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To RICHARD ALDINGTON C. K. S. M.



A woman of character,who hasonly avague idea of what constitutes lit-
erary merit, has asked my unworthy self to correct the style of this novel.
| am far from sharing certain political sentiments which seemto be blen-
ded with the narrative; so much | am obliged to explain to the reader.
The talented author and | hold opposite views upon many subjects;but
we have an equal horror of what are called applications In London we
find highly sensational novels: Grey, Almack's, High Life, Matilda and the
like, which require a key. They are very good-natured caricatures of per-
sons whom the accidents of birth or fortune have placed in an enviable
position.

This is akind of literary merit for which we have no desire. The author
has not since I8l4 climbed the stair of the Tuileries; such is her pride that
she does not know even the names of the persons who have doubtless
made themselves conspicuous in a certain class of society.

But she has brought on the sceneindustrial magnates and privileged
persons, sheis therefore a satirist. If we were to ask for a description of
the garden of the Tuileries from the doves that moan on the topmost
branchesof the trees, they would say:"It is a vast plain of verdure where
one basks in the brightest sunshine. "We, who stroll beneath, would
reply:"It is a delicious shady walk where one is sheltered from the heat,
and above all from the glare of the sun, so trying in summer."

Soit is that each of us judges everything from his own angle; equally
incompatible are the expressions used of the present state of society by
persons of equal respectability who intend to lead us by different paths
to prosperity. But each party makes the other appear absurd.

Would you impute to an evil turn in the mind of the author the mali-
cious and false descriptions that eachparty gives of the other's drawing-
rooms? Would you insist that passionate people ought to be sage philo-
sophers, that is to say, devoid of passion?In 1760,one required charm,
wit, not overmuch humour, nor overmuch honour, asthe Regentsaid, in
order to win the favour of master and mistress.

It requires economy, stubborn toil, solidity, a brain free from any illu-
sion to make anything out of the steam engine. This is the difference
between the age that ended in 1789 and the age that began about 1815.

Napoleon, on his way to Russia, used constantly to hum the words he
had heard so well rendered by Porto (in La Molinara):

Si batte nel mio cuore L'inchiostro e la fariha

They are words that many young men might repeat who are endowed
at once with good birth and with intelligence.

1.Shall | become a miller or a lawyer?E



In speaking of our age, we find that we have sketched in outline two of
the principal charactersin the following story. There are perhaps not a
scoreof pagesin it that run the risk of appearing satirical; but the author
follows another path; the age is gloomy, out of temper; and one has to
handle it with caution, even when publishing a pamphlet which, as |
have already told the author, will be forgotten in six months at the latest,
like the best works of its kind.

In the meantime, we beg for a little of the indulgence that has been
shown to the authors of the comedy, LesTrois Quartiers. They have held
up a mirror to the public; is it their fault if ugly people have passedin
front of that mirror? Does a mirror take sides?

The reader will find in the style of this novel artless forms of speech,
which | have not had the courage to alter. Nothing is more tedious to my
mind than Teutonic and romantic emphasis. The author said: "Too zeal-
ous a search for noble turns of speechends by producing an admirable
dryness; they make one read a single page with pleasure; but this pre-
ciouscharmmakes one shut the book at the end of the chapter: and we
wish our readers to read any number of chapters. Spare me, therefore,
my rustic or bourgeois simplicity."

Remark that the author would be in despair if she thought that | con-
sidered her style bourgeoisThere is an unbounded pride in her heart. It is
the heart of a woman who would feel ten years older were her name
made public. Besides, the subject!E

STENDHAL.

ST. GINGOUF, July 23, 1827.



Chapter 1

It is old and plain E It is silly sooth And dallies with the inno-
cence of love.
TWELFTH NIGHT, Act II.

On his twentieth birthday, Octave had just left the fcole Polytech-
nique. His father, the Marquis de Malivert, wished to keep his only son
in Paris. As soon as Octave understood that this was the constant desire
of a father whom he respected, and of his mother whom he loved with
an almost passionatelove, he abandoned his intention of entering the Ar-
tillery. He would have liked to spend afew yearsin aregiment, and then
resign his commission until the next war, in which he was equally ready
to serve as Lieutenant or with the rank of Colonel. This is typical of the
eccentricities which made him odious to the common run of humanity.

Plenty of brains, a tall figure, refined manners, the handsomest great
dark eyesin the world, would have assured Octave a place among the
most distinguished young men in society, had not a certain sombre air,
imprinted in those gentle eyes, led people to pity rather than to envy
him. He would have created a sensation had he beenin the habit of talk-
ing; but Octave desired nothing, nothing appeared to cause him either
pain or pleasure. Frequently ill in his childhood, ever since vital energy
had assumed control of his organism he had always been observed to
submit without hesitation to what seemedto him to be prescribed by
duty; but it might have been thought that, if Duty had not made her
voice heard, he would not have had, in himself, sufficient impulse to
make him act. Perhaps some singular principle, deeply impressed upon
his youthful heart, and incompatible with the events of real life, as he
saw them develop round about him, led him to portray to himself in too
sombre colours both his own future and his relations with his fellow
men. Whatever the causeof his profound melancholy, Octave seemedto
have turned misanthrope before his time. Commander de Soubirane, his
uncle, said one day in his presencethat the boy's nature alarmed him.



