	 sums	 amount	 already	 to	 more	 than	 a	 hundred
thousand	 francs.	 The	marriage	 has	 been	 arranged	 by	 the	 intervention	 of	M.
d'Espard	 with	 his	 banker,	 one	 Mongenod,	 whose	 niece	 he	 has	 asked	 in
marriage	 for	 the	 said	 Jeanrenaud,	 promising	 to	 use	 his	 influence	 to	 procure
him	 the	 title	 and	 dignity	 of	 baron.	 This	 has	 in	 fact	 been	 secured	 by	 His
Majesty's	letters	patent,	dated	December	29th	of	last	year,	at	the	request	of	the
Marquis	d'Espard,	as	can	be	proved	by	His	Excellency	the	Keeper	of	the	Seals,
if	the	Court	should	think	proper	to	require	his	testimony.

"'That	no	 reason,	not	even	such	as	morality	and	 the	 law	would	concur	 in
disapproving,	can	justify	the	influence	which	the	said	Mme.	Jeanrenaud	exerts
over	 M.	 d'Espard,	 who,	 indeed,	 sees	 her	 very	 seldom;	 nor	 account	 for	 his
strange	affection	for	the	said	Baron	Jeanrenaud,	Major	with	whom	he	has	but
little	 intercourse.	And	yet	 their	power	 is	so	considerable,	 that	whenever	 they
need	money,	 if	only	 to	gratify	a	mere	whim,	 this	 lady,	or	her	 son——'	Heh,



heh!	No	 reason	 even	 such	 as	morality	 and	 the	 law	 concur	 in	 disapproving!
What	does	the	clerk	or	the	attorney	mean	to	insinuate?"	said	Popinot.

Bianchon	laughed.

"'This	 lady,	or	her	son,	obtain	whatever	 they	ask	of	 the	Marquis	d'Espard
without	demur;	and	if	he	has	not	ready	money,	M.	d'Espard	draws	bills	to	be
paid	by	the	said	Mongenod,	who	has	offered	to	give	evidence	to	that	effect	for
the	petitioner.

"'That,	moreover,	in	further	proof	of	these	facts,	lately,	on	the	occasion	of
the	 renewal	 of	 the	 leases	 on	 the	 Espard	 estate,	 the	 farmers	 having	 paid	 a
considerable	 premium	 for	 the	 renewal	 of	 their	 leases	 on	 the	 old	 terms,	 M.
Jeanrenaud	at	once	secured	the	payment	of	it	into	his	own	hands.

"'That	the	Marquis	d'Espard	parts	with	these	sums	of	money	so	little	of	his
own	 free-will,	 that	 when	 he	 was	 spoken	 to	 on	 the	 subject	 he	 seemed	 to
remember	 nothing	 of	 the	matter;	 that	 whenever	 anybody	 of	 any	weight	 has
questioned	him	as	to	his	devotion	to	these	two	persons,	his	replies	have	shown
so	complete	an	absence	of	 ideas	and	of	sense	of	his	own	interests,	 that	 there
obviously	must	be	some	occult	cause	at	work	to	which	the	petitioner	begs	to
direct	the	eye	of	justice,	inasmuch	as	it	is	impossible	but	that	this	cause	should
be	 criminal,	 malignant,	 and	 wrongful,	 or	 else	 of	 a	 nature	 to	 come	 under
medical	 jurisdiction;	unless	 this	 influence	is	of	 the	kind	which	constitutes	an
abuse	of	moral	power—such	as	can	only	be	described	by	the	word	possession
——'The	devil!"	exclaimed	Popinot.	"What	do	you	say	to	that,	doctor.	These
are	strange	statements."

"They	might	certainly,"	said	Bianchon,	"be	an	effect	of	magnetic	force."

"Then	 do	 you	 believe	 in	 Mesmer's	 nonsense,	 and	 his	 tub,	 and	 seeing
through	walls?"

"Yes,	uncle,"	said	 the	doctor	gravely.	"As	I	heard	you	read	 that	petition	I
thought	of	that.	I	assure	you	that	I	have	verified,	in	another	sphere	of	action,
several	analogous	facts	proving	the	unlimited	influence	one	man	may	acquire
over	 another.	 In	 contradiction	 to	 the	 opinion	 of	my	 brethren,	 I	 am	 perfectly
convinced	of	 the	 power	 of	 the	will	 regarded	 as	 a	motor	 force.	All	 collusion
and	charlatanism	apart,	 I	have	seen	 the	results	of	such	a	possession.	Actions
promised	 during	 sleep	 by	 a	magnetized	 patient	 to	 the	magnetizer	 have	 been
scrupulously	performed	on	waking.	The	will	of	one	had	become	the	will	of	the
other."

"Every	kind	of	action?"

"Yes."

"Even	a	criminal	act?"



"Even	a	crime."

"If	it	were	not	from	you,	I	would	not	listen	to	such	a	thing."

"I	will	make	you	witness	it,"	said	Bianchon.

"Hm,	 hm,"	 muttered	 the	 lawyer.	 "But	 supposing	 that	 this	 so-called
possession	fell	under	this	class	of	facts,	it	would	be	difficult	to	prove	it	as	legal
evidence."

"If	this	woman	Jeanrenaud	is	so	hideously	old	and	ugly,	I	do	not	see	what
other	means	of	fascination	she	can	have	used,"	observed	Bianchon.

"But,"	observed	the	lawyer,	"in	1814,	the	time	at	which	this	fascination	is
supposed	to	have	taken	place,	this	woman	was	fourteen	years	younger;	if	she
had	been	connected	with	M.	d'Espard	ten	years	before	that,	these	calculations
take	us	back	 four-and-twenty	years,	 to	a	 time	when	 the	 lady	may	have	been
young	 and	 pretty,	 and	 have	 won	 for	 herself	 and	 her	 son	 a	 power	 over	 M.
d'Espard	which	some	men	do	not	know	how	to	evade.	Though	the	source	of
this	power	is	reprehensible	in	the	sight	of	justice,	it	is	justifiable	in	the	eye	of
nature.	 Madame	 Jeanrenaud	 may	 have	 been	 aggrieved	 by	 the	 marriage,
contracted	 probably	 at	 about	 that	 time,	 between	 the	 Marquis	 d'Espard	 and
Mademoiselle	de	Blamont-Chauvry,	and	at	the	bottom	of	all	this	there	may	be
nothing	more	than	the	rivalry	of	two	women,	since	the	Marquis	had	for	a	long
time	lived	apart	from	Mme.	d'Espard."

"But	her	repulsive	ugliness,	uncle?"

"Power	of	fascination	is	in	direct	proportion	to	ugliness,"	said	the	lawyer;
"that	is	the	old	story.	And	then	think	of	the	smallpox,	doctor.	But	to	proceed.

"'That	 so	 long	 ago	 as	 in	 1815,	 in	 order	 to	 supply	 the	 sums	 of	 money
required	 by	 these	 two	 persons,	 the	 Marquis	 d'Espard	 went	 with	 his	 two
children	to	live	in	 the	Rue	de	la	Montagne-Sainte-Genevieve,	 in	rooms	quite
unworthy	 of	 his	 name	 and	 rank'—well,	we	may	 live	 as	we	 please—'that	 he
keeps	 his	 two	 children	 there,	 the	 Comte	 Clement	 d'Espard	 and	 Vicomte
Camille	d'Espard,	 in	a	style	of	living	quite	unsuited	to	their	future	prospects,
their	name	and	 fortune;	 that	he	often	wants	money,	 to	 such	a	point,	 that	not
long	since	the	landlord,	one	Mariast,	put	in	an	execution	on	the	furniture	in	the
rooms;	that	when	this	execution	was	carried	out	in	his	presence,	the	Marquis
d'Espard	helped	the	bailiff,	whom	he	treated	like	a	man	of	rank,	paying	him	all
the	marks	of	attention	and	respect	which	he	would	have	shown	to	a	person	of
superior	birth	and	dignity	to	himself.'"

The	uncle	and	nephew	glanced	at	each	other	and	laughed.

"'That,	moreover,	every	act	of	his	 life,	besides	 the	facts	with	reference	 to
the	 widow	 Jeanrenaud	 and	 the	 Baron	 Jeanrenaud,	 her	 son,	 are	 those	 of	 a



madman;	 that	 for	 nearly	 ten	 years	 he	 has	 given	 his	 thoughts	 exclusively	 to
China,	 its	 customs,	 manners,	 and	 history;	 that	 he	 refers	 everything	 to	 a
Chinese	 origin;	 that	 when	 he	 is	 questioned	 on	 the	 subject,	 he	 confuses	 the
events	of	 the	day	and	 the	business	of	yesterday	with	 facts	 relating	 to	China;
that	 he	 censures	 the	 acts	 of	 the	 Government	 and	 the	 conduct	 of	 the	 King,
though	 he	 is	 personally	much	 attached	 to	 him,	 by	 comparing	 them	with	 the
politics	of	China;

"'That	this	monomania	has	driven	the	Marquis	d'Espard	to	conduct	devoid
of	all	sense:	against	the	customs	of	men	of	rank,	and,	in	opposition	to	his	own
professed	 ideas	 as	 to	 the	 duties	 of	 the	 nobility,	 he	 has	 joined	 a	 commercial
undertaking,	 for	 which	 he	 constantly	 draws	 bills	 which,	 as	 they	 fall	 due,
threaten	both	his	honor	and	his	fortune,	since	they	stamp	him	as	a	trader,	and
in	 default	 of	 payment	 may	 lead	 to	 his	 being	 declared	 insolvent;	 that	 these
debts,	 which	 are	 owing	 to	 stationers,	 printers,	 lithographers,	 and	 print-
colorists,	 who	 have	 supplied	 the	 materials	 for	 his	 publication,	 called	 A
Picturesque	History	of	China,	now	coming	out	in	parts,	are	so	heavy	that	these
tradesmen	have	requested	the	petitioner	to	apply	for	a	Commission	in	Lunacy
with	regard	to	the	Marquis	d'Espard	in	order	to	save	their	own	credit.'"

"The	man	is	mad!"	exclaimed	Bianchon.

"You	think	so,	do	you?"	said	his	uncle.	"If	you	listen	to	only	one	bell,	you
hear	only	one	sound."

"But	it	seems	to	me——"	said	Bianchon.

"But	it	seems	to	me,"	said	Popinot,	"that	if	any	relation	of	mine	wanted	to
get	hold	of	 the	management	of	my	affairs,	and	 if,	 instead	of	being	a	humble
lawyer,	whose	colleagues	can,	any	day,	verify	what	his	condition	is,	I	were	a
duke	 of	 the	 realm,	 an	 attorney	 with	 a	 little	 cunning,	 like	 Desroches,	 might
bring	just	such	a	petition	against	me.

"'That	his	children's	education	has	been	neglected	for	this	monomania;	and
that	he	has	taught	them,	against	all	the	rules	of	education,	the	facts	of	Chinese
history,	which	contradict	the	tenets	of	the	Catholic	Church.	He	also	has	them
taught	the	Chinese	dialects.'"

"Here	Desroches	strikes	me	as	funny,"	said	Bianchon.

"The	petition	is	drawn	up	by	his	head-clerk	Godeschal,	who,	as	you	know,
is	not	strong	in	Chinese,"	said	the	lawyer.

"'That	he	often	 leaves	his	children	destitute	of	 the	most	necessary	 things;
that	the	petitioner,	notwithstanding	her	entreaties,	can	never	see	them;	that	the
said	Marquis	d'Espard	brings	them	to	her	only	once	a	year;	that,	knowing	the
privations	to	which	they	are	exposed,	she	makes	vain	efforts	to	give	them	the



things	most	 necessary	 for	 their	 existence,	 and	 which	 they	 require——'	Oh!
Madame	 la	Marquise,	 this	 is	 preposterous.	By	 proving	 too	much	 you	 prove
nothing.—My	dear	boy,"	said	the	old	man,	laying	the	document	on	his	knee,
"where	 is	 the	mother	who	 ever	 lacked	heart	 and	wit	 and	yearning	 to	 such	 a
degree	 as	 to	 fall	 below	 the	 inspirations	 suggested	 by	 her	 animal	 instinct?	A
mother	is	as	cunning	to	get	at	her	children	as	a	girl	can	be	in	the	conduct	of	a
love	 intrigue.	 If	 your	Marquise	 really	wanted	 to	 give	 her	 children	 food	 and
clothes,	the	Devil	himself	would	not	have	hindered	her,	heh?	That	is	rather	too
big	a	fable	for	an	old	lawyer	to	swallow!—To	proceed.

"'That	 at	 the	 age	 the	 said	 children	 have	 now	 attained	 it	 is	 necessary	 that
steps	 should	 be	 taken	 to	 preserve	 them	 from	 the	 evil	 effects	 of	 such	 an
education;	 that	 they	 should	 be	 provided	 for	 as	 beseems	 their	 rank,	 and	 that
they	should	cease	 to	have	before	 their	 eyes	 the	 sad	example	of	 their	 father's
conduct;

"'That	there	are	proofs	in	support	of	these	allegations	which	the	Court	can
easily	order	to	be	produced.	Many	times	has	M.	d'Espard	spoken	of	the	judge
of	 the	 Twelfth	 Arrondissement	 as	 a	 mandarin	 of	 the	 third	 class;	 he	 often
speaks	of	the	professors	of	the	College	Henri	IV.	as	"men	of	letters"'—and	that
offends	 them!	 'In	 speaking	 of	 the	 simplest	 things,	 he	 says,	 "They	 were	 not
done	 so	 in	 China;"	 in	 the	 course	 of	 the	most	 ordinary	 conversation	 he	will
sometimes	 allude	 to	 Madame	 Jeanrenaud,	 or	 sometimes	 to	 events	 which
happened	 in	 the	 time	 of	 Louis	 XIV.,	 and	 then	 sit	 plunged	 in	 the	 darkest
melancholy;	 sometimes	 he	 fancies	 he	 is	 in	China.	 Several	 of	 his	 neighbors,
among	others	one	Edme	Becker,	medical	student,	and	Jean	Baptiste	Fremiot,	a
professor,	living	under	the	same	roof,	are	of	opinion,	after	frequent	intercourse
with	 the	 Marquis	 d'Espard,	 that	 his	 monomania	 with	 regard	 to	 everything
Chinese	 is	 the	 result	of	a	 scheme	 laid	by	 the	 said	Baron	Jeanrenaud	and	 the
widow	his	mother	to	bring	about	the	deadening	of	all	the	Marquis	d'Espard's
mental	 faculties,	 since	 the	 only	 service	 which	Mme.	 Jeanrenaud	 appears	 to
render	M.	 d'Espard	 is	 to	 procure	 him	 everything	 that	 relates	 to	 the	Chinese
Empire;

"'Finally,	 that	 the	 petitioner	 is	 prepared	 to	 show	 to	 the	 Court	 that	 the
moneys	absorbed	by	the	said	Baron	and	Mme.	Jeanrenaud	between	1814	and
1828	amount	to	not	less	than	one	million	francs.

"'In	confirmation	of	 the	facts	herein	set	forth,	 the	petitioner	can	bring	the
evidence	 of	 persons	 who	 are	 in	 the	 habit	 of	 seeing	 the	 Marquis	 d'Espard,
whose	names	and	professions	are	subjoined,	many	of	whom	have	urged	her	to
demand	a	commission	in	lunacy	to	declare	M.	d'Espard	incapable	of	managing
his	own	affairs,	as	being	the	only	way	to	preserve	his	fortune	from	the	effects
of	his	maladministration	and	his	children	from	his	fatal	influence.



"'Taking	 all	 this	 into	 consideration,	 M.	 le	 President,	 and	 the	 affidavits
subjoined,	 the	 petitioner	 desires	 that	 it	 may	 please	 you,	 inasmuch	 as	 the
foregoing	 facts	 sufficiently	 prove	 the	 insanity	 and	 incompetency	 of	 the
Marquis	d'Espard	herein	described	with	his	titles	and	residence,	to	order	that,
to	 the	end	 that	he	may	be	declared	 incompetent	by	 law,	 this	petition	and	 the
documents	 in	evidence	may	be	 laid	before	 the	King's	public	prosecutor;	and
that	you	will	charge	one	of	the	judges	of	this	Court	to	make	his	report	to	you
on	 any	 day	 you	 may	 be	 pleased	 to	 name,	 and	 thereupon	 to	 pronounce
judgment,'	etc.

"And	here,"	said	Popinot,	"is	 the	President's	order	instructing	me!—Well,
what	 does	 the	Marquise	 d'Espard	 want	 with	 me?	 I	 know	 everything.	 But	 I
shall	go	to-morrow	with	my	registrar	 to	see	M.	 le	Marquis,	 for	 this	does	not
seem	at	all	clear	to	me."

"Listen,	my	dear	uncle,	I	have	never	asked	the	least	little	favor	of	you	that
had	 to	 do	with	 your	 legal	 functions;	well,	 now	 I	 beg	 you	 to	 show	Madame
d'Espard	 the	 kindness	 which	 her	 situation	 deserves.	 If	 she	 came	 here,	 you
would	listen	to	her?"

"Yes."

"Well,	then,	go	and	listen	to	her	in	her	own	house.	Madame	d'Espard	is	a
sickly,	nervous,	delicate	woman,	who	would	faint	in	your	rat-hole	of	a	place.
Go	in	the	evening,	instead	of	accepting	her	dinner,	since	the	law	forbids	your
eating	or	drinking	at	your	client's	expense."

"And	does	not	the	law	forbid	you	from	taking	any	legacy	from	your	dead?"
said	Popinot,	fancying	that	he	saw	a	touch	of	irony	on	his	nephew's	lips.

"Come,	 uncle,	 if	 it	 were	 only	 to	 enable	 you	 to	 get	 at	 the	 truth	 of	 this
business,	 grant	 my	 request.	 You	 will	 come	 as	 the	 examining	 judge,	 since
matters	 do	 not	 seem	 to	 you	 very	 clear.	 Deuce	 take	 it!	 It	 is	 as	 necessary	 to
cross-question	the	Marquise	as	it	is	to	examine	the	Marquis."

"You	are	 right,"	said	 the	 lawyer.	"It	 is	quite	possible	 that	 it	 is	she	who	 is
mad.	I	will	go."

"I	 will	 call	 for	 you.	Write	 down	 in	 your	 engagement	 book:	 'To-morrow
evening	at	nine,	Madame	d'Espard.'—Good!"	said	Bianchon,	seeing	his	uncle
make	a	note	of	the	engagement.

Next	 evening	 at	 nine	 Bianchon	mounted	 his	 uncle's	 dusty	 staircase,	 and
found	him	at	work	on	the	statement	of	some	complicated	judgment.	The	coat
Lavienne	had	ordered	of	the	tailor	had	not	been	sent,	so	Popinot	put	on	his	old
stained	 coat,	 and	was	 the	 Popinot	 unadorned	whose	 appearance	made	 those
laugh	who	 did	 not	 know	 the	 secrets	 of	 his	 private	 life.	 Bianchon,	 however,



obtained	permission	to	pull	his	cravat	straight,	and	to	button	his	coat,	and	he
hid	the	stains	by	crossing	the	breast	of	it	with	the	right	side	over	the	left,	and
so	displaying	the	new	front	of	the	cloth.	But	in	a	minute	the	judge	rucked	the
coat	 up	 over	 his	 chest	 by	 the	 way	 in	 which	 he	 stuffed	 his	 hands	 into	 his
pockets,	obeying	an	irresistible	habit.	Thus	the	coat,	deeply	wrinkled	both	in
front	and	behind,	made	a	sort	of	hump	in	the	middle	of	the	back,	leaving	a	gap
between	the	waistcoat	and	trousers	through	which	his	shirt	showed.	Bianchon,
to	his	sorrow,	only	discovered	this	crowning	absurdity	at	the	moment	when	his
uncle	entered	the	Marquise's	room.

A	brief	sketch	of	the	person	and	the	career	of	the	lady	in	whose	presence
the	 doctor	 and	 the	 judge	 now	 found	 themselves	 is	 necessary	 for	 an
understanding	of	her	interview	with	Popinot.

Madame	d'Espard	had,	for	the	last	seven	years,	been	very	much	the	fashion
in	Paris,	where	Fashion	can	raise	and	drop	by	turns	various	personages	who,
now	great	and	now	small,	that	is	to	say,	in	view	or	forgotten,	are	at	last	quite
intolerable—as	 discarded	 ministers	 are,	 and	 every	 kind	 of	 decayed
sovereignty.	 These	 flatterers	 of	 the	 past,	 odious	with	 their	 stale	 pretensions,
know	 everything,	 speak	 ill	 of	 everything,	 and,	 like	 ruined	 profligates,	 are
friends	with	all	the	world.	Since	her	husband	had	separated	from	her	in	1815,
Madame	d'Espard	must	have	married	in	the	beginning	of	1812.	Her	children,
therefore,	were	 aged	 respectively	 fifteen	 and	 thirteen.	By	what	 luck	was	 the
mother	of	a	family,	about	three-and-thirty	years	of	age,	still	the	fashion?

Though	 Fashion	 is	 capricious,	 and	 no	 one	 can	 foresee	who	 shall	 be	 her
favorites,	 though	 she	 often	 exalts	 a	 banker's	 wife,	 or	 some	 woman	 of	 very
doubtful	 elegance	 and	 beauty,	 it	 certainly	 seems	 supernatural	 when	 Fashion
puts	 on	 constitutional	 airs	 and	 gives	 promotion	 for	 age.	 But	 in	 this	 case
Fashion	 had	 done	 as	 the	world	 did,	 and	 accepted	Madame	 d'Espard	 as	 still
young.

The	Marquise,	who	was	 thirty-three	by	her	 register	of	birth,	was	 twenty-
two	 in	 a	 drawing-room	 in	 the	 evening.	 But	 by	 what	 care,	 what	 artifice!
Elaborate	curls	shaded	her	temples.	She	condemned	herself	to	live	in	twilight,
affecting	illness	so	as	to	sit	under	the	protecting	tones	of	light	filtered	through
muslin.	Like	Diane	de	Poitiers,	she	used	cold	water	in	her	bath,	and,	like	her
again,	 the	 Marquise	 slept	 on	 a	 horse-hair	 mattress,	 with	 morocco-covered
pillows	to	preserve	her	hair;	she	ate	very	little,	only	drank	water,	and	observed
monastic	regularity	in	the	smallest	actions	of	her	life.

This	severe	system	has,	 it	 is	said,	been	carried	so	far	as	 to	 the	use	of	 ice
instead	of	water,	 and	nothing	but	 cold	 food,	by	a	 famous	Polish	 lady	of	our
day	who	 spends	 a	 life,	 now	verging	on	 a	 century	old,	 after	 the	 fashion	of	 a
town	 belle.	 Fated	 to	 live	 as	 long	 as	 Marion	 Delorme,	 whom	 history	 has



credited	 with	 surviving	 to	 be	 a	 hundred	 and	 thirty,	 the	 old	 vice-queen	 of
Poland,	 at	 the	 age	 of	 nearly	 a	 hundred,	 has	 the	 heart	 and	 brain	 of	 youth,	 a
charming	 face,	 an	 elegant	 shape;	 and	 in	 her	 conversation,	 sparkling	 with
brilliancy	like	faggots	in	the	fire,	she	can	compare	the	men	and	books	of	our
literature	with	the	men	and	books	of	the	eighteenth	century.	Living	in	Warsaw,
she	orders	her	caps	of	Herbault	in	Paris.	She	is	a	great	lady	with	the	amiability
of	a	mere	girl;	she	swims,	she	runs	like	a	schoolboy,	and	can	sink	on	to	a	sofa
with	 the	 grace	 of	 a	 young	 coquette;	 she	mocks	 at	 death,	 and	 laughs	 at	 life.
After	 having	 astonished	 the	 Emperor	 Alexander,	 she	 can	 still	 amaze	 the
Emperor	Nicholas	by	 the	 splendor	of	 her	 entertainments.	She	 can	 still	 bring
tears	to	the	eyes	of	a	youthful	lover,	for	her	age	is	whatever	she	pleases,	and
she	has	the	exquisite	self-devotion	of	a	grisette.	In	short,	she	is	herself	a	fairy
tale,	unless,	indeed,	she	is	a	fairy.

Had	 Madame	 d'Espard	 known	 Madame	 Zayonseck?	 Did	 she	 mean	 to
imitate	her	 career?	Be	 that	 as	 it	may,	 the	Marquise	proved	 the	merits	 of	 the
treatment;	her	complexion	was	clear,	her	brow	unwrinkled,	her	figure,	like	that
of	 Henri	 II.'s	 lady-love,	 preserved	 the	 litheness,	 the	 freshness,	 the	 covered
charms	which	bring	a	woman	love	and	keep	it	alive.	The	simple	precautions	of
this	course,	suggested	by	art	and	nature,	and	perhaps	by	experience,	had	met	in
her	 with	 a	 general	 system	 which	 confirmed	 the	 results.	 The	 Marquise	 was
absolutely	indifferent	to	everything	that	was	not	herself:	men	amused	her,	but
no	man	had	ever	caused	her	 those	deep	agitations	which	stir	both	natures	 to
their	 depths,	 and	wreck	one	on	 the	other.	She	knew	neither	 hatred	nor	 love.
When	 she	 was	 offended,	 she	 avenged	 herself	 coldly,	 quietly,	 at	 her	 leisure,
waiting	 for	 the	 opportunity	 to	 gratify	 the	 ill-will	 she	 cherished	 against
anybody	who	dwelt	 in	her	unfavorable	remembrance.	She	made	no	fuss,	she
did	 not	 excite	 herself,	 she	 talked,	 because	 she	 knew	 that	 by	 two	 words	 a
woman	may	cause	the	death	of	three	men.

She	had	parted	from	M.	d'Espard	with	the	greatest	satisfaction.	Had	he	not
taken	 with	 him	 two	 children	 who	 at	 present	 were	 troublesome,	 and	 in	 the
future	would	stand	in	the	way	of	her	pretensions?	Her	most	intimate	friends,	as
much	 as	 her	 least	 persistent	 admirers,	 seeing	 about	 her	 none	 of	 Cornelia's
jewels,	who	come	and	go,	and	unconsciously	betray	 their	mother's	age,	 took
her	 for	 quite	 a	 young	 woman.	 The	 two	 boys,	 about	 whom	 she	 seemed	 so
anxious	in	her	petition,	were,	like	their	father,	as	unknown	in	the	world	as	the
northwest	passage	is	unknown	to	navigators.	M.	d'Espard	was	supposed	to	be
an	eccentric	personage	who	had	deserted	his	wife	without	having	the	smallest
cause	for	complaint	against	her.

Mistress	 of	 herself	 at	 two-and-twenty,	 and	 mistress	 of	 her	 fortune	 of
twenty-six	thousand	francs	a	year,	the	Marquise	hesitated	long	before	deciding
on	 a	 course	 of	 action	 and	 ordering	 her	 life.	 Though	 she	 benefited	 by	 the



expenses	 her	 husband	 had	 incurred	 in	 his	 house,	 though	 she	 had	 all	 the
furniture,	 the	 carriages,	 the	 horses,	 in	 short,	 all	 the	 details	 of	 a	 handsome
establishment,	she	lived	a	retired	life	during	the	years	1816,	17,	and	18,	a	time
when	 families	 were	 recovering	 from	 the	 disasters	 resulting	 from	 political
tempests.	She	belonged	to	one	of	the	most	important	and	illustrious	families	of
the	Faubourg	Saint-Germain,	and	her	parents	advised	her	to	live	with	them	as
much	 as	 possible	 after	 the	 separation	 forced	 upon	 her	 by	 her	 husband's
inexplicable	caprice.

In	1820	the	Marquise	roused	herself	from	her	lethargy;	she	went	to	Court,
appeared	at	parties,	and	entertained	in	her	own	house.	From	1821	to	1827	she
lived	in	great	style,	and	made	herself	remarked	for	her	taste	and	her	dress;	she
had	a	day,	an	hour,	for	receiving	visits,	and	ere	long	she	had	seated	herself	on
the	throne,	occupied	before	her	by	Madame	la	Vicomtesse	de	Beauseant,	 the
Duchesse	de	Langeais,	and	Madame	Firmiani—who	on	her	marriage	with	M.
de	Camps	had	resigned	the	sceptre	in	favor	of	the	Duchesse	de	Maufrigneuse,
from	whom	Madame	 d'Espard	 snatched	 it.	 The	world	 knew	nothing	 beyond
this	of	 the	private	 live	of	 the	Marquise	d'Espard.	She	seemed	 likely	 to	shine
for	 long	on	 the	Parisian	horizon,	 like	 the	sun	near	 its	 setting,	but	which	will
never	set.

The	Marquise	was	on	terms	of	great	intimacy	with	a	duchess	as	famous	for
her	 beauty	 as	 for	 her	 attachment	 to	 a	 prince	 just	 now	 in	 banishment,	 but
accustomed	to	play	a	leading	part	in	every	prospective	government.	Madame
d'Espard	was	also	 a	 friend	of	 a	 foreign	 lady,	with	whom	a	 famous	and	very
wily	Russian	diplomate	was	in	the	habit	of	discussing	public	affairs.	And	then
an	antiquated	countess,	who	was	accustomed	to	shuffle	the	cards	for	the	great
game	of	politics,	had	adopted	her	in	a	maternal	fashion.	Thus,	to	any	man	of
high	 ambitions,	 Madame	 d'Espard	 was	 preparing	 a	 covert	 but	 very	 real
influence	 to	 follow	 the	 public	 and	 frivolous	 ascendency	 she	 now	 owed	 to
fashion.	 Her	 drawing-room	 was	 acquiring	 political	 individuality:	 "What	 do
they	 say	 at	Madame	d'Espard's?"	 "Are	 they	 against	 the	measure	 in	Madame
d'Espard's	drawing-room?"	were	questions	repeated	by	a	sufficient	number	of
simpletons	to	give	the	flock	of	the	faithful	who	surrounded	her	the	importance
of	a	coterie.	A	few	damaged	politicians	whose	wounds	she	had	bound	up,	and
whom	she	flattered,	pronounced	her	as	capable	in	diplomacy	as	the	wife	of	the
Russian	 ambassador	 to	 London.	 The	 Marquise	 had	 indeed	 several	 times
suggested	 to	 deputies	 or	 to	 peers	 words	 and	 ideas	 that	 had	 rung	 through
Europe.	She	had	often	judged	correctly	of	certain	events	on	which	her	circle	of
friends	 dared	 not	 express	 an	 opinion.	The	 principal	 persons	 about	 the	Court
came	in	the	evening	to	play	whist	in	her	rooms.

Then	she	also	had	the	qualities	of	her	defects;	she	was	thought	to	be—and
she	was—indiscreet.	Her	friendship	seemed	to	be	staunch;	she	worked	for	her



proteges	with	 a	 persistency	which	 showed	 that	 she	 cared	 less	 for	 patronage
than	for	increased	influence.	This	conduct	was	based	on	her	dominant	passion,
Vanity.	Conquests	 and	pleasure,	which	 so	many	women	 love,	 to	her	 seemed
only	means	to	an	end;	she	aimed	at	living	on	every	point	of	the	largest	circle
that	life	can	describe.

Among	 the	 men	 still	 young,	 and	 to	 whom	 the	 future	 belonged,	 who
crowded	 her	 drawing-room	 on	 great	 occasions,	 were	 to	 be	 seen	 MM.	 de
Marsay	and	de	Ronquerolles,	de	Montriveau,	de	 la	Roche-Hugon,	de	Serizy,
Ferraud,	Maxime	de	Trailles,	de	Listomere,	the	two	Vandenesses,	du	Chatelet,
and	 others.	 She	would	 frequently	 receive	 a	man	whose	wife	 she	would	 not
admit,	 and	 her	 power	was	 great	 enough	 to	 induce	 certain	 ambitious	men	 to
submit	 to	 these	hard	conditions,	 such	as	 two	 famous	 royalist	bankers,	M.	de
Nucingen	and	Ferdinand	du	Tillet.	She	had	so	thoroughly	studied	the	strength
and	the	weakness	of	Paris	life,	that	her	conduct	had	never	given	any	man	the
smallest	advantage	over	her.	An	enormous	price	might	have	been	set	on	a	note
or	 letter	 by	 which	 she	might	 have	 compromised	 herself,	 without	 one	 being
produced.

If	an	arid	soul	enabled	her	 to	play	her	part	 to	 the	 life,	her	person	was	no
less	available	for	it.	She	had	a	youthful	figure.	Her	voice	was,	at	will,	soft	and
fresh,	or	clear	and	hard.	She	possessed	in	the	highest	degree	the	secret	of	that
aristocratic	pose	by	which	a	woman	wipes	out	 the	past.	The	Marquise	knew
well	the	art	of	setting	an	immense	space	between	herself	and	the	sort	of	man
who	 fancies	 he	may	 be	 familiar	 after	 some	 chance	 advances.	Her	 imposing
gaze	could	deny	everything.	In	her	conversation	fine	and	beautiful	sentiments
and	 noble	 resolutions	 flowed	 naturally,	 as	 it	 seemed,	 from	 a	 pure	 heart	 and
soul;	but	in	reality	she	was	all	self,	and	quite	capable	of	blasting	a	man	who
was	 clumsy	 in	 his	 negotiations,	 at	 the	 very	 time	when	 she	was	 shamelessly
making	a	compromise	for	the	benefit	of	her	own	interest.

Rastignac,	in	trying	to	fasten	on	to	this	woman,	had	discerned	her	to	be	the
cleverest	 of	 tools,	 but	 he	 had	 not	 yet	 used	 it;	 far	 from	 handling	 it,	 he	 was
already	 finding	 himself	 crushed	 by	 it.	 This	 young	 Condottiere	 of	 the	 brain,
condemned,	 like	 Napoleon,	 to	 give	 battle	 constantly,	 while	 knowing	 that	 a
single	 defeat	 would	 prove	 the	 grave	 of	 his	 fortunes,	 had	 met	 a	 dangerous
adversary	 in	 his	 protectress.	 For	 the	 first	 time	 in	 his	 turbulent	 life,	 he	 was
playing	a	game	with	a	partner	worthy	of	him.	He	saw	a	place	as	Minister	 in
the	conquest	of	Madame	d'Espard,	so	he	was	her	 tool	 till	he	could	make	her
his—a	perilous	beginning.

The	Hotel	d'Espard	needed	a	large	household,	and	the	Marquise	had	a	great
number	 of	 servants.	 The	 grand	 receptions	 were	 held	 in	 the	 ground-floor
rooms,	but	she	lived	on	the	first	floor	of	the	house.	The	perfect	order	of	a	fine
staircase	 splendidly	 decorated,	 and	 rooms	 fitted	 in	 the	 dignified	 style	which



formerly	prevailed	at	Versailles,	spoke	of	an	immense	fortune.	When	the	judge
saw	the	carriage	gates	thrown	open	to	admit	his	nephew's	cab,	he	took	in	with
a	rapid	glance	the	lodge,	the	porter,	the	courtyard,	the	stables,	the	arrangement
of	the	house,	the	flowers	that	decorated	the	stairs,	the	perfect	cleanliness	of	the
banisters,	walls,	 and	 carpets,	 and	 counted	 the	 footmen	 in	 livery	who,	 as	 the
bell	 rang,	 appeared	 on	 the	 landing.	 His	 eyes,	 which	 only	 yesterday	 in	 his
parlor	 had	 sounded	 the	 dignity	 of	 misery	 under	 the	 muddy	 clothing	 of	 the
poor,	now	studied	with	the	same	penetrating	vision	the	furniture	and	splendor
of	the	rooms	he	passed	through,	to	pierce	the	misery	of	grandeur.

"M.	Popinot—M.	Bianchon."

The	 two	 names	 were	 pronounced	 at	 the	 door	 of	 the	 boudoir	 where	 the
Marquise	was	sitting,	a	pretty	room	recently	refurnished,	and	looking	out	on
the	garden	behind	the	house.	At	the	moment	Madame	d'Espard	was	seated	in
one	 of	 the	 old	 rococo	 armchairs	 of	 which	 Madame	 had	 set	 the	 fashion.
Rastignac	was	at	her	left	hand	on	a	low	chair,	in	which	he	looked	settled	like
an	 Italian	 lady's	 "cousin."	A	 third	 person	was	 standing	 by	 the	 corner	 of	 the
chimney-piece.	 As	 the	 shrewd	 doctor	 had	 suspected,	 the	 Marquise	 was	 a
woman	 of	 a	 parched	 and	 wiry	 constitution.	 But	 for	 her	 regimen	 her
complexion	must	have	taken	the	ruddy	tone	that	is	produced	by	constant	heat;
but	she	added	 to	 the	effect	of	her	acquired	pallor	by	 the	strong	colors	of	 the
stuffs	 she	 hung	 her	 rooms	 with,	 or	 in	 which	 she	 dressed.	 Reddish-brown,
marone,	bistre	with	a	golden	light	in	it,	suited	her	to	perfection.	Her	boudoir,
copied	from	that	of	a	famous	lady	then	at	the	height	of	fashion	in	London,	was
in	 tan-colored	 velvet;	 but	 she	 had	 added	 various	 details	 of	 ornament	 which
moderated	the	pompous	splendor	of	this	royal	hue.	Her	hair	was	dressed	like	a
girl's	 in	bands	ending	 in	curls,	which	emphasized	 the	rather	 long	oval	of	her
face;	but	an	oval	face	is	as	majestic	as	a	round	one	is	ignoble.	The	mirrors,	cut
with	 facets	 to	 lengthen	 or	 flatten	 the	 face	 at	will,	 amply	 proved	 the	 rule	 as
applied	to	the	physiognomy.

On	 seeing	 Popinot,	 who	 stood	 in	 the	 doorway	 craning	 his	 neck	 like	 a
startled	animal,	with	his	left	hand	in	his	pocket,	and	the	right	hand	holding	a
hat	with	 a	 greasy	 lining,	 the	Marquise	 gave	Rastignac	 a	 look	wherein	 lay	 a
germ	 of	 mockery.	 The	 good	 man's	 rather	 foolish	 appearance	 was	 so
completely	 in	 harmony	 with	 his	 grotesque	 figure	 and	 scared	 looks,	 that
Rastignac,	 catching	 sight	 of	 Bianchon's	 dejected	 expression	 of	 humiliation
through	 his	 uncle,	 could	 not	 help	 laughing,	 and	 turned	 away.	 The	Marquise
bowed	a	greeting,	and	made	a	great	effort	 to	 rise	 from	her	seat,	 falling	back
again,	 not	 without	 grace,	 with	 an	 air	 of	 apologizing	 for	 her	 incivility	 by
affected	weakness.

At	this	instant	the	person	who	was	standing	between	the	fireplace	and	the
door	 bowed	 slightly,	 and	 pushed	 forward	 two	 chairs,	which	 he	 offered	 by	 a



gesture	to	the	doctor	and	the	judge;	then,	when	they	had	seated	themselves,	he
leaned	against	the	wall	again,	crossing	his	arms.

A	word	as	to	this	man.	There	is	living	now,	in	our	day,	a	painter—Decamps
—who	 possesses	 in	 the	 very	 highest	 degree	 the	 art	 of	 commanding	 your
interest	in	everything	he	sets	before	your	eyes,	whether	it	be	a	stone	or	a	man.
In	 this	 respect	 his	 pencil	 is	 more	 skilful	 than	 his	 brush.	 He	 will	 sketch	 an
empty	 room	 and	 leave	 a	 broom	 against	 the	 wall.	 If	 he	 chooses,	 you	 shall
shudder;	 you	 shall	 believe	 that	 this	 broom	 has	 just	 been	 the	 instrument	 of
crime,	 and	 is	 dripping	 with	 blood;	 it	 shall	 be	 the	 broom	 which	 the	 widow
Bancal	 used	 to	 clean	 out	 the	 room	 where	 Fualdes	 was	 murdered.	 Yes,	 the
painter	will	touzle	that	broom	like	a	man	in	a	rage;	he	will	make	each	hair	of	it
stand	on-end	as	though	it	were	on	your	own	bristling	scalp;	he	will	make	it	the
interpreter	between	the	secret	poem	of	his	imagination	and	the	poem	that	shall
have	 its	 birth	 in	yours.	After	 terrifying	you	by	 the	 aspect	 of	 that	 broom,	 to-
morrow	he	will	draw	another,	and	lying	by	it	a	cat,	asleep,	but	mysterious	in
its	sleep,	shall	tell	you	that	this	broom	is	that	on	which	the	wife	of	a	German
cobbler	rides	off	to	the	Sabbath	on	the	Brocken.	Or	it	will	be	a	quite	harmless
broom,	on	which	he	will	hang	the	coat	of	a	clerk	in	the	Treasury.	Decamps	had
in	 his	 brush	what	 Paganini	 had	 in	 his	 bow—a	magnetically	 communicative
power.

Well,	 I	 should	 have	 to	 transfer	 to	 my	 style	 that	 striking	 genius,	 that
marvelous	knack	of	the	pencil,	to	depict	the	upright,	tall,	lean	man	dressed	in
black,	 with	 black	 hair,	 who	 stood	 there	 without	 speaking	 a	 word.	 This
gentleman	had	a	face	like	a	knife-blade,	cold	and	harsh,	with	a	color	like	Seine
water	 when	 it	 was	 muddy	 and	 strewn	 with	 fragments	 of	 charcoal	 from	 a
sunken	 barge.	 He	 looked	 at	 the	 floor,	 listening	 and	 passing	 judgment.	 His
attitude	 was	 terrifying.	 He	 stood	 there	 like	 the	 dreadful	 broom	 to	 which
Decamps	 has	 given	 the	 power	 of	 revealing	 a	 crime.	 Now	 and	 then,	 in	 the
course	 of	 conversation,	 the	 Marquise	 tried	 to	 get	 some	 tacit	 advice;	 but
however	eager	her	questioning,	he	was	as	grave	and	as	rigid	as	 the	statue	of
the	Commendatore.

The	worthy	Popinot,	sitting	on	the	edge	of	his	chair	in	front	of	the	fire,	his
hat	 between	 his	 knees,	 stared	 at	 the	 gilt	 chandeliers,	 the	 clock,	 and	 the
curiosities	 with	 which	 the	 chimney-shelf	 was	 covered,	 the	 velvet	 and
trimmings	of	the	curtains,	and	all	the	costly	and	elegant	nothings	that	a	woman
of	fashion	collects	about	her.	He	was	roused	from	his	homely	meditations	by
Madame	d'Espard,	who	addressed	him	in	a	piping	tone:

"Monsieur,	I	owe	you	a	million	thanks——"

"A	million	 thanks,"	 thought	 he	 to	 himself,	 "that	 is	 too	many;	 it	 does	 not
mean	one."



"For	the	trouble	you	condescend——"

"Condescend!"	thought	he;	"she	is	laughing	at	me."

"To	take	in	coming	to	see	an	unhappy	client,	who	is	too	ill	to	go	out——"

Here	the	lawyer	cut	the	Marquise	short	by	giving	her	an	inquisitorial	look,
examining	the	sanitary	condition	of	the	unhappy	client.

"As	sound	as	a	bell,"	said	he	to	himself.

"Madame,"	 said	 he,	 assuming	 a	 respectful	 mien,	 "you	 owe	 me	 nothing.
Although	my	visit	 to	you	 is	not	 in	 strict	 accordance	with	 the	practice	of	 the
Court,	we	ought	 to	spare	no	pains	 to	discover	 the	 truth	 in	cases	of	 this	kind.
Our	 judgment	 is	 then	 guided	 less	 by	 the	 letter	 of	 the	 law	 than	 by	 the
promptings	 of	 our	 conscience.	Whether	 I	 seek	 the	 truth	 here	 or	 in	my	 own
consulting-room,	so	long	as	I	find	it,	all	will	be	well."

While	Popinot	was	speaking,	Rastignac	was	shaking	hands	with	Bianchon;
the	 Marquise	 welcomed	 the	 doctor	 with	 a	 little	 bow	 full	 of	 gracious
significance.

"Who	 is	 that?"	 asked	Bianchon	 in	 a	whisper	of	Rastignac,	 indicating	 the
dark	man.

"The	Chevalier	d'Espard,	the	Marquis'	brother."

"Your	nephew	told	me,"	said	the	Marquise	to	Popinot,	"how	much	you	are
occupied,	and	I	know	too	that	you	are	so	good	as	to	wish	to	conceal	your	kind
actions,	so	as	to	release	those	whom	you	oblige	from	the	burden	of	gratitude.
The	work	in	Court	is	most	fatiguing,	it	would	seem.	Why	have	they	not	twice
as	many	judges?"

"Ah,	madame,	that	would	not	be	difficult;	we	should	be	none	the	worse	if
they	had.	But	when	that	happens,	fowls	will	cut	their	teeth!"

As	 he	 heard	 this	 speech,	 so	 entirely	 in	 character	 with	 the	 lawyer's
appearance,	the	Chevalier	measured	him	from	head	to	foot,	out	of	one	eye,	as
much	as	to	say,	"We	shall	easily	manage	him."

The	Marquise	looked	at	Rastignac,	who	bent	over	her.	"That	is	the	sort	of
man,"	murmured	the	dandy	in	her	ear,	"who	is	trusted	to	pass	judgments	on	the
life	and	interests	of	private	individuals."

Like	 most	 men	 who	 have	 grown	 old	 in	 a	 business,	 Popinot	 readily	 let
himself	 follow	 the	habits	 he	had	 acquired,	more	particularly	habits	 of	mind.
His	conversation	was	all	of	"the	shop."	He	was	fond	of	questioning	those	he
talked	to,	forcing	them	to	unexpected	conclusions,	making	them	tell	more	than
they	wished	 to	 reveal.	 Pozzo	 di	Borgo,	 it	 is	 said,	 used	 to	 amuse	 himself	 by
discovering	other	folks'	secrets,	and	entangling	them	in	his	diplomatic	snares,



and	thus,	by	invincible	habit,	showed	how	his	mind	was	soaked	in	wiliness.	As
soon	as	Popinot	had	surveyed	the	ground,	so	to	speak,	on	which	he	stood,	he
saw	that	it	would	be	necessary	to	have	recourse	to	the	cleverest	subtleties,	the
most	elaborately	wrapped	up	and	disguised,	which	were	in	use	in	the	Courts,
to	detect	the	truth.

Bianchon	sat	cold	and	stern,	as	a	man	who	has	made	up	his	mind	to	endure
torture	 without	 revealing	 his	 sufferings;	 but	 in	 his	 heart	 he	 wished	 that	 his
uncle	 could	 only	 trample	 on	 this	 woman	 as	 we	 trample	 on	 a	 viper—a
comparison	suggested	to	him	by	the	Marquise's	long	dress,	by	the	curve	of	her
attitude,	her	long	neck,	small	head,	and	undulating	movements.

"Well,	monsieur,"	said	Madame	d'Espard,	"however	great	my	dislike	to	be
or	seem	selfish,	I	have	been	suffering	too	long	not	to	wish	that	you	may	settle
matters	at	once.	Shall	I	soon	get	a	favorable	decision?"

"Madame,	 I	 will	 do	 my	 best	 to	 bring	 matters	 to	 a	 conclusion,"	 said
Popinot,	 with	 an	 air	 of	 frank	 good-nature.	 "Are	 you	 ignorant	 of	 the	 reason
which	made	the	separation	necessary	which	now	subsists	between	you	and	the
Marquis	d'Espard?"

"Yes,	monsieur,"	she	replied,	evidently	prepared	with	a	story	to	tell.	"At	the
beginning	of	1816	M.	d'Espard,	whose	temper	had	completely	changed	within
three	months	or	so,	proposed	 that	we	should	go	 to	 live	on	one	of	his	estates
near	Briancon,	without	 any	 regard	 for	my	 health,	which	 that	 climate	would
have	destroyed,	or	for	my	habits	of	life;	I	refused	to	go.	My	refusal	gave	rise
to	 such	 unjustifiable	 reproaches	 on	 his	 part,	 that	 from	 that	 hour	 I	 had	 my
suspicions	as	to	the	soundness	of	his	mind.	On	the	following	day	he	left	me,
leaving	me	his	house	and	the	free	use	of	my	own	income,	and	he	went	to	live
in	 the	 Rue	 de	 la	 Montagne-Sainte-Genevieve,	 taking	 with	 him	 my	 two
children——"

"One	moment,	madame,"	said	the	lawyer,	interrupting	her.	"What	was	that
income?"

"Twenty-six	thousand	francs	a	year,"	she	replied	parenthetically.	"I	at	once
consulted	old	M.	Bordin	as	to	what	I	ought	to	do,"	she	went	on;	"but	it	seems
that	there	are	so	many	difficulties	in	the	way	of	depriving	a	father	of	the	care
of	his	children,	that	I	was	forced	to	resign	myself	to	remaining	alone	at	the	age
of	 twenty-two—an	age	at	which	many	young	women	do	very	foolish	 things.
You	have	read	my	petition,	no	doubt,	monsieur;	you	know	the	principal	facts
on	 which	 I	 rely	 to	 procure	 a	 Commission	 in	 Lunacy	 with	 regard	 to	 M.
d'Espard?"

"Have	 you	 ever	 applied	 to	 him,	 madame,	 to	 obtain	 the	 care	 of	 your
children?"



"Yes,	monsieur;	but	in	vain.	It	is	very	hard	on	a	mother	to	be	deprived	of
the	 affection	 of	 her	 children,	 particularly	 when	 they	 can	 give	 her	 such
happiness	as	every	woman	clings	to."

"The	elder	must	be	sixteen,"	said	Popinot.

"Fifteen,"	said	the	Marquise	eagerly.

Here	Bianchon	and	Rastignac	 looked	at	each	other.	Madame	d'Espard	bit
her	lips.

"What	can	the	age	of	my	children	matter	to	you?"

"Well,	 madame,"	 said	 the	 lawyer,	 without	 seeming	 to	 attach	 any
importance	 to	 his	 words,	 "a	 lad	 of	 fifteen	 and	 his	 brother,	 of	 thirteen,	 I
suppose,	have	legs	and	their	wits	about	them;	they	might	come	to	see	you	on
the	sly.	If	they	do	not,	it	is	because	they	obey	their	father,	and	to	obey	him	in
that	matter	they	must	love	him	very	dearly."

"I	do	not	understand,"	said	the	Marquise.

"You	do	not	 know,	 perhaps,"	 replied	Popinot,	 "that	 in	 your	 petition	your
attorney	represents	your	children	as	being	very	unhappy	with	their	father?"

Madame	d'Espard	replied	with	charming	innocence:

"I	do	not	know	what	my	attorney	may	have	put	into	my	mouth."

"Forgive	 my	 inferences,"	 said	 Popinot,	 "but	 Justice	 weighs	 everything.
What	I	ask	you,	madame,	is	suggested	by	my	wish	thoroughly	to	understand
the	matter.	By	your	account	M.	d'Espard	deserted	you	on	 the	most	 frivolous
pretext.	 Instead	 of	 going	 to	 Briancon,	 where	 he	 wished	 to	 take	 you,	 he
remained	 in	 Paris.	 This	 point	 is	 not	 clear.	 Did	 he	 know	 this	 Madame
Jeanrenaud	before	his	marriage?"

"No,	monsieur,"	 replied	 the	Marquise,	with	some	asperity,	visible	only	 to
Rastignac	and	the	Chevalier	d'Espard.

She	was	 offended	 at	 being	 cross-examined	 by	 this	 lawyer	when	 she	 had
intended	to	beguile	his	judgment;	but	as	Popinot	still	looked	stupid	from	sheer
absence	of	mind,	she	ended	by	attributing	his	interrogatory	to	the	Questioning
Spirit	of	Voltaire's	bailiff.

"My	 parents,"	 she	 went	 on,	 "married	 me	 at	 the	 age	 of	 sixteen	 to	 M.
d'Espard,	 whose	 name,	 fortune,	 and	 mode	 of	 life	 were	 such	 as	 my	 family
looked	for	in	the	man	who	was	to	be	my	husband.	M.	d'Espard	was	then	six-
and-twenty;	he	was	a	gentleman	in	the	English	sense	of	the	word;	his	manners
pleased	 me,	 he	 seemed	 to	 have	 plenty	 of	 ambition,	 and	 I	 like	 ambitious
people,"	she	added,	looking	at	Rastignac.	"If	M.	d'Espard	had	never	met	that
Madame	Jeanrenaud,	his	character,	his	learning,	his	acquirements	would	have



raised	him—as	his	 friends	 then	believed—to	high	office	 in	 the	Government.
King	Charles	X.,	at	that	time	Monsieur,	had	the	greatest	esteem	for	him,	and	a
peer's	seat,	an	appointment	at	Court,	some	important	post	certainly	would	have
been	his.	That	woman	turned	his	head,	and	has	ruined	all	the	prospects	of	my
family."

"What	were	M.	d'Espard's	religious	opinions	at	that	time?"

"He	was,	and	is	still,	a	very	pious	man."

"You	do	not	suppose	that	Madame	Jeanrenaud	may	have	influenced	him	by
mysticism?"

"No,	monsieur."

"You	have	a	very	fine	house,	madame,"	said	Popinot	suddenly,	 taking	his
hands	out	of	his	pockets,	and	rising	to	pick	up	his	coat-tails	and	warm	himself.
"This	boudoir	is	very	nice,	those	chairs	are	magnificent,	the	whole	apartment
is	sumptuous.	You	must	indeed	be	most	unhappy	when,	seeing	yourself	here,
you	 know	 that	 your	 children	 are	 ill	 lodged,	 ill	 clothed,	 and	 ill	 fed.	 I	 can
imagine	nothing	more	terrible	for	a	mother."

"Yes,	 indeed.	 I	 should	 be	 so	 glad	 to	 give	 the	 poor	 little	 fellows	 some
amusement,	while	 their	father	keeps	them	at	work	from	morning	till	night	at
that	wretched	history	of	China."

"You	give	handsome	balls;	they	would	enjoy	them,	but	they	might	acquire
a	taste	for	dissipation.	However,	their	father	might	send	them	to	you	once	or
twice	in	the	course	of	the	winter."

"He	brings	 them	here	on	my	birthday	 and	on	New	Year's	Day.	On	 those
days	M.	d'Espard	does	me	the	favor	of	dining	here	with	them."

"It	 is	 very	 singular	 behaviour,"	 said	 the	 judge,	with	 an	 air	 of	 conviction.
"Have	you	ever	seen	this	Dame	Jeanrenaud?"

"My	brother-in-law	one	day,	out	of	interest	in	his	brother——"

"Ah!	monsieur	is	M.	d'Espard's	brother?"	said	the	lawyer,	interrupting	her.

The	Chevalier	bowed,	but	did	not	speak.

"M.	d'Espard,	who	has	watched	this	affair,	took	me	to	the	Oratoire,	where
this	woman	goes	to	sermon,	for	she	is	a	Protestant.	I	saw	her;	she	is	not	in	the
least	attractive;	she	looks	like	a	butcher's	wife,	extremely	fat,	horribly	marked
with	the	smallpox;	she	has	feet	and	hands	like	a	man's,	she	squints,	 in	short,
she	is	monstrous!"

"It	is	inconceivable,"	said	the	judge,	looking	like	the	most	imbecile	judge
in	the	whole	kingdom.	"And	this	creature	lives	near	here,	Rue	Verte,	in	a	fine



house?	There	are	no	plain	folk	left,	it	would	seem?"

"In	a	mansion	on	which	her	son	has	spent	absurd	sums."

"Madame,"	 said	 Popinot,	 "I	 live	 in	 the	 Faubourg	Saint-Marceau;	 I	 know
nothing	of	such	expenses.	What	do	you	call	absurd	sums?"

"Well,"	said	the	Marquise,	"a	stable	with	five	horses	and	three	carriages,	a
phaeton,	a	brougham,	and	a	cabriolet."

"That	costs	a	large	sum,	then?"	asked	Popinot	in	surprise.

"Enormous	 sums!"	 said	 Rastignac,	 intervening.	 "Such	 an	 establishment
would	cost,	for	the	stables,	the	keeping	the	carriages	in	order,	and	the	liveries
for	the	men,	between	fifteen	and	sixteen	thousand	francs	a	year."

"Should	you	think	so,	madame?"	said	the	judge,	looking	much	astonished.

"Yes,	at	least,"	replied	the	Marquise.

"And	the	furniture,	too,	must	have	cost	a	lot	of	money?"

"More	 than	 a	 hundred	 thousand	 francs,"	 replied	Madame	 d'Espard,	 who
could	not	help	smiling	at	the	lawyer's	vulgarity.

"Judges,	madame,	 are	 apt	 to	be	 incredulous;	 it	 is	what	 they	 are	paid	 for,
and	I	am	incredulous.	The	Baron	Jeanrenaud	and	his	mother	must	have	fleeced
M.	d'Espard	most	preposterously,	if	what	you	say	is	correct.	There	is	a	stable
establishment	which,	 by	 your	 account,	 costs	 sixteen	 thousand	 francs	 a	 year.
Housekeeping,	 servants'	 wages,	 and	 the	 gross	 expenses	 of	 the	 house	 itself
must	run	to	twice	as	much;	that	makes	a	total	of	from	fifty	to	sixty	thousand
francs	a	year.	Do	you	suppose	that	these	people,	formerly	so	extremely	poor,
can	have	so	large	a	fortune?	A	million	yields	scarcely	forty	thousand	a	year."

"Monsieur,	 the	 mother	 and	 son	 invested	 the	 money	 given	 them	 by	 M.
d'Espard	in	the	funds	when	they	were	at	60	to	80.	I	should	think	their	income
must	 be	 more	 than	 sixty	 thousand	 francs.	 And	 then	 the	 son	 has	 fine
appointments."

"If	they	spend	sixty	thousand	francs	a	year,"	said	the	judge,	"how	much	do
you	spend?"

"Well,"	said	Madame	d'Espard,	"about	the	same."	The	Chevalier	started	a
little,	 the	 Marquise	 colored;	 Bianchon	 looked	 at	 Rastignac;	 but	 Popinot
preserved	an	expression	of	simplicity	which	quite	deceived	Madame	d'Espard.
The	chevalier	took	no	part	in	the	conversation;	he	saw	that	all	was	lost.

"These	people,	madame,	might	be	indicted	before	the	superior	Court,"	said
Popinot.

"That	was	my	opinion,"	exclaimed	the	Marquise,	enchanted.	"If	threatened



with	the	police,	they	would	have	come	to	terms."

"Madame,"	said	Popinot,	"when	M.	d'Espard	left	you,	did	he	not	give	you
a	power	of	attorney	enabling	you	to	manage	and	control	your	own	affairs?"

"I	do	not	understand	 the	object	of	all	 these	questions,"	said	 the	Marquise
with	petulance.	 "It	 seems	 to	me	 that	 if	you	would	only	consider	 the	 state	 in
which	 I	 am	 placed	 by	 my	 husband's	 insanity,	 you	 ought	 to	 be	 troubling
yourself	about	him,	and	not	about	me."

"We	are	coming	to	that,	madame,"	said	the	judge.	"Before	placing	in	your
hands,	 or	 in	 any	 others,	 the	 control	 of	M.	 d'Espard's	 property,	 supposing	 he
were	 pronounced	 incapable,	 the	 Court	 must	 inquire	 as	 to	 how	 you	 have
managed	your	own.	If	M.	d'Espard	gave	you	the	power,	he	would	have	shown
confidence	in	you,	and	the	Court	would	recognize	the	fact.	Had	you	any	power
from	him?	You	might	have	bought	or	sold	house	property	or	invested	money
in	business?"

"No,	monsieur,	the	Blamont-Chauvrys	are	not	in	the	habit	of	trading,"	said
she,	extremely	nettled	in	her	pride	as	an	aristocrat,	and	forgetting	the	business
in	hand.	"My	property	is	intact,	and	M.	d'Espard	gave	me	no	power	to	act."

The	Chevalier	put	his	hand	over	his	eyes	not	to	betray	the	vexation	he	felt
at	 his	 sister-in-law's	 short-sightedness,	 for	 she	 was	 ruining	 herself	 by	 her
answers.	 Popinot	 had	 gone	 straight	 to	 the	 mark	 in	 spite	 of	 his	 apparent
doublings.

"Madame,"	 said	 the	 lawyer,	 indicating	 the	Chevalier,	 "this	 gentleman,	 of
course,	 is	 your	 near	 connection?	 May	 we	 speak	 openly	 before	 these	 other
gentlemen?"

"Speak	on,"	said	the	Marquise,	surprised	at	this	caution.

"Well,	madame,	granting	that	you	spend	only	sixty	thousand	francs	a	year,
to	 any	 one	who	 sees	 your	 stables,	 your	 house,	 your	 train	 of	 servants,	 and	 a
style	of	housekeeping	which	strikes	me	as	far	more	luxurious	than	that	of	the
Jeanrenauds,	that	sum	would	seem	well	laid	out."

The	Marquise	bowed	an	agreement.

"But,"	continued	the	judge,	"if	you	have	no	more	than	twenty-six	thousand
francs	 a	 year,	 you	may	 have	 a	 hundred	 thousand	 francs	 of	 debt.	 The	 Court
would	therefore	have	a	right	to	imagine	that	the	motives	which	prompt	you	to
ask	 that	 your	 husband	 may	 be	 deprived	 of	 the	 control	 of	 his	 property	 are
complicated	 by	 self-interest	 and	 the	 need	 of	 paying	 your	 debts—if—you—
have—any.	The	requests	addressed	to	me	have	interested	me	in	your	position;
consider	fully	and	make	your	confession.	If	my	suppositions	have	hit	the	truth,
there	is	yet	time	to	avoid	the	blame	which	the	Court	would	have	a	perfect	right



to	 express	 in	 the	 saving	 clauses	 of	 the	 verdict	 if	 you	 could	 not	 show	 your
attitude	to	be	absolutely	honorable	and	clear.

"It	is	our	duty	to	examine	the	motives	of	the	applicant	as	well	as	to	listen	to
the	plea	of	the	witness	under	examination,	to	ascertain	whether	the	petitioner
may	 not	 have	 been	 prompted	 by	 passion,	 by	 a	 desire	 for	 money,	 which	 is
unfortunately	too	common——"

The	Marquise	was	on	Saint	Laurence's	gridiron.

"And	I	must	have	explanations	on	this	point.	Madame,	I	have	no	wish	to
call	you	to	account;	I	only	want	to	know	how	you	have	managed	to	live	at	the
rate	of	 sixty	 thousand	 francs	 a	year,	 and	 that	 for	 some	years	past.	There	 are
plenty	of	women	who	achieve	this	in	their	housekeeping,	but	you	are	not	one
of	 those.	 Tell	 me,	 you	 may	 have	 the	 most	 legitimate	 resources,	 a	 royal
pension,	or	 some	claim	on	 the	 indemnities	 lately	granted;	but	even	 then	you
must	have	had	your	husband's	authority	to	receive	them."

The	Marquise	did	not	speak.

"You	must	 remember,"	 Popinot	went	 on,	 "that	M.	 d'Espard	may	wish	 to
enter	a	protest,	and	his	counsel	will	have	a	right	to	find	out	whether	you	have
any	 creditors.	 This	 boudoir	 is	 newly	 furnished,	 your	 rooms	 are	 not	 now
furnished	with	the	things	left	to	you	by	M.	d'Espard	in	1816.	If,	as	you	did	me
the	honor	of	informing	me,	furniture	is	costly	for	the	Jeanrenauds,	it	must	be
yet	more	so	 for	you,	who	are	a	great	 lady.	Though	I	am	a	 judge,	 I	am	but	a
man;	I	may	be	wrong—tell	me	so.	Remember	the	duties	imposed	on	me	by	the
law,	 and	 the	 rigorous	 inquiries	 it	 demands,	 when	 the	 case	 before	 it	 is	 the
suspension	from	all	his	functions	of	the	father	of	a	family	in	the	prime	of	life.
So	you	will	pardon	me,	Madame	la	Marquise,	for	laying	all	these	difficulties
before	you;	it	will	be	easy	for	you	to	give	me	an	explanation.

"When	a	man	is	pronounced	incapable	of	the	control	of	his	own	affairs,	a
trustee	has	to	be	appointed.	Who	will	be	the	trustee?"

"His	brother,"	said	the	Marquise.

The	Chevalier	bowed.	There	was	 a	 short	 silence,	very	uncomfortable	 for
the	 five	 persons	who	were	 present.	 The	 judge,	 in	 sport	 as	 it	 were,	 had	 laid
open	 the	 woman's	 sore	 place.	 Popinot's	 countenance	 of	 common,	 clumsy
good-nature,	 at	 which	 the	Marquise,	 the	 Chevalier,	 and	 Rastignac	 had	 been
inclined	to	laugh,	had	gained	importance	in	their	eyes.	As	they	stole	a	look	at
him,	 they	 discerned	 the	 various	 expressions	 of	 that	 eloquent	 mouth.	 The
ridiculous	mortal	was	a	 judge	of	acumen.	His	studious	notice	of	 the	boudoir
was	 accounted	 for:	 he	 had	 started	 from	 the	 gilt	 elephant	 supporting	 the
chimney-clock,	 examining	 all	 this	 luxury,	 and	 had	 ended	 by	 reading	 this
woman's	soul.



"If	 the	Marquis	 d'Espard	 is	mad	 about	China,	 I	 see	 that	 you	 are	 not	 less
fond	of	 its	products,"	said	Popinot,	 looking	at	 the	porcelain	on	 the	chimney-
piece.	 "But	perhaps	 it	was	 from	M.	 le	Marquis	 that	you	had	 these	charming
Oriental	pieces,"	and	he	pointed	to	some	precious	trifles.

This	 irony,	 in	 very	 good	 taste,	 made	 Bianchon	 smile,	 and	 petrified
Rastignac,	while	the	Marquise	bit	her	thin	lips.

"Instead	of	being	the	protector	of	a	woman	placed	in	a	cruel	dilemma—an
alternative	between	losing	her	fortune	and	her	children,	and	being	regarded	as
her	husband's	 enemy,"	 she	 said,	 "you	accuse	me,	monsieur!	You	suspect	my
motives!	You	must	own	that	your	conduct	is	strange!"

"Madame,"	said	 the	 judge	eagerly,	"the	caution	exercised	by	 the	Court	 in
such	cases	as	these	might	have	given	you,	 in	any	other	 judge,	a	perhaps	less
indulgent	 critic	 than	 I	 am.—And	 do	 you	 suppose	 that	M.	 d'Espard's	 lawyer
will	show	you	any	great	consideration?	Will	he	not	be	suspicious	of	motives
which	may	be	perfectly	pure	and	disinterested?	Your	life	will	be	at	his	mercy;
he	will	inquire	into	it	without	qualifying	his	search	by	the	respectful	deference
I	have	for	you."

"I	 am	 much	 obliged	 to	 you,	 monsieur,"	 said	 the	 Marquise	 satirically.
"Admitting	for	the	moment	that	I	owe	thirty	thousand	or	fifty	thousand	francs,
in	the	first	place,	it	would	be	a	mere	trifle	to	the	d'Espards	and	the	Blamont-
Chauvrys.	But	if	my	husband	is	not	in	the	possession	of	his	mental	faculties,
would	that	prevent	his	being	pronounced	incapable?"

"No,	madame,"	said	Popinot.

"Although	you	have	questioned	me	with	a	sort	of	cunning	which	I	should
not	 have	 suspected	 in	 a	 judge,	 and	 under	 circumstances	 where
straightforwardness	would	have	answered	your	purpose,"	she	went	on,	"I	will
tell	 you	without	 subterfuge	 that	my	 position	 in	 the	 world,	 and	 the	 efforts	 I
have	 to	make	 to	 keep	 up	my	 connection,	 are	 not	 in	 the	 least	 to	my	 taste.	 I
began	my	life	by	a	long	period	of	solitude;	but	my	children's	interest	appealed
to	me;	 I	 felt	 that	 I	must	 fill	 their	 father's	place.	By	 receiving	my	 friends,	by
keeping	up	all	this	connection,	by	contracting	these	debts,	I	have	secured	their
future	welfare;	I	have	prepared	for	them	a	brilliant	career	where	they	will	find
help	 and	 favor;	 and	 to	 have	 what	 has	 thus	 been	 acquired,	 many	 a	 man	 of
business,	lawyer	or	banker,	would	gladly	pay	all	it	has	cost	me."

"I	 appreciate	 your	 devoted	 conduct,	 madame,"	 replied	 Popinot.	 "It	 does
you	honor,	and	I	blame	you	for	nothing.	A	judge	belongs	to	all:	he	must	know
and	weigh	every	fact."

Madame	 d'Espard's	 tact	 and	 practice	 in	 estimating	 men	 made	 her
understand	that	M.	Popinot	was	not	to	be	influenced	by	any	consideration.	She



had	counted	on	an	ambitious	lawyer,	she	had	found	a	man	of	conscience.	She
at	once	thought	of	finding	other	means	for	securing	the	success	of	her	side.

The	servants	brought	in	tea.

"Have	you	 any	 further	 explanations	 to	 give	me,	madame?"	 said	Popinot,
seeing	these	preparations.

"Monsieur,"	 she	 replied	 haughtily,	 "do	 your	 business	 your	 own	 way;
question	M.	d'Espard,	and	you	will	pity	me,	I	am	sure."	She	raised	her	head,
looking	Popinot	in	the	face	with	pride,	mingled	with	impertinence;	the	worthy
man	bowed	himself	out	respectfully.

"A	nice	man	 is	your	uncle,"	 said	Rastignac	 to	Bianchon.	 "Is	he	 really	 so
dense?	Does	not	he	know	what	 the	Marquise	d'Espard	is,	what	her	 influence
means,	 her	 unavowed	 power	 over	 people?	 The	Keeper	 of	 the	 Seals	 will	 be
with	her	to-morrow——"

"My	dear	fellow,	how	can	I	help	it?"	said	Bianchon.	"Did	not	I	warn	you?
He	is	not	a	man	you	can	get	over."

"No,"	said	Rastignac;	"he	is	a	man	you	must	run	over."

The	 doctor	was	 obliged	 to	make	 his	 bow	 to	 the	Marquise	 and	 her	mute
Chevalier	 to	 catch	 up	 Popinot,	 who,	 not	 being	 the	 man	 to	 endure	 an
embarrassing	position,	was	pacing	through	the	rooms.

"That	 woman	 owes	 a	 hundred	 thousand	 crowns,"	 said	 the	 judge,	 as	 he
stepped	into	his	nephew's	cab.

"And	what	do	you	think	of	the	case?"

"I,"	 said	 the	 judge.	 "I	 never	 have	 an	 opinion	 till	 I	 have	 gone	 into
everything.	To-morrow	early	I	will	send	to	Madame	Jeanrenaud	to	call	on	me
in	 my	 private	 office	 at	 four	 o'clock,	 to	 make	 her	 explain	 the	 facts	 which
concern	her,	for	she	is	compromised."

"I	should	very	much	like	to	know	what	the	end	will	be."

"Why,	bless	me,	do	not	you	 see	 that	 the	Marquise	 is	 the	 tool	of	 that	 tall
lean	man	who	never	uttered	a	word?	There	is	a	strain	of	Cain	in	him,	but	of	the
Cain	who	goes	 to	 the	Law	Courts	 for	his	bludgeon,	 and	 there,	unluckily	 for
him,	we	keep	more	than	one	Damocles'	sword."

"Oh,	 Rastignac!	 what	 brought	 you	 into	 that	 boat,	 I	 wonder?"	 exclaimed
Bianchon.

"Ah,	we	are	used	to	seeing	these	little	family	conspiracies,"	said	Popinot.
"Not	 a	 year	 passes	 without	 a	 number	 of	 verdicts	 of	 'insufficient	 evidence'
against	applications	of	this	kind.	In	our	state	of	society	such	an	attempt	brings



no	dishonor,	while	we	send	a	poor	devil	 to	the	galleys	who	breaks	a	pane	of
glass	dividing	him	from	a	bowl	full	of	gold.	Our	Code	is	not	faultless."

"But	these	are	the	facts?"

"My	 boy,	 do	 you	 not	 know	 all	 the	 judicial	 romances	with	which	 clients
impose	 on	 their	 attorneys?	 If	 the	 attorneys	 condemned	 themselves	 to	 state
nothing	but	the	truth,	they	would	not	earn	enough	to	keep	their	office	open."

Next	day,	at	four	in	the	afternoon,	a	very	stout	dame,	looking	a	good	deal
like	 a	 cask	 dressed	 up	 in	 a	 gown	 and	 belt,	 mounted	 Judge	 Popinot's	 stairs,
perspiring	 and	 panting.	 She	 had,	 with	 great	 difficulty,	 got	 out	 of	 a	 green
landau,	 which	 suited	 her	 to	 a	 miracle;	 you	 could	 not	 think	 of	 the	 woman
without	the	landau,	or	the	landau	without	the	woman.

"It	 is	 I,	 my	 dear	 sir,"	 said	 she,	 appearing	 in	 the	 doorway	 of	 the	 judge's
room.	"Madame	Jeanrenaud,	whom	you	summoned	exactly	as	if	I	were	a	thief,
neither	more	nor	less."

The	 common	 words	 were	 spoken	 in	 a	 common	 voice,	 broken	 by	 the
wheezing	of	asthma,	and	ending	in	a	cough.

"When	I	go	through	a	damp	place,	I	can't	tell	you	what	I	suffer,	sir.	I	shall
never	make	old	bones,	saving	your	presence.	However,	here	I	am."

The	 lawyer	 was	 quite	 amazed	 at	 the	 appearance	 of	 this	 supposed
Marechale	 d'Ancre.	 Madame	 Jeanrenaud's	 face	 was	 pitted	 with	 an	 infinite
number	of	little	holes,	was	very	red,	with	a	pug	nose	and	a	low	forehead,	and
was	as	round	as	a	ball;	for	everything	about	the	good	woman	was	round.	She
had	the	bright	eyes	of	a	country	woman,	an	honest	gaze,	a	cheerful	tone,	and
chestnut	hair	held	in	place	by	a	bonnet	cap	under	a	green	bonnet	decked	with	a
shabby	bunch	of	auriculas.	Her	stupendous	bust	was	a	thing	to	laugh	at,	for	it
made	 one	 fear	 some	 grotesque	 explosion	 every	 time	 she	 coughed.	 Her
enormous	 legs	 were	 of	 the	 shape	 which	make	 the	 Paris	 street	 boy	 describe
such	a	woman	as	being	built	on	piles.	The	widow	wore	a	green	gown	trimmed
with	chinchilla,	which	looked	on	her	as	a	splash	of	dirty	oil	would	look	on	a
bride's	 veil.	 In	 short,	 everything	 about	 her	 harmonized	with	 her	 last	 words:
"Here	I	am."

"Madame,"	 said	 Popinot,	 "you	 are	 suspected	 of	 having	 used	 some
seductive	 arts	 to	 induce	M.	 d'Espard	 to	 hand	 over	 to	 you	 very	 considerable
sums	of	money."

"Of	what!	of	what!"	cried	she.	"Of	seductive	arts?	But,	my	dear	sir,	you	are
a	man	 to	 be	 respected,	 and,	moreover,	 as	 a	 lawyer	 you	 ought	 to	 have	 some
good	sense.	Look	at	me!	Tell	me	if	I	am	likely	to	seduce	any	one.	I	cannot	tie
my	 own	 shoes,	 nor	 even	 stoop.	 For	 these	 twenty	 years	 past,	 the	 Lord	 be



praised,	I	have	not	dared	to	put	on	a	pair	of	stays	under	pain	of	sudden	death.	I
was	as	thin	as	an	asparagus	stalk	when	I	was	seventeen,	and	pretty	too—I	may
say	so	now.	So	I	married	Jeanrenaud,	a	good	fellow,	and	headman	on	the	salt-
barges.	I	had	my	boy,	who	is	a	fine	young	man;	he	is	my	pride,	and	it	 is	not
holding	myself	cheap	to	say	he	is	my	best	piece	of	work.	My	little	Jeanrenaud
was	a	soldier	who	did	Napoleon	credit,	and	who	served	in	the	Imperial	Guard.
But,	alas!	at	 the	death	of	my	old	man,	who	was	drowned,	 times	changed	for
the	 worse.	 I	 had	 the	 smallpox.	 I	 was	 kept	 two	 years	 in	 my	 room	 without
stirring,	 and	 I	 came	 out	 of	 it	 the	 size	 you	 see	me,	 hideous	 for	 ever,	 and	 as
wretched	as	could	be.	These	are	my	seductive	arts."

"But	what,	then,	can	the	reasons	be	that	have	induced	M.	d'Espard	to	give
you	sums——"

"Hugious	 sums,	 monsieur,	 say	 the	 word;	 I	 do	 not	 mind.	 But	 as	 to	 his
reasons,	I	am	not	at	liberty	to	explain	them."

"You	 are	wrong.	At	 this	moment,	 his	 family,	 very	 naturally	 alarmed,	 are
about	to	bring	an	action——"

"Heavens	above	us!"	said	the	good	woman,	starting	up.	"Is	it	possible	that
he	should	be	worried	on	my	account?	That	king	of	men,	a	man	that	has	not	his
match!	 Rather	 than	 he	 should	 have	 the	 smallest	 trouble,	 or	 hair	 less	 on	 his
head	 I	 could	 almost	 say,	 we	 would	 return	 every	 sou,	 monsieur.	 Write	 that
down	on	your	papers.	Heaven	above	us!	I	will	go	at	once	and	tell	Jeanrenaud
what	is	going	on!	A	pretty	thing	indeed!"

And	 the	 little	 old	 woman	 went	 out,	 rolled	 herself	 downstairs,	 and
disappeared.

"That	one	tells	no	lies,"	said	Popinot	to	himself.	"Well,	 to-morrow	I	shall
know	the	whole	story,	for	I	shall	go	to	see	the	Marquis	d'Espard."

People	 who	 have	 outlived	 the	 age	 when	 a	 man	 wastes	 his	 vitality	 at
random,	 know	 how	 great	 an	 influence	may	 be	 exercised	 on	more	 important
events	by	apparently	trivial	incidents,	and	will	not	be	surprised	at	the	weight
here	 given	 to	 the	 following	 minor	 fact.	 Next	 day	 Popinot	 had	 an	 attack	 of
coryza,	 a	 complaint	 which	 is	 not	 dangerous,	 and	 generally	 known	 by	 the
absurd	and	inadequate	name	of	a	cold	in	the	head.

The	judge,	who	could	not	suppose	that	the	delay	could	be	serious,	feeling
himself	 a	 little	 feverish,	 kept	 his	 room,	 and	 did	 not	 go	 to	 see	 the	Marquis
d'Espard.	This	day	lost	was,	to	this	affair,	what	on	the	Day	of	Dupes	the	cup	of
soup	 had	 been,	 taken	 by	Marie	 de	Medici,	 which,	 by	 delaying	 her	meeting
with	Louis	XIII.,	enabled	Richelieu	to	arrive	at	Saint-Germain	before	her,	and
recapture	his	royal	slave.



Before	accompanying	the	 lawyer	and	his	registering	clerk	 to	 the	Marquis
d'Espard's	 house,	 it	 may	 be	 as	 well	 to	 glance	 at	 the	 home	 and	 the	 private
affairs	 of	 this	 father	 of	 sons	 whom	 his	 wife's	 petition	 represented	 to	 be	 a
madman.

Here	and	there	in	the	old	parts	of	Paris	a	few	buildings	may	still	be	seen	in
which	 the	 archaeologist	 can	 discern	 an	 intention	 of	 decorating	 the	 city,	 and
that	love	of	property,	which	leads	the	owner	to	give	a	durable	character	to	the
structure.	The	house	 in	which	M.	d'Espard	was	 then	 living,	 in	 the	Rue	de	 la
Montagne-Sainte-Genevieve,	 was	 one	 of	 these	 old	mansions,	 built	 in	 stone,
and	not	devoid	of	a	certain	richness	of	style;	but	time	had	blackened	the	stone,
and	 revolutions	 in	 the	 town	 had	 damaged	 it	 both	 outside	 and	 inside.	 The
dignitaries	who	formerly	dwelt	in	the	neighborhood	of	the	University	having
disappeared	with	 the	great	ecclesiastical	 foundations,	 this	house	had	become
the	 home	 of	 industries	 and	 of	 inhabitants	 whom	 it	 was	 never	 destined	 to
shelter.	During	 the	 last	 century	 a	 printing	 establishment	 had	worn	 down	 the
polished	floors,	soiled	 the	carved	wood,	blackened	 the	walls,	and	altered	 the
principal	internal	arrangements.	Formerly	the	residence	of	a	Cardinal,	this	fine
house	 was	 now	 divided	 among	 plebeian	 tenants.	 The	 character	 of	 the
architecture	showed	that	it	had	been	built	under	the	reigns	of	Henry	III.,	Henry
IV.,	and	Louis	XIII.,	 at	 the	 time	when	 the	hotels	Mignon	and	Serpente	were
erected	in	the	same	neighborhood,	with	the	palace	of	the	Princess	Palatine,	and
the	Sorbonne.	An	old	man	could	remember	having	heard	it	called,	in	the	last
century,	the	hotel	Duperron,	so	it	seemed	probable	that	the	illustrious	Cardinal
of	that	name	had	built,	or	perhaps	merely	lived	in	it.

There	still	exists,	indeed,	in	the	corner	of	the	courtyard,	a	perron	or	flight
of	 several	 outer	 steps	 by	 which	 the	 house	 is	 entered;	 and	 the	 way	 into	 the
garden	 on	 the	 garden	 front	 is	 down	 a	 similar	 flight	 of	 steps.	 In	 spite	 of
dilapidations,	 the	 luxury	 lavished	 by	 the	 architect	 on	 the	 balustrade	 and
entrance	 porch	 crowning	 these	 two	 perrons	 suggests	 the	 simple-minded
purpose	of	commemorating	the	owner's	name,	a	sort	of	sculptured	pun	which
our	 ancestors	 often	 allowed	 themselves.	Finally,	 in	 support	 of	 this	 evidence,
archaeologists	can	still	discern	in	the	medallions	which	show	on	the	principal
front	some	traces	of	the	cords	of	the	Roman	hat.

M.	 le	Marquis	 d'Espard	 lived	on	 the	 ground	 floor,	 in	 order,	 no	doubt,	 to
enjoy	the	garden,	which	might	be	called	spacious	for	that	neighborhood,	and
which	lay	open	for	his	children's	health.	The	situation	of	the	house,	in	a	street
on	a	steep	hill,	as	its	name	indicates,	secured	these	ground-floor	rooms	against
ever	being	damp.	M.	d'Espard	had	taken	them,	no	doubt,	for	a	very	moderate
price,	rents	being	low	at	the	time	when	he	settled	in	that	quarter,	in	order	to	be
among	the	schools	and	to	superintend	his	boys'	education.	Moreover,	the	state
in	which	he	found	the	place,	with	everything	to	repair,	had	no	doubt	induced



the	 owner	 to	 be	 accommodating.	 Thus	M.	 d'Espard	 had	 been	 able	 to	 go	 to
some	 expense	 to	 settle	 himself	 suitably	 without	 being	 accused	 of
extravagance.	 The	 loftiness	 of	 the	 rooms,	 the	 paneling,	 of	 which	 nothing
survived	 but	 the	 frames,	 the	 decoration	 of	 the	 ceilings,	 all	 displayed	 the
dignity	which	 the	 prelacy	 stamped	 on	whatever	 it	 attempted	 or	 created,	 and
which	artists	discern	to	this	day	in	the	smallest	relic	that	remains,	though	it	be
but	a	book,	a	dress,	the	panel	of	a	bookcase,	or	an	armchair.

The	Marquis	had	 the	 rooms	painted	 in	 the	 rich	brown	 tones	 loved	of	 the
Dutch	and	of	 the	citizens	of	Old	Paris,	hues	which	lend	such	good	effects	 to
the	painter	of	genre.	The	panels	were	hung	with	plain	paper	in	harmony	with
the	paint.	The	window	curtains	were	of	 inexpensive	materials,	but	chosen	so
as	to	produce	a	generally	happy	result;	the	furniture	was	not	too	crowded	and
judiciously	placed.	Any	one	on	going	into	this	home	could	not	resist	a	sense	of
sweet	 peacefulness,	 produced	 by	 the	 perfect	 calm,	 the	 stillness	 which
prevailed,	by	the	unpretentious	unity	of	color,	the	keeping	of	the	picture,	in	the
words	 a	 painter	 might	 use.	 A	 certain	 nobleness	 in	 the	 details,	 the	 exquisite
cleanliness	 of	 the	 furniture,	 and	 a	 perfect	 concord	 of	 men	 and	 things,	 all
brought	the	word	"suavity"	to	the	lips.

Few	persons	were	admitted	to	the	rooms	used	by	the	Marquis	and	his	two
sons,	whose	life	might	perhaps	seem	mysterious	to	their	neighbors.	In	a	wing
towards	 the	 street,	 on	 the	 third	 floor,	 there	 are	 three	 large	 rooms	which	 had
been	left	in	the	state	of	dilapidation	and	grotesque	bareness	to	which	they	had
been	 reduced	 by	 the	 printing	 works.	 These	 three	 rooms,	 devoted	 to	 the
evolution	 of	 the	 Picturesque	History	 of	China,	were	 contrived	 to	 serve	 as	 a
writing-room,	a	depository,	and	a	private	room,	where	M.	d'Espard	sat	during
part	 of	 the	 day;	 for	 after	 breakfast	 till	 four	 in	 the	 afternoon	 the	 Marquis
remained	 in	 this	 room	 on	 the	 third	 floor	 to	 work	 at	 the	 publication	 he	 had
undertaken.	Visitors	wanting	to	see	him	commonly	found	him	there,	and	often
the	 two	 boys	 on	 their	 return	 from	 school	 resorted	 thither.	 Thus	 the	 ground-
floor	rooms	were	a	sort	of	sanctuary	where	the	father	and	sons	spent	their	time
from	the	hour	of	dinner	 till	 the	next	day,	and	his	domestic	 life	was	carefully
closed	against	the	public	eye.

His	only	servants	were	a	cook—an	old	woman	who	had	long	been	attached
to	his	family—and	a	man-servant	forty	years	old,	who	was	with	him	when	he
married	 Mademoiselle	 de	 Blamont.	 His	 children's	 nurse	 had	 also	 remained
with	them,	and	the	minute	care	to	which	the	apartment	bore	witness	revealed
the	sense	of	order	and	the	maternal	affections	expended	by	this	woman	in	her
master's	 interest,	 in	 the	 management	 of	 his	 house,	 and	 the	 charge	 of	 his
children.	These	three	good	souls,	grave,	and	uncommunicative	folk,	seemed	to
have	 entered	 into	 the	 idea	 which	 ruled	 the	Marquis'	 domestic	 life.	 And	 the
contrast	 between	 their	 habits	 and	 those	 of	 most	 servants	 was	 a	 peculiarity



which	 cast	 an	 air	 of	mystery	 over	 the	 house,	 and	 fomented	 the	 calumny	 to
which	M.	 d'Espard	 himself	 lent	 occasion.	 Very	 laudable	 motives	 had	 made
him	determine	never	 to	be	on	visiting	 terms	with	any	of	 the	other	 tenants	 in
the	house.	In	undertaking	to	educate	his	boys	he	wished	to	keep	them	from	all
contact	 with	 strangers.	 Perhaps,	 too,	 he	 wished	 to	 avoid	 the	 intrusion	 of
neighbors.

In	a	man	of	his	rank,	at	a	time	when	the	Quartier	Latin	was	distracted	by
Liberalism,	 such	 conduct	 was	 sure	 to	 rouse	 in	 opposition	 a	 host	 of	 petty
passions,	of	feelings	whose	folly	is	only	to	be	measured	by	their	meanness,	the
outcome	 of	 porters'	 gossip	 and	 malevolent	 tattle	 from	 door	 to	 door,	 all
unknown	to	M.	d'Espard	and	his	retainers.	His	man-servant	was	stigmatized	as
a	 Jesuit,	 his	 cook	 as	 a	 sly	 fox;	 the	 nurse	 was	 in	 collusion	 with	 Madame
Jeanrenaud	to	rob	the	madman.	The	madman	was	the	Marquis.	By	degrees	the
other	tenants	came	to	regard	as	proofs	of	madness	a	number	of	things	they	had
noticed	in	M.	d'Espard,	and	passed	through	the	sieve	of	their	judgment	without
discerning	any	reasonable	motive	for	them.

Having	no	belief	in	the	success	of	the	History	of	China,	they	had	managed
to	convince	the	landlord	of	the	house	that	M.	d'Espard	had	no	money	just	at	a
time	 when,	 with	 the	 forgetfulness	 which	 often	 befalls	 busy	 men,	 he	 had
allowed	the	tax-collector	to	send	him	a	summons	for	non-payment	of	arrears.
The	landlord	forthwith	claimed	his	quarter's	rent	from	January	1st	by	sending
in	a	receipt,	which	the	porter's	wife	had	amused	herself	by	detaining.	On	the
15th	a	summons	to	pay	was	served	on	M.	d'Espard,	the	portress	had	delivered
it	 at	 her	 leisure,	 and	 he	 supposed	 it	 to	 be	 some	 misunderstanding,	 not
conceiving	of	any	incivility	from	a	man	in	whose	house	he	had	been	living	for
twelve	years.	The	Marquis	was	actually	seized	by	a	bailiff	at	the	time	when	his
man-servant	had	gone	to	carry	the	money	for	the	rent	to	the	landlord.

This	arrest,	assiduously	reported	to	the	persons	with	whom	he	was	in	treaty
for	his	undertaking,	had	alarmed	some	of	them	who	were	already	doubtful	of
M.	 d'Espard's	 solvency	 in	 consequence	 of	 the	 enormous	 sums	which	 Baron
Jeanrenaud	and	his	mother	were	said	to	be	receiving	from	him.	And,	indeed,
these	suspicions	on	the	part	of	the	tenants,	the	creditors,	and	the	landlord	had
some	excuse	in	the	Marquis'	extreme	economy	in	housekeeping.	He	conducted
it	 as	 a	 ruined	man	might.	His	 servants	 always	 paid	 in	 ready	money	 for	 the
most	 trifling	 necessaries	 of	 life,	 and	 acted	 as	 not	 choosing	 to	 take	 credit;	 if
now	 they	 had	 asked	 for	 anything	 on	 credit,	 it	 would	 probably	 have	 been
refused,	calumnious	gossip	had	been	so	widely	believed	in	the	neighborhood.
There	are	 tradesmen	who	 like	 those	of	 their	customers	who	pay	badly	when
they	 see	 them	 often,	while	 they	 hate	 others,	 and	 very	 good	 ones,	who	 hold
themselves	on	too	high	a	level	to	allow	of	any	familiarity	as	CHUMS,	a	vulgar
but	expressive	word.	Men	are	made	so;	in	almost	every	class	they	will	allow	to



a	gossip,	or	a	vulgar	soul	that	flatters	them,	facilities	and	favors	they	refuse	to
the	 superiority	 they	 resent,	 in	 whatever	 form	 it	 may	 show	 itself.	 The
shopkeeper	who	rails	at	the	Court	has	his	courtiers.

In	 short,	 the	 manners	 of	 the	 Marquis	 and	 his	 children	 were	 certain	 to
arouse	 ill-feeling	 in	 their	 neighbors,	 and	 to	work	 them	up	by	degrees	 to	 the
pitch	of	malevolence	when	men	do	not	hesitate	at	an	act	of	meanness	if	only	it
may	damage	the	adversary	they	have	themselves	created.

M.	 d'Espard	 was	 a	 gentleman,	 as	 his	 wife	 was	 a	 lady,	 by	 birth	 and
breeding;	noble	 types,	 already	 so	 rare	 in	France	 that	 the	observer	 can	 easily
count	the	persons	who	perfectly	realize	them.	These	two	characters	are	based
on	primitive	 ideas,	on	beliefs	 that	may	be	called	 innate,	on	habits	 formed	 in
infancy,	 and	 which	 have	 ceased	 to	 exist.	 To	 believe	 in	 pure	 blood,	 in	 a
privileged	race,	to	stand	in	thought	above	other	men,	must	we	not	from	birth
have	 measured	 the	 distance	 which	 divides	 patricians	 from	 the	 mob?	 To
command,	 must	 we	 not	 have	 never	 met	 our	 equal?	 And	 finally,	 must	 not
education	 inculcate	 the	 ideas	with	which	Nature	 inspires	 those	great	men	on
whose	 brow	 she	 has	 placed	 a	 crown	before	 their	mother	 has	 ever	 set	 a	 kiss
there?	These	ideas,	this	education,	are	no	longer	possible	in	France,	where	for
forty	years	past	chance	has	arrogated	the	right	of	making	noblemen	by	dipping
them	 in	 the	 blood	 of	 battles,	 by	 gilding	 them	with	 glory,	 by	 crowning	 them
with	the	halo	of	genius;	where	the	abolition	of	entail	and	of	eldest	sonship,	by
frittering	 away	 estates,	 compels	 the	 nobleman	 to	 attend	 to	 his	 own	 business
instead	of	attending	to	affairs	of	state,	and	where	personal	greatness	can	only
be	such	greatness	as	is	acquired	by	long	and	patient	toil:	quite	a	new	era.

Regarded	as	a	relic	of	that	great	institution	know	as	feudalism,	M.	d'Espard
deserved	 respectful	 admiration.	 If	 he	 believed	 himself	 to	 be	 by	 blood	 the
superior	 of	 other	men,	 he	 also	 believed	 in	 all	 the	 obligations	 of	 nobility;	 he
had	the	virtues	and	the	strength	it	demands.	He	had	brought	up	his	children	in
his	own	principles,	and	taught	them	from	the	cradle	the	religion	of	their	caste.
A	deep	sense	of	their	own	dignity,	pride	of	name,	the	conviction	that	they	were
by	birth	great,	gave	rise	in	them	to	a	kingly	pride,	the	courage	of	knights,	and
the	 protecting	 kindness	 of	 a	 baronial	 lord;	 their	manners,	 harmonizing	with
their	notions,	would	have	become	princes,	 and	offended	all	 the	world	of	 the
Rue	de	la	Montagne-Sainte-Genevieve—a	world,	above	all	others,	of	equality,
where	every	one	believed	that	M.	d'Espard	was	ruined,	and	where	all,	from	the
lowest	to	the	highest,	refused	the	privileges	of	nobility	to	a	nobleman	without
money,	because	 they	were	all	 ready	 to	allow	an	enriched	bourgeois	 to	usurp
them.	Thus	the	lack	of	communion	between	this	family	and	other	persons	was
as	much	moral	as	it	was	physical.

In	the	father	and	the	children	alike,	their	personality	harmonized	with	the
spirit	within.	M.	d'Espard,	at	this	time	about	fifty,	might	have	sat	as	a	model	to



represent	the	aristocracy	of	birth	in	the	nineteenth	century.	He	was	slight	and
fair;	 there	 was	 in	 the	 outline	 and	 general	 expression	 of	 his	 face	 a	 native
distinction	 which	 spoke	 of	 lofty	 sentiments,	 but	 it	 bore	 the	 impress	 of	 a
deliberate	 coldness	 which	 commanded	 respect	 a	 little	 too	 decidedly.	 His
aquiline	nose	bent	at	the	tip	from	left	to	right,	a	slight	crookedness	which	was
not	devoid	of	grace;	his	blue	eyes,	his	high	forehead,	prominent	enough	at	the
brows	 to	 form	 a	 thick	 ridge	 that	 checked	 the	 light	 and	 shaded	 his	 eyes,	 all
indicated	 a	 spirit	 of	 rectitude,	 capable	 of	 perseverance	 and	 perfect	 loyalty,
while	 it	 gave	 a	 singular	 look	 to	 his	 countenance.	 This	 penthouse	 forehead
might,	 in	 fact,	 hint	 at	 a	 touch	 of	 madness,	 and	 his	 thick-knitted	 eyebrows
added	 to	 the	 apparent	 eccentricity.	 He	 had	 the	 white	 well-kept	 hands	 of	 a
gentleman;	his	 foot	was	high	and	narrow.	His	hesitating	speech—not	merely
as	 to	 his	 pronunciation,	 which	 was	 that	 of	 a	 stammerer,	 but	 also	 in	 the
expression	of	his	 ideas,	his	 thought	and	 language—produced	on	 the	mind	of
the	hearer	 the	 impression	of	a	man	who,	 in	 familiar	phraseology,	comes	and
goes,	 feels	 his	 way,	 tries	 everything,	 breaks	 off	 his	 gestures,	 and	 finishes
nothing.	 This	 defect	 was	 purely	 superficial,	 and	 in	 contrast	 with	 the
decisiveness	of	a	 firmly-set	mouth,	and	 the	 strongly-marked	character	of	his
physiognomy.	 His	 rather	 jerky	 gait	 matched	 his	 mode	 of	 speech.	 These
peculiarities	 helped	 to	 affirm	 his	 supposed	 insanity.	 In	 spite	 of	 his	 elegant
appearance,	he	was	systematically	parsimonious	in	his	personal	expenses,	and
wore	the	same	black	frock-coat	for	three	or	four	years,	brushed	with	extreme
care	by	his	old	man-servant.

As	 to	 the	children,	 they	both	were	handsome,	and	endowed	with	a	grace
which	 did	 not	 exclude	 an	 expression	 of	 aristocratic	 disdain.	 They	 had	 the
bright	 coloring,	 the	 clear	 eye,	 the	 transparent	 flesh	 which	 reveal	 habits	 of
purity,	regularity	of	life,	and	a	due	proportion	of	work	and	play.	They	both	had
black	hair	and	blue	eyes,	and	a	twist	 in	their	nose,	 like	their	father;	but	 their
mother,	 perhaps,	 had	 transmitted	 to	 them	 the	 dignity	 of	 speech,	 of	 look	 and
mien,	which	are	hereditary	in	the	Blamont-Chauvrys.	Their	voices,	as	clear	as
crystal,	had	an	emotional	quality,	the	softness	which	proves	so	seductive;	they
had,	 in	 short,	 the	 voice	 a	woman	would	willingly	 listen	 to	 after	 feeling	 the
flame	of	 their	 looks.	But,	 above	all,	 they	had	 the	modesty	of	pride,	 a	chaste
reserve,	a	touch-me-not	which	at	a	maturer	age	might	have	seemed	intentional
coyness,	so	much	did	their	demeanor	inspire	a	wish	to	know	them.	The	elder,
Comte	Clement	 de	Negrepelisse,	was	 close	 upon	 his	 sixteenth	 year.	 For	 the
last	two	years	he	had	ceased	to	wear	the	pretty	English	round	jacket	which	his
brother,	Vicomte	Camille	d'Espard,	still	wore.	The	Count,	who	for	the	last	six
months	went	no	more	to	the	College	Henri	IV.,	was	dressed	in	the	style	of	a
young	man	enjoying	the	first	pleasures	of	fashion.	His	father	had	not	wished	to
condemn	him	to	a	year's	useless	study	of	philosophy;	he	was	trying	to	give	his
knowledge	some	consistency	by	the	study	of	 transcendental	mathematics.	At



the	 same	 time,	 the	 Marquis	 was	 having	 him	 taught	 Eastern	 languages,	 the
international	 law	 of	Europe,	 heraldry,	 and	 history	 from	 the	 original	 sources,
charters,	early	documents,	and	collections	of	edicts.	Camille	had	lately	begun
to	study	rhetoric.

The	 day	 when	 Popinot	 arranged	 to	 go	 to	 question	 M.	 d'Espard	 was	 a
Thursday,	 a	 holiday.	 At	 about	 nine	 in	 the	 morning,	 before	 their	 father	 was
awake,	the	brothers	were	playing	in	the	garden.	Clement	was	finding	it	hard	to
refuse	his	brother,	who	was	anxious	to	go	to	the	shooting-gallery	for	the	first
time,	and	who	begged	him	to	second	his	request	to	the	Marquis.	The	Viscount
always	rather	took	advantage	of	his	weakness,	and	was	very	fond	of	wrestling
with	 his	 brother.	 So	 the	 couple	 were	 quarreling	 and	 fighting	 in	 play	 like
schoolboys.	As	they	ran	in	the	garden,	chasing	each	other,	they	made	so	much
noise	 as	 to	 wake	 their	 father,	 who	 came	 to	 the	 window	 without	 their
perceiving	 him	 in	 the	 heat	 of	 the	 fray.	 The	 Marquis	 amused	 himself	 with
watching	his	two	children	twisted	together	like	snakes,	their	faces	flushed	by
the	exertion	of	their	strength;	their	complexion	was	rose	and	white,	their	eyes
flashed	sparks,	 their	 limbs	writhed	 like	cords	 in	 the	fire;	 they	fell,	sprang	up
again,	and	caught	each	other	like	athletes	in	a	circus,	affording	their	father	one
of	 those	 moments	 of	 happiness	 which	 would	 make	 amends	 for	 the	 keenest
anxieties	of	a	busy	life.	Two	other	persons,	one	on	the	second	and	one	on	the
first	floor,	were	also	looking	into	the	garden,	and	saying	that	the	old	madman
was	amusing	himself	by	making	his	children	fight.	Immediately	a	number	of
heads	appeared	at	the	windows;	the	Marquis,	noticing	them,	called	a	word	to
his	 sons,	who	at	once	climbed	up	 to	 the	window	and	 jumped	 into	his	 room,
and	Clement	obtained	the	permission	asked	by	Camille.

All	through	the	house	every	one	was	talking	of	the	Marquis'	new	form	of
insanity.	When	Popinot	 arrived	 at	 about	 twelve	o'clock,	 accompanied	by	his
clerk,	 the	 portress,	when	 asked	 for	M.	 d'Espard,	 conducted	 him	 to	 the	 third
floor,	telling	him	"as	how	M.	d'Espard,	no	longer	ago	than	that	very	morning,
had	set	on	his	 two	children	to	fight,	and	laughed	like	the	monster	he	was	on
seeing	the	younger	biting	the	elder	till	he	bled,	and	as	how	no	doubt	he	longed
to	 see	 them	kill	 each	other.—Don't	 ask	me	 the	 reason	why,"	 she	 added;	 "he
doesn't	show	himself!"

Just	as	the	woman	spoke	these	decisive	words,	she	had	brought	the	judge
to	the	landing	on	the	third	floor,	face	to	face	with	a	door	covered	with	notices
announcing	the	successive	numbers	of	the	Picturesque	History	of	China.	The
muddy	 floor,	 the	 dirty	 banisters,	 the	 door	 where	 the	 printers	 had	 left	 their
marks,	 the	dilapidated	window,	and	the	ceiling	on	which	the	apprentices	had
amused	 themselves	with	drawing	monstrosities	with	 the	smoky	flare	of	 their
tallow	dips,	the	piles	of	paper	and	litter	heaped	up	in	the	corners,	intentionally
or	 from	 sheer	 neglect—in	 short,	 every	 detail	 of	 the	 picture	 lying	 before	 his



eyes,	agreed	so	well	with	the	facts	alleged	by	the	Marquise	that	the	judge,	in
spite	of	his	impartiality,	could	not	help	believing	them.

"There	you	are,	gentlemen,"	said	the	porter's	wife;	"there	is	the	manifactor,
where	the	Chinese	swallow	up	enough	to	feed	the	whole	neighborhood."

The	clerk	 looked	at	 the	 judge	with	a	 smile,	 and	Popinot	 found	 it	hard	 to
keep	his	countenance.	They	went	 together	 into	 the	outer	 room,	where	sat	an
old	man,	who,	no	doubt,	performed	the	functions	of	office	clerk,	shopman,	and
cashier.	This	old	man	was	 the	Maitre	 Jacques	of	China.	Along	 the	walls	 ran
long	 shelves,	 on	 which	 the	 published	 numbers	 lay	 in	 piles.	 A	 partition	 in
wood,	with	 a	grating	 lined	with	green	 curtains,	 cut	 off	 the	 end	of	 the	 room,
forming	a	private	office.	A	 till	with	a	 slit	 to	admit	or	disgorge	crown	pieces
indicated	the	cash-desk.

"M.	d'Espard?"	said	Popinot,	addressing	the	man,	who	wore	a	gray	blouse.

The	 shopman	opened	 the	door	 into	 the	next	 room,	where	 the	 lawyer	 and
his	 companion	 saw	 a	 venerable	 old	man,	white-headed	 and	 simply	 dressed,
wearing	the	Cross	of	Saint-Louis,	seated	at	a	desk.	He	ceased	comparing	some
sheets	 of	 colored	 prints	 to	 look	 up	 at	 the	 two	 visitors.	 This	 room	 was	 an
unpretentious	office,	full	of	books	and	proof-sheets.	There	was	a	black	wood
table	at	which	some	one,	at	the	moment	absent,	no	doubt	was	accustomed	to
work.

"The	Marquis	d'Espard?"	said	Popinot.

"No,	monsieur,"	said	the	old	man,	rising;	"what	do	you	want	with	him?"	he
added,	coming	forward,	and	showing	by	his	demeanor	the	dignified	manners
and	habits	due	to	a	gentlemanly	education.

"We	wish	to	speak	with	him	on	business	exclusively	personal	to	himself,"
replied	Popinot.

"D'Espard,	here	are	some	gentlemen	who	want	 to	see	you,"	 then	said	 the
old	man,	going	 into	 the	 furthest	 room,	where	 the	Marquis	was	sitting	by	 the
fire	reading	the	newspaper.

This	 innermost	 room	 had	 a	 shabby	 carpet,	 the	windows	were	 hung	with
gray	holland	curtains;	 the	furniture	consisted	of	a	 few	mahogany	chairs,	 two
armchairs,	a	desk	with	a	revolving	front,	an	ordinary	office	table,	and	on	the
chimney-shelf,	 a	dingy	clock	and	 two	old	candlesticks.	The	old	man	 led	 the
way	for	Popinot	and	his	registrar,	and	pulled	forward	two	chairs,	as	though	he
were	 master	 of	 the	 place;	M.	 d'Espard	 left	 it	 to	 him.	 After	 the	 preliminary
civilities,	during	which	 the	 judge	watched	 the	 supposed	 lunatic,	 the	Marquis
naturally	 asked	 what	 was	 the	 object	 of	 this	 visit.	 On	 this	 Popinot	 glanced
significantly	at	the	old	gentleman	and	the	Marquis.



"I	 believe,	 Monsieur	 le	 Marquis,"	 said	 he,	 "that	 the	 character	 of	 my
functions,	and	the	inquiry	that	has	brought	me	here,	make	it	desirable	that	we
should	be	alone,	though	it	is	understood	by	law	that	in	such	cases	the	inquiries
have	a	sort	of	family	publicity.	I	am	judge	on	the	Inferior	Court	of	Appeal	for
the	Department	 of	 the	Seine,	 and	 charged	 by	 the	President	with	 the	 duty	 of
examining	you	as	 to	certain	facts	set	 forth	 in	a	petition	for	a	Commission	 in
Lunacy	on	the	part	of	the	Marquise	d'Espard."

The	old	man	withdrew.	When	the	lawyer	and	the	Marquis	were	alone,	the
clerk	 shut	 the	 door,	 and	 seated	 himself	 unceremoniously	 at	 the	 office	 table,
where	he	laid	out	his	papers	and	prepared	to	take	down	his	notes.	Popinot	had
still	kept	his	 eye	on	M.	d'Espard;	he	was	watching	 the	effect	on	him	of	 this
crude	 statement,	 so	 painful	 for	 a	man	 in	 full	 possession	 of	 his	 reason.	 The
Marquis	 d'Espard,	 whose	 face	 was	 usually	 pale,	 as	 are	 those	 of	 fair	 men,
suddenly	turned	scarlet	with	anger;	he	trembled	for	an	instant,	sat	down,	laid
his	 paper	 on	 the	 chimney-piece,	 and	 looked	 down.	 In	 a	 moment	 he	 had
recovered	 his	 gentlemanly	 dignity,	 and	 looked	 steadily	 at	 the	 judge,	 as	 if	 to
read	in	his	countenance	the	indications	of	his	character.

"How	 is	 it,	 monsieur,"	 he	 asked,	 "that	 I	 have	 had	 no	 notice	 of	 such	 a
petition?"

"Monsieur	 le	Marquis,	 persons	 on	whom	 such	 a	 commission	 is	 held	 not
being	 supposed	 to	 have	 the	use	of	 their	 reason,	 any	notice	 of	 the	petition	 is
unnecessary.	The	duty	of	the	Court	chiefly	consists	in	verifying	the	allegations
of	the	petitioner."

"Nothing	can	be	fairer,"	replied	the	Marquis.	"Well,	then,	monsieur,	be	so
good	as	to	tell	me	what	I	ought	to	do——"

"You	 have	 only	 to	 answer	 my	 questions,	 omitting	 nothing.	 However
delicate	the	reasons	may	be	which	may	have	led	you	to	act	in	such	a	manner	as
to	give	Madame	d'Espard	 a	pretext	 for	her	petition,	 speak	without	 fear.	 It	 is
unnecessary	 to	 assure	 you	 that	 lawyers	 know	 their	 duties,	 and	 that	 in	 such
cases	the	profoundest	secrecy——"

"Monsieur,"	said	the	Marquis,	whose	face	expressed	the	sincerest	pain,	"if
my	 explanations	 should	 lead	 to	 any	 blame	 being	 attached	 to	 Madame
d'Espard's	conduct,	what	will	be	the	result?"

"The	Court	may	add	its	censure	to	its	reasons	for	its	decision."

"Is	such	censure	optional?	If	I	were	to	stipulate	with	you,	before	replying,
that	nothing	should	be	said	that	could	annoy	Madame	d'Espard	in	the	event	of
your	 report	 being	 in	 my	 favor,	 would	 the	 Court	 take	 my	 request	 into
consideration?"



The	judge	looked	at	 the	Marquis,	and	the	two	men	exchanged	sentiments
of	equal	magnanimity.

"Noel,"	said	Popinot	to	his	registrar,	"go	into	the	other	room.	If	you	can	be
of	use,	I	will	call	you	in.—If,	as	I	am	inclined	to	think,"	he	went	on,	speaking
to	 the	 Marquis	 when	 the	 clerk	 had	 gone	 out,	 "I	 find	 that	 there	 is	 some
misunderstanding	 in	 this	 case,	 I	 can	 promise	 you,	 monsieur,	 that	 on	 your
application	the	Court	will	act	with	due	courtesy.

"There	is	a	leading	fact	put	forward	by	Madame	d'Espard,	the	most	serious
of	all,	of	which	I	must	beg	for	an	explanation,"	said	the	judge	after	a	pause.	"It
refers	to	the	dissipation	of	your	fortune	to	the	advantage	of	a	certain	Madame
Jeanrenaud,	the	widow	of	a	bargemaster—or	rather,	to	that	of	her	son,	Colonel
Jeanrenaud,	for	whom	you	are	said	to	have	procured	an	appointment,	to	have
exhausted	 your	 influence	 with	 the	 King,	 and	 at	 last	 to	 have	 extended	 such
protection	as	secures	him	a	good	marriage.	The	petition	suggests	 that	such	a
friendship	is	more	devoted	than	any	feelings,	even	those	which	morality	must
disapprove——"

A	 sudden	 flush	 crimsoned	 the	 Marquis'	 face	 and	 forehead,	 tears	 even
started	to	his	eyes,	for	his	eyelashes	were	wet,	then	wholesome	pride	crushed
the	emotions,	which	in	a	man	are	accounted	a	weakness.

"To	tell	you	the	truth,	monsieur,"	said	the	Marquis,	in	a	broken	voice,	"you
place	me	in	a	strange	dilemma.	The	motives	of	my	conduct	were	to	have	died
with	me.	 To	 reveal	 them	 I	must	 disclose	 to	 you	 some	 secret	 wounds,	 must
place	 the	honor	 of	my	 family	 in	 your	 keeping,	 and	must	 speak	of	myself,	 a
delicate	matter,	as	you	will	fully	understand.	I	hope,	monsieur,	that	it	will	all
remain	a	secret	between	us.	You	will,	no	doubt,	be	able	to	find	in	the	formulas
of	 the	 law	one	which	will	 allow	of	 judgment	being	pronounced	without	any
betrayal	of	my	confidences."

"So	far	as	that	goes,	it	is	perfectly	possible,	Monsieur	le	Marquis."

"Some	 time	 after	my	marriage,"	 said	M.	 d'Espard,	 "my	wife	 having	 run
into	considerable	expenses,	I	was	obliged	to	have	recourse	to	borrowing.	You
know	what	was	the	position	of	noble	families	during	the	Revolution;	I	had	not
been	able	to	keep	a	steward	or	a	man	of	business.	Nowadays	gentlemen	are	for
the	most	 part	 obliged	 to	manage	 their	 affairs	 themselves.	Most	 of	my	 title-
deeds	had	been	brought	to	Paris,	from	Languedoc,	Provence,	or	le	Comtat,	by
my	father,	who	dreaded,	and	not	without	reason,	the	inquisition	which	family
title-deeds,	and	what	was	then	styled	the	 'parchments'	of	the	privileged	class,
brought	down	on	the	owners.

"Our	name	is	Negrepelisse;	d'Espard	is	a	title	acquired	in	the	time	of	Henri
IV.	 by	 a	 marriage	 which	 brought	 us	 the	 estates	 and	 titles	 of	 the	 house	 of



d'Espard,	on	condition	of	our	bearing	an	escutcheon	of	pretence	on	our	coat-
of-arms,	those	of	the	house	of	d'Espard,	an	old	family	of	Bearn,	connected	in
the	female	line	with	that	of	Albret:	quarterly,	paly	of	or	and	sable;	and	azure
two	griffins'	claws	armed,	gules	in	saltire,	with	the	famous	motto	Des	partem
leonis.	At	 the	 time	of	 this	 alliance	we	 lost	Negrepelisse,	 a	 little	 town	which
was	 as	 famous	 during	 the	 religious	 struggles	 as	was	my	 ancestor	who	 then
bore	 the	name.	Captain	de	Negrepelisse	was	ruined	by	 the	burning	of	all	his
property,	for	the	Protestants	did	not	spare	a	friend	of	Montluc's.

"The	 Crown	 was	 unjust	 to	 M.	 de	 Negrepelisse;	 he	 received	 neither	 a
marshal's	baton,	nor	a	post	as	governor,	nor	any	indemnity;	King	Charles	IX.,
who	 was	 fond	 of	 him,	 died	 without	 being	 able	 to	 reward	 him;	 Henri	 IV.
arranged	 his	 marriage	 with	 Mademoiselle	 d'Espard,	 and	 secured	 him	 the
estates	of	that	house,	but	all	those	of	the	Negrepelisses	had	already	passed	into
the	hands	of	his	creditors.

"My	great-grandfather,	the	Marquis	d'Espard,	was,	like	me,	placed	early	in
life	at	the	head	of	his	family	by	the	death	of	his	father,	who,	after	dissipating
his	wife's	fortune,	left	his	son	nothing	but	the	entailed	estates	of	the	d'Espards,
burdened	with	a	jointure.	The	young	Marquis	was	all	the	more	straitened	for
money	because	he	held	a	post	at	Court.	Being	in	great	favor	with	Louis	XIV.,
the	King's	goodwill	brought	him	a	fortune.	But	here,	monsieur,	a	blot	stained
our	escutcheon,	an	unconfessed	and	horrible	stain	of	blood	and	disgrace	which
I	 am	making	 it	my	 business	 to	wipe	 out.	 I	 discovered	 the	 secret	 among	 the
deeds	relating	to	the	estate	of	Negrepelisse	and	the	packets	of	letters."

At	this	solemn	moment	the	Marquis	spoke	without	hesitation	or	any	of	the
repetition	 habitual	 with	 him;	 but	 it	 is	 a	matter	 of	 common	 observation	 that
persons	who,	 in	 ordinary	 life,	 are	 afflicted	with	 these	 two	 defects,	 are	 freed
from	them	as	soon	as	any	passionate	emotion	underlies	their	speech.

"The	Revocation	of	 the	Edict	of	Nantes	was	decreed,"	he	went	on.	 "You
are	no	doubt	aware,	monsieur,	that	this	was	an	opportunity	for	many	favorites
to	make	their	fortunes.	Louis	XIV.	bestowed	on	the	magnates	about	his	Court
the	 confiscated	 lands	 of	 those	 Protestant	 families	 who	 did	 not	 take	 the
prescribed	steps	for	the	sale	of	their	property.	Some	persons	in	high	favor	went
'Protestant-hunting,'	as	the	phrase	was.	I	have	ascertained	beyond	a	doubt	that
the	 fortune	 enjoyed	 to	 this	 day	 by	 two	 ducal	 families	 is	 derived	 from	 lands
seized	from	hapless	merchants.

"I	 will	 not	 attempt	 to	 explain	 to	 you,	 a	man	 of	 law,	 all	 the	manoeuvres
employed	 to	 entrap	 the	 refugees	who	had	 large	 fortunes	 to	 carry	 away.	 It	 is
enough	to	say	that	the	lands	of	Negrepelisse,	comprising	twenty-two	churches
and	 rights	 over	 the	 town,	 and	 those	 of	 Gravenges	 which	 had	 formerly
belonged	 to	 us,	 were	 at	 that	 time	 in	 the	 hands	 of	 a	 Protestant	 family.	 My



grandfather	recovered	them	by	gift	from	Louis	XIV.	This	gift	was	effected	by
documents	hall-marked	by	atrocious	iniquity.	The	owner	of	these	two	estates,
thinking	he	would	be	able	to	return,	had	gone	through	the	form	of	a	sale,	and
was	going	to	Switzerland	to	join	his	family,	whom	he	had	sent	in	advance.	He
wished,	no	doubt,	to	take	advantage	of	every	delay	granted	by	the	law,	so	as	to
settle	the	concerns	of	his	business.

"This	man	was	arrested	by	order	of	the	governor,	the	trustee	confessed	the
truth,	 the	poor	merchant	was	hanged,	and	my	ancestor	had	 the	 two	estates.	 I
would	gladly	have	been	able	 to	 ignore	 the	 share	he	 took	 in	 the	plot;	but	 the
governor	was	his	uncle	on	the	mother's	side,	and	I	have	unfortunately	read	the
letter	in	which	he	begged	him	to	apply	to	Deodatus,	the	name	agreed	upon	by
the	Court	 to	designate	the	King.	In	this	 letter	 there	is	a	 tone	of	 jocosity	with
reference	 to	 the	victim,	which	 filled	me	with	horror.	 In	 the	end,	 the	sums	of
money	sent	by	 the	 refugee	 family	 to	 ransom	 the	poor	man	were	kept	by	 the
governor,	who	despatched	the	merchant	all	the	same."

The	Marquis	paused,	as	 though	the	memory	of	 it	were	still	 too	heavy	for
him	to	bear.

"This	 unfortunate	 family	 were	 named	 Jeanrenaud,"	 he	 went	 on.	 "That
name	is	enough	to	account	for	my	conduct.	I	could	never	think	without	keen
pain	of	 the	 secret	disgrace	 that	weighed	on	my	 family.	That	 fortune	enabled
my	 grandfather	 to	 marry	 a	 demoiselle	 de	 Navarreins-Lansac,	 heiress	 to	 the
younger	branch	of	that	house,	who	were	at	that	time	much	richer	than	the	elder
branch	of	the	Navarreins.	My	father	thus	became	one	of	the	largest	landowners
in	the	kingdom.	He	was	able	to	marry	my	mother,	a	Grandlieu	of	the	younger
branch.	Though	ill-gotten,	this	property	has	been	singularly	profitable.

"For	 my	 part,	 being	 determined	 to	 remedy	 the	 mischief,	 I	 wrote	 to
Switzerland,	 and	 knew	 no	 peace	 till	 I	 was	 on	 the	 traces	 of	 the	 Protestant
victim's	 heirs.	 At	 last	 I	 discovered	 that	 the	 Jeanrenauds,	 reduced	 to	 abject
want,	had	 left	Fribourg	and	 returned	 to	 live	 in	France.	Finally,	 I	 found	a	M.
Jeanrenaud,	lieutenant	in	a	cavalry	regiment	under	Napoleon,	the	sole	heir	of
this	unhappy	family.	In	my	eyes,	monsieur,	the	rights	of	the	Jeanrenauds	were
clear.	To	establish	a	prescriptive	right	is	it	not	necessary	that	there	should	have
been	some	possibility	of	proceeding	against	those	who	are	in	the	enjoyment	of
it?	To	whom	could	these	refugees	have	appealed?	Their	Court	of	Justice	was
on	high,	or	rather,	monsieur,	it	was	here,"	and	the	Marquis	struck	his	hand	on
his	heart.	"I	did	not	choose	that	my	children	should	be	able	to	think	of	me	as	I
have	 thought	 of	 my	 father	 and	 of	 my	 ancestors.	 I	 aim	 at	 leaving	 them	 an
unblemished	inheritance	and	escutcheon.	I	did	not	choose	that	nobility	should
be	a	lie	in	my	person.	And,	after	all,	politically	speaking,	ought	those	emigres
who	 are	 now	 appealing	 against	 revolutionary	 confiscations,	 to	 keep	 the
property	derived	from	antecedent	confiscations	by	positive	crimes?



"I	 found	 in	M.	 Jeanrenaud	 and	 his	mother	 the	most	 perverse	 honesty;	 to
hear	them	you	would	suppose	that	they	were	robbing	me.	In	spite	of	all	I	could
say,	they	will	accept	no	more	than	the	value	of	the	lands	at	the	time	when	the
King	bestowed	 them	on	my	 family.	The	price	was	 settled	between	us	 at	 the
sum	of	eleven	hundred	thousand	francs,	which	I	was	to	pay	at	my	convenience
and	without	 interest.	 To	 achieve	 this	 I	 had	 to	 forego	my	 income	 for	 a	 long
time.	 And	 then,	 monsieur,	 began	 the	 destruction	 of	 some	 illusions	 I	 had
allowed	myself	 as	 to	Madame	 d'Espard's	 character.	When	 I	 proposed	 to	 her
that	 we	 should	 leave	 Paris	 and	 go	 into	 the	 country,	 where	 we	 could	 live
respected	on	half	of	her	income,	and	so	more	rapidly	complete	a	restitution	of
which	 I	 spoke	 to	 her	 without	 going	 into	 the	 more	 serious	 details,	Madame
d'Espard	treated	me	as	a	madman.	I	then	understood	my	wife's	real	character.
She	would	have	approved	of	my	grandfather's	conduct	without	a	scruple,	and
have	 laughed	 at	 the	 Huguenots.	 Terrified	 by	 her	 coldness,	 and	 her	 little
affection	 for	 her	 children,	 whom	 she	 abandoned	 to	 me	 without	 regret,	 I
determined	to	leave	her	the	command	of	her	fortune,	after	paying	our	common
debts.	 It	was	no	business	of	hers,	as	she	 told	me,	 to	pay	for	my	follies.	As	I
then	had	not	enough	to	live	on	and	pay	for	my	sons'	education,	I	determined	to
educate	 them	 myself,	 to	 make	 them	 gentlemen	 and	 men	 of	 feeling.	 By
investing	my	money	in	the	funds	I	have	been	enabled	to	pay	off	my	obligation
sooner	 than	 I	 had	 dared	 to	 hope,	 for	 I	 took	 advantage	 of	 the	 opportunities
afforded	by	 the	 improvement	 in	 prices.	 If	 I	 had	kept	 four	 thousand	 francs	 a
year	 for	 my	 boys	 and	 myself,	 I	 could	 only	 have	 paid	 off	 twenty	 thousand
crowns	a	year,	and	 it	would	have	 taken	almost	eighteen	years	 to	achieve	my
freedom.	 As	 it	 is,	 I	 have	 lately	 repaid	 the	 whole	 of	 the	 eleven	 hundred
thousand	francs	that	were	due.	Thus	I	enjoy	the	happiness	of	having	made	this
restitution	without	doing	my	children	the	smallest	wrong.

"These,	 monsieur,	 are	 the	 reasons	 for	 the	 payments	 made	 to	 Madame
Jeanrenaud	and	her	son."

"So	 Madame	 d'Espard	 knew	 the	 motives	 of	 your	 retirement?"	 said	 the
judge,	controlling	the	emotion	he	felt	at	this	narrative.

"Yes,	monsieur."

Popinot	 gave	 an	 expressive	 shrug;	 he	 rose	 and	 opened	 the	 door	 into	 the
next	room.

"Noel,	you	can	go,"	said	he	to	his	clerk.

"Monsieur,"	 he	 went	 on,	 "though	 what	 you	 have	 told	 me	 is	 enough	 to
enlighten	me	 thoroughly,	 I	 should	 like	 to	 hear	what	 you	 have	 to	 say	 to	 the
other	facts	put	forward	in	the	petition.	For	instance,	you	are	here	carrying	on	a
business	such	as	is	not	habitually	undertaken	by	a	man	of	rank."



"We	 cannot	 discuss	 that	 matter	 here,"	 said	 the	 Marquis,	 signing	 to	 the
judge	to	quit	the	room.	"Nouvion,"	said	he	to	the	old	man,	"I	am	going	down
to	my	rooms;	the	children	will	soon	be	in;	dine	with	us."

"Then,	Monsieur	le	Marquis,"	said	Popinot	on	the	stairs,	"that	is	not	your
apartment?"

"No,	monsieur;	I	took	those	rooms	for	the	office	of	this	undertaking.	You
see,"	and	he	pointed	to	an	advertisement	sheet,	"the	History	is	being	brought
out	by	one	of	the	most	respectable	firms	in	Paris,	and	not	by	me."

The	Marquis	showed	the	lawyer	into	the	ground-floor	rooms,	saying,	"This
is	my	apartment."

Popinot	was	quite	 touched	by	 the	poetry,	not	aimed	at	but	pervading	 this
dwelling.	The	weather	was	 lovely,	 the	windows	were	open,	 the	 air	 from	 the
garden	 brought	 in	 a	 wholesome	 earthy	 smell,	 the	 sunshine	 brightened	 and
gilded	the	woodwork,	of	a	rather	gloomy	brown.	At	the	sight	Popinot	made	up
his	 mind	 that	 a	 madman	 would	 hardly	 be	 capable	 of	 inventing	 the	 tender
harmony	of	which	he	was	at	that	moment	conscious.

"I	 should	 like	 just	 such	an	apartment,"	 thought	he.	 "You	 think	of	 leaving
this	part	of	town?"	he	inquired.

"I	hope	so,"	replied	the	Marquis.	"But	I	shall	remain	till	my	younger	son
has	finished	his	studies,	and	till	the	children's	character	is	thoroughly	formed,
before	introducing	them	to	the	world	and	to	their	mother's	circle.	Indeed,	after
giving	 them	 the	 solid	 information	 they	 possess,	 I	 intend	 to	 complete	 it	 by
taking	 them	 to	 travel	 to	 the	 capitals	 of	 Europe,	 that	 they	may	 see	men	 and
things,	 and	 become	 accustomed	 to	 speak	 the	 languages	 they	 have	 learned.
And,	monsieur,"	he	went	on,	giving	the	judge	a	chair	in	the	drawing-room,	"I
could	not	discuss	the	book	on	China	with	you,	in	the	presence	of	an	old	friend
of	my	family,	the	Comte	de	Nouvion,	who,	having	emigrated,	has	returned	to
France	without	any	fortune	whatever,	and	who	is	my	partner	in	this	concern,
less	 for	 my	 profit	 than	 his.	 Without	 telling	 him	 what	 my	 motives	 were,	 I
explained	to	him	that	I	was	as	poor	as	he,	but	that	I	had	enough	money	to	start
a	speculation	in	which	he	might	be	usefully	employed.	My	tutor	was	the	Abbe
Grozier,	whom	Charles	X.	 on	my	 recommendation	 appointed	Keeper	 of	 the
Books	 at	 the	Arsenal,	which	were	 returned	 to	 that	 Prince	when	 he	was	 still
Monsieur.	 The	 Abbe	 Grozier	 was	 deeply	 learned	 with	 regard	 to	 China,	 its
manners	and	customs;	he	made	me	heir	to	this	knowledge	at	an	age	when	it	is
difficult	not	to	become	a	fanatic	for	the	things	we	learn.	At	five-and-twenty	I
knew	Chinese,	 and	 I	 confess	 I	 have	 never	 been	 able	 to	 check	myself	 in	 an
exclusive	admiration	for	 that	nation,	who	conquered	their	conquerors,	whose
annals	extend	back	indisputably	to	a	period	more	remote	than	mythological	or
Bible	times,	who	by	their	immutable	institutions	have	preserved	the	integrity



of	 their	 empire,	 whose	 monuments	 are	 gigantic,	 whose	 administration	 is
perfect,	 among	 whom	 revolutions	 are	 impossible,	 who	 have	 regarded	 ideal
beauty	as	a	barren	element	in	art,	who	have	carried	luxury	and	industry	to	such
a	pitch	 that	we	cannot	outdo	 them	 in	 anything,	while	 they	 are	our	 equals	 in
things	where	we	believe	ourselves	superior.

"Still,	monsieur,	 though	I	often	make	a	 jest	of	comparing	China	with	 the
present	 condition	 of	 European	 states,	 I	 am	 not	 a	 Chinaman,	 I	 am	 a	 French
gentleman.	 If	 you	 entertain	 any	 doubts	 as	 to	 the	 financial	 side	 of	 this
undertaking,	I	can	prove	to	you	that	at	this	moment	we	have	two	thousand	five
hundred	subscribers	to	this	work,	which	is	literary,	iconographical,	statistical,
and	 religious;	 its	 importance	has	been	generally	appreciated;	our	 subscribers
belong	to	every	nation	in	Europe,	we	have	but	twelve	hundred	in	France.	Our
book	will	 cost	 about	 three	 hundred	 francs,	 and	 the	 Comte	 de	Nouvion	will
derive	 from	it	 from	six	 to	seven	 thousand	francs	a	year,	 for	his	comfort	was
the	real	motive	of	the	undertaking.	For	my	part,	I	aimed	only	at	the	possibility
of	affording	my	children	some	pleasures.	The	hundred	thousand	francs	I	have
made,	quite	in	spite	of	myself,	will	pay	for	their	fencing	lessons,	horses,	dress,
and	theatres,	pay	the	masters	who	teach	them	accomplishments,	procure	them
canvases	to	spoil,	the	books	they	may	wish	to	buy,	in	short,	all	the	little	fancies
which	a	father	finds	so	much	pleasure	in	gratifying.	If	I	had	been	compelled	to
refuse	these	indulgences	to	my	poor	boys,	who	are	so	good	and	work	so	hard,
the	sacrifice	I	made	to	the	honor	of	my	name	would	have	been	doubly	painful.

"In	point	of	fact,	the	twelve	years	I	have	spent	in	retirement	from	the	world
to	educate	my	children	have	led	to	my	being	completely	forgotten	at	Court.	I
have	given	up	the	career	of	politics;	I	have	lost	my	historical	fortune,	and	all
the	distinctions	which	I	might	have	acquired	and	bequeathed	to	my	children;
but	our	house	will	have	lost	nothing;	my	boys	will	be	men	of	mark.	Though	I
have	missed	the	senatorship,	they	will	win	it	nobly	by	devoting	themselves	to
the	 affairs	 of	 the	 country,	 and	 doing	 such	 service	 as	 is	 not	 soon	 forgotten.
While	 purifying	 the	 past	 record	 of	 my	 family,	 I	 have	 insured	 it	 a	 glorious
future;	 and	 is	 not	 that	 to	 have	 achieved	 a	 noble	 task,	 though	 in	 secret	 and
without	glory?—And	now,	monsieur,	have	you	any	other	explanations	to	ask
me?"

At	this	instant	the	tramp	of	horses	was	heard	in	the	courtyard.

"Here	they	are!"	said	the	Marquis.	In	a	moment	the	two	lads,	fashionably
but	 plainly	 dressed,	 came	 into	 the	 room,	 booted,	 spurred,	 and	 gloved,	 and
flourishing	their	riding-whips.	Their	beaming	faces	brought	in	the	freshness	of
the	outer	air;	they	were	brilliant	with	health.	They	both	grasped	their	father's
hand,	 giving	 him	 a	 look,	 as	 friends	 do,	 a	 glance	 of	 unspoken	 affection,	 and
then	 they	 bowed	 coldly	 to	 the	 lawyer.	 Popinot	 felt	 that	 it	 was	 quite
unnecessary	to	question	the	Marquis	as	to	his	relations	towards	his	sons.



"Have	you	enjoyed	yourselves?"	asked	the	Marquis.

"Yes,	 father;	 I	 knocked	 down	 six	 dolls	 in	 twelve	 shots	 at	 the	 first	 trial!"
cried	Camille.

"And	where	did	you	ride?"

"In	the	Bois;	we	saw	my	mother."

"Did	she	stop?"

"We	were	riding	so	fast	just	then	that	I	daresay	she	did	not	see	us,"	replied
the	young	Count.

"But,	then,	why	did	you	not	go	to	speak	to	her?"

"I	fancy	I	have	noticed,	father,	that	she	does	not	care	that	we	should	speak
to	her	in	public,"	said	Clement	in	an	undertone.	"We	are	a	little	too	big."

The	judge's	hearing	was	keen	enough	to	catch	these	words,	which	brought
a	 cloud	 to	 the	 Marquis'	 brow.	 Popinot	 took	 pleasure	 in	 contemplating	 the
picture	of	the	father	and	his	boys.	His	eyes	went	back	with	a	sense	of	pathos	to
M.	d'Espard's	face;	his	features,	his	expression,	and	his	manner	all	expressed
honesty	in	its	noblest	aspect,	intellectual	and	chivalrous	honesty,	nobility	in	all
its	beauty.

"You—you	 see,	 monsieur,"	 said	 the	 Marquis,	 and	 his	 hesitation	 had
returned,	"you	see	that	Justice	may	look	in—in	here	at	any	time—yes,	at	any
time—here.	If	there	is	anybody	crazy,	it	can	only	be	the	children—the	children
—who	 are	 a	 little	 crazy	 about	 their	 father,	 and	 the	 father	who	 is	 very	 crazy
about	his	children—but	that	sort	of	madness	rings	true."

At	 this	 juncture	Madame	Jeanrenaud's	voice	was	heard	 in	 the	ante-room,
and	 the	 good	 woman	 came	 bustling	 in,	 in	 spite	 of	 the	 man-servant's
remonstrances.

"I	take	no	roundabout	ways,	I	can	tell	you!"	she	exclaimed.	"Yes,	Monsieur
le	Marquis,	 I	want	 to	 speak	 to	 you,	 this	 very	minute,"	 she	went	 on,	with	 a
comprehensive	bow	 to	 the	 company.	 "By	George,	 and	 I	 am	 too	 late	 as	 it	 is,
since	Monsieur	the	criminal	Judge	is	before	me."

"Criminal!"	cried	the	two	boys.

"Good	 reason	why	 I	 did	 not	 find	 you	 at	 your	 own	 house,	 since	 you	 are
here.	Well,	well!	the	Law	is	always	to	the	fore	when	there	is	mischief	brewing.
—I	came,	Monsieur	le	Marquis,	to	tell	you	that	my	son	and	I	are	of	one	mind
to	give	you	everything	back,	since	our	honor	is	threatened.	My	son	and	I,	we
had	rather	give	you	back	everything	than	cause	you	the	smallest	trouble.	My
word,	 they	must	 be	 as	 stupid	 as	 pans	 without	 handles	 to	 call	 you	 a	 lunatic
——"



"A	 lunatic!	 My	 father?"	 exclaimed	 the	 boys,	 clinging	 to	 the	 Marquis.
"What	is	this?"

"Silence,	madame,"	said	Popinot.

"Children,	leave	us,"	said	the	Marquis.

The	two	boys	went	into	the	garden	without	a	word,	but	very	much	alarmed.

"Madame,"	 said	 the	 judge,	 "the	 moneys	 paid	 to	 you	 by	 Monsieur	 le
Marquis	were	legally	due,	though	given	to	you	in	virtue	of	a	very	far-reaching
theory	 of	 honesty.	 If	 all	 the	 people	 possessed	 of	 confiscated	 goods,	 by
whatever	 cause,	 even	 if	 acquired	 by	 treachery,	 were	 compelled	 to	 make
restitution	 every	 hundred	 and	 fifty	 years,	 there	 would	 be	 few	 legitimate
owners	 in	 France.	 The	 possessions	 of	 Jacques	Coeur	 enriched	 twenty	 noble
families;	the	confiscations	pronounced	by	the	English	to	the	advantage	of	their
adherents	 at	 the	 time	when	 they	 held	 a	 part	 of	 France	made	 the	 fortune	 of
several	princely	houses.

"Our	law	allows	M.	d'Espard	to	dispose	of	his	income	without	accounting
for	it,	or	suffering	him	to	be	accused	of	its	misapplication.	A	Commission	in
Lunacy	can	only	be	granted	when	a	man's	actions	are	devoid	of	reason;	but	in
this	case,	the	remittances	made	to	you	have	a	reason	based	on	the	most	sacred
and	most	honorable	motives.	Hence	you	may	keep	it	all	without	remorse,	and
leave	the	world	to	misinterpret	a	noble	action.	In	Paris,	the	highest	virtue	is	the
object	 of	 the	 foulest	 calumny.	 It	 is,	 unfortunately,	 the	 present	 condition	 of
society	that	makes	the	Marquis'	actions	sublime.	For	the	honor	of	my	country,
I	would	that	such	deeds	were	regarded	as	a	matter	of	course;	but,	as	things	are,
I	 am	 forced	 by	 comparison	 to	 look	 upon	M.	 d'Espard	 as	 a	man	 to	whom	 a
crown	 should	 be	 awarded,	 rather	 than	 that	 he	 should	 be	 threatened	 with	 a
Commission	in	Lunacy.

"In	the	course	of	a	long	professional	career,	I	have	seen	and	heard	nothing
that	has	touched	me	more	deeply	than	that	I	have	just	seen	and	heard.	But	it	is
not	extraordinary	that	virtue	should	wear	its	noblest	aspect	when	it	is	practised
by	men	of	the	highest	class.

"Having	 heard	 me	 express	 myself	 in	 this	 way,	 I	 hope,	 Monsieur	 le
Marquis,	 that	 you	 feel	 certain	 of	 my	 silence,	 and	 that	 you	 will	 not	 for	 a
moment	 be	 uneasy	 as	 to	 the	 decision	 pronounced	 in	 the	 case—if	 it	 comes
before	the	Court."

"There,	 now!	Well	 said,"	 cried	Madame	 Jeanrenaud.	 "That	 is	 something
like	a	 judge!	Look	here,	my	dear	sir,	 I	would	hug	you	if	 I	were	not	so	ugly;
you	speak	like	a	book."

The	Marquis	 held	 out	 his	 hand	 to	 Popinot,	who	 gently	 pressed	 it	with	 a



look	full	of	sympathetic	comprehension	at	 this	great	man	 in	private	 life,	and
the	Marquis	responded	with	a	pleasant	smile.	These	two	natures,	both	so	large
and	full—one	commonplace	but	divinely	kind,	the	other	lofty	and	sublime—
had	 fallen	 into	 unison	 gently,	 without	 a	 jar,	 without	 a	 flash	 of	 passion,	 as
though	 two	 pure	 lights	 had	 been	 merged	 into	 one.	 The	 father	 of	 a	 whole
district	 felt	 himself	 worthy	 to	 grasp	 the	 hand	 of	 this	 man	 who	 was	 doubly
noble,	and	the	Marquis	felt	 in	the	depths	of	his	soul	an	instinct	that	told	him
that	 the	 judge's	 hand	 was	 one	 of	 those	 from	 which	 the	 treasures	 of
inexhaustible	beneficence	perennially	flow.

"Monsieur	le	Marquis,"	added	Popinot,	with	a	bow,	"I	am	happy	to	be	able
to	 tell	 you	 that,	 from	 the	 first	words	 of	 this	 inquiry,	 I	 regarded	my	 clerk	 as
quite	unnecessary."

He	went	close	to	M.	d'Espard,	led	him	into	the	window-bay,	and	said:	"It	is
time	 that	 you	 should	 return	 home,	 monsieur.	 I	 believe	 that	 Madame	 la
Marquise	has	acted	in	this	matter	under	an	influence	which	you	ought	at	once
to	counteract."

Popinot	 withdrew.	 He	 looked	 back	 several	 times	 as	 he	 crossed	 the
courtyard,	touched	by	the	recollection	of	the	scene.	It	was	one	of	those	which
take	root	in	the	memory	to	blossom	again	in	certain	hours	when	the	soul	seeks
consolation.

"Those	rooms	would	just	suit	me,"	said	he	to	himself	as	he	reached	home.
"If	M.	d'Espard	leaves	them,	I	will	take	up	his	lease."

The	next	day,	at	about	ten	in	the	morning,	Popinot,	who	had	written	out	his
report	the	previous	evening,	made	his	way	to	the	Palais	de	Justice,	intending	to
have	prompt	and	righteous	justice	done.	As	he	went	to	the	robing-room	to	put
on	 his	 gown	 and	 bands,	 the	 usher	 told	 him	 that	 the	 President	 of	 his	 Court
begged	 him	 to	 attend	 in	 his	 private	 room,	 where	 he	 was	 waiting	 for	 him.
Popinot	forthwith	obeyed.

"Good-morning,	my	dear	Popinot,"	said	the	President,	"I	have	been	waiting
for	you."

"Why,	Monsieur	le	President,	is	anything	wrong?"

"A	mere	 silly	 trifle,"	 said	 the	 President.	 "The	 Keeper	 of	 the	 Seals,	 with
whom	I	had	the	honor	of	dining	yesterday,	led	me	apart	into	a	corner.	He	had
heard	that	you	had	been	to	tea	with	Madame	d'Espard,	in	whose	case	you	were
employed	 to	make	 inquiries.	He	 gave	me	 to	 understand	 that	 it	 would	 be	 as
well	that	you	should	not	sit	on	this	case——"

"But,	 Monsieur	 le	 President,	 I	 can	 prove	 that	 I	 left	 Madame	 d'Espard's
house	at	the	moment	when	tea	was	brought	in.	And	my	conscience——"



"Yes,	yes;	the	whole	Bench,	the	two	Courts,	all	the	profession	know	you.	I
need	 not	 repeat	 what	 I	 said	 about	 you	 to	 his	 Eminence;	 but,	 you	 know,
'Caesar's	wife	must	not	be	suspected.'	So	we	shall	not	make	this	foolish	trifle	a
matter	 of	 discipline,	 but	 only	 of	 proprieties.	Between	 ourselves,	 it	 is	 not	 on
your	account,	but	on	that	of	the	Bench."

"But,	monsieur,	if	you	only	knew	the	kind	of	woman——"	said	the	judge,
trying	to	pull	his	report	out	of	his	pocket.

"I	 am	 perfectly	 certain	 that	 you	 have	 proceeded	 in	 this	 matter	 with	 the
strictest	 independence	 of	 judgment.	 I	 myself,	 in	 the	 provinces,	 have	 often
taken	more	than	a	cup	of	tea	with	the	people	I	had	to	try;	but	the	fact	that	the
Keeper	of	 the	Seals	 should	have	mentioned	 it,	 and	 that	you	might	be	 talked
about,	 is	 enough	 to	make	 the	Court	 avoid	any	discussion	of	 the	matter.	Any
conflict	 with	 public	 opinion	 must	 always	 be	 dangerous	 for	 a	 constitutional
body,	 even	 when	 the	 right	 is	 on	 its	 side	 against	 the	 public,	 because	 their
weapons	 are	 not	 equal.	 Journalism	 may	 say	 or	 suppose	 anything,	 and	 our
dignity	 forbids	us	even	 to	 reply.	 In	 fact,	 I	have	spoken	of	 the	matter	 to	your
President,	 and	 M.	 Camusot	 has	 been	 appointed	 in	 your	 place	 on	 your
retirement,	which	 you	will	 signify.	 It	 is	 a	 family	matter,	 so	 to	 speak.	And	 I
now	beg	you	to	signify	your	retirement	from	the	case	as	a	personal	favor.	To
make	up,	you	will	get	 the	Cross	of	 the	Legion	of	Honor,	which	has	 so	 long
been	due	to	you.	I	make	that	my	business."

When	 he	 saw	 M.	 Camusot,	 a	 judge	 recently	 called	 to	 Paris	 from	 a
provincial	Court	of	 the	 same	class,	 as	he	went	 forward	bowing	 to	 the	 Judge
and	the	President,	Popinot	could	not	repress	an	ironical	smile.	This	pale,	fair
young	man,	full	of	covert	ambition,	looked	ready	to	hang	and	unhang,	at	 the
pleasure	of	any	earthy	king,	the	innocent	and	the	guilty	alike,	and	to	follow	the
example	of	a	Laubardemont	rather	than	that	of	a	Mole.

Popinot	withdrew	with	a	bow;	he	scorned	to	deny	the	lying	accusation	that
had	been	brought	against	him.

PARIS,	February	1836.
	

	

PIERRE	GRASSOU
	

Whenever	you	have	gone	to	take	a	serious	look	at	the	exhibition	of	works
of	 sculpture	 and	 painting,	 such	 as	 it	 has	 been	 since	 the	 revolution	 of	 1830,
have	you	not	been	seized	by	a	sense	of	uneasiness,	weariness,	sadness,	at	the
sight	of	those	long	and	over-crowded	galleries?	Since	1830,	the	true	Salon	no
longer	 exists.	 The	 Louvre	 has	 again	 been	 taken	 by	 assault,—this	 time	 by	 a



populace	of	artists	who	have	maintained	themselves	in	it.

In	other	days,	when	the	Salon	presented	only	the	choicest	works	of	art,	it
conferred	 the	highest	honor	on	 the	creations	 there	exhibited.	Among	the	 two
hundred	selected	paintings,	the	public	could	still	choose:	a	crown	was	awarded
to	 the	 masterpiece	 by	 hands	 unseen.	 Eager,	 impassioned	 discussions	 arose
about	some	picture.	The	abuse	showered	on	Delacroix,	on	Ingres,	contributed
no	less	to	their	fame	than	the	praises	and	fanaticism	of	their	adherents.	To-day,
neither	 the	crowd	nor	 the	criticism	grows	 impassioned	about	 the	products	of
that	bazaar.	Forced	to	make	the	selection	for	itself,	which	in	former	days	the
examining	jury	made	for	it,	the	attention	of	the	public	is	soon	wearied	and	the
exhibition	 closes.	 Before	 the	 year	 1817	 the	 pictures	 admitted	 never	 went
beyond	the	first	two	columns	of	the	long	gallery	of	the	old	masters;	but	in	that
year,	 to	 the	 great	 astonishment	 of	 the	 public,	 they	 filled	 the	 whole	 space.
Historical,	 high-art,	 genre	 paintings,	 easel	 pictures,	 landscapes,	 flowers,
animals,	and	water-colors,—these	eight	specialties	could	surely	not	offer	more
than	 twenty	 pictures	 in	 one	 year	 worthy	 of	 the	 eyes	 of	 the	 public,	 which,
indeed,	cannot	give	its	attention	to	a	greater	number	of	such	works.	The	more
the	 number	 of	 artists	 increases,	 the	 more	 careful	 and	 exacting	 the	 jury	 of
admission	ought	to	be.

The	 true	 character	 of	 the	 Salon	 was	 lost	 as	 soon	 as	 it	 spread	 along	 the
galleries.	 The	 Salon	 should	 have	 remained	 within	 fixed	 limits	 of	 inflexible
proportions,	where	 each	 distinct	 specialty	 could	 show	 its	masterpieces	 only.
An	experience	of	ten	years	has	shown	the	excellence	of	the	former	institution.
Now,	instead	of	a	tournament,	we	have	a	mob;	instead	of	a	noble	exhibition,
we	have	a	tumultuous	bazaar;	instead	of	a	choice	selection	we	have	a	chaotic
mass.	What	is	the	result?	A	great	artist	is	swamped.	Decamps'	"Turkish	Cafe,"
"Children	at	a	Fountain,"	"Joseph,"	and	"The	Torture,"	would	have	redounded
far	more	to	his	credit	if	the	four	pictures	had	been	exhibited	in	the	great	Salon
with	 the	 hundred	 good	 pictures	 of	 that	 year,	 than	 his	 twenty	 pictures	 could,
among	three	thousand	others,	jumbled	together	in	six	galleries.

By	some	strange	contradiction,	ever	since	the	doors	are	open	to	every	one
there	has	been	much	talk	of	unknown	and	unrecognized	genius.	When,	twelve
years	 earlier,	 Ingres'	 "Courtesan,"	 and	 that	 of	 Sigalon,	 the	 "Medusa"	 of
Gericault,	the	"Massacre	of	Scio"	by	Delacroix,	the	"Baptism	of	Henri	IV."	by
Eugene	Deveria,	 admitted	 by	 celebrated	 artists	 accused	 of	 jealousy,	 showed
the	world,	in	spite	of	the	denials	of	criticism,	that	young	and	vigorous	palettes
existed,	no	such	complaint	was	made.	Now,	when	the	veriest	dauber	of	canvas
can	send	in	his	work,	the	whole	talk	is	of	genius	neglected!	Where	judgment
no	longer	exists,	there	is	no	longer	anything	judged.	But	whatever	artists	may
be	doing	now,	 they	will	come	back	 in	 time	 to	 the	examination	and	selection
which	 presents	 their	 works	 to	 the	 admiration	 of	 the	 crowd	 for	 whom	 they



work.	Without	selection	by	the	Academy	there	will	be	no	Salon,	and	without
the	Salon	art	may	perish.

Ever	 since	 the	 catalogue	 has	 grown	 into	 a	 book,	 many	 names	 have
appeared	in	it	which	still	remain	in	their	native	obscurity,	in	spite	of	the	ten	or
a	 dozen	 pictures	 attached	 to	 them.	 Among	 these	 names	 perhaps	 the	 most
unknown	 to	 fame	 is	 that	 of	 an	 artist	 named	 Pierre	 Grassou,	 coming	 from
Fougeres,	and	called	simply	"Fougeres"	among	his	brother-artists,	who,	at	the
present	 moment	 holds	 a	 place,	 as	 the	 saying	 is,	 "in	 the	 sun,"	 and	 who
suggested	 the	 rather	 bitter	 reflections	 by	 which	 this	 sketch	 of	 his	 life	 is
introduced,—reflections	 that	 are	 applicable	 to	many	 other	 individuals	 of	 the
tribe	of	artists.

In	1832,	Fougeres	lived	in	the	rue	de	Navarin,	on	the	fourth	floor	of	one	of
those	tall,	narrow	houses	which	resemble	the	obelisk	of	Luxor,	and	possess	an
alley,	 a	 dark	 little	 stairway	with	 dangerous	 turnings,	 three	windows	 only	 on
each	floor,	and,	within	the	building,	a	courtyard,	or,	to	speak	more	correctly,	a
square	 pit	 or	 well.	 Above	 the	 three	 or	 four	 rooms	 occupied	 by	 Grassou	 of
Fougeres	was	his	studio,	looking	over	to	Montmartre.	This	studio	was	painted
in	brick-color,	for	a	background;	the	floor	was	tinted	brown	and	well	frotted;
each	chair	was	furnished	with	a	bit	of	carpet	bound	round	the	edges;	the	sofa,
simple	enough,	was	clean	as	that	in	the	bedroom	of	some	worthy	bourgeoise.
All	these	things	denoted	the	tidy	ways	of	a	small	mind	and	the	thrift	of	a	poor
man.	A	bureau	was	there,	in	which	to	put	away	the	studio	implements,	a	table
for	breakfast,	a	sideboard,	a	secretary;	in	short,	all	 the	articles	necessary	to	a
painter,	 neatly	 arranged	and	very	clean.	The	 stove	participated	 in	 this	Dutch
cleanliness,	 which	 was	 all	 the	 more	 visible	 because	 the	 pure	 and	 little
changing	 light	 from	 the	 north	 flooded	 with	 its	 cold	 clear	 beams	 the	 vast
apartment.	Fougeres,	being	merely	a	genre	painter,	does	not	need	the	immense
machinery	and	outfit	which	 ruin	historical	painters;	he	has	never	 recognized
within	himself	sufficient	faculty	to	attempt	high-art,	and	he	therefore	clings	to
easel	painting.

At	the	beginning	of	the	month	of	December	of	that	year,	a	season	at	which
the	 bourgeois	 of	 Paris	 conceive,	 periodically,	 the	 burlesque	 idea	 of
perpetuating	 their	 forms	 and	 figures	 already	 too	 bulky	 in	 themselves,	 Pierre
Grassou,	who	had	risen	early,	prepared	his	palette,	and	lighted	his	stove,	was
eating	 a	 roll	 steeped	 in	milk,	 and	waiting	 till	 the	 frost	 on	 his	windows	 had
melted	sufficiently	to	let	the	full	light	in.	The	weather	was	fine	and	dry.	At	this
moment	the	artist,	who	ate	his	bread	with	that	patient,	resigned	air	that	tells	so
much,	 heard	 and	 recognized	 the	 step	 of	 a	 man	 who	 had	 upon	 his	 life	 the
influence	 such	men	 have	 on	 the	 lives	 of	 nearly	 all	 artists,—the	 step	 of	Elie
Magus,	 a	 picture-dealer,	 a	 usurer	 in	 canvas.	 The	 next	 moment	 Elie	 Magus
entered	 and	 found	 the	 painter	 in	 the	 act	 of	 beginning	 his	 work	 in	 the	 tidy



studio.

"How	are	you,	old	rascal?"	said	the	painter.

Fougeres	had	the	cross	of	the	Legion	of	honor,	and	Elie	Magus	bought	his
pictures	at	two	and	three	hundred	francs	apiece,	so	he	gave	himself	the	airs	of
a	fine	artist.

"Business	 is	 very	 bad,"	 replied	 Elie.	 "You	 artists	 have	 such	 pretensions!
You	talk	of	two	hundred	francs	when	you	haven't	put	six	sous'	worth	of	color
on	a	canvas.	However,	you	are	a	good	fellow,	I'll	say	that.	You	are	steady;	and
I've	come	to	put	a	good	bit	of	business	in	your	way."

"Timeo	Danaos	et	dona	ferentes,"	said	Fougeres.	"Do	you	know	Latin?"

"No."

"Well,	 it	means	 that	 the	Greeks	never	proposed	a	good	bit	of	business	 to
the	Trojans	without	getting	their	fair	share	of	it.	In	the	olden	time	they	used	to
say,	 'Take	my	horse.'	Now	we	 say,	 'Take	my	bear.'	Well,	what	 do	you	want,
Ulysses-Lagingeole-Elie	Magus?"

These	words	will	give	an	idea	of	the	mildness	and	wit	with	which	Fougeres
employed	what	painters	call	studio	fun.

"Well,	I	don't	deny	that	you	are	to	paint	me	two	pictures	for	nothing."

"Oh!	oh!"

"I'll	leave	you	to	do	it,	or	not;	I	don't	ask	it.	But	you're	an	honest	man."

"Come,	out	with	it!"

"Well,	I'm	prepared	to	bring	you	a	father,	mother,	and	only	daughter."

"All	for	me?"

"Yes—they	 want	 their	 portraits	 taken.	 These	 bourgeois—they	 are	 crazy
about	art—have	never	dared	to	enter	a	studio.	The	girl	has	a	'dot'	of	a	hundred
thousand	 francs.	 You	 can	 paint	 all	 three,—perhaps	 they'll	 turn	 out	 family
portraits."

And	with	that	the	old	Dutch	log	of	wood	who	passed	for	a	man	and	who
was	called	Elie	Magus,	 interrupted	himself	to	laugh	an	uncanny	laugh	which
frightened	the	painter.	He	fancied	he	heard	Mephistopheles	talking	marriage.

"Portraits	bring	five	hundred	francs	apiece,"	went	on	Elie;	"so	you	can	very
well	afford	to	paint	me	three	pictures."

"True	for	you!"	cried	Fougeres,	gleefully.

"And	if	you	marry	the	girl,	you	won't	forget	me."



"Marry!	I?"	cried	Pierre	Grassou,—"I,	who	have	a	habit	of	sleeping	alone;
and	get	up	at	cock-crow,	and	all	my	life	arranged—"

"One	 hundred	 thousand	 francs,"	 said	 Magus,	 "and	 a	 quiet	 girl,	 full	 of
golden	tones,	as	you	call	'em,	like	a	Titian."

"What	class	of	people	are	they?"

"Retired	 merchants;	 just	 now	 in	 love	 with	 art;	 have	 a	 country-house	 at
Ville	d'Avray,	and	ten	or	twelve	thousand	francs	a	year."

"What	business	did	they	do?"

"Bottles."

"Now	don't	say	that	word;	it	makes	me	think	of	corks	and	sets	my	teeth	on
edge."

"Am	I	to	bring	them?"

"Three	portraits—I	could	put	them	in	the	Salon;	I	might	go	in	for	portrait-
painting.	Well,	yes!"

Old	Elie	descended	the	staircase	to	go	in	search	of	the	Vervelle	family.	To
know	 to	what	 extend	 this	 proposition	would	 act	 upon	 the	 painter,	 and	what
effect	would	be	produced	upon	him	by	the	Sieur	and	Dame	Vervelle,	adorned
by	 their	 only	 daughter,	 it	 is	 necessary	 to	 cast	 an	 eye	 on	 the	 anterior	 life	 of
Pierre	Grassou	of	Fougeres.

When	a	pupil,	Fougeres	had	studied	drawing	with	Servin,	who	was	thought
a	great	draughtsman	in	academic	circles.	After	 that	he	went	 to	Schinner's,	 to
learn	 the	 secrets	 of	 the	 powerful	 and	magnificent	 color	which	 distinguishes
that	master.	Master	and	scholars	were	all	discreet;	at	any	rate	Pierre	discovered
none	of	their	secrets.	From	there	he	went	to	Sommervieux'	atelier,	to	acquire
that	portion	of	the	art	of	painting	which	is	called	composition,	but	composition
was	shy	and	distant	to	him.	Then	he	tried	to	snatch	from	Decamps	and	Granet
the	mystery	of	their	interior	effects.	The	two	masters	were	not	robbed.	Finally
Fougeres	ended	his	education	with	Duval-Lecamus.	During	these	studied	and
these	different	transformations	Fougeres'	habits	and	ways	of	life	were	tranquil
and	moral	 to	 a	degree	 that	 furnished	matter	of	 jesting	 to	 the	various	ateliers
where	he	sojourned;	but	everywhere	he	disarmed	his	comrades	by	his	modesty
and	 by	 the	 patience	 and	 gentleness	 of	 a	 lamblike	 nature.	 The	 masters,
however,	 had	 no	 sympathy	 for	 the	 good	 lad;	 masters	 prefer	 bright	 fellows,
eccentric	 spirits,	 droll	 or	 fiery,	 or	 else	 gloomy	 and	 deeply	 reflective,	 which
argue	 future	 talent.	Everything	 about	Pierre	Grassou	 smacked	of	mediocrity.
His	nickname	"Fougeres"	(that	of	 the	painter	 in	 the	play	of	"The	Eglantine")
was	 the	source	of	much	 teasing;	but,	by	 force	of	circumstances,	he	accepted
the	name	of	the	town	in	which	he	had	first	seen	light.



Grassou	of	Fougeres	resembled	his	name.	Plump	and	of	medium	height,	he
had	a	dull	complexion,	brown	eyes,	black	hair,	a	turned-up	nose,	rather	wide
mouth,	and	long	ears.	His	gentle,	passive,	and	resigned	air	gave	a	certain	relief
to	these	leading	features	of	a	physiognomy	that	was	full	of	health,	but	wanting
in	 action.	 This	 young	man,	 born	 to	 be	 a	 virtuous	 bourgeois,	 having	 left	 his
native	place	and	come	to	Paris	to	be	clerk	with	a	color-merchant	(formerly	of
Mayenne	and	a	distant	connection	of	the	Orgemonts)	made	himself	a	painter
simply	 by	 the	 fact	 of	 an	 obstinacy	 which	 constitutes	 the	 Breton	 character.
What	he	suffered,	 the	manner	 in	which	he	 lived	during	 those	years	of	study,
God	 only	 knows.	 He	 suffered	 as	 much	 as	 great	 men	 suffer	 when	 they	 are
hounded	by	poverty	and	hunted	like	wild	beasts	by	the	pack	of	commonplace
minds	and	by	troops	of	vanities	athirst	for	vengeance.

As	soon	as	he	thought	himself	able	to	fly	on	his	own	wings,	Fougeres	took
a	studio	in	the	upper	part	of	the	rue	des	Martyrs,	where	he	began	to	delve	his
way.	He	made	his	 first	appearance	 in	1819.	The	 first	picture	he	presented	 to
the	jury	of	 the	Exhibition	at	 the	Louvre	represented	a	village	wedding	rather
laboriously	 copied	 from	 Greuze's	 picture.	 It	 was	 rejected.	 When	 Fougeres
heard	of	 the	 fatal	 decision,	 he	did	not	 fall	 into	one	of	 those	 fits	 of	 epileptic
self-love	 to	which	 strong	 natures	 give	 themselves	 up,	 and	which	 sometimes
end	in	challenges	sent	to	the	director	or	the	secretary	of	the	Museum,	or	even
by	threats	of	assassination.	Fougeres	quietly	fetched	his	canvas,	wrapped	it	in
a	handkerchief,	 and	brought	 it	home,	vowing	 in	his	heart	 that	he	would	 still
make	himself	a	great	painter.	He	placed	his	picture	on	the	easel,	and	went	to
one	of	his	former	masters,	a	man	of	immense	talent,—to	Schinner,	a	kind	and
patient	 artist,	 whose	 triumph	 at	 that	 year's	 Salon	 was	 complete.	 Fougeres
asked	 him	 to	 come	 and	 criticise	 the	 rejected	 work.	 The	 great	 painter	 left
everything	and	went	at	once.	When	poor	Fougeres	had	placed	the	work	before
him	Schinner,	after	a	glance,	pressed	Fougeres'	hand.

"You	are	 a	 fine	 fellow,"	he	 said;	 "you've	 a	 heart	 of	 gold,	 and	 I	must	 not
deceive	 you.	 Listen;	 you	 are	 fulfilling	 all	 the	 promises	 you	 made	 in	 the
studios.	When	you	find	such	things	as	that	at	the	tip	of	your	brush,	my	good
Fougeres,	you	had	better	leave	colors	with	Brullon,	and	not	take	the	canvas	of
others.	Go	home	 early,	 put	 on	 your	 cotton	 night-cap,	 and	be	 in	 bed	 by	 nine
o'clock.	The	next	morning	early	go	to	some	government	office,	ask	for	a	place,
and	give	up	art."

"My	dear	 friend,"	said	Fougeres,	 "my	picture	 is	already	condemned;	 it	 is
not	a	verdict	that	I	want	of	you,	but	the	cause	of	that	verdict."

"Well—you	paint	gray	and	sombre;	you	see	nature	being	a	crape	veil;	your
drawing	 is	heavy,	pasty;	your	 composition	 is	 a	medley	of	Greuze,	who	only
redeemed	his	defects	by	the	qualities	which	you	lack."



While	detailing	these	faults	of	the	picture	Schinner	saw	on	Fougeres'	face
so	deep	an	expression	of	sadness	that	he	carried	him	off	to	dinner	and	tried	to
console	 him.	 The	 next	 morning	 at	 seven	 o'clock	 Fougeres	 was	 at	 his	 easel
working	 over	 the	 rejected	 picture;	 he	 warmed	 the	 colors;	 he	 made	 the
corrections	suggested	by	Schinner,	he	touched	up	his	figures.	Then,	disgusted
with	such	patching,	he	carried	the	picture	to	Elie	Magus.	Elie	Magus,	a	sort	of
Dutch-Flemish-Belgian,	 had	 three	 reasons	 for	 being	 what	 he	 became,—rich
and	 avaricious.	 Coming	 last	 from	 Bordeaux,	 he	 was	 just	 starting	 in	 Paris,
selling	 old	 pictures	 and	 living	 on	 the	 boulevard	 Bonne-Nouvelle.	 Fougeres,
who	relied	on	his	palette	 to	go	 to	 the	baker's,	bravely	ate	bread	and	nuts,	or
bread	and	milk,	or	bread	and	cherries,	or	bread	and	cheese,	according	 to	 the
seasons.	Elie	Magus,	to	whom	Pierre	offered	his	first	picture,	eyed	it	for	some
time	and	then	gave	him	fifteen	francs.

"With	fifteen	francs	a	year	coming	in,	and	a	thousand	francs	for	expenses,"
said	Fougeres,	smiling,	"a	man	will	go	fast	and	far."

Elie	Magus	made	a	gesture;	he	bit	his	thumbs,	thinking	that	he	might	have
had	that	picture	for	five	francs.

For	 several	 days	 Pierre	 walked	 down	 from	 the	 rue	 des	 Martyrs	 and
stationed	 himself	 at	 the	 corner	 of	 the	 boulevard	 opposite	 to	 Elie's	 shop,
whence	his	 eye	could	 rest	upon	his	picture,	which	did	not	obtain	any	notice
from	the	eyes	of	the	passers	along	the	street.	At	the	end	of	a	week	the	picture
disappeared;	Fougeres	walked	slowly	up	and	approached	the	dealer's	shop	in	a
lounging	manner.	The	Jew	was	at	his	door.

"Well,	I	see	you	have	sold	my	picture."

"No,	here	it	 is,"	said	Magus;	"I've	framed	it,	 to	show	it	 to	some	one	who
fancies	he	knows	about	painting."

Fougeres	had	not	the	heart	to	return	to	the	boulevard.	He	set	about	another
picture,	 and	 spent	 two	months	 upon	 it,—eating	mouse's	meals	 and	working
like	a	galley-slave.

One	evening	he	went	to	the	boulevard,	his	feet	leading	him	fatefully	to	the
dealer's	shop.	His	picture	was	not	to	be	seen.

"I've	sold	your	picture,"	said	Elie	Magus,	seeing	him.

"For	how	much?"

"I	 got	 back	 what	 I	 gave	 and	 a	 small	 interest.	 Make	 me	 some	 Flemish
interiors,	a	lesson	of	anatomy,	landscapes,	and	such	like,	and	I'll	buy	them	of
you,"	said	Elie.

Fougeres	would	fain	have	taken	old	Magus	in	his	arms;	he	regarded	him	as
a	father.	He	went	home	with	 joy	 in	his	heart;	 the	great	painter	Schinner	was



mistaken	after	all!	 In	 that	 immense	city	of	Paris	 there	were	some	hearts	 that
beat	 in	 unison	with	Pierre's;	 his	 talent	was	 understood	 and	 appreciated.	The
poor	 fellow	of	 twenty-seven	 had	 the	 innocence	 of	 a	 lad	 of	 sixteen.	Another
man,	one	of	 those	distrustful,	surly	artists,	would	have	noticed	 the	diabolical
look	on	Elie's	face	and	seen	the	twitching	of	the	hairs	of	his	beard,	the	irony	of
his	 moustache,	 and	 the	 movement	 of	 his	 shoulders	 which	 betrayed	 the
satisfaction	of	Walter	Scott's	Jew	in	swindling	a	Christian.

Fougeres	marched	along	the	boulevard	in	a	state	of	joy	which	gave	to	his
honest	 face	 an	 expression	 of	 pride.	 He	 was	 like	 a	 schoolboy	 protecting	 a
woman.	 He	 met	 Joseph	 Bridau,	 one	 of	 his	 comrades,	 and	 one	 of	 those
eccentric	 geniuses	 destined	 to	 fame	 and	 sorrow.	 Joseph	Bridau,	who	had,	 to
use	his	own	expression,	a	few	sous	in	his	pocket,	took	Fougeres	to	the	Opera.
But	 Fougeres	 didn't	 see	 the	 ballet,	 didn't	 hear	 the	music;	 he	was	 imagining
pictures,	he	was	painting.	He	left	Joseph	in	the	middle	of	the	evening,	and	ran
home	 to	 make	 sketches	 by	 lamp-light.	 He	 invented	 thirty	 pictures,	 all
reminiscence,	and	felt	himself	a	man	of	genius.	The	next	day	he	bought	colors,
and	canvases	of	various	dimensions;	he	piled	up	bread	and	cheese	on	his	table,
he	filled	a	water-pot	with	water,	he	laid	in	a	provision	of	wood	for	his	stove;
then,	 to	 use	 a	 studio	 expression,	 he	 dug	 at	 his	 pictures.	 He	 hired	 several
models	and	Magus	lent	him	stuffs.

After	 two	months'	 seclusion	 the	Breton	had	 finished	 four	pictures.	Again
he	asked	counsel	of	Schinner,	 this	 time	adding	Bridau	 to	 the	 invitation.	The
two	 painters	 saw	 in	 three	 of	 these	 pictures	 a	 servile	 imitation	 of	 Dutch
landscapes	 and	 interiors	 by	 Metzu,	 in	 the	 fourth	 a	 copy	 of	 Rembrandt's
"Lesson	of	Anatomy."

"Still	 imitating!"	 said	 Schinner.	 "Ah!	 Fougeres	 can't	 manage	 to	 be
original."

"You	ought	to	do	something	else	than	painting,"	said	Bridau.

"What?"	asked	Fougeres.

"Fling	yourself	into	literature."

Fougeres	lowered	his	head	like	a	sheep	when	it	rains.	Then	he	asked	and
obtained	certain	useful	advice,	and	retouched	his	pictures	before	taking	them
to	Elie	Magus.	Elie	paid	him	twenty-five	francs	apiece.	At	that	price	of	course
Fougeres	 earned	 nothing;	 neither	 did	 he	 lose,	 thanks	 to	 his	 sober	 living.	He
made	a	 few	excursions	 to	 the	boulevard	 to	 see	what	became	of	his	pictures,
and	there	he	underwent	a	singular	hallucination.	His	neat,	clean	paintings,	hard
as	 tin	 and	 shiny	 as	porcelain,	were	 covered	with	 a	 sort	 of	mist;	 they	 looked
like	old	daubs.	Magus	was	out,	and	Pierre	could	obtain	no	information	on	this
phenomenon.	He	fancied	something	was	wrong	with	his	eyes.



The	painter	went	back	to	his	studio	and	made	more	pictures.	After	seven
years	 of	 continued	 toil	 Fougeres	 managed	 to	 compose	 and	 execute	 quite
passable	work.	He	did	as	well	as	any	artist	of	the	second	class.	Elie	bought	and
sold	 all	 the	 paintings	 of	 the	 poor	Breton,	who	 earned	 laboriously	 about	 two
thousand	francs	a	year	while	he	spent	but	twelve	hundred.

At	 the	Exhibition	 of	 1829,	Leon	 de	Lora,	 Schinner,	 and	Bridau,	who	 all
three	 occupied	 a	 great	 position	 and	 were,	 in	 fact,	 at	 the	 head	 of	 the	 art
movement,	were	filled	with	pity	for	the	perseverance	and	the	poverty	of	their
old	 friend;	 and	 they	 caused	 to	 be	 admitted	 into	 the	 grand	 salon	 of	 the
Exhibition,	 a	 picture	 by	 Fougeres.	 This	 picture,	 powerful	 in	 interest	 but
derived	 from	Vigneron	as	 to	sentiment	and	from	Dubufe's	 first	manner	as	 to
execution,	 represented	 a	 young	 man	 in	 prison,	 whose	 hair	 was	 being	 cut
around	 the	 nape	 of	 the	 neck.	 On	 one	 side	 was	 a	 priest,	 on	 the	 other	 two
women,	 one	 old,	 one	 young,	 in	 tears.	 A	 sheriff's	 clerk	was	 reading	 aloud	 a
document.	 On	 a	 wretched	 table	 was	 a	 meal,	 untouched.	 The	 light	 came	 in
through	the	bars	of	a	window	near	the	ceiling.	It	was	a	picture	fit	to	make	the
bourgeois	 shudder,	 and	 the	 bourgeois	 shuddered.	 Fougeres	 had	 simply	 been
inspired	by	 the	masterpiece	of	Gerard	Douw;	he	had	 turned	 the	group	of	 the
"Dropsical	Woman"	toward	the	window,	instead	of	presenting	it	full	front.	The
condemned	 man	 was	 substituted	 for	 the	 dying	 woman—same	 pallor,	 same
glance,	same	appeal	 to	God.	 Instead	of	 the	Dutch	doctor,	he	had	painted	 the
cold,	official	figure	of	the	sheriff's	clerk	attired	in	black;	but	he	had	added	an
old	woman	to	the	young	one	of	Gerard	Douw.	The	cruelly	simple	and	good-
humored	 face	 of	 the	 executioner	 completed	 and	 dominated	 the	 group.	 This
plagiarism,	 very	 cleverly	 disguised,	 was	 not	 discovered.	 The	 catalogue
contained	the	following:—

510.	Grassou	de	Fougeres	(Pierre),	rue	de	Navarin,	2.

Death-toilet	of	a	Chouan,	condemned	to	execution	in	1809.

Though	 wholly	 second-rate,	 the	 picture	 had	 immense	 success,	 for	 it
recalled	the	affair	of	 the	"chauffeurs,"	of	Mortagne.	A	crowd	collected	every
day	before	the	now	fashionable	canvas;	even	Charles	X.	paused	to	look	at	it.
"Madame,"	 being	 told	 of	 the	 patient	 life	 of	 the	 poor	 Breton,	 became
enthusiastic	over	him.	The	Duc	d'Orleans	asked	the	price	of	 the	picture.	The
clergy	 told	 Madame	 la	 Dauphine	 that	 the	 subject	 was	 suggestive	 of	 good
thoughts;	 and	 there	 was,	 in	 truth,	 a	 most	 satisfying	 religious	 tone	 about	 it.
Monseigneur	 the	 Dauphin	 admired	 the	 dust	 on	 the	 stone-floor,—a	 huge
blunder,	 by	 the	way,	 for	 Fougeres	 had	 painted	 greenish	 tones	 suggestive	 of
mildew	along	the	base	of	the	walls.	"Madame"	finally	bought	the	picture	for	a
thousand	francs,	and	the	Dauphin	ordered	another	like	it.	Charles	X.	gave	the
cross	of	the	Legion	of	honor	to	this	son	of	a	peasant	who	had	fought	for	the
royal	cause	in	1799.	(Joseph	Bridau,	the	great	painter,	was	not	yet	decorated.)



The	minister	of	the	Interior	ordered	two	church	pictures	of	Fougeres.

This	Salon	of	1829	was	to	Pierre	Grassou	his	whole	fortune,	fame,	future,
and	 life.	Be	original,	 invent,	and	you	die	by	 inches;	copy,	 imitate,	and	you'll
live.	After	 this	 discovery	 of	 a	 gold	mine,	Grassou	 de	Fougeres	 obtained	 his
benefit	of	the	fatal	principle	to	which	society	owes	the	wretched	mediocrities
to	whom	are	intrusted	in	these	days	the	election	of	leaders	in	all	social	classes;
who	proceed,	naturally,	to	elect	themselves	and	who	wage	a	bitter	war	against
all	 true	talent.	The	principle	of	election	applied	indiscriminately	is	false,	and
France	will	some	day	abandon	it.

Nevertheless	the	modesty,	simplicity,	and	genuine	surprise	of	the	good	and
gentle	Fougeres	 silenced	all	 envy	and	all	 recriminations.	Besides,	he	had	on
his	side	all	of	his	clan	who	had	succeeded,	and	all	who	expected	to	succeed.
Some	persons,	 touched	by	the	persistent	energy	of	a	man	whom	nothing	had
discouraged,	talked	of	Domenichino	and	said:—

"Perseverance	 in	 the	 arts	 should	 be	 rewarded.	 Grassou	 hasn't	 stolen	 his
successes;	he	has	delved	for	ten	years,	the	poor	dear	man!"

That	exclamation	of	"poor	dear	man!"	counted	for	half	in	the	support	and
the	 congratulations	 which	 the	 painter	 received.	 Pity	 sets	 up	 mediocrities	 as
envy	 pulls	 down	 great	 talents,	 and	 in	 equal	 numbers.	 The	 newspapers,	 it	 is
true,	 did	not	 spare	 criticism,	but	 the	 chevalier	Fougeres	digested	 them	as	he
had	digested	the	counsel	of	his	friends,	with	angelic	patience.

Possessing,	 by	 this	 time,	 fifteen	 thousand	 francs,	 laboriously	 earned,	 he
furnished	 an	 apartment	 and	 studio	 in	 the	 rue	 de	 Navarin,	 and	 painted	 the
picture	 ordered	 by	Monseigneur	 the	 Dauphin,	 also	 the	 two	 church	 pictures,
and	 delivered	 them	 at	 the	 time	 agreed	 on,	 with	 a	 punctuality	 that	 was	 very
discomforting	 to	 the	 exchequer	 of	 the	 ministry,	 accustomed	 to	 a	 different
course	of	action.	But—admire	the	good	fortune	of	men	who	are	methodical—
if	Grassou,	belated	with	his	work,	had	been	caught	by	the	revolution	of	July	he
would	not	have	got	his	money.

By	 the	 time	 he	 was	 thirty-seven	 Fougeres	 had	 manufactured	 for	 Elie
Magus	some	two	hundred	pictures,	all	of	them	utterly	unknown,	by	the	help	of
which	he	had	attained	to	that	satisfying	manner,	that	point	of	execution	before
which	 the	 true	 artist	 shrugs	 his	 shoulders	 and	 the	 bourgeoisie	 worships.
Fougeres	was	dear	to	friends	for	rectitude	of	ideas,	for	steadiness	of	sentiment,
absolute	 kindliness,	 and	 great	 loyalty;	 though	 they	 had	 no	 esteem	 for	 his
palette,	they	loved	the	man	who	held	it.

"What	a	misfortune	 it	 is	 that	Fougeres	has	 the	vice	of	painting!"	said	his
comrades.

But	 for	 all	 this,	 Grassou	 gave	 excellent	 counsel,	 like	 those	 feuilletonists



incapable	 of	writing	 a	 book	who	 know	 very	well	where	 a	 book	 is	wanting.
There	was	this	difference,	however,	between	literary	critics	and	Fougeres;	he
was	eminently	sensitive	to	beauties;	he	felt	them,	he	acknowledged	them,	and
his	 advice	was	 instinct	with	 a	 spirit	 of	 justice	 that	made	 the	 justness	 of	 his
remarks	 acceptable.	 After	 the	 revolution	 of	 July,	 Fougeres	 sent	 about	 ten
pictures	a	year	to	the	Salon,	of	which	the	jury	admitted	four	or	five.	He	lived
with	 the	most	 rigid	economy,	his	household	being	managed	solely	by	an	old
charwoman.	For	all	amusement	he	visited	his	friends,	he	went	to	see	works	of
art,	he	allowed	himself	a	few	little	trips	about	France,	and	he	planned	to	go	to
Switzerland	 in	 search	 of	 inspiration.	 This	 detestable	 artist	 was	 an	 excellent
citizen;	 he	 mounted	 guard	 duly,	 went	 to	 reviews,	 and	 paid	 his	 rent	 and
provision-bills	with	bourgeois	punctuality.

Having	lived	all	his	 life	 in	toil	and	poverty,	he	had	never	had	the	time	to
love.	Poor	and	a	bachelor,	until	now	he	did	not	desire	to	complicate	his	simple
life.	 Incapable	 of	 devising	 any	 means	 of	 increasing	 his	 little	 fortune,	 he
carried,	every	 three	months,	 to	his	notary,	Cardot,	his	quarterly	earnings	and
economies.	 When	 the	 notary	 had	 received	 about	 three	 thousand	 francs	 he
invested	 them	 in	 some	 first	mortgage,	 the	 interest	of	which	he	drew	himself
and	 added	 to	 the	 quarterly	 payments	made	 to	 him	by	Fougeres.	The	 painter
was	awaiting	the	fortunate	moment	when	his	property	thus	laid	by	would	give
him	the	imposing	income	of	two	thousand	francs,	to	allow	himself	the	otium
cum	 dignitate	 of	 the	 artist	 and	 paint	 pictures;	 but	 oh!	 what	 pictures!	 true
pictures!	 each	 a	 finished	 picture!	 chouette,	Koxnoff,	 chocnosoff!	His	 future,
his	dreams	of	happiness,	 the	 superlative	of	his	hopes—do	you	know	what	 it
was?	To	 enter	 the	 Institute	 and	 obtain	 the	 grade	 of	 officer	 of	 the	Legion	 of
honor;	to	side	down	beside	Schinner	and	Leon	de	Lora,	to	reach	the	Academy
before	Bridau,	 to	wear	 a	 rosette	 in	his	buttonhole!	What	 a	dream!	 It	 is	 only
commonplace	men	who	think	of	everything.

Hearing	the	sound	of	several	steps	on	the	staircase,	Fougeres	rubbed	up	his
hair,	buttoned	his	jacket	of	bottle-green	velveteen,	and	was	not	a	little	amazed
to	see,	entering	his	doorway,	a	simpleton	face	vulgarly	called	in	studio	slang	a
"melon."	This	fruit	surmounted	a	pumpkin,	clothed	in	blue	cloth	adorned	with
a	 bunch	 of	 tintinnabulating	 baubles.	 The	 melon	 puffed	 like	 a	 walrus;	 the
pumpkin	 advanced	 on	 turnips,	 improperly	 called	 legs.	 A	 true	 painter	 would
have	 turned	 the	 little	 bottle-vendor	 off	 at	 once,	 assuring	 him	 that	 he	 didn't
paint	 vegetables.	 This	 painter	 looked	 at	 his	 client	 without	 a	 smile,	 for
Monsieur	Vervelle	wore	a	 three-thousand-franc	diamond	 in	 the	bosom	of	his
shirt.

Fougeres	glanced	at	Magus	and	said:	"There's	fat	in	it!"	using	a	slang	term
then	much	in	vogue	in	the	studios.

Hearing	 those	 words	Monsieur	 Vervelle	 frowned.	 The	 worthy	 bourgeois



drew	after	him	another	complication	of	vegetables	 in	 the	persons	of	his	wife
and	 daughter.	 The	wife	 had	 a	 fine	 veneer	 of	mahogany	 on	 her	 face,	 and	 in
figure	she	resembled	a	cocoa-nut,	surmounted	by	a	head	and	tied	in	around	the
waist.	 She	 pivoted	 on	 her	 legs,	 which	 were	 tap-rooted,	 and	 her	 gown	 was
yellow	 with	 black	 stripes.	 She	 proudly	 exhibited	 unutterable	 mittens	 on	 a
puffy	 pair	 of	 hands;	 the	 plumes	 of	 a	 first-class	 funeral	 floated	 on	 an	 over-
flowing	 bonnet;	 laces	 adorned	 her	 shoulders,	 as	 round	 behind	 as	 they	were
before;	 consequently,	 the	 spherical	 form	 of	 the	 cocoa-nut	 was	 perfect.	 Her
feet,	of	a	kind	that	painters	call	abatis,	rose	above	the	varnished	leather	of	the
shoes	in	a	swelling	that	was	some	inches	high.	How	the	feet	were	ever	got	into
the	shoes,	no	one	knows.

Following	these	vegetable	parents	was	a	young	asparagus,	who	presented	a
tiny	head	with	smoothly	banded	hair	of	the	yellow-carroty	tone	that	a	Roman
adores,	long,	stringy	arms,	a	fairly	white	skin	with	reddish	spots	upon	it,	large
innocent	eyes,	and	white	lashes,	scarcely	any	brows,	a	leghorn	bonnet	bound
with	white	satin	and	adorned	with	 two	honest	bows	of	 the	same	satin,	hands
virtuously	 red,	 and	 the	 feet	 of	 her	 mother.	 The	 faces	 of	 these	 three	 beings
wore,	as	 they	 looked	round	 the	studio,	an	air	of	happiness	which	bespoke	 in
them	a	respectable	enthusiasm	for	Art.

"So	 it	 is	 you,	monsieur,	who	 are	 going	 to	 take	 our	 likenesses?"	 said	 the
father,	assuming	a	jaunty	air.

"Yes,	monsieur,"	replied	Grassou.

"Vervelle,	he	has	the	cross!"	whispered	the	wife	to	the	husband	while	the
painter's	back	was	turned.

"Should	 I	 be	 likely	 to	 have	 our	 portraits	 painted	 by	 an	 artist	who	wasn't
decorated?"	returned	the	former	bottle-dealer.

Elie	Magus	 here	 bowed	 to	 the	 Vervelle	 family	 and	 went	 away.	 Grassou
accompanied	him	to	the	landing.

"There's	no	one	but	you	who	would	fish	up	such	whales."

"One	hundred	thousand	francs	of	'dot'!"

"Yes,	but	what	a	family!"

"Three	 hundred	 thousand	 francs	 of	 expectations,	 a	 house	 in	 the	 rue
Boucherat,	and	a	country-house	at	Ville	d'Avray!"

"Bottles	and	corks!	bottles	and	corks!"	said	the	painter;	"they	set	my	teeth
on	edge."

"Safe	from	want	for	the	rest	of	your	days,"	said	Elie	Magus	as	he	departed.

That	idea	entered	the	head	of	Pierre	Grassou	as	the	daylight	had	burst	into



his	garret	that	morning.

While	he	posed	the	father	of	the	young	person,	he	thought	the	bottle-dealer
had	 a	 good	 countenance,	 and	 he	 admired	 the	 face	 full	 of	 violent	 tones.	The
mother	 and	 daughter	 hovered	 about	 the	 easel,	 marvelling	 at	 all	 his
preparations;	 they	 evidently	 thought	him	a	demigod.	This	visible	 admiration
pleased	 Fougeres.	 The	 golden	 calf	 threw	 upon	 the	 family	 its	 fantastic
reflections.

"You	must	earn	lots	of	money;	but	of	course	you	don't	spend	it	as	you	get
it,"	said	the	mother.

"No,	madame,"	replied	the	painter;	"I	don't	spend	it;	I	have	not	the	means
to	amuse	myself.	My	notary	invests	my	money;	he	knows	what	I	have;	as	soon
as	I	have	taken	him	the	money	I	never	think	of	it	again."

"I've	always	been	told,"	cried	old	Vervelle,	"that	artists	were	baskets	with
holes	in	them."

"Who	is	your	notary—if	it	is	not	indiscreet	to	ask?"	said	Madame	Vervelle.

"A	good	fellow,	all	round,"	replied	Grassou.	"His	name	is	Cardot."

"Well,	well!	if	that	isn't	a	joke!"	exclaimed	Vervelle.	"Cardot	is	our	notary
too."

"Take	care!	don't	move,"	said	the	painter.

"Do	 pray	 hold	 still,	 Antenor,"	 said	 the	 wife.	 "If	 you	 move	 about	 you'll
make	 monsieur	 miss;	 you	 should	 just	 see	 him	 working,	 and	 then	 you'd
understand."

"Oh!	why	didn't	you	have	me	taught	the	arts?"	said	Mademoiselle	Vervelle
to	her	parents.

"Virginie,"	 said	 her	 mother,	 "a	 young	 person	 ought	 not	 to	 learn	 certain
things.	When	you	are	married—well,	till	then,	keep	quiet."

During	 this	 first	 sitting	 the	Vervelle	 family	 became	 almost	 intimate	with
the	worthy	artist.	They	were	to	come	again	two	days	later.	As	they	went	away
the	 father	 told	Virginie	 to	walk	 in	 front;	 but	 in	 spite	 of	 this	 separation,	 she
overheard	the	following	words,	which	naturally	awakened	her	curiosity.

"Decorated—thirty-seven	 years	 old—an	 artist	 who	 gets	 orders—puts	 his
money	with	our	notary.	We'll	consult	Cardot.	Hein!	Madame	de	Fougeres!	not
a	bad	name—doesn't	look	like	a	bad	man	either!	One	might	prefer	a	merchant;
but	 before	 a	merchant	 retires	 from	business	 one	 can	 never	 know	what	 one's
daughter	may	come	to;	whereas	an	economical	artist—and	then	you	know	we
love	Art—Well,	we'll	see!"



While	 the	 Vervelle	 family	 discussed	 Pierre	 Grassou,	 Pierre	 Grassou
discussed	in	his	own	mind	the	Vervelle	family.	He	found	it	impossible	to	stay
peacefully	in	his	studio,	so	he	took	a	walk	on	the	boulevard,	and	looked	at	all
the	 red-haired	 women	 who	 passed	 him.	 He	 made	 a	 series	 of	 the	 oddest
reasonings	 to	 himself:	 gold	 was	 the	 handsomest	 of	 metals;	 a	 tawny	 yellow
represented	gold;	the	Romans	were	fond	of	red-haired	women,	and	he	turned
Roman,	etc.	After	two	years	of	marriage	what	man	would	ever	care	about	the
color	of	his	wife's	hair?	Beauty	fades,—but	ugliness	remains!	Money	is	one-
half	of	all	happiness.	That	night	when	he	went	to	bed	the	painter	had	come	to
think	Virginie	Vervelle	charming.

When	the	three	Vervelles	arrived	on	the	day	of	the	second	sitting	the	artist
received	them	with	smiles.	The	rascal	had	shaved	and	put	on	clean	linen;	he
had	also	arranged	his	hair	in	a	pleasing	manner,	and	chosen	a	very	becoming
pair	of	trousers	and	red	leather	slippers	with	pointed	toes.	The	family	replied
with	smiles	as	flattering	as	those	of	the	artist.	Virginie	became	the	color	of	her
hair,	lowered	her	eyes,	and	turned	aside	her	head	to	look	at	the	sketches.	Pierre
Grassou	 thought	 these	 little	 affectations	 charming,	 Virginie	 had	 such	 grace;
happily	she	didn't	 look	like	her	father	or	her	mother;	but	whom	did	she	look
like?

During	this	sitting	there	were	little	skirmishes	between	the	family	and	the
painter,	who	had	the	audacity	to	call	pere	Vervelle	witty.	This	flattery	brought
the	family	on	the	double-quick	to	the	heart	of	the	artist;	he	gave	a	drawing	to
the	daughter,	and	a	sketch	to	the	mother.

"What!	for	nothing?"	they	said.

Pierre	Grassou	could	not	help	smiling.

"You	shouldn't	give	away	your	pictures	in	that	way;	they	are	money,"	said
old	Vervelle.

At	the	third	sitting	pere	Vervelle	mentioned	a	fine	gallery	of	pictures	which
he	had	in	his	country-house	at	Ville	d'Avray—Rubens,	Gerard	Douw,	Mieris,
Terburg,	Rembrandt,	Titian,	Paul	Potter,	etc.

"Monsieur	 Vervelle	 has	 been	 very	 extravagant,"	 said	 Madame	 Vervelle,
ostentatiously.	"He	has	over	one	hundred	thousand	francs'	worth	of	pictures."

"I	love	Art,"	said	the	former	bottle-dealer.

When	 Madame	 Vervelle's	 portrait	 was	 begun	 that	 of	 her	 husband	 was
nearly	finished,	and	the	enthusiasm	of	the	family	knew	no	bounds.	The	notary
had	 spoken	 in	 the	highest	praise	of	 the	painter.	Pierre	Grassou	was,	he	 said,
one	 of	 the	most	 honest	 fellows	 on	 earth;	 he	 had	 laid	 by	 thirty-six	 thousand
francs;	his	days	of	poverty	were	over;	he	now	saved	about	ten	thousand	francs



a	 year	 and	 capitalized	 the	 interest;	 in	 short,	 he	 was	 incapable	 of	 making	 a
woman	 unhappy.	 This	 last	 remark	 had	 enormous	 weight	 in	 the	 scales.
Vervelle's	friends	now	heard	of	nothing	but	the	celebrated	painter	Fougeres.

The	day	on	which	Fougeres	began	 the	portrait	of	Mademoiselle	Virginie,
he	 was	 virtually	 son-in-law	 to	 the	 Vervelle	 family.	 The	 three	 Vervelles
bloomed	out	 in	 this	 studio,	which	 they	were	now	accustomed	 to	consider	as
one	 of	 their	 residences;	 there	 was	 to	 them	 an	 inexplicable	 attraction	 in	 this
clean,	 neat,	 pretty,	 and	 artistic	 abode.	 Abyssus	 abyssum,	 the	 commonplace
attracts	 the	 commonplace.	Toward	 the	 end	of	 the	 sitting	 the	 stairway	 shook,
the	 door	 was	 violently	 thrust	 open	 by	 Joseph	 Bridau;	 he	 came	 like	 a
whirlwind,	 his	 hair	 flying.	He	 showed	 his	 grand	 haggard	 face	 as	 he	 looked
about	 him,	 casting	 everywhere	 the	 lightning	 of	 his	 glance;	 then	 he	 walked
round	 the	 whole	 studio,	 and	 returned	 abruptly	 to	 Grassou,	 pulling	 his	 coat
together	over	the	gastric	region,	and	endeavouring,	but	in	vain,	to	button	it,	the
button	mould	having	escaped	from	its	capsule	of	cloth.

"Wood	is	dear,"	he	said	to	Grassou.

"Ah!"

"The	 British	 are	 after	 me"	 (slang	 term	 for	 creditors)	 "Gracious!	 do	 you
paint	such	things	as	that?"

"Hold	your	tongue!"

"Ah!	to	be	sure,	yes."

The	Vervelle	 family,	 extremely	 shocked	 by	 this	 extraordinary	 apparition,
passed	from	its	ordinary	red	to	a	cherry-red,	two	shades	deeper.

"Brings	in,	hey?"	continued	Joseph.	"Any	shot	in	your	locker?"

"How	much	do	you	want?"

"Five	hundred.	 I've	got	one	of	 those	bull-dog	dealers	after	me,	and	 if	 the
fellow	once	gets	his	teeth	in	he	won't	let	go	while	there's	a	bit	of	me	left.	What
a	crew!"

"I'll	write	you	a	line	for	my	notary."

"Have	you	got	a	notary?"

"Yes."

"That	 explains	 to	 me	 why	 you	 still	 make	 cheeks	 with	 pink	 tones	 like	 a
perfumer's	sign."

Grassou	could	not	help	coloring,	for	Virginie	was	sitting.

"Take	Nature	 as	 you	 find	 her,"	 said	 the	 great	 painter,	 going	 on	with	 his



lecture.	 "Mademoiselle	 is	 red-haired.	 Well,	 is	 that	 a	 sin?	 All	 things	 are
magnificent	 in	 painting.	 Put	 some	 vermillion	 on	 your	 palette,	 and	warm	 up
those	cheeks;	touch	in	those	little	brown	spots;	come,	butter	it	well	in.	Do	you
pretend	to	have	more	sense	than	Nature?"

"Look	here,"	said	Fougeres,	"take	my	place	while	I	go	and	write	that	note."

Vervelle	rolled	to	the	table	and	whispered	in	Grassou's	ear:—

"Won't	that	country	lout	spoilt	it?"

"If	he	would	only	paint	 the	portrait	of	your	Virginie	 it	would	be	worth	a
thousand	times	more	than	mine,"	replied	Fougeres,	vehemently.

Hearing	that	reply	the	bourgeois	beat	a	quiet	retreat	to	his	wife,	who	was
stupefied	by	the	invasion	of	this	ferocious	animal,	and	very	uneasy	at	his	co-
operation	in	her	daughter's	portrait.

"Here,	 follow	 these	 indications,"	 said	 Bridau,	 returning	 the	 palette,	 and
taking	 the	note.	 "I	won't	 thank	you.	 I	can	go	back	now	 to	d'Arthez'	chateau,
where	 I	 am	doing	a	dining-room,	and	Leon	de	Lora	 the	 tops	of	 the	doors—
masterpieces!	Come	and	see	us."

And	 off	 he	went	without	 taking	 leave,	 having	 had	 enough	 of	 looking	 at
Virginie.

"Who	is	that	man?"	asked	Madame	Vervelle.

"A	great	artist,"	answered	Grassou.

There	was	silence	for	a	moment.

"Are	 you	 quite	 sure,"	 said	 Virginie,	 "that	 he	 has	 done	 no	 harm	 to	 my
portrait?	He	frightened	me."

"He	has	only	done	it	good,"	replied	Grassou.

"Well,	if	he	is	a	great	artist,	I	prefer	a	great	artist	like	you,"	said	Madame
Vervelle.

The	ways	of	genius	had	ruffled	up	these	orderly	bourgeois.

The	 phase	 of	 autumn	 so	 pleasantly	 named	 "Saint	Martin's	 summer"	was
just	beginning.	With	the	timidity	of	a	neophyte	in	presence	of	a	man	of	genius,
Vervelle	risked	giving	Fougeres	an	invitation	to	come	out	to	his	country-house
on	 the	 following	 Sunday.	 He	 knew,	 he	 said,	 how	 little	 attraction	 a	 plain
bourgeois	family	could	offer	to	an	artist.

"You	artists,"	he	continued,	"want	emotions,	great	 scenes,	and	witty	 talk;
but	 you'll	 find	 good	 wines,	 and	 I	 rely	 on	 my	 collection	 of	 pictures	 to
compensate	an	artist	like	you	for	the	bore	of	dining	with	mere	merchants."



This	form	of	idolatry,	which	stroked	his	innocent	self-love,	was	charming
to	 our	 poor	 Pierre	 Grassou,	 so	 little	 accustomed	 to	 such	 compliments.	 The
honest	artist,	that	atrocious	mediocrity,	that	heart	of	gold,	that	loyal	soul,	that
stupid	 draughtsman,	 that	worthy	 fellow,	 decorated	 by	 royalty	 itself	with	 the
Legion	of	honor,	put	himself	under	arms	to	go	out	to	Ville	d'Avray	and	enjoy
the	 last	 fine	 days	 of	 the	 year.	 The	 painter	 went	 modestly	 by	 public
conveyance,	 and	 he	 could	 not	 but	 admire	 the	 beautiful	 villa	 of	 the	 bottle-
dealer,	 standing	 in	 a	 park	 of	 five	 acres	 at	 the	 summit	 of	 Ville	 d'Avray,
commanding	 a	 noble	 view	 of	 the	 landscape.	Marry	 Virginie,	 and	 have	 that
beautiful	villa	some	day	for	his	own!

He	was	received	by	the	Vervelles	with	an	enthusiasm,	a	joy,	a	kindliness,	a
frank	 bourgeois	 absurdity	 which	 confounded	 him.	 It	 was	 indeed	 a	 day	 of
triumph.	The	 prospective	 son-in-law	was	marched	 about	 the	 grounds	 on	 the
nankeen-colored	paths,	all	raked	as	they	should	be	for	the	steps	of	so	great	a
man.	The	trees	themselves	looked	brushed	and	combed,	and	the	lawns	had	just
been	mown.	The	pure	country	air	wafted	to	the	nostrils	a	most	enticing	smell
of	cooking.	All	things	about	the	mansion	seemed	to	say:

"We	have	a	great	artist	among	us."

Little	 old	 Vervelle	 himself	 rolled	 like	 an	 apple	 through	 his	 park,	 the
daughter	 meandered	 like	 an	 eel,	 the	 mother	 followed	 with	 dignified	 step.
These	 three	beings	never	 let	go	for	one	moment	of	Pierre	Grassou	for	seven
hours.	After	dinner,	 the	 length	of	which	equalled	 its	magnificence,	Monsieur
and	Madame	Vervelle	 reached	 the	moment	of	 their	grand	 theatrical	effect,—
the	 opening	 of	 the	 picture	 gallery	 illuminated	 by	 lamps,	 the	 reflections	 of
which	 were	 managed	 with	 the	 utmost	 care.	 Three	 neighbours,	 also	 retired
merchants,	 an	 old	 uncle	 (from	 whom	 were	 expectations),	 an	 elderly
Demoiselle	Vervelle,	and	a	number	of	other	guests	invited	to	be	present	at	this
ovation	to	a	great	artist	followed	Grassou	into	the	picture	gallery,	all	curious	to
hear	his	opinion	of	 the	 famous	collection	of	pere	Vervelle,	who	was	 fond	of
oppressing	them	with	the	fabulous	value	of	his	paintings.	The	bottle-merchant
seemed	 to	 have	 the	 idea	 of	 competing	 with	 King	 Louis-Philippe	 and	 the
galleries	of	Versailles.

The	pictures,	magnificently	framed,	each	bore	labels	on	which	was	read	in
black	letters	on	a	gold	ground:

Rubens

Dance	of	fauns	and	nymphs

Rembrandt

Interior	of	a	dissecting	room.	The	physician	van	Tromp	instructing	his	pupils.



In	 all,	 there	 were	 one	 hundred	 and	 fifty	 pictures,	 varnished	 and	 dusted.
Some	 were	 covered	 with	 green	 baize	 curtains	 which	 were	 not	 undrawn	 in
presence	of	young	ladies.

Pierre	Grassou	stood	with	arms	pendent,	gaping	mouth,	and	no	word	upon
his	lips	as	he	recognized	half	his	own	pictures	in	these	works	of	art.	He	was
Rubens,	he	was	Rembrandt,	Mieris,	Metzu,	Paul	Potter,	Gerard	Douw!	He	was
twenty	great	masters	all	by	himself.

"What	is	the	matter?	You've	turned	pale!"

"Daughter,	 a	glass	of	water!	quick!"	cried	Madame	Vervelle.	The	painter
took	 pere	 Vervelle	 by	 the	 button	 of	 his	 coat	 and	 led	 him	 to	 a	 corner	 on
pretence	of	looking	at	a	Murillo.	Spanish	pictures	were	then	the	rage.

"You	bought	your	pictures	from	Elie	Magus?"

"Yes,	all	originals."

"Between	ourselves,	tell	me	what	he	made	you	pay	for	those	I	shall	point
out	to	you."

Together	 they	 walked	 round	 the	 gallery.	 The	 guests	 were	 amazed	 at	 the
gravity	 in	which	 the	 artist	 proceeded,	 in	 company	with	 the	host,	 to	 examine
each	picture.

"Three	 thousand	 francs,"	 said	Vervelle	 in	 a	whisper,	 as	 they	 reached	 the
last,	"but	I	tell	everybody	forty	thousand."

"Forty	thousand	for	a	Titian!"	said	the	artist,	aloud.	"Why,	it	is	nothing	at
all!"

"Didn't	I	tell	you,"	said	Vervelle,	"that	I	had	three	hundred	thousand	francs'
worth	of	pictures?"

"I	painted	those	pictures,"	said	Pierre	Grassou	in	Vervelle's	ear,	"and	I	sold
them	one	by	one	 to	Elie	Magus	 for	 less	 than	 ten	 thousand	 francs	 the	whole
lot."

"Prove	it	 to	me,"	said	the	bottle-dealer,	"and	I	double	my	daughter's	 'dot,'
for	if	it	is	so,	you	are	Rubens,	Rembrandt,	Titian,	Gerard	Douw!"

"And	Magus	 is	 a	 famous	picture-dealer!"	 said	 the	 painter,	who	now	 saw
the	meaning	of	the	misty	and	aged	look	imparted	to	his	pictures	in	Elie's	shop,
and	the	utility	of	the	subjects	the	picture-dealer	had	required	of	him.

Far	 from	losing	 the	esteem	of	his	admiring	bottle-merchant,	Monsieur	de
Fougeres	 (for	 so	 the	 family	persisted	 in	calling	Pierre	Grassou)	advanced	 so
much	that	when	the	portraits	were	finished	he	presented	them	gratuitously	to
his	father-in-law,	his	mother-in-law	and	his	wife.



At	 the	 present	 day,	 Pierre	 Grassou,	 who	 never	 misses	 exhibiting	 at	 the
Salon,	passes	 in	bourgeois	 regions	 for	 a	 fine	portrait-painter.	He	earns	 some
twenty	thousand	francs	a	year	and	spoils	a	thousand	francs'	worth	of	canvas.
His	wife	has	six	thousand	francs	a	year	in	dowry,	and	he	lives	with	his	father-
in-law.	 The	 Vervelles	 and	 the	 Grassous,	 who	 agree	 delightfully,	 keep	 a
carriage,	and	are	 the	happiest	people	on	earth.	Pierre	Grassou	never	emerges
from	the	bourgeois	circle,	in	which	he	is	considered	one	of	the	greatest	artists
of	the	period.	Not	a	family	portrait	is	painted	between	the	barrier	du	Trone	and
the	 rue	du	Temple	 that	 is	not	done	by	 this	great	painter;	none	of	 them	costs
less	 than	five	hundred	francs.	The	great	 reason	which	 the	bourgeois	 families
have	for	employing	him	is	this:—

"Say	what	you	will	of	him,	he	lays	by	twenty	thousand	francs	a	year	with
his	notary."

As	Grassou	took	a	creditable	part	on	the	occasion	of	the	riots	of	May	12th
he	 was	 appointed	 an	 officer	 of	 the	 Legion	 of	 honor.	 He	 is	 a	 major	 in	 the
National	Guard.	The	Museum	of	Versailles	felt	it	incumbent	to	order	a	battle-
piece	of	so	excellent	a	citizen,	who	thereupon	walked	about	Paris	to	meet	his
old	comrades	and	have	the	happiness	of	saying	to	them:—

"The	King	has	given	me	an	order	for	the	Museum	of	Versailles."

Madame	de	Fougeres	adores	her	husband,	to	whom	she	has	presented	two
children.	This	painter,	a	good	father	and	a	good	husband,	is	unable	to	eradicate
from	his	heart	a	 fatal	 thought,	namely,	 that	artists	 laugh	at	his	work;	 that	his
name	 is	 a	 term	 of	 contempt	 in	 the	 studios;	 and	 that	 the	 feuilletons	 take	 no
notice	of	his	pictures.	But	he	still	works	on;	he	aims	for	the	Academy,	where,
undoubtedly,	he	will	enter.	And—oh!	vengeance	which	dilates	his	heart!—he
buys	 the	 pictures	 of	 celebrated	 artists	 who	 are	 pinched	 for	 means,	 and	 he
substitutes	these	true	works	of	arts	that	are	not	his	own	for	the	wretched	daubs
in	the	collection	at	Ville	d'Avray.

There	are	many	mediocrities	more	aggressive	and	more	mischievous	than
that	of	Pierre	Grassou,	who	 is,	moreover,	anonymously	benevolent	and	 truly
obliging.

	

	

DOMESTIC	PEACE
	

The	 incident	 recorded	 in	 this	 sketch	 took	 place	 towards	 the	 end	 of	 the
month	 of	 November,	 1809,	 the	 moment	 when	 Napoleon's	 fugitive	 empire
attained	 the	 apogee	of	 its	 splendor.	The	 trumpet-blasts	of	Wagram	were	 still
sounding	 an	 echo	 in	 the	 heart	 of	 the	 Austrian	 monarchy.	 Peace	 was	 being



signed	between	France	and	the	Coalition.	Kings	and	princes	came	to	perform
their	 orbits,	 like	 stars,	 round	 Napoleon,	 who	 gave	 himself	 the	 pleasure	 of
dragging	 all	Europe	 in	 his	 train—a	magnificent	 experiment	 in	 the	 power	 he
afterwards	 displayed	 at	Dresden.	Never,	 as	 contemporaries	 tell	 us,	 did	 Paris
see	entertainments	more	 superb	 than	 those	which	preceded	and	 followed	 the
sovereign's	 marriage	 with	 an	 Austrian	 archduchess.	 Never,	 in	 the	 most
splendid	 days	 of	 the	 Monarchy,	 had	 so	 many	 crowned	 heads	 thronged	 the
shores	 of	 the	 Seine,	 never	 had	 the	 French	 aristocracy	 been	 so	 rich	 or	 so
splendid.	The	diamonds	 lavishly	scattered	over	 the	women's	dresses,	and	the
gold	 and	 silver	 embroidery	 on	 the	 uniforms	 contrasted	 so	 strongly	with	 the
penury	 of	 the	 Republic,	 that	 the	 wealth	 of	 the	 globe	 seemed	 to	 be	 rolling
through	 the	 drawing-rooms	of	Paris.	 Intoxication	 seemed	 to	 have	 turned	 the
brains	 of	 this	 Empire	 of	 a	 day.	 All	 the	 military,	 not	 excepting	 their	 chief,
reveled	 like	 parvenus	 in	 the	 treasure	 conquered	 for	 them	 by	 a	 million	men
with	worsted	epaulettes,	whose	demands	were	satisfied	by	a	few	yards	of	red
ribbon.

At	this	time	most	women	affected	that	lightness	of	conduct	and	facility	of
morals	 which	 distinguished	 the	 reign	 of	 Louis	 XV.	 Whether	 it	 were	 in
imitation	of	the	tone	of	the	fallen	monarchy,	or	because	certain	members	of	the
Imperial	family	had	set	the	example—as	certain	malcontents	of	the	Faubourg
Saint-Germain	 chose	 to	 say—it	 is	 certain	 that	 men	 and	 women	 alike	 flung
themselves	into	a	life	of	pleasure	with	an	intrepidity	which	seemed	to	forbode
the	end	of	the	world.	But	there	was	at	that	time	another	cause	for	such	license.
The	 infatuation	 of	 women	 for	 the	 military	 became	 a	 frenzy,	 and	 was	 too
consonant	to	the	Emperor's	views	for	him	to	try	to	check	it.	The	frequent	calls
to	arms,	which	gave	every	treaty	concluded	between	Napoleon	and	the	rest	of
Europe	the	character	of	an	armistice,	left	every	passion	open	to	a	termination
as	 sudden	 as	 the	 decisions	 of	 the	 Commander-in-chief	 of	 all	 these	 busbys,
pelisses,	 and	 aiguillettes,	 which	 so	 fascinated	 the	 fair	 sex.	 Hearts	 were	 as
nomadic	as	the	regiments.	Between	the	first	and	fifth	bulletins	from	the	Grand
Armee	a	woman	might	be	in	succession	mistress,	wife,	mother,	and	widow.

Was	it	the	prospect	of	early	widowhood,	the	hope	of	a	jointure,	or	that	of
bearing	 a	 name	 promised	 to	 history,	 which	made	 the	 soldiers	 so	 attractive?
Were	women	drawn	to	 them	by	the	certainty	that	 the	secret	of	 their	passions
would	be	buried	on	the	field	of	battle?	or	may	we	find	the	reason	of	this	gentle
fanaticism	in	the	noble	charm	that	courage	has	for	a	woman?	Perhaps	all	these
reasons,	which	the	future	historian	of	the	manners	of	the	Empire	will	no	doubt
amuse	himself	by	weighing,	counted	for	something	in	their	facile	readiness	to
abandon	 themselves	 to	 love	 intrigues.	 Be	 that	 as	 it	 may,	 it	 must	 here	 be
confessed	that	at	that	time	laurels	hid	many	errors,	women	showed	an	ardent
preference	for	the	brave	adventurers,	whom	they	regarded	as	the	true	fount	of
honor,	wealth,	or	pleasure;	 and	 in	 the	eyes	of	young	girls,	 an	epaulette—the



hieroglyphic	of	a	future—signified	happiness	and	liberty.

One	feature,	and	a	characteristic	one,	of	 this	unique	period	 in	our	history
was	 an	 unbridled	 mania	 for	 everything	 glittering.	 Never	 were	 fireworks	 so
much	in	vogue,	never	were	diamonds	so	highly	prized.	The	men,	as	greedy	as
the	 women	 of	 these	 translucent	 pebbles,	 displayed	 them	 no	 less	 lavishly.
Possibly	 the	 necessity	 for	 carrying	 plunder	 in	 the	most	 portable	 form	made
gems	the	fashion	in	the	army.	A	man	was	not	ridiculous	then,	as	he	would	be
now,	 if	 his	 shirt-frill	 or	 his	 fingers	 blazed	 with	 large	 diamonds.	 Murat,	 an
Oriental	by	nature,	set	the	example	of	preposterous	luxury	to	modern	soldiers.

The	 Comte	 de	 Gondreville,	 formerly	 known	 as	 Citizen	 Malin,	 whose
elevation	 had	 made	 him	 famous,	 having	 become	 a	 Lucullus	 of	 the
Conservative	 Senate,	 which	 "conserved"	 nothing,	 had	 postponed	 an
entertainment	in	honor	of	the	peace	only	that	he	might	the	better	pay	his	court
to	Napoleon	by	his	efforts	to	eclipse	those	flatterers	who	had	been	before-hand
with	him.	The	ambassadors	from	all	the	Powers	friendly	with	France,	with	an
eye	to	favors	to	come,	the	most	important	personages	of	the	Empire,	and	even
a	few	princes,	were	at	 this	hour	assembled	 in	 the	wealthy	senator's	drawing-
rooms.	 Dancing	 flagged;	 every	 one	 was	 watching	 for	 the	 Emperor,	 whose
presence	the	Count	had	promised	his	guests.	And	Napoleon	would	have	kept
his	word	but	 for	 the	 scene	which	had	broken	out	 that	very	evening	between
him	and	Josephine—the	scene	which	portended	the	impending	divorce	of	the
august	 pair.	 The	 report	 of	 this	 incident,	 at	 the	 time	 kept	 very	 secret,	 but
recorded	by	history,	did	not	reach	the	ears	of	the	courtiers,	and	had	no	effect
on	the	gaiety	of	Comte	de	Gondreville's	party	beyond	keeping	Napoleon	away.

The	prettiest	women	in	Paris,	eager	to	be	at	the	Count's	on	the	strength	of
mere	hearsay,	at	this	moment	were	a	besieging	force	of	luxury,	coquettishness,
elegance,	and	beauty.	The	financial	world,	proud	of	its	riches,	challenged	the
splendor	of	 the	generals	and	high	officials	of	 the	Empire,	so	recently	gorged
with	orders,	titles,	and	honors.	These	grand	balls	were	always	an	opportunity
seized	upon	by	wealthy	families	for	introducing	their	heiresses	to	Napoleon's
Praetorian	Guard,	in	the	foolish	hope	of	exchanging	their	splendid	fortunes	for
uncertain	favors.	The	women	who	believed	themselves	strong	enough	in	their
beauty	 alone	 came	 to	 test	 their	 power.	There,	 as	 elsewhere,	 amusement	was
but	a	blind.	Calm	and	smiling	faces	and	placid	brows	covered	sordid	interests,
expressions	 of	 friendship	 were	 a	 lie,	 and	 more	 than	 one	 man	 was	 less
distrustful	of	his	enemies	than	of	his	friends.

These	remarks	are	necessary	to	explain	the	incidents	of	the	little	imbroglio
which	is	the	subject	of	this	study,	and	the	picture,	softened	as	it	is,	of	the	tone
then	dominant	in	Paris	drawing-rooms.

"Turn	your	eyes	a	 little	 towards	the	pedestal	supporting	that	candelabrum



—do	you	see	a	young	lady	with	her	hair	drawn	back	a	la	Chinoise!—There,	in
the	corner	to	the	left;	she	has	bluebells	in	the	knot	of	chestnut	curls	which	fall
in	clusters	on	her	head.	Do	not	you	see	her?	She	is	so	pale	you	might	fancy	she
was	ill,	delicate-looking,	and	very	small;	 there—now	she	is	 turning	her	head
this	way;	 her	 almond-shaped	 blue	 eyes,	 so	 delightfully	 soft,	 look	 as	 if	 they
were	 made	 expressly	 for	 tears.	 Look,	 look!	 She	 is	 bending	 forward	 to	 see
Madame	 de	 Vaudremont	 below	 the	 crowd	 of	 heads	 in	 constant	 motion;	 the
high	head-dresses	prevent	her	having	a	clear	view."

"I	 see	 her	 now,	 my	 dear	 fellow.	 You	 had	 only	 to	 say	 that	 she	 had	 the
whitest	skin	of	all	the	women	here;	I	should	have	known	whom	you	meant.	I
had	noticed	her	before;	she	has	the	loveliest	complexion	I	ever	admired.	From
hence	I	defy	you	to	see	against	her	throat	the	pearls	between	the	sapphires	of
her	 necklace.	But	 she	 is	 a	 prude	 or	 a	 coquette,	 for	 the	 tucker	 of	 her	 bodice
scarcely	 lets	 one	 suspect	 the	 beauty	 of	 her	 bust.	What	 shoulders!	what	 lily-
whiteness!"

"Who	is	she?"	asked	the	first	speaker.

"Ah!	that	I	do	not	know."

"Aristocrat!—Do	you	want	to	keep	them	all	to	yourself,	Montcornet?"

"You	of	all	men	to	banter	me!"	replied	Montcornet,	with	a	smile.	"Do	you
think	you	have	a	right	to	insult	a	poor	general	like	me	because,	being	a	happy
rival	 of	 Soulanges,	 you	 cannot	 even	 turn	 on	 your	 heel	 without	 alarming
Madame	de	Vaudremont?	Or	 is	 it	because	 I	came	only	a	month	ago	 into	 the
Promised	Land?	How	insolent	you	can	be,	you	men	in	office,	who	sit	glued	to
your	chairs	while	we	are	dodging	shot	and	shell!	Come,	Monsieur	 le	Maitre
des	 Requetes,	 allow	 us	 to	 glean	 in	 the	 field	 of	 which	 you	 can	 only	 have
precarious	possession	from	the	moment	when	we	evacuate	it.	The	deuce	is	in
it!	We	have	a	right	to	live!	My	good	friend,	if	you	knew	the	German	women,
you	would,	I	believe,	do	me	a	good	turn	with	the	Parisian	you	love	best."

"Well,	General,	 since	 you	 have	 vouchsafed	 to	 turn	 your	 attention	 to	 that
lady,	whom	I	never	saw	till	now,	have	the	charity	to	tell	me	if	you	have	seen
her	dance."

"Why,	my	 dear	Martial,	 where	 have	 you	 dropped	 from?	 If	 you	 are	 ever
sent	with	an	embassy,	 I	have	small	hopes	of	your	success.	Do	not	you	see	a
triple	 rank	 of	 the	 most	 undaunted	 coquettes	 of	 Paris	 between	 her	 and	 the
swarm	of	dancing	men	that	buzz	under	the	chandelier?	And	was	it	not	only	by
the	help	of	your	eyeglass	that	you	were	able	to	discover	her	at	all	in	the	corner
by	 that	 pillar,	where	 she	 seems	 buried	 in	 the	 gloom,	 in	 spite	 of	 the	 candles
blazing	 above	 her	 head?	 Between	 her	 and	 us	 there	 is	 such	 a	 sparkle	 of
diamonds	 and	 glances,	 so	 many	 floating	 plumes,	 such	 a	 flutter	 of	 lace,	 of



flowers	and	curls,	that	it	would	be	a	real	miracle	if	any	dancer	could	detect	her
among	those	stars.	Why,	Martial,	how	is	it	that	you	have	not	understood	her	to
be	the	wife	of	some	sous-prefet	from	Lippe	or	Dyle,	who	has	come	to	try	to
get	her	husband	promoted?"

"Oh,	he	will	be!"	exclaimed	the	Master	of	Appeals	quickly.

"I	 doubt	 it,"	 replied	 the	Colonel	 of	Cuirassiers,	 laughing.	 "She	 seems	 as
raw	 in	 intrigue	as	you	are	 in	diplomacy.	 I	dare	bet,	Martial,	 that	you	do	not
know	how	she	got	into	that	place."

The	 lawyer	 looked	 at	 the	 Colonel	 of	 Cuirassiers	 with	 an	 expression	 as
much	of	contempt	as	of	curiosity.

"Well,"	proceeded	Montcornet,	"she	arrived,	I	have	no	doubt,	punctually	at
nine,	the	first	of	the	company	perhaps,	and	probably	she	greatly	embarrassed
the	Comtesse	de	Gondreville,	who	cannot	put	two	ideas	together.	Repulsed	by
the	mistress	of	 the	house,	 routed	from	chair	 to	chair	by	each	newcomer,	and
driven	into	the	darkness	of	this	little	corner,	she	allowed	herself	to	be	walled
in,	the	victim	of	the	jealousy	of	the	other	ladies,	who	would	gladly	have	buried
that	 dangerous	 beauty.	 She	 had,	 of	 course,	 no	 friend	 to	 encourage	 her	 to
maintain	 the	 place	 she	 first	 held	 in	 the	 front	 rank;	 then	 each	 of	 those
treacherous	 fair	 ones	 would	 have	 enjoined	 on	 the	 men	 of	 her	 circle	 on	 no
account	 to	 take	 out	 our	 poor	 friend,	 under	 pain	 of	 the	 severest	 punishment.
That,	my	dear	fellow,	is	the	way	in	which	those	sweet	faces,	in	appearance	so
tender	and	so	artless,	would	have	formed	a	coalition	against	the	stranger,	and
that	without	a	word	beyond	the	question,	'Tell	me,	dear,	do	you	know	that	little
woman	in	blue?'—Look	here,	Martial,	if	you	care	to	run	the	gauntlet	of	more
flattering	glances	and	inviting	questions	than	you	will	ever	again	meet	in	the
whole	of	your	life,	just	try	to	get	through	the	triple	rampart	which	defends	that
Queen	of	Dyle,	or	Lippe,	or	Charente.	You	will	see	whether	the	dullest	woman
of	 them	 all	 will	 not	 be	 equal	 to	 inventing	 some	wile	 that	would	 hinder	 the
most	determined	man	from	bringing	the	plaintive	stranger	to	the	light.	Does	it
not	strike	you	that	she	looks	like	an	elegy?"

"Do	you	think	so,	Montcornet?	Then	she	must	be	a	married	woman?"

"Why	not	a	widow?"

"She	would	be	less	passive,"	said	the	lawyer,	laughing.

"She	 is	 perhaps	 the	 widow	 of	 a	 man	 who	 is	 gambling,"	 replied	 the
handsome	Colonel.

"To	be	sure;	since	the	peace	there	are	so	many	widows	of	that	class!"	said
Martial.	"But	my	dear	Montcornet,	we	are	a	couple	of	simpletons.	That	face	is
still	 too	 ingenuous,	 there	 is	 too	much	 youth	 and	 freshness	 on	 the	 brow	 and



temples	for	her	to	be	married.	What	splendid	flesh-tints!	Nothing	has	sunk	in
the	modeling	 of	 the	 nose.	Lips,	 chin,	 everything	 in	 her	 face	 is	 as	 fresh	 as	 a
white	 rosebud,	 though	 the	 expression	 is	 veiled,	 as	 it	were,	 by	 the	 clouds	 of
sadness.	Who	can	it	be	that	makes	that	young	creature	weep?"

"Women	cry	for	so	little,"	said	the	Colonel.

"I	do	not	know,"	replied	Martial;	"but	she	does	not	cry	because	she	is	left
there	without	 a	 partner;	 her	 grief	 is	 not	 of	 to-day.	 It	 is	 evident	 that	 she	 has
beautified	herself	for	this	evening	with	intention.	I	would	wager	that	she	is	in
love	already."

"Bah!	She	is	perhaps	the	daughter	of	some	German	princeling;	no	one	talks
to	her,"	said	Montcornet.

"Dear!	how	unhappy	a	poor	child	may	be!"	Martial	went	on.	"Can	there	be
anything	more	graceful	and	 refined	 than	our	 little	stranger?	Well,	not	one	of
those	furies	who	stand	round	her,	and	who	believe	that	they	can	feel,	will	say	a
word	to	her.	If	she	would	but	speak,	we	should	see	if	she	has	fine	teeth.

"Bless	me,	 you	 boil	 over	 like	milk	 at	 the	 least	 increase	 of	 temperature!"
cried	the	Colonel,	a	little	nettled	at	so	soon	finding	a	rival	in	his	friend.

"What!"	 exclaimed	 the	 lawyer,	 without	 heeding	 the	 Colonel's	 question.
"Can	nobody	here	tell	us	the	name	of	this	exotic	flower?"

"Some	lady	companion!"	said	Montcornet.

"What	next?	A	companion!	wearing	sapphires	fit	for	a	queen,	and	a	dress
of	Malines	lace?	Tell	that	to	the	marines,	General.	You,	too,	would	not	shine	in
diplomacy	if,	 in	the	course	of	your	conjectures,	you	jump	in	a	breath	from	a
German	princess	to	a	lady	companion."

Montcornet	stopped	a	man	by	taking	his	arm—a	fat	little	man,	whose	iron-
gray	hair	and	clever	eyes	were	to	be	seen	at	the	lintel	of	every	doorway,	and
who	mingled	unceremoniously	with	the	various	groups	which	welcomed	him
respectfully.

"Gondreville,	 my	 friend,"	 said	Montcornet,	 "who	 is	 that	 quite	 charming
little	woman	sitting	out	there	under	that	huge	candelabrum?"

"The	candelabrum?	Ravrio's	work;	Isabey	made	the	design."

"Oh,	I	recognized	your	lavishness	and	taste;	but	the	lady?"

"Ah!	I	do	not	know.	Some	friend	of	my	wife's,	no	doubt."

"Or	your	mistress,	you	old	rascal."

"No,	 on	 my	 honor.	 The	 Comtesse	 de	 Gondreville	 is	 the	 only	 person
capable	of	inviting	people	whom	no	one	knows."



In	spite	of	this	very	acrimonious	comment,	the	fat	little	man's	lips	did	not
lose	 the	 smile	 which	 the	 Colonel's	 suggestion	 had	 brought	 to	 them.
Montcornet	 returned	 to	 the	 lawyer,	 who	 had	 rejoined	 a	 neighboring	 group,
intent	 on	 asking,	 but	 in	 vain,	 for	 information	 as	 to	 the	 fair	 unknown.	 He
grasped	Martial's	arm,	and	said	in	his	ear:

"My	dear	Martial,	mind	what	you	are	about.	Madame	de	Vaudremont	has
been	 watching	 you	 for	 some	 minutes	 with	 ominous	 attentiveness;	 she	 is	 a
woman	who	can	guess	by	 the	mere	movement	of	your	 lips	what	you	 say	 to
me;	our	eyes	have	already	told	her	too	much;	she	has	perceived	and	followed
their	 direction,	 and	 I	 suspect	 that	 at	 this	moment	 she	 is	 thinking	 even	more
than	we	are	of	the	little	blue	lady."

"That	is	too	old	a	trick	in	warfare,	my	dear	Montcornet!	However,	what	do
I	care?	Like	the	Emperor,	when	I	have	made	a	conquest,	I	keep	it."

"Martial,	your	fatuity	cries	out	for	a	lesson.	What!	you,	a	civilian,	and	so
lucky	as	to	be	the	husband-designate	of	Madame	de	Vaudremont,	a	widow	of
two-and-twenty,	 burdened	 with	 four	 thousand	 napoleons	 a	 year—a	 woman
who	slips	such	a	diamond	as	this	on	your	finger,"	he	added,	taking	the	lawyer's
left	hand,	which	the	young	man	complacently	allowed;	"and,	to	crown	all,	you
affect	 the	Lovelace,	 just	as	 if	you	were	a	colonel	and	obliged	to	keep	up	the
reputation	of	the	military	in	home	quarters!	Fie,	fie!	Only	think	of	all	you	may
lose."

"At	 any	 rate,	 I	 shall	 not	 lose	my	 liberty,"	 replied	Martial,	 with	 a	 forced
laugh.

He	 cast	 a	 passionate	 glance	 at	Madame	 de	Vaudremont,	 who	 responded
only	by	a	smile	of	some	uneasiness,	for	she	had	seen	the	Colonel	examining
the	lawyer's	ring.

"Listen	to	me,	Martial.	If	you	flutter	round	my	young	stranger,	I	shall	set	to
work	to	win	Madame	de	Vaudremont."

"You	have	my	 full	permission,	my	dear	Cuirassier,	but	you	will	not	gain
this	much,"	 and	 the	 young	Maitre	 des	Requetes	 put	 his	 polished	 thumb-nail
under	an	upper	tooth	with	a	little	mocking	click.

"Remember	that	I	am	unmarried,"	said	the	Colonel;	"that	my	sword	is	my
whole	fortune;	and	that	such	a	challenge	is	setting	Tantalus	down	to	a	banquet
which	he	will	devour."

"Prrr."

This	 defiant	 roll	 of	 consonants	 was	 the	 only	 reply	 to	 the	 Colonel's
declaration,	as	Martial	looked	him	from	head	to	foot	before	turning	away.

The	fashion	of	 the	 time	required	men	 to	wear	at	a	ball	white	kerseymere



breeches	 and	 silk	 stockings.	This	 pretty	 costume	 showed	 to	 great	 advantage
the	perfection	of	Montcornet's	fine	shape.	He	was	five-and-thirty,	and	attracted
attention	by	his	stalwart	height,	insisted	on	for	the	Cuirassiers	of	the	Imperial
Guard	 whose	 handsome	 uniform	 enhanced	 the	 dignity	 of	 his	 figure,	 still
youthful	in	spite	of	the	stoutness	occasioned	by	living	on	horseback.	A	black
moustache	 emphasized	 the	 frank	 expression	 of	 a	 thoroughly	 soldierly
countenance,	with	a	broad,	high	forehead,	an	aquiline	nose,	and	bright	red	lips.
Montcornet's	manner,	 stamped	with	 a	 certain	 superiority	 due	 to	 the	 habit	 of
command,	might	please	a	woman	sensible	enough	not	to	aim	at	making	a	slave
of	 her	 husband.	 The	 Colonel	 smiled	 as	 he	 looked	 at	 the	 lawyer,	 one	 of	 his
favorite	college	friends,	whose	small	figure	made	it	necessary	for	Montcornet
to	look	down	a	little	as	he	answered	his	raillery	with	a	friendly	glance.

Baron	Martial	 de	 la	Roche-Hugon	was	 a	 young	Provencal	 patronized	 by
Napoleon;	his	fate	might	probably	be	some	splendid	embassy.	He	had	won	the
Emperor	by	his	 Italian	suppleness	and	a	genius	 for	 intrigue,	a	drawing-room
eloquence,	and	a	knowledge	of	manners,	which	are	so	good	a	substitute	for	the
higher	 qualities	 of	 a	 sterling	 man.	 Through	 young	 and	 eager,	 his	 face	 had
already	 acquired	 the	 rigid	brilliancy	of	 tinned	 iron,	 one	of	 the	 indispensable
characteristics	 of	 diplomatists,	which	 allows	 them	 to	 conceal	 their	 emotions
and	 disguise	 their	 feelings,	 unless,	 indeed,	 this	 impassibility	 indicates	 an
absence	of	all	emotion	and	the	death	of	every	feeling.	The	heart	of	a	diplomate
may	 be	 regarded	 as	 an	 insoluble	 problem,	 for	 the	 three	 most	 illustrious
ambassadors	 of	 the	 time	 have	 been	 distinguished	 by	 perdurable	 hatreds	 and
most	romantic	attachments.

Martial,	however,	was	one	of	those	men	who	are	capable	of	reckoning	on
the	future	in	the	midst	of	their	intensest	enjoyment;	he	had	already	learned	to
judge	 the	 world,	 and	 hid	 his	 ambition	 under	 the	 fatuity	 of	 a	 lady-killer,
cloaking	 his	 talent	 under	 the	 commonplace	 of	 mediocrity	 as	 soon	 as	 he
observed	 the	 rapid	 advancement	 of	 those	 men	 who	 gave	 the	 master	 little
umbrage.

The	 two	 friends	 now	 had	 to	 part	 with	 a	 cordial	 grasp	 of	 hands.	 The
introductory	tune,	warning	the	ladies	to	form	in	squares	for	a	fresh	quadrille,
cleared	 the	 men	 away	 from	 the	 space	 they	 had	 filled	 while	 talking	 in	 the
middle	 of	 the	 large	 room.	 This	 hurried	 dialogue	 had	 taken	 place	 during	 the
usual	 interval	 between	 two	 dances,	 in	 front	 of	 the	 fireplace	 of	 the	 great
drawing-room	 of	 Gondreville's	 mansion.	 The	 questions	 and	 answers	 of	 this
very	 ordinary	 ballroom	 gossip	 had	 been	 almost	 whispered	 by	 each	 of	 the
speakers	 into	 his	 neighbor's	 ear.	 At	 the	 same	 time,	 the	 chandeliers	 and	 the
flambeaux	on	the	chimney-shelf	shed	such	a	flood	of	light	on	the	two	friends
that	 their	 faces,	 strongly	 illuminated,	 failed,	 in	 spite	 of	 their	 diplomatic
discretion,	 to	 conceal	 the	 faint	 expression	 of	 their	 feelings	 either	 from	 the



keen-sighted	 countess	 or	 the	 artless	 stranger.	 This	 espionage	 of	 people's
thoughts	 is	perhaps	 to	 idle	persons	one	of	 the	pleasures	 they	 find	 in	 society,
while	 numbers	 of	 disappointed	 numskulls	 are	 bored	 there	without	 daring	 to
own	it.

Fully	to	appreciate	the	interest	of	this	conversation,	it	is	necessary	to	relate
an	 incident	 which	 would	 presently	 serve	 as	 an	 invisible	 bond,	 drawing
together	the	actors	in	this	little	drama,	who	were	at	present	scattered	through
the	rooms.

At	about	eleven	o'clock,	 just	as	 the	dancers	were	 returning	 to	 their	 seats,
the	company	had	observed	the	entrance	of	the	handsomest	woman	in	Paris,	the
queen	of	fashion,	the	only	person	wanting	to	the	brilliant	assembly.	She	made
it	a	rule	never	to	appear	till	the	moment	when	a	party	had	reached	that	pitch	of
excited	movement	which	does	not	allow	the	women	to	preserve	much	longer
the	freshness	of	their	faces	or	of	their	dress.	This	brief	hour	is,	as	it	were,	the
springtime	 of	 a	 ball.	 An	 hour	 after,	 when	 pleasure	 falls	 flat	 and	 fatigue	 is
encroaching,	 everything	 is	 spoilt.	Madame	 de	Vaudremont	 never	 committed
the	blunder	of	remaining	at	a	party	to	be	seen	with	drooping	flowers,	hair	out
of	curl,	 tumbled	frills,	and	a	face	like	every	other	that	sleep	is	courting—not
always	 without	 success.	 She	 took	 good	 care	 not	 to	 let	 her	 beauty	 be	 seen
drowsy,	as	her	 rivals	did;	 she	was	so	clever	as	 to	keep	up	her	 reputation	 for
smartness	by	always	leaving	a	ballroom	in	brilliant	order,	as	she	had	entered	it.
Women	whispered	 to	each	other	with	a	feeling	of	envy	that	she	planned	and
wore	as	many	different	dresses	as	the	parties	she	went	to	in	one	evening.

On	 the	 present	 occasion	Madame	de	Vaudremont	was	 not	 destined	 to	 be
free	to	leave	when	she	would	the	ballroom	she	had	entered	in	triumph.	Pausing
for	 a	moment	 on	 the	 threshold,	 she	 shot	 swift	 but	 observant	 glances	 on	 the
women	present,	hastily	scrutinizing	their	dresses	to	assure	herself	that	her	own
eclipsed	them	all.

The	 illustrious	beauty	presented	herself	 to	 the	admiration	of	 the	crowd	at
the	same	moment	with	one	of	the	bravest	colonels	of	the	Guards'	Artillery	and
the	Emperor's	favorite,	 the	Comte	de	Soulanges.	The	transient	and	fortuitous
association	of	these	two	had	about	it	a	certain	air	of	mystery.	On	hearing	the
names	 announced	 of	 Monsieur	 de	 Soulanges	 and	 the	 Comtesse	 de
Vaudremont,	a	few	women	sitting	by	the	wall	rose,	and	men,	hurrying	in	from
the	 side-rooms,	pressed	 forward	 to	 the	principal	doorway.	One	of	 the	 jesters
who	are	always	 to	be	found	in	any	 large	assembly	said,	as	 the	Countess	and
her	escort	 came	 in,	 that	 "women	had	quite	as	much	curiosity	about	 seeing	a
man	who	was	faithful	to	his	passion	as	men	had	in	studying	a	woman	who	was
difficult	to	enthrall."

Though	 the	 Comte	 de	 Soulanges,	 a	 young	man	 of	 about	 two-and-thirty,



was	endowed	with	the	nervous	temperament	which	in	a	man	gives	rise	to	fine
qualities,	 his	 slender	 build	 and	 pale	 complexion	 were	 not	 at	 first	 sight
attractive;	 his	 black	 eyes	 betrayed	 great	 vivacity,	 but	 he	 was	 taciturn	 in
company,	and	there	was	nothing	in	his	appearance	to	reveal	the	gift	for	oratory
which	 subsequently	 distinguished	 him,	 on	 the	 Right,	 in	 the	 legislative
assembly	under	the	Restoration.

The	 Comtesse	 de	 Vaudremont,	 a	 tall	 woman,	 rather	 fat,	 with	 a	 skin	 of
dazzling	 whiteness,	 a	 small	 head	 that	 she	 carried	 well,	 and	 the	 immense
advantage	 of	 inspiring	 love	 by	 the	 graciousness	 of	 her	manner,	 was	 one	 of
those	beings	who	keep	all	the	promise	of	their	beauty.

The	pair,	who	for	a	few	minutes	were	the	centre	of	general	observation,	did
not	for	long	give	curiosity	an	opportunity	of	exercising	itself	about	them.	The
Colonel	 and	 the	 Countess	 seemed	 perfectly	 to	 understand	 that	 accident	 had
placed	 them	 in	 an	 awkward	 position.	 Martial,	 as	 they	 came	 forward,	 had
hastened	 to	 join	 the	 group	 of	 men	 by	 the	 fireplace,	 that	 he	 might	 watch
Madame	de	Vaudremont	with	the	jealous	anxiety	of	the	first	flame	of	passion,
from	behind	the	heads	which	formed	a	sort	of	rampart;	a	secret	voice	seemed
to	warn	 him	 that	 the	 success	 on	which	 he	 prided	 himself	might	 perhaps	 be
precarious.	 But	 the	 coldly	 polite	 smile	 with	 which	 the	 Countess	 thanked
Monsieur	 de	 Soulanges,	 and	 her	 little	 bow	 of	 dismissal	 as	 she	 sat	 down	 by
Madame	de	Gondreville,	 relaxed	 the	muscles	of	his	 face	which	 jealousy	had
made	 rigid.	Seeing	Soulanges,	however,	 still	 standing	quite	near	 the	 sofa	on
which	Madame	de	Vaudremont	was	seated,	not	apparently	having	understood
the	glance	by	which	the	lady	had	conveyed	to	him	that	they	were	both	playing
a	 ridiculous	 part,	 the	 volcanic	 Provencal	 again	 knit	 the	 black	 brows	 that
overshadowed	his	 blue	 eyes,	 smoothed	his	 chestnut	 curls	 to	keep	himself	 in
countenance,	 and	without	betraying	 the	agitation	which	made	his	heart	beat,
watched	the	faces	of	the	Countess	and	of	M.	de	Soulanges	while	still	chatting
with	 his	 neighbors.	He	 then	 took	 the	 hand	of	Colonel	Montcornet,	who	had
just	 renewed	 their	 old	 acquaintance,	 but	 he	 listened	 to	 him	without	 hearing
him;	his	mind	was	elsewhere.

Soulanges	 was	 gazing	 calmly	 at	 the	 women,	 sitting	 four	 ranks	 deep	 all
round	the	immense	ballroom,	admiring	this	dado	of	diamonds,	rubies,	masses
of	 gold	 and	 shining	 hair,	 of	 which	 the	 lustre	 almost	 outshone	 the	 blaze	 of
waxlights,	 the	 cutglass	 of	 the	 chandeliers,	 and	 the	 gilding.	His	 rival's	 stolid
indifference	put	the	lawyer	out	of	countenance.	Quite	incapable	of	controlling
his	 secret	 transports	 of	 impatience,	 Martial	 went	 towards	 Madame	 de
Vaudremont	 with	 a	 bow.	 On	 seeing	 the	 Provencal,	 Soulanges	 gave	 him	 a
covert	 glance,	 and	 impertinently	 turned	 away	 his	 head.	 Solemn	 silence	 now
reigned	in	the	room,	where	curiosity	was	at	the	highest	pitch.	All	these	eager
faces	 wore	 the	 strangest	 mixed	 expressions;	 every	 one	 apprehended	 one	 of



those	outbreaks	which	men	of	breeding	carefully	avoid.	Suddenly	the	Count's
pale	face	turned	as	red	as	the	scarlet	facings	of	his	coat,	and	he	fixed	his	gaze
on	the	floor	that	the	cause	of	his	agitation	might	not	be	guessed.	On	catching
sight	of	the	unknown	lady	humbly	seated	by	the	pedestal	of	the	candelabrum,
he	moved	away	with	a	melancholy	air,	passing	in	front	of	the	lawyer,	and	took
refuge	 in	 one	 of	 the	 cardrooms.	 Martial	 and	 all	 the	 company	 thought	 that
Soulanges	had	publicly	surrendered	the	post,	out	of	fear	of	the	ridicule	which
invariably	 attaches	 to	 a	 discarded	 lover.	The	 lawyer	 proudly	 raised	 his	 head
and	 looked	 at	 the	 strange	 lady;	 then,	 as	 he	 took	 his	 seat	 at	 his	 ease	 near
Madame	 de	 Vaudremont,	 he	 listened	 to	 her	 so	 inattentively	 that	 he	 did	 not
catch	these	words	spoken	behind	her	fan:

"Martial,	you	will	oblige	me	this	evening	by	not	wearing	that	ring	that	you
snatched	 from	 me.	 I	 have	 my	 reasons,	 and	 will	 explain	 them	 to	 you	 in	 a
moment	when	we	go	away.	You	must	give	me	your	arm	to	go	to	the	Princess
de	Wagram's."

"Why	did	you	come	in	with	the	Colonel?"	asked	the	Baron.

"I	 met	 him	 in	 the	 hall,"	 she	 replied.	 "But	 leave	 me	 now;	 everybody	 is
looking	at	us."

Martial	 returned	 to	 the	Colonel	 of	Cuirassiers.	Then	 it	was	 that	 the	 little
blue	 lady	 had	 become	 the	 object	 of	 the	 curiosity	 which	 agitated	 in	 such
various	ways	the	Colonel,	Soulanges,	Martial,	and	Madame	de	Vaudremont.

When	 the	 friends	 parted,	 after	 the	 challenge	 which	 closed	 their
conversation,	 the	 Baron	 flew	 to	 Madame	 de	 Vaudremont,	 and	 led	 her	 to	 a
place	in	the	most	brilliant	quadrille.	Favored	by	the	sort	of	intoxication	which
dancing	always	produces	in	a	woman,	and	by	the	turmoil	of	a	ball,	where	men
appear	in	all	the	trickery	of	dress,	which	adds	no	less	to	their	attractions	than	it
does	to	those	of	women,	Martial	thought	he	might	yield	with	impunity	to	the
charm	 that	 attracted	 his	 gaze	 to	 the	 fair	 stranger.	 Though	 he	 succeeded	 in
hiding	his	 first	glances	 towards	 the	 lady	 in	blue	from	the	anxious	activity	of
the	Countess'	eyes,	he	was	ere	long	caught	in	the	fact;	and	though	he	managed
to	 excuse	 himself	 once	 for	 his	 absence	 of	 mind,	 he	 could	 not	 justify	 the
unseemly	silence	with	which	he	presently	heard	the	most	insinuating	question
which	a	woman	can	put	to	a	man:

"Do	you	like	me	very	much	this	evening?"

And	 the	 more	 dreamy	 he	 became,	 the	 more	 the	 Countess	 pressed	 and
teased	him.

While	 Martial	 was	 dancing,	 the	 Colonel	 moved	 from	 group	 to	 group,
seeking	 information	 about	 the	 unknown	 lady.	 After	 exhausting	 the	 good-
humor	 even	 of	 the	most	 indifferent,	 he	 had	 resolved	 to	 take	 advantage	 of	 a



moment	when	the	Comtesse	de	Gondreville	seemed	to	be	at	liberty,	to	ask	her
the	 name	 of	 the	mysterious	 lady,	when	 he	 perceived	 a	 little	 space	 left	 clear
between	 the	pedestal	 of	 the	 candelabrum	and	 the	 two	 sofas,	which	 ended	 in
that	corner.	The	dance	had	left	several	of	the	chairs	vacant,	which	formed	rows
of	 fortifications	 held	 by	mothers	 or	women	 of	middle	 age;	 and	 the	Colonel
seized	the	opportunity	to	make	his	way	through	this	palisade	hung	with	shawls
and	wraps.	He	 began	 by	making	 himself	 agreeable	 to	 the	 dowagers,	 and	 so
from	one	to	another,	and	from	compliment	 to	compliment,	he	at	 last	reached
the	empty	space	next	the	stranger.	At	the	risk	of	catching	on	to	the	gryphons
and	chimaeras	of	the	huge	candelabrum,	he	stood	there,	braving	the	glare	and
dropping	of	the	wax	candles,	to	Martial's	extreme	annoyance.

The	Colonel,	far	too	tactful	to	speak	suddenly	to	the	little	blue	lady	on	his
right,	began	by	saying	to	a	plain	woman	who	was	seated	on	the	left:

"This	 is	a	 splendid	ball,	madame!	What	 luxury!	What	 life!	On	my	word,
every	woman	here	is	pretty!	You	are	not	dancing—because	you	do	not	care	for
it,	no	doubt."

This	 vapid	 conversation	 was	 solely	 intended	 to	 induce	 his	 right-hand
neighbor	 to	 speak;	 but	 she,	 silent	 and	 absent-minded,	 paid	 not	 the	 least
attention.	 The	 officer	 had	 in	 store	 a	 number	 of	 phrases	 which	 he	 intended
should	 lead	 up	 to:	 "And	 you,	madame?"—a	 question	 from	which	 he	 hoped
great	 things.	But	he	was	strangely	surprised	 to	see	 tears	 in	 the	strange	 lady's
eyes,	which	seemed	wholly	absorbed	in	gazing	on	Madame	de	Vaudremont.

"You	are	married,	no	doubt,	madame?"	he	asked	her	at	length,	in	hesitating
tones.

"Yes,	monsieur,"	replied	the	lady.

"And	your	husband	is	here,	of	course?"

"Yes,	monsieur."

"And	why,	madame,	do	you	remain	in	this	spot?	Is	it	to	attract	attention?"

The	mournful	lady	smiled	sadly.

"Allow	me	the	honor,	madame,	of	being	your	partner	in	the	next	quadrille,
and	I	will	take	care	not	to	bring	you	back	here.	I	see	a	vacant	settee	near	the
fire;	come	and	take	it.	When	so	many	people	are	ready	to	ascend	the	throne,
and	Royalty	is	the	mania	of	the	day,	I	cannot	imagine	that	you	will	refuse	the
title	of	Queen	of	the	Ball	which	your	beauty	may	claim."

"I	do	not	intend	to	dance,	monsieur."

The	 curt	 tone	 of	 the	 lady's	 replies	was	 so	 discouraging	 that	 the	 Colonel
found	 himself	 compelled	 to	 raise	 the	 siege.	Martial,	 who	 guessed	 what	 the



officer's	last	request	had	been,	and	the	refusal	he	had	met	with,	began	to	smile,
and	stroked	his	chin,	making	the	diamond	sparkle	which	he	wore	on	his	finger.

"What	are	you	laughing	at?"	said	the	Comtesse	de	Vaudremont.

"At	the	failure	of	the	poor	Colonel,	who	has	just	put	his	foot	in	it——"

"I	begged	you	to	take	your	ring	off,"	said	the	Countess,	interrupting	him.

"I	did	not	hear	you."

"If	 you	 can	 hear	 nothing	 this	 evening,	 at	 any	 rate	 you	 see	 everything,
Monsieur	le	Baron,"	said	Madame	de	Vaudremont,	with	an	air	of	vexation.

"That	 young	 man	 is	 displaying	 a	 very	 fine	 diamond,"	 the	 stranger
remarked	to	the	Colonel.

"Splendid,"	he	replied.	"The	man	is	the	Baron	Martial	de	la	Roche-Hugon,
one	of	my	most	intimate	friends."

"I	have	to	thank	you	for	telling	me	his	name,"	she	went	on;	"he	seems	an
agreeable	man."

"Yes,	but	he	is	rather	fickle."

"He	 seems	 to	 be	 on	 the	 best	 terms	with	 the	Comtesse	 de	Vaudremont?"
said	the	lady,	with	an	inquiring	look	at	the	Colonel.

"On	the	very	best."

The	unknown	turned	pale.

"Hallo!"	thought	the	soldier,	"she	is	in	love	with	that	lucky	devil	Martial."

"I	 fancied	 that	Madame	de	Vaudremont	 had	 long	been	 devoted	 to	M.	 de
Soulanges,"	said	the	lady,	recovering	a	little	from	the	suppressed	grief	which
had	clouded	the	fairness	of	her	face.

"For	 a	 week	 past	 the	 Countess	 has	 been	 faithless,"	 replied	 the	 Colonel.
"But	you	must	have	seen	poor	Soulanges	when	he	came	in;	he	is	till	trying	to
disbelieve	in	his	disaster."

"Yes,	 I	saw	him,"	said	 the	 lady.	Then	she	added,	"Thank	you	very	much,
monsieur,"	in	a	tone	which	signified	a	dismissal.

At	this	moment	the	quadrille	was	coming	to	an	end.	Montcornet	had	only
time	to	withdraw,	saying	to	himself	by	way	of	consolation,	"She	is	married."

"Well,	valiant	Cuirassier,"	exclaimed	the	Baron,	drawing	the	Colonel	aside
into	 a	 window-bay	 to	 breathe	 the	 fresh	 air	 from	 the	 garden,	 "how	 are	 you
getting	on?"

"She	is	a	married	woman,	my	dear	fellow."



"What	does	that	matter?"

"Oh,	deuce	take	it!	I	am	a	decent	sort	of	man,"	replied	the	Colonel.	"I	have
no	idea	of	paying	my	addresses	to	a	woman	I	cannot	marry.	Besides,	Martial,
she	expressly	told	me	that	she	did	not	intend	to	dance."

"Colonel,	 I	will	bet	a	hundred	napoleons	 to	your	gray	horse	 that	she	will
dance	with	me	this	evening."

"Done!"	said	the	Colonel,	putting	his	hand	in	the	coxcomb's.	"Meanwhile	I
am	 going	 to	 look	 for	 Soulanges;	 he	 perhaps	 knows	 the	 lady,	 as	 she	 seems
interested	in	him."

"You	have	lost,	my	good	fellow,"	cried	Martial,	 laughing.	"My	eyes	have
met	hers,	and	I	know	what	they	mean.	My	dear	friend,	you	owe	me	no	grudge
for	dancing	with	her	after	she	has	refused	you?"

"No,	no.	Those	who	laugh	last,	laugh	longest.	But	I	am	an	honest	gambler
and	a	generous	enemy,	Martial,	and	I	warn	you,	she	is	fond	of	diamonds."

With	these	words	the	friends	parted;	General	Montcornet	made	his	way	to
the	 cardroom,	where	 he	 saw	 the	 Comte	 de	 Soulanges	 sitting	 at	 a	 bouillotte
table.	Though	 there	was	no	 friendship	between	 the	 two	 soldiers,	 beyond	 the
superficial	 comradeship	 arising	 from	 the	 perils	 of	war	 and	 the	 duties	 of	 the
service,	the	Colonel	of	Cuirassiers	was	painfully	struck	by	seeing	the	Colonel
of	Artillery,	whom	 he	 knew	 to	 be	 a	 prudent	man,	 playing	 at	 a	 game	which
might	bring	him	to	ruin.	The	heaps	of	gold	and	notes	piled	on	the	fateful	cards
showed	the	frenzy	of	play.	A	circle	of	silent	men	stood	round	the	players	at	the
table.	Now	and	then	a	few	words	were	spoken—pass,	play,	I	stop,	a	thousand
Louis,	 taken—but,	 looking	 at	 the	 five	motionless	men,	 it	 seemed	 as	 though
they	talked	only	with	their	eyes.	As	the	Colonel,	alarmed	by	Soulanges'	pallor,
went	 up	 to	him,	 the	Count	was	winning.	Field-Marshal	 the	Duc	d'Isemberg,
Keller,	 and	 a	 famous	 banker	 rose	 from	 the	 table	 completely	 cleaned	 out	 of
considerable	 sums.	 Soulanges	 looked	 gloomier	 than	 ever	 as	 he	 swept	 up	 a
quantity	of	gold	and	notes;	he	did	not	even	count	it;	his	lips	curled	with	bitter
scorn,	he	seemed	to	defy	fortune	rather	than	be	grateful	for	her	favors.

"Courage,"	 said	 the	 Colonel.	 "Courage,	 Soulanges!"	 Then,	 believing	 he
would	do	him	a	service	by	dragging	him	from	play,	he	added:	"Come	with	me.
I	have	some	good	news	for	you,	but	on	one	condition."

"What	is	that?"	asked	Soulanges.

"That	you	will	answer	a	question	I	will	ask	you."

The	Comte	de	Soulanges	rose	abruptly,	placing	his	winnings	with	reckless
indifference	in	his	handkerchief,	which	he	had	been	twisting	with	convulsive
nervousness,	and	his	expression	was	so	savage	 that	none	of	 the	players	 took



exception	 to	his	walking	off	with	 their	money.	 Indeed,	every	 face	seemed	 to
dilate	with	relief	when	his	morose	and	crabbed	countenance	was	no	longer	to
be	seen	under	the	circle	of	light	which	a	shaded	lamp	casts	on	a	gaming-table.

"Those	 fiends	of	 soldiers	 are	always	as	 thick	as	 thieves	at	 a	 fair!"	 said	a
diplomate	who	had	been	looking	on,	as	he	took	Soulanges'	place.	One	single
pallid	and	 fatigued	face	 turned	 to	 the	newcomer,	and	said	with	a	glance	 that
flashed	 and	 died	 out	 like	 the	 sparkle	 of	 a	 diamond:	 "When	we	 say	military
men,	we	do	not	mean	civil,	Monsieur	le	Ministre."

"My	dear	fellow,"	said	Montcornet	to	Soulanges,	leading	him	into	a	corner,
"the	Emperor	spoke	warmly	in	your	praise	this	morning,	and	your	promotion
to	be	field-marshal	is	a	certainty."

"The	Master	does	not	love	the	Artillery."

"No,	but	he	adores	the	nobility,	and	you	are	an	aristocrat.	The	Master	said,"
added	 Montcornet,	 "that	 the	 men	 who	 had	 married	 in	 Paris	 during	 the
campaign	were	not	therefore	to	be	considered	in	disgrace.	Well	then?"

The	Comte	de	Soulanges	looked	as	if	he	understood	nothing	of	this	speech.

"And	now	I	hope,"	the	Colonel	went	on,	"that	you	will	tell	me	if	you	know
a	charming	little	woman	who	is	sitting	under	a	huge	candelabrum——"

At	 these	 words	 the	 Count's	 face	 lighted	 up;	 he	 violently	 seized	 the
Colonel's	hand:	"My	dear	General,"	said	he,	in	a	perceptibly	altered	voice,	"if
any	man	but	you	had	asked	me	such	a	question,	I	would	have	cracked	his	skull
with	this	mass	of	gold.	Leave	me,	I	entreat	you.	I	feel	more	like	blowing	out
my	brains	this	evening,	I	assure	you,	than——I	hate	everything	I	see.	And,	in
fact,	 I	am	going.	This	gaiety,	 this	music,	 these	stupid	faces,	all	 laughing,	are
killing	me!"

"My	poor	friend!"	replied	Montcornet	gently,	and	giving	the	Count's	hand
a	friendly	pressure,	"you	are	too	vehement.	What	would	you	say	if	I	told	you
that	Martial	 is	 thinking	 so	 little	 of	Madame	 de	Vaudremont	 that	 he	 is	 quite
smitten	with	that	little	lady?"

"If	he	says	a	word	to	her,"	cried	Soulanges,	stammering	with	rage,	"I	will
thrash	 him	 as	 flat	 as	 his	 own	 portfolio,	 even	 if	 the	 coxcomb	 were	 in	 the
Emperor's	lap!"

And	he	sank	quite	overcome	on	an	easy-chair	to	which	Montcornet	had	led
him.	The	colonel	slowly	went	away,	for	he	perceived	that	Soulanges	was	in	a
state	of	fury	far	too	violent	for	the	pleasantries	or	the	attentions	of	superficial
friendship	to	soothe	him.

When	Montcornet	returned	to	the	ballroom,	Madame	de	Vaudremont	was
the	first	person	on	whom	his	eyes	fell,	and	he	observed	on	her	face,	usually	so



calm,	some	symptoms	of	ill-disguised	agitation.	A	chair	was	vacant	near	hers,
and	the	Colonel	seated	himself.

"I	dare	wager	something	has	vexed	you?"	said	he.

"A	mere	trifle,	General.	I	want	to	be	gone,	for	I	have	promised	to	go	to	a
ball	at	the	Grand	Duchess	of	Berg's,	and	I	must	look	in	first	at	the	Princesse	de
Wagram's.	Monsieur	de	la	Roche-Hugon,	who	knows	this,	is	amusing	himself
by	flirting	with	the	dowagers."

"That	is	not	the	whole	secret	of	your	disturbance,	and	I	will	bet	a	hundred
louis	that	you	will	remain	here	the	whole	evening."

"Impertinent	man!"

"Then	I	have	hit	the	truth?"

"Well,	 tell	 me,	 what	 am	 I	 thinking	 of?"	 said	 the	 Countess,	 tapping	 the
Colonel's	fingers	with	her	fan.	"I	might	even	reward	you	if	you	guess	rightly."

"I	will	not	accept	the	challenge;	I	have	too	much	the	advantage	of	you."

"You	are	presumptuous."

"You	are	afraid	of	seeing	Martial	at	the	feet——"

"Of	whom?"	cried	the	Countess,	affecting	surprise.

"Of	 that	 candelabrum,"	 replied	 the	Colonel,	 glancing	 at	 the	 fair	 stranger,
and	then	looking	at	the	Countess	with	embarrassing	scrutiny.

"You	have	guessed	it,"	replied	the	coquette,	hiding	her	face	behind	her	fan,
which	she	began	to	play	with.	"Old	Madame	de	Lansac,	who	is,	you	know,	as
malicious	as	an	old	monkey,"	she	went	on,	after	a	pause,	"has	just	told	me	that
Monsieur	 de	 la	 Roche-Hugon	 is	 running	 into	 danger	 by	 flirting	 with	 that
stranger,	who	sits	here	this	evening	like	a	skeleton	at	a	feast.	I	would	rather	see
a	death's	head	than	that	face,	so	cruelly	beautiful,	and	as	pale	as	a	ghost.	She	is
my	evil	genius.—Madame	de	Lansac,"	she	added,	after	a	flash	and	gesture	of
annoyance,	"who	only	goes	to	a	ball	to	watch	everything	while	pretending	to
sleep,	has	made	me	miserably	anxious.	Martial	shall	pay	dearly	for	playing	me
such	a	trick.	Urge	him,	meanwhile,	since	he	is	your	friend,	not	to	make	me	so
unhappy."

"I	 have	 just	 been	with	 a	man	who	 promises	 to	 blow	 his	 brains	 out,	 and
nothing	less,	if	he	speaks	to	that	little	lady.	And	he	is	a	man,	madame,	to	keep
his	word.	But	then	I	know	Martial;	such	threats	are	to	him	an	encouragement.
And,	besides,	we	have	wagered——"	Here	the	Colonel	lowered	his	voice.

"Can	it	be	true?"	said	the	Countess.

"On	my	word	of	honor."



"Thank	 you,	my	 dear	 Colonel,"	 replied	Madame	 de	Vaudremont,	 with	 a
glance	full	of	invitation.

"Will	you	do	me	the	honor	of	dancing	with	me?"

"Yes;	but	 the	next	quadrille.	During	 this	one	I	want	 to	find	out	what	will
come	of	 this	 little	 intrigue,	and	 to	ascertain	who	 the	 little	blue	 lady	may	be;
she	looks	intelligent."

The	 Colonel,	 understanding	 that	 Madame	 de	 Vaudremont	 wished	 to	 be
alone,	retired,	well	content	to	have	begun	his	attack	so	well.

At	most	entertainments	women	are	to	be	met	who	are	there,	like	Madame
de	Lansac,	 as	 old	 sailors	 gather	 on	 the	 seashore	 to	watch	 younger	mariners
struggling	with	the	tempest.	At	this	moment	Madame	de	Lansac,	who	seemed
to	 be	 interested	 in	 the	 personages	 of	 this	 drama,	 could	 easily	 guess	 the
agitation	which	 the	Countess	was	going	 through.	The	 lady	might	 fan	herself
gracefully,	smile	on	the	young	men	who	bowed	to	her,	and	bring	into	play	all
the	arts	by	which	a	woman	hides	her	emotion,—the	Dowager,	one	of	the	most
clear-sighted	 and	 mischief-loving	 duchesses	 bequeathed	 by	 the	 eighteenth
century	to	the	nineteenth,	could	read	her	heart	and	mind	through	it	all.

The	 old	 lady	 seemed	 to	 detect	 the	 slightest	 movement	 that	 revealed	 the
impressions	of	the	soul.	The	imperceptible	frown	that	furrowed	that	calm,	pure
forehead,	the	faintest	quiver	of	the	cheeks,	the	curve	of	the	eyebrows,	the	least
curl	of	the	lips,	whose	living	coral	could	conceal	nothing	from	her,—all	these
were	to	the	Duchess	like	the	print	of	a	book.	From	the	depths	of	her	large	arm-
chair,	completely	filled	by	the	flow	of	her	dress,	the	coquette	of	the	past,	while
talking	to	a	diplomate	who	had	sought	her	out	to	hear	the	anecdotes	she	told	so
cleverly,	was	admiring	herself	in	the	younger	coquette;	she	felt	kindly	to	her,
seeing	how	bravely	she	disguised	her	annoyance	and	grief	of	heart.	Madame
de	Vaudremont,	 in	fact,	felt	as	much	sorrow	as	she	feigned	cheerfulness;	she
had	believed	that	she	had	found	in	Martial	a	man	of	talent	on	whose	support
she	could	count	for	adorning	her	life	with	all	the	enchantment	of	power;	and	at
this	moment	she	perceived	her	mistake,	as	injurious	to	her	reputation	as	to	her
good	opinion	of	herself.	In	her,	as	in	other	women	of	that	time,	the	suddenness
of	their	passions	increased	their	vehemence.	Souls	which	love	much	and	love
often,	 suffer	 no	 less	 than	 those	which	 burn	 themselves	 out	 in	 one	 affection.
Her	liking	for	Martial	was	but	of	yesterday,	it	is	true,	but	the	least	experienced
surgeon	 knows	 that	 the	 pain	 caused	 by	 the	 amputation	 of	 a	 healthy	 limb	 is
more	 acute	 than	 the	 removal	 of	 a	 diseased	 one.	 There	 was	 a	 future	 before
Madame	 de	 Vaudremont's	 passion	 for	Martial,	 while	 her	 previous	 love	 had
been	hopeless,	and	poisoned	by	Soulanges'	remorse.

The	old	Duchess,	who	was	watching	for	an	opportunity	of	speaking	to	the
Countess,	 hastened	 to	 dismiss	 her	 Ambassador;	 for	 in	 comparison	 with	 a



lover's	quarrel	every	interest	pales,	even	with	an	old	woman.	To	engage	battle,
Madame	de	Lansac	shot	at	the	younger	lady	a	sardonic	glance	which	made	the
Countess	 fear	 lest	 her	 fate	 was	 in	 the	 dowager's	 hands.	 There	 are	 looks
between	 woman	 and	 woman	 which	 are	 like	 the	 torches	 brought	 on	 at	 the
climax	of	a	tragedy.	No	one	who	had	not	known	that	Duchess	could	appreciate
the	terror	which	the	expression	of	her	countenance	inspired	in	the	Countess.

Madame	de	Lansac	was	tall,	and	her	features	led	people	to	say,	"That	must
have	been	a	handsome	woman!"	She	coated	her	cheeks	so	thickly	with	rouge
that	 the	 wrinkles	 were	 scarcely	 visible;	 but	 her	 eyes,	 far	 from	 gaining	 a
factitious	 brilliancy	 from	 this	 strong	 carmine,	 looked	 all	 the	more	 dim.	 She
wore	a	vast	quantity	of	diamonds,	and	dressed	with	sufficient	taste	not	to	make
herself	ridiculous.	Her	sharp	nose	promised	epigram.	A	well-fitted	set	of	teeth
preserved	a	smile	of	such	irony	as	recalled	that	of	Voltaire.	At	the	same	time,
the	exquisite	politeness	of	her	manners	so	effectually	softened	the	mischievous
twist	in	her	mind,	that	it	was	impossible	to	accuse	her	of	spitefulness.

The	old	woman's	eyes	lighted	up,	and	a	triumphant	glance,	seconded	by	a
smile,	 which	 said,	 "I	 promised	 you	 as	 much!"	 shot	 across	 the	 room,	 and
brought	a	blush	of	hope	to	the	pale	cheeks	of	the	young	creature	languishing
under	 the	great	chandelier.	The	alliance	between	Madame	de	Lansac	and	the
stranger	could	not	escape	 the	practised	eye	of	 the	Comtesse	de	Vaudremont,
who	scented	a	mystery,	and	was	determined	to	penetrate	it.

At	 this	 instant	 the	 Baron	 de	 la	 Roche-Hugon,	 after	 questioning	 all	 the
dowagers	without	success	as	to	the	blue	lady's	name,	applied	in	despair	to	the
Comtesse	 de	 Gondreville,	 from	 whom	 he	 reached	 only	 this	 unsatisfactory
reply,	"A	lady	whom	the	'ancient'	Duchesse	de	Lansac	introduced	to	me."

Turning	 by	 chance	 towards	 the	 armchair	 occupied	 by	 the	 old	 lady,	 the
lawyer	 intercepted	 the	 glance	 of	 intelligence	 she	 sent	 to	 the	 stranger;	 and
although	he	had	for	some	time	been	on	bad	terms	with	her,	he	determined	to
speak	to	her.	The	"ancient"	Duchess,	seeing	the	jaunty	Baron	prowling	round
her	chair,	smiled	with	sardonic	irony,	and	looked	at	Madame	de	Vaudremont
with	an	expression	that	made	Montcornet	laugh.

"If	the	old	witch	affects	to	be	friendly,"	thought	the	Baron,	"she	is	certainly
going	 to	 play	me	 some	 spiteful	 trick.—Madame,"	 he	 said,	 "you	 have,	 I	 am
told,	undertaken	the	charge	of	a	very	precious	treasure."

"Do	you	take	me	for	a	dragon?"	said	the	old	lady.	"But	of	whom	are	you
speaking?"	she	added,	with	a	sweetness	which	revived	Martial's	hopes.

"Of	 that	 little	 lady,	 unknown	 to	 all,	 whom	 the	 jealousy	 of	 all	 these
coquettes	has	imprisoned	in	that	corner.	You,	no	doubt,	know	her	family?"

"Yes,"	 said	 the	 Duchess.	 "But	 what	 concern	 have	 you	 with	 a	 provincial



heiress,	married	some	time	since,	a	woman	of	good	birth,	whom	you	none	of
you	know,	you	men;	she	goes	nowhere."

"Why	 does	 not	 she	 dance,	 she	 is	 such	 a	 pretty	 creature?—May	 we
conclude	a	treaty	of	peace?	If	you	will	vouchsafe	to	tell	me	all	I	want	to	know,
I	promise	you	that	a	petition	for	the	restitution	of	the	woods	of	Navarreins	by
the	Commissioners	of	Crown	Lands	shall	be	strongly	urged	on	the	Emperor."

The	 younger	 branch	 of	 the	 house	 of	Navarreins	 bears	 quarterly	with	 the
arms	of	Navarreins	those	of	Lansac,	namely,	azure,	and	argent	party	per	pale
raguly,	between	six	spear-heads	in	pale,	and	the	old	lady's	liaison	with	Louis
XV.	 had	 earned	 her	 husband	 the	 title	 of	 duke	 by	 royal	 patent.	 Now,	 as	 the
Navarreins	had	not	yet	resettled	in	France,	it	was	sheer	trickery	that	the	young
lawyer	 thus	 proposed	 to	 the	 old	 lady	 by	 suggesting	 to	 her	 that	 she	 should
petition	for	an	estate	belonging	to	the	elder	branch	of	the	family.

"Monsieur,"	 said	 the	 old	 woman	 with	 deceptive	 gravity,	 "bring	 the
Comtesse	de	Vaudremont	across	to	me.	I	promise	you	that	I	will	reveal	to	her
the	mystery	of	the	interesting	unknown.	You	see,	every	man	in	the	room	has
reached	 as	 great	 a	 curiosity	 as	 your	 own.	 All	 eyes	 are	 involuntarily	 turned
towards	the	corner	where	my	protegee	has	so	modestly	placed	herself;	she	is
reaping	all	 the	homage	the	women	wished	to	deprive	her	of.	Happy	the	man
she	 chooses	 for	 her	 partner!"	 She	 interrupted	 herself,	 fixing	 her	 eyes	 on
Madame	de	Vaudremont	with	one	of	 those	 looks	which	plainly	say,	"We	are
talking	 of	 you."—Then	 she	 added,	 "I	 imagine	 you	 would	 rather	 learn	 the
stranger's	name	from	the	lips	of	your	handsome	Countess	than	from	mine."

There	was	such	marked	defiance	in	the	Duchess'	attitude	that	Madame	de
Vaudremont	 rose,	 came	up	 to	her,	 and	 took	 the	chair	Martial	placed	 for	her;
then	without	noticing	him	she	said,	"I	can	guess,	madame,	that	you	are	talking
of	me;	but	 I	admit	my	want	of	perspicacity;	 I	do	not	know	whether	 it	 is	 for
good	or	evil."

Madame	de	Lansac	pressed	the	young	woman's	pretty	hand	in	her	own	dry
and	 wrinkled	 fingers,	 and	 answered	 in	 a	 low,	 compassionate	 tone,	 "Poor
child!"

The	women	looked	at	each	other.	Madame	de	Vaudremont	understood	that
Martial	 was	 in	 the	 way,	 and	 dismissed	 him,	 saying	 with	 an	 imperious
expression,	"Leave	us."

The	 Baron,	 ill-pleased	 at	 seeing	 the	 Countess	 under	 the	 spell	 of	 the
dangerous	sibyl	who	had	drawn	her	to	her	side	gave	one	of	those	looks	which
a	man	can	give—potent	over	a	blinded	heart,	but	simply	ridiculous	in	the	eyes
of	a	woman	who	is	beginning	to	criticise	the	man	who	has	attracted	her.

"Do	you	think	you	can	play	the	Emperor?"	said	Madame	de	Vaudremont,



turning	 three-quarters	 of	 her	 face	 to	 fix	 an	 ironical	 sidelong	 gaze	 on	 the
lawyer.

Martial	 was	 too	 much	 a	 man	 of	 the	 world,	 and	 had	 too	 much	 wit	 and
acumen,	to	risk	breaking	with	a	woman	who	was	in	favor	at	Court,	and	whom
the	 Emperor	 wished	 to	 see	 married.	 He	 counted,	 too,	 on	 the	 jealousy	 he
intended	to	provoke	in	her	as	the	surest	means	of	discovering	the	secret	of	her
coolness,	and	withdrew	all	the	more	willingly,	because	at	this	moment	a	new
quadrille	was	putting	everybody	in	motion.

With	an	air	of	making	room	for	the	dancing,	the	Baron	leaned	back	against
the	marble	slab	of	a	console,	folded	his	arms,	and	stood	absorbed	in	watching
the	two	ladies	talking.	From	time	to	time	he	followed	the	glances	which	both
frequently	 directed	 to	 the	 stranger.	 Then,	 comparing	 the	 Countess	 with	 the
new	beauty,	made	so	attractive	by	a	touch	of	mystery,	the	Baron	fell	a	prey	to
the	 detestable	 self-interest	 common	 to	 adventurous	 lady-killers;	 he	 hesitated
between	 a	 fortune	 within	 his	 grasp	 and	 the	 indulgence	 of	 his	 caprice.	 The
blaze	of	light	gave	such	strong	relief	to	his	anxious	and	sullen	face,	against	the
hangings	of	white	silk	moreen	brushed	by	his	black	hair,	 that	he	might	have
been	compared	to	an	evil	genius.	Even	from	a	distance	more	than	one	observer
no	 doubt	 said	 to	 himself,	 "There	 is	 another	 poor	 wretch	 who	 seems	 to	 be
enjoying	himself!"

The	 Colonel,	 meanwhile,	 with	 one	 shoulder	 leaning	 lightly	 against	 the
side-post	of	the	doorway	between	the	ballroom	and	the	cardroom,	could	laugh
undetected	 under	 his	 ample	 moustache;	 it	 amused	 him	 to	 look	 on	 at	 the
turmoil	 of	 the	 dance;	 he	 could	 see	 a	 hundred	 pretty	 heads	 turning	 about	 in
obedience	 to	 the	 figures;	 he	 could	 read	 in	 some	 faces,	 as	 in	 those	 of	 the
Countess	 and	 his	 friend	 Martial,	 the	 secrets	 of	 their	 agitation;	 and	 then,
looking	 round,	 he	 wondered	 what	 connection	 there	 could	 be	 between	 the
gloomy	 looks	 of	 the	 Comte	 de	 Soulanges,	 still	 seated	 on	 the	 sofa,	 and	 the
plaintive	expression	of	the	fair	unknown,	on	whose	features	the	joys	of	hope
and	 the	 anguish	 of	 involuntary	 dread	 were	 alternately	 legible.	 Montcornet
stood	 like	 the	 king	 of	 the	 feast.	 In	 this	 moving	 picture	 he	 saw	 a	 complete
presentment	of	the	world,	and	he	laughed	at	it	as	he	found	himself	the	object
of	inviting	smiles	from	a	hundred	beautiful	and	elegant	women.	A	Colonel	of
the	 Imperial	 Guard,	 a	 position	 equal	 to	 that	 of	 a	 Brigadier-General,	 was
undoubtedly	one	of	the	best	matches	in	the	army.

It	was	now	nearly	midnight.	The	conversation,	the	gambling,	the	dancing,
the	flirtations,	interests,	petty	rivalries,	and	scheming	had	all	reached	the	pitch
of	ardor	which	makes	a	young	man	exclaim	involuntarily,	"A	fine	ball!"

"My	sweet	little	angel,"	said	Madame	de	Lansac	to	the	Countess,	"you	are
now	at	an	age	when	in	my	day	I	made	many	mistakes.	Seeing	you	are	just	now



enduring	 a	 thousand	 deaths,	 it	 occurred	 to	 me	 that	 I	 might	 give	 you	 some
charitable	advice.	To	go	wrong	at	two-and-twenty	means	spoiling	your	future;
is	it	not	tearing	the	gown	you	must	wear?	My	dear,	it	is	not	much	later	that	we
learn	to	go	about	in	it	without	crumpling	it.	Go	on,	sweetheart,	making	clever
enemies,	and	friends	who	have	no	sense	of	conduct,	and	you	will	see	what	a
pleasant	life	you	will	some	day	be	leading!"

"Oh,	madame,	it	is	very	hard	for	a	woman	to	be	happy,	do	not	you	think?"
the	Countess	eagerly	exclaimed.

"My	 child,	 at	 your	 age	 you	 must	 learn	 to	 choose	 between	 pleasure	 and
happiness.	You	want	to	marry	Martial,	who	is	not	fool	enough	to	make	a	good
husband,	nor	passionate	enough	to	remain	a	lover.	He	is	in	debt,	my	dear;	he	is
the	man	 to	 run	 through	your	 fortune;	still,	 that	would	be	nothing	 if	he	could
make	you	happy.—Do	not	you	see	how	aged	he	is?	The	man	must	have	been
ill;	he	is	making	the	most	of	what	is	left	him.	In	three	years	he	will	be	a	wreck.
Then	he	will	be	ambitious;	perhaps	he	may	succeed.	I	do	not	think	so.—What
is	he?	A	man	of	intrigue,	who	may	have	the	business	faculty	to	perfection,	and
be	able	 to	gossip	agreeably;	but	he	 is	 too	presumptuous	 to	have	any	sterling
merit;	he	will	not	go	 far.	Besides—only	 look	at	him.	 Is	 it	not	written	on	his
brow	that,	at	this	very	moment,	what	he	sees	in	you	is	not	a	young	and	pretty
woman,	 but	 the	 two	million	 francs	 you	 possess?	He	 does	 not	 love	 you,	my
dear;	he	is	reckoning	you	up	as	if	you	were	an	investment.	If	you	are	bent	on
marrying,	find	an	older	man	who	has	an	assured	position	and	is	half-way	on
his	career.	A	widow's	marriage	ought	not	to	be	a	trivial	love	affair.	Is	a	mouse
to	be	caught	a	second	time	in	the	same	trap?	A	new	alliance	ought	now	to	be	a
good	 speculation	 on	 your	 part,	 and	 in	marrying	 again	 you	 ought	 at	 least	 to
have	a	hope	of	being	some	day	addressed	as	Madame	la	Marechale!"

As	 she	 spoke,	 both	 women	 naturally	 fixed	 their	 eyes	 on	 Colonel
Montcornet's	handsome	face.

"If	you	would	rather	play	the	delicate	part	of	a	flirt	and	not	marry	again,"
the	Duchess	went	on,	with	blunt	good-nature;	"well!	my	poor	child,	you,	better
than	any	woman,	will	know	how	to	raise	the	storm-clouds	and	disperse	them
again.	But,	I	beseech	you,	never	make	it	your	pleasure	to	disturb	the	peace	of
families,	to	destroy	unions,	and	ruin	the	happiness	of	happy	wives.	I,	my	dear,
have	 played	 that	 perilous	 game.	Dear	 heaven!	 for	 a	 triumph	of	 vanity	 some
poor	virtuous	soul	is	murdered—for	there	really	are	virtuous	women,	child,—
and	we	may	make	ourselves	mortally	hated.	I	learned,	a	little	too	late,	that,	as
the	Duc	d'Albe	once	 said,	one	 salmon	 is	worth	a	 thousand	 frogs!	A	genuine
affection	certainly	brings	a	 thousand	times	more	happiness	 than	 the	 transient
passions	we	may	inspire.—Well,	I	came	here	on	purpose	to	preach	to	you;	yes,
you	are	 the	cause	of	my	appearance	 in	 this	house,	which	stinks	of	 the	 lower
class.	Have	I	not	just	seen	actors	here?	Formerly,	my	dear,	we	received	them



in	 our	 boudoir;	 but	 in	 the	 drawing-room—never!—Why	 do	 you	 look	 at	me
with	so	much	amazement?	Listen	to	me.	If	you	want	to	play	with	men,	do	not
try	to	wring	the	hearts	of	any	but	those	whose	life	is	not	yet	settled,	who	have
no	duties	 to	fulfil;	 the	others	do	not	forgive	us	for	 the	errors	 that	have	made
them	 happy.	 Profit	 by	 this	 maxim,	 founded	 on	 my	 long	 experience.—That
luckless	Soulanges,	for	instance,	whose	head	you	have	turned,	whom	you	have
intoxicated	 for	 these	 fifteen	months	past,	God	knows	how!	Do	you	know	at
what	 you	 have	 struck?—At	 his	 whole	 life.	 He	 has	 been	 married	 these	 two
years;	he	is	worshiped	by	a	charming	wife,	whom	he	loves,	but	neglects;	she
lives	in	tears	and	embittered	silence.	Soulanges	has	had	hours	of	remorse	more
terrible	than	his	pleasure	has	been	sweet.	And	you,	you	artful	little	thing,	have
deserted	him.—Well,	come	and	see	your	work."

The	old	lady	took	Madame	de	Vaudremont's	hand,	and	they	rose.

"There,"	 said	Madame	de	Lansac,	 and	her	 eyes	 showed	her	 the	 stranger,
sitting	 pale	 and	 tremulous	 under	 the	 glare	 of	 the	 candles,	 "that	 is	 my
grandniece,	 the	 Comtesse	 de	 Soulanges;	 to-day	 she	 yielded	 at	 last	 to	 my
persuasion,	and	consented	to	leave	the	sorrowful	room,	where	the	sight	of	her
child	gives	her	but	 little	 consolation.	You	 see	her?	You	 think	her	 charming?
Then	imagine,	dear	Beauty,	what	she	must	have	been	when	happiness	and	love
shed	their	glory	on	that	face	now	blighted."

The	Countess	looked	away	in	silence,	and	seemed	lost	in	sad	reflections.

The	Duchess	 led	 her	 to	 the	 door	 into	 the	 card-room;	 then,	 after	 looking
round	 the	 room	as	 if	 in	 search	of	 some	one—"And	 there	 is	Soulanges!"	 she
said	in	deep	tones.

The	Countess	shuddered	as	she	saw,	in	the	least	brilliantly	lighted	corner,
the	pale,	set	face	of	Soulanges	stretched	in	an	easy-chair.	The	indifference	of
his	 attitude	 and	 the	 rigidity	 of	 his	 brow	 betrayed	 his	 suffering.	 The	 players
passed	him	to	and	fro,	without	paying	any	more	attention	to	him	than	if	he	had
been	dead.	The	picture	of	the	wife	in	tears,	and	the	dejected,	morose	husband,
separated	in	the	midst	of	this	festivity	like	the	two	halves	of	a	tree	blasted	by
lightning,	had	perhaps	a	prophetic	significance	for	the	Countess.	She	dreaded
lest	she	here	saw	an	image	of	the	revenges	the	future	might	have	in	store	for
her.	Her	 heart	was	 not	 yet	 so	 dried	 up	 that	 the	 feeling	 and	 generosity	were
entirely	excluded,	and	she	pressed	 the	Duchess'	hand,	while	 thanking	her	by
one	of	those	smiles	which	have	a	certain	childlike	grace.

"My	dear	child,"	the	old	lady	said	in	her	ear,	"remember	henceforth	that	we
are	just	as	capable	of	repelling	a	man's	attentions	as	of	attracting	them."

"She	is	yours	if	you	are	not	a	simpleton."	These	words	were	whispered	into
Colonel	 Montcornet's	 ear	 by	 Madame	 de	 Lansac,	 while	 the	 handsome



Countess	was	still	absorbed	in	compassion	at	 the	sight	of	Soulanges,	 for	she
still	 loved	 him	 truly	 enough	 to	 wish	 to	 restore	 him	 to	 happiness,	 and	 was
promising	herself	in	her	own	mind	that	she	would	exert	the	irresistible	power
her	charms	still	had	over	him	to	make	him	return	to	his	wife.

"Oh!	I	will	talk	to	him!"	said	she	to	Madame	de	Lansac.

"Do	nothing	of	the	kind,	my	dear!"	cried	the	old	lady,	as	she	went	back	to
her	 armchair.	 "Choose	 a	 good	 husband,	 and	 shut	 your	 door	 to	 my	 nephew.
Believe	me,	my	child,	a	wife	cannot	accept	her	husband's	heart	as	the	gift	of
another	 woman;	 she	 is	 a	 hundred	 times	 happier	 in	 the	 belief	 that	 she	 has
reconquered	 it.	 By	 bringing	 my	 niece	 here	 I	 believe	 I	 have	 given	 her	 an
excellent	chance	of	regaining	her	husband's	affection.	All	the	assistance	I	need
of	 you	 is	 to	 play	 the	 Colonel."	 She	 pointed	 to	 the	 Baron's	 friend,	 and	 the
Countess	smiled.

"Well,	madame,	 do	 you	 at	 last	 know	 the	 name	 of	 the	 unknown?"	 asked
Martial,	with	an	air	of	pique,	to	the	Countess	when	he	saw	her	alone.

"Yes,"	said	Madame	de	Vaudremont,	looking	him	in	the	face.

Her	features	expressed	as	much	roguery	as	fun.	The	smile	which	gave	life
to	her	lips	and	cheeks,	the	liquid	brightness	of	her	eyes,	were	like	the	will-o'-
the-wisp	which	leads	travelers	astray.	Martial,	who	believed	that	she	still	loved
him,	assumed	the	coquetting	graces	in	which	a	man	is	so	ready	to	lull	himself
in	the	presence	of	the	woman	he	loves.	He	said	with	a	fatuous	air:

"And	will	you	be	annoyed	with	me	if	I	seem	to	attach	great	importance	to
your	telling	me	that	name?"

"Will	you	be	annoyed	with	me,"	answered	Madame	de	Vaudremont,	"if	a
remnant	of	affection	prevents	my	telling	you;	and	if	I	forbid	you	to	make	the
smallest	 advances	 to	 that	 young	 lady?	 It	 would	 be	 at	 the	 risk	 of	 your	 life
perhaps."

"To	lose	your	good	graces,	madame,	would	be	worse	than	to	lose	my	life."

"Martial,"	said	 the	Countess	severely,	"she	 is	Madame	de	Soulanges.	Her
husband	would	blow	your	brains	out—if,	indeed,	you	have	any——"

"Ha!	ha!"	laughed	the	coxcomb.	"What!	the	Colonel	can	leave	the	man	in
peace	who	has	 robbed	him	of	 your	 love,	 and	 then	would	 fight	 for	 his	wife!
What	a	subversion	of	principles!—I	beg	of	you	to	allow	me	to	dance	with	the
little	lady.	You	will	then	be	able	to	judge	how	little	love	that	heart	of	ice	could
feel	for	you;	for,	if	the	Colonel	disapproves	of	my	dancing	with	his	wife	after
allowing	me	to——"

"But	she	loves	her	husband."



"A	still	further	obstacle	that	I	shall	have	the	pleasure	of	conquering."

"But	she	is	married."

"A	whimsical	objection!"

"Ah!"	said	the	Countess,	with	a	bitter	smile,	"you	punish	us	alike	for	our
faults	and	our	repentance!"

"Do	not	be	angry!"	exclaimed	Martial	eagerly.	"Oh,	forgive	me,	I	beseech
you.	There,	I	will	think	no	more	of	Madame	de	Soulanges."

"You	deserve	that	I	should	send	you	to	her."

"I	am	off	then,"	said	the	Baron,	laughing,	"and	I	shall	return	more	devoted
to	 you	 than	 ever.	You	will	 see	 that	 the	 prettiest	woman	 in	 the	world	 cannot
capture	the	heart	that	is	yours."

"That	is	to	say,	that	you	want	to	win	Colonel	Montcornet's	horse?"

"Ah!	Traitor!"	said	he,	threatening	his	friend	with	his	finger.	The	Colonel
smiled	and	joined	them;	the	Baron	gave	him	the	seat	near	the	Countess,	saying
to	her	with	a	sardonic	accent:

"Here,	madame,	is	a	man	who	boasted	that	he	could	win	your	good	graces
in	one	evening."

He	went	away,	thinking	himself	clever	to	have	piqued	the	Countess'	pride
and	done	Montcornet	an	ill	turn;	but,	in	spite	of	his	habitual	keenness,	he	had
not	 appreciated	 the	 irony	 underlying	Madame	 de	 Vaudremont's	 speech,	 and
did	 not	 perceive	 that	 she	 had	 come	 as	 far	 to	 meet	 his	 friend	 as	 his	 friend
towards	her,	though	both	were	unconscious	of	it.

At	that	moment	when	the	lawyer	went	fluttering	up	to	the	candelabrum	by
which	Madame	de	Soulanges	sat,	pale,	timid,	and	apparently	alive	only	in	her
eyes,	 her	 husband	 came	 to	 the	 door	 of	 the	 ballroom,	 his	 eyes	 flashing	with
anger.	The	old	Duchess,	watchful	of	everything,	 flew	to	her	nephew,	begged
him	to	give	her	his	arm	and	find	her	carriage,	affecting	to	be	mortally	bored,
and	 hoping	 thus	 to	 prevent	 a	 vexatious	 outbreak.	 Before	 going	 she	 fired	 a
singular	glance	of	intelligence	at	her	niece,	indicating	the	enterprising	knight
who	was	 about	 to	 address	 her,	 and	 this	 signal	 seemed	 to	 say,	 "There	 he	 is,
avenge	yourself!"

Madame	de	Vaudremont	caught	these	looks	of	the	aunt	and	niece;	a	sudden
light	dawned	on	her	mind;	she	was	frightened	lest	she	was	the	dupe	of	this	old
woman,	so	cunning	and	so	practised	in	intrigue.

"That	perfidious	Duchess,"	said	she	to	herself,	"has	perhaps	been	amusing
herself	by	preaching	morality	 to	me	while	playing	me	some	spiteful	 trick	of
her	own."



At	this	thought	Madame	de	Vaudremont's	pride	was	perhaps	more	roused
than	her	curiosity	to	disentangle	the	thread	of	this	intrigue.	In	the	absorption	of
mind	 to	 which	 she	 was	 a	 prey	 she	 was	 no	 longer	 mistress	 of	 herself.	 The
Colonel,	 interpreting	 to	his	own	advantage	 the	embarrassment	evident	 in	 the
Countess'	manner	and	speech,	became	more	ardent	and	pressing.	The	old	blase
diplomates,	 amusing	 themselves	 by	 watching	 the	 play	 of	 faces,	 had	 never
found	so	many	intrigues	at	once	to	watch	or	guess	at.	The	passions	agitating
the	two	couples	were	to	be	seen	with	variations	at	every	step	in	the	crowded
rooms,	 and	 reflected	 with	 different	 shades	 in	 other	 countenances.	 The
spectacle	 of	 so	 many	 vivid	 passions,	 of	 all	 these	 lovers'	 quarrels,	 these
pleasing	revenges,	these	cruel	favors,	these	flaming	glances,	of	all	this	ardent
life	diffused	around	them,	only	made	them	feel	their	impotence	more	keenly.

At	last	the	Baron	had	found	a	seat	by	Madame	de	Soulanges.	His	eyes	stole
a	 long	 look	at	her	neck,	as	 fresh	as	dew	and	as	 fragrant	as	 field	 flowers.	He
admired	close	at	hand	the	beauty	which	had	amazed	him	from	afar.	He	could
see	a	small,	well-shod	foot,	and	measure	with	his	eye	a	slender	and	graceful
shape.	 At	 that	 time	 women	 wore	 their	 sash	 tied	 close	 under	 the	 bosom,	 in
imitation	of	Greek	statues,	a	pitiless	fashion	for	those	whose	bust	was	faulty.
As	he	cast	furtive	glances	at	the	Countess'	figure,	Martial	was	enchanted	with
its	perfection.

"You	 have	 not	 danced	 once	 this	 evening,	 madame,"	 said	 he	 in	 soft	 and
flattering	tones.	"Not,	I	should	suppose,	for	lack	of	a	partner?"

"I	never	go	to	parties;	I	am	quite	unknown,"	replied	Madame	de	Soulanges
coldly,	not	having	understood	the	look	by	which	her	aunt	had	just	conveyed	to
her	that	she	was	to	attract	the	Baron.

Martial,	to	give	himself	countenance,	twisted	the	diamond	he	wore	on	his
left	hand;	the	rainbow	fires	of	the	gem	seemed	to	flash	a	sudden	light	on	the
young	 Countess'	 mind;	 she	 blushed	 and	 looked	 at	 the	 Baron	 with	 an
undefinable	expression.

"Do	you	like	dancing?"	asked	the	Provencal,	to	reopen	the	conversation.

"Yes,	very	much,	monsieur."

At	 this	 strange	 reply	 their	 eyes	 met.	 The	 young	 man,	 surprised	 by	 the
earnest	 accent,	 which	 aroused	 a	 vague	 hope	 in	 his	 heart,	 had	 suddenly
questioned	the	lady's	eyes.

"Then,	madame,	am	 I	not	overbold	 in	offering	myself	 to	be	your	partner
for	the	next	quadrille?"

Artless	confusion	colored	the	Countess'	white	cheeks.

"But,	monsieur,	I	have	already	refused	one	partner—a	military	man——"



"Was	it	that	tall	cavalry	colonel	whom	you	see	over	there?"

"Precisely	so."

"Oh!	he	is	a	friend	of	mine;	feel	no	alarm.	Will	you	grant	me	the	favor	I
dare	hope	for?"

"Yes,	monsieur."

Her	tone	betrayed	an	emotion	so	new	and	so	deep	that	the	lawyer's	world-
worn	soul	was	touched.	He	was	overcome	by	shyness	like	a	schoolboy's,	lost
his	 confidence,	 and	 his	 southern	 brain	 caught	 fire;	 he	 tried	 to	 talk,	 but	 his
phrases	 struck	 him	 as	 graceless	 in	 comparison	 with	Madame	 de	 Soulanges'
bright	and	subtle	replies.	It	was	lucky	for	him	that	the	quadrille	was	forming.
Standing	by	his	beautiful	partner,	he	felt	more	at	ease.	To	many	men	dancing
is	 a	 phase	 of	 being;	 they	 think	 that	 they	 can	more	 powerfully	 influence	 the
heart	of	woman	by	displaying	the	graces	of	their	bodies	than	by	their	intellect.
Martial	wished,	 no	 doubt,	 at	 this	moment	 to	 put	 forth	 all	 his	most	 effective
seductions,	to	judge	by	the	pretentiousness	of	his	movements	and	gestures.

He	led	his	conquest	to	the	quadrille	in	which	the	most	brilliant	women	in
the	 room	made	 it	a	point	of	chimerical	 importance	 to	dance	 in	preference	 to
any	other.	While	the	orchestra	played	the	introductory	bars	to	the	first	figure,
the	 Baron	 felt	 it	 an	 incredible	 gratification	 to	 his	 pride	 to	 perceive,	 as	 he
reviewed	the	ladies	forming	the	lines	of	that	formidable	square,	that	Madame
de	 Soulanges'	 dress	 might	 challenge	 that	 even	 of	 Madame	 de	 Vaudremont,
who,	by	a	chance	not	perhaps	unsought,	was	standing	with	Montcornet	vis-a-
vis	 to	 himself	 and	 the	 lady	 in	 blue.	 All	 eyes	were	 for	 a	moment	 turned	 on
Madame	de	Soulanges;	a	flattering	murmur	showed	that	she	was	the	subject	of
every	 man's	 conversation	 with	 his	 partner.	 Looks	 of	 admiration	 and	 envy
centered	on	her,	with	so	much	eagerness	that	the	young	creature,	abashed	by	a
triumph	she	seemed	to	disclaim,	modestly	looked	down,	blushed,	and	was	all
the	more	 charming.	When	 she	 raised	her	white	 eyelids	 it	was	 to	 look	 at	 her
ravished	partner	as	though	she	wished	to	transfer	the	glory	of	this	admiration
to	him,	and	to	say	that	she	cared	more	for	his	than	for	all	the	rest.	She	threw
her	 innocence	 into	her	vanity;	or	 rather	she	seemed	 to	give	herself	up	 to	 the
guileless	admiration	which	is	the	beginning	of	love,	with	the	good	faith	found
only	 in	 youthful	 hearts.	 As	 she	 danced,	 the	 lookers-on	might	 easily	 believe
that	she	displayed	her	grace	for	Martial	alone;	and	though	she	was	modest,	and
new	 to	 the	 trickery	 of	 the	 ballroom,	 she	 knew	 as	 well	 as	 the	 most
accomplished	coquette	how	 to	 raise	her	 eyes	 to	his	 at	 the	 right	moment	and
drop	their	lids	with	assumed	modesty.

When	the	movement	of	a	new	figure,	invented	by	a	dancer	named	Trenis,
and	named	after	him,	brought	Martial	face	to	face	with	the	Colonel—"I	have
won	your	horse,"	said	he,	laughing.



"Yes,	 but	 you	 have	 lost	 eighty	 thousand	 francs	 a	 year!"	 retorted
Montcornet,	glancing	at	Madame	de	Vaudremont.

"What	 do	 I	 care?"	 replied	 Martial.	 "Madame	 de	 Soulanges	 is	 worth
millions!"

At	 the	end	of	 the	quadrille	more	 than	one	whisper	was	poured	 into	more
than	 one	 ear.	The	 less	 pretty	women	made	moral	 speeches	 to	 their	 partners,
commenting	 on	 the	 budding	 liaison	 between	 Martial	 and	 the	 Comtesse	 de
Soulanges.	The	handsomest	wondered	 at	 her	 easy	 surrender.	The	men	 could
not	 understand	 such	 luck	 as	 the	 Baron's,	 not	 regarding	 him	 as	 particularly
fascinating.	A	few	indulgent	women	said	it	was	not	fair	to	judge	the	Countess
too	 hastily;	 young	wives	would	 be	 in	 a	 very	 hapless	 plight	 if	 an	 expressive
look	or	a	few	graceful	dancing	steps	were	enough	to	compromise	a	woman.

Martial	 alone	 knew	 the	 extent	 of	 his	 happiness.	 During	 the	 last	 figure,
when	 the	 ladies	 had	 to	 form	 the	 moulinet,	 his	 fingers	 clasped	 those	 of	 the
Countess,	and	he	fancied	that,	through	the	thin	perfumed	kid	of	her	gloves,	the
young	wife's	grasp	responded	to	his	amorous	appeal.

"Madame,"	said	he,	as	the	quadrille	ended,	"do	not	go	back	to	the	odious
corner	where	 you	have	been	burying	your	 face	 and	your	 dress	 until	 now.	 Is
admiration	 the	 only	 benefit	 you	 can	 obtain	 from	 the	 jewels	 that	 adorn	 your
white	 neck	 and	 beautifully	 dressed	 hair?	 Come	 and	 take	 a	 turn	 through	 the
rooms	to	enjoy	the	scene	and	yourself."

Madame	de	Soulanges	yielded	 to	her	seducer,	who	thought	she	would	be
his	all	the	more	surely	if	he	could	only	show	her	off.	Side	by	side	they	walked
two	or	three	times	amid	the	groups	who	crowded	the	rooms.	The	Comtesse	de
Soulanges,	 evidently	 uneasy,	 paused	 for	 an	 instant	 at	 each	 door	 before
entering,	only	doing	so	after	stretching	her	neck	to	look	at	all	 the	men	there.
This	 alarm,	 which	 crowned	 the	 Baron's	 satisfaction,	 did	 not	 seem	 to	 be
removed	till	he	said	to	her,	"Make	yourself	easy;	he	is	not	here."

They	thus	made	their	way	to	an	immense	picture	gallery	in	a	wing	of	the
mansion,	where	 their	eyes	could	feast	 in	anticipation	on	 the	splendid	display
of	 a	 collation	 prepared	 for	 three	 hundred	 persons.	 As	 supper	 was	 about	 to
begin,	Martial	 led	 the	Countess	 to	an	oval	boudoir	 looking	on	 to	 the	garden,
where	the	rarest	flowers	and	a	few	shrubs	made	a	scented	bower	under	bright
blue	hangings.	The	murmurs	of	the	festivity	here	died	away.	The	Countess,	at
first	startled,	refused	firmly	to	follow	the	young	man;	but,	glancing	in	a	mirror,
she	no	doubt	assured	herself	that	they	could	be	seen,	for	she	seated	herself	on
an	ottoman	with	a	fairly	good	grace.

"This	room	is	charming,"	said	she,	admiring	the	sky-blue	hangings	looped
with	pearls.



"All	here	is	love	and	delight!"	said	the	Baron,	with	deep	emotion.

In	 the	 mysterious	 light	 which	 prevailed	 he	 looked	 at	 the	 Countess,	 and
detected	on	her	gently	agitated	face	an	expression	of	uneasiness,	modesty,	and
eagerness	 which	 enchanted	 him.	 The	 young	 lady	 smiled,	 and	 this	 smile
seemed	to	put	an	end	to	the	struggle	of	feeling	surging	in	her	heart;	in	the	most
insinuating	way	she	took	her	adorer's	left	hand,	and	drew	from	his	finger	the
ring	on	which	she	had	fixed	her	eyes.

"What	a	fine	diamond!"	she	exclaimed	in	 the	artless	 tone	of	a	young	girl
betraying	the	incitement	of	a	first	temptation.

Martial,	troubled	by	the	Countess'	involuntary	but	intoxicating	touch,	like	a
caress,	 as	 she	drew	off	 the	 ring,	 looked	 at	 her	with	 eyes	 as	 glittering	 as	 the
gem.

"Wear	it,"	he	said,	"in	memory	of	this	hour,	and	for	the	love	of——"

She	was	looking	at	him	with	such	rapture	that	he	did	not	end	the	sentence;
he	kissed	her	hand.

"You	give	it	me?"	she	said,	looking	much	astonished.

"I	wish	I	had	the	whole	world	to	offer	you!"

"You	 are	 not	 joking?"	 she	 went	 on,	 in	 a	 voice	 husky	 with	 too	 great
satisfaction.

"Will	you	accept	only	my	diamond?"

"You	will	never	take	it	back?"	she	insisted.

"Never."

She	put	the	ring	on	her	finger.	Martial,	confident	of	coming	happiness,	was
about	 to	 put	 his	 hand	 round	 her	waist,	 but	 she	 suddenly	 rose,	 and	 said	 in	 a
clear	voice,	without	any	agitation:

"I	accept	 the	diamond,	monsieur,	with	the	less	scruple	because	it	belongs
to	me."

The	Baron	was	speechless.

"Monsieur	de	Soulanges	took	it	lately	from	my	dressing-table,	and	told	me
he	had	lost	it."

"You	 are	mistaken,	madame,"	 said	Martial,	 nettled.	 "It	was	 given	me	 by
Madame	de	Vaudremont."

"Precisely	so,"	she	said	with	a	smile.	"My	husband	borrowed	this	 ring	of
me,	he	gave	it	to	her,	she	made	it	a	present	to	you;	my	ring	has	made	a	little
journey,	that	is	all.	This	ring	will	perhaps	tell	me	all	I	do	not	know,	and	teach



me	the	secret	of	always	pleasing.—Monsieur,"	she	went	on,	"if	it	had	not	been
my	own,	you	may	be	sure	I	should	not	have	risked	paying	so	dear	for	it;	for	a
young	woman,	it	is	said,	is	in	danger	with	you.	But,	you	see,"	and	she	touched
a	spring	within	the	ring,	"here	is	M.	de	Soulanges'	hair."

She	fled	into	the	crowded	rooms	so	swiftly,	that	it	seemed	useless	to	try	to
follow	her;	besides,	Martial,	utterly	confounded,	was	in	no	mood	to	carry	the
adventure	 further.	The	Countess'	 laugh	 found	 an	 echo	 in	 the	 boudoir,	where
the	 young	 coxcomb	 now	 perceived,	 between	 two	 shrubs,	 the	 Colonel	 and
Madame	de	Vaudremont,	both	laughing	heartily.

"Will	you	have	my	horse,	to	ride	after	your	prize?"	said	the	Colonel.

The	Baron	 took	 the	banter	poured	upon	him	by	Madame	de	Vaudremont
and	Montcornet	with	a	good	grace,	which	secured	their	silence	as	to	the	events
of	 the	 evening,	when	 his	 friend	 exchanged	 his	 charger	 for	 a	 rich	 and	 pretty
young	wife.

As	 the	 Comtesse	 de	 Soulanges	 drove	 across	 Paris	 from	 the	 Chausee
d'Antin	to	the	Faubourg	Saint-Germain,	where	she	lived,	her	soul	was	prey	to
many	alarms.	Before	 leaving	 the	Hotel	Gondreville	 she	went	 through	all	 the
rooms,	 but	 found	 neither	 her	 aunt	 nor	 her	 husband,	 who	 had	 gone	 away
without	 her.	 Frightful	 suspicions	 then	 tortured	 her	 ingenuous	mind.	A	 silent
witness	of	her	husbands'	torments	since	the	day	when	Madame	de	Vaudremont
had	chained	him	to	her	car,	she	had	confidently	hoped	that	repentance	would
ere	long	restore	her	husband	to	her.	It	was	with	unspeakable	repugnance	that
she	had	consented	to	the	scheme	plotted	by	her	aunt,	Madame	de	Lansac,	and
at	this	moment	she	feared	she	had	made	a	mistake.

The	evening's	experience	had	saddened	her	innocent	soul.	Alarmed	at	first
by	 the	Count's	 look	 of	 suffering	 and	 dejection,	 she	 had	 become	more	 so	 on
seeing	her	rival's	beauty,	and	the	corruption	of	society	had	gripped	her	heart.
As	she	crossed	the	Pont	Royal	she	threw	away	the	desecrated	hair	at	the	back
of	the	diamond,	given	to	her	once	as	a	token	of	the	purest	affection.	She	wept
as	she	remembered	the	bitter	grief	to	which	she	had	so	long	been	a	victim,	and
shuddered	more	 than	 once	 as	 she	 reflected	 that	 the	 duty	 of	 a	 woman,	 who
wishes	for	peace	in	her	home,	compels	her	to	bury	sufferings	so	keen	as	hers
at	the	bottom	of	her	heart,	and	without	a	complaint.

"Alas!"	thought	she,	"what	can	women	do	when	they	do	not	love?	What	is
the	fount	of	their	indulgence?	I	cannot	believe	that,	as	my	aunt	tells	me,	reason
is	all-sufficient	to	maintain	them	in	such	devotion."

She	 was	 still	 sighing	 when	 her	 man-servant	 let	 down	 the	 handsome
carriage-step	 down	 which	 she	 flew	 into	 the	 hall	 of	 her	 house.	 She	 rushed
precipitately	upstairs,	and	when	she	reached	her	room	was	startled	by	seeing



her	husband	sitting	by	the	fire.

"How	long	is	it,	my	dear,	since	you	have	gone	to	balls	without	telling	me
beforehand?"	he	 asked	 in	 a	broken	voice.	 "You	must	 know	 that	 a	woman	 is
always	out	of	place	without	her	husband.	You	compromised	yourself	strangely
by	remaining	in	the	dark	corner	where	you	had	ensconced	yourself."

"Oh,	my	dear,	good	Leon,"	said	she	in	a	coaxing	tone,	"I	could	not	resist
the	happiness	of	seeing	you	without	your	seeing	me.	My	aunt	took	me	to	this
ball,	and	I	was	very	happy	there!"

This	 speech	disarmed	 the	Count's	 looks	of	 their	 assumed	 severity,	 for	he
had	 been	 blaming	 himself	 while	 dreading	 his	 wife's	 return,	 no	 doubt	 fully
informed	at	the	ball	of	an	infidelity	he	had	hoped	to	hide	from	her;	and,	as	is
the	way	of	 lovers	conscious	of	 their	guilt,	he	 tried,	by	being	 the	first	 to	 find
fault,	 to	 escape	 her	 just	 anger.	 Happy	 in	 seeing	 her	 husband	 smile,	 and	 in
finding	him	at	this	hour	in	a	room	whither	of	late	he	had	come	more	rarely,	the
Countess	looked	at	him	so	tenderly	that	she	blushed	and	cast	down	her	eyes.
Her	clemency	enraptured	Soulanges	all	the	more,	because	this	scene	followed
on	the	misery	he	had	endured	at	the	ball.	He	seized	his	wife's	hand	and	kissed
it	gratefully.	Is	not	gratitude	often	a	part	of	love?

"Hortense,	what	is	that	on	your	finger	that	has	hurt	my	lip	so	much?"	asked
he,	laughing.

"It	is	my	diamond	which	you	said	you	had	lost,	and	which	I	have	found."

General	Montcornet	did	not	marry	Madame	de	Vaudremont,	in	spite	of	the
mutual	understanding	in	which	they	had	lived	for	a	few	minutes,	for	she	was
one	of	the	victims	of	the	terrible	fire	which	sealed	the	fame	of	the	ball	given
by	the	Austrian	ambassador	on	the	occasion	of	Napoleon's	marriage	with	the
daughter	of	the	Emperor	Joseph	II.
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