"Why should | appear other than what | am?" was Octave's cold reply.
"Your nephew will always keep to the line of reason." "But never rise
above or fall below it," retorted the Commander with his Proveneal viva-
city; "from which | conclude that if you are not the Messiah expected by
the Hebrews, you are Lucifer in person, come back to this world on pur-
pose to worry me. What the devil are you? | can't make you out; you are
duty incarnate" "How happy | should be never to fail in my duty!" said
Octave; "how | wish | could render up my soul pure to my Creator, as|
received it from Him!" "A miracle!" exclaimed the Commander; "in the
last twelvemonth, this is the first wish | have seenspring from a heart
frozen stiff with purity." And in order not to spoil the effect of this utter-
ance, the Commander hastily left the room.

Octave looked tenderly at his mother; she knew whether his heart was
indeed frozen. It might be said of Madame de Malivert that she had re-
mained young although approaching her fiftieth birthday. It was not
only that she was still beautiful; she had, together with an exceptionally
sharp intellect, retained a keen and active sympathv with her friends' in-
terests,including the joys and sorrows of young men. Sheentered natur-
ally into their reasonsfor hope or fear; and soon seemedto be hoping or
fearing herself. This kind of character has lost its charm now that public
opinion seemsto have made it almost obligatory upon women of a cer-
tain age who are not religious; but there was never the least trace of af-
fectation in Madame de Malivert.

Her servants had observed for sometime past that shewas in the habit
of driving out in a hackney carriage; and often, when she came home,
she was not alone. Saint-Jean,an inquisitive old footman, who had ac-
companied his employers during the emigration, tried to discover who a
certain man was whom Madame de Malivert had more than once
brought home with her. On the first occasion, Saint-Jeanlost sight of the
stranger in the crowd; at his second attempt, his curiosity was more suc-
cessful; he saw the person whom he was following passinto the Charity
Hospital, where he learned from the porter that the stranger was none
other than the famous Doctor Duquerrel. Madame de Malivert's house-
hold discovered that their mistress was bringing to the house in turn all
the most eminent doctors in Paris, and almost always she found an ex-
cuse for letting them see her son.

Struck by the eccentricities which she remarked in Octave, she feared
lest his lungs might be affected; but she believed that, were she unfortu-
nately to have been right in her diagnosis, naming that cruel malady
would be tantamount to hastening its advance. Doctors, who were men



of intelligence, assured Madame de Malivert that her son was suffering
from no malady beyond that sort of dissatisfied and critical melancholy
characteristic of the young men of his generation and position; but they
warned her that she herself ought to pay the closest attention to her
lungs. Thesedread tidings were divulged to the household by a rZgime
which had to be enforced; and M. de Malivert, from whom a vain at-
tempt was made to concealthe name of the malady, foresaw the possibil-
ity of being left alone in his old age.

Extremely rich and extravagant before the Revolution, the Marquis de
Malivert, who had not setfoot again in France until 1814,in the train of
his monarch, found himself reduced by the confiscations to an income of
twenty or thirty thousand livres. He thought himself a beggar. The sole
occupation of amind that had never been any too powerful was now to
seeka bride for Octave. But, being still more faithful to his code of hon-
our than to the obsessionthat was tormenting him, the old Marquis de
Malivert never failed to begin the overtures that he made in society with
these words: "l can offer a good name, a certain pedigree from the Cru-
sadeof Louis the Young, and | know of but thirteen families in Paris that
can hold up their heads and say that; but otherwise, | seemyself reduced
to starvation, to begging my bread; | am a pauper."

This view of life in an elderly man is not calculated to give rise to that
meek and philosophic resignation which makesold age cheerful; and but
for the outbursts of Commander de Soubirane, a slightly mad and dis-
tinctly malicious Southerner, the house in which Octave lived would
have been conspicuous, even in the Faubourg Saint-Germain, for its
gloom. Madame de Malivert, whom nothing could distract from her
anxiety asto her son's health, not even the thought of her own peril, took
advantage of the delicate statein which shefound herself to cultivate the
society of two famous doctors. She sought to win their friendship. As
these gentlemen were, one the leader, the other one of the most fervent
adherents, of two rival sects, their discussions, albeit of a subject so
gloomy to any one who is not animated by an interest in scienceand in
the solution of the problem that faceshim, were sometimes amusing to
Madame de Malivert, who had not lost a keen and curious mind. Sheled
them on to talk, and thanks to them, now and again at least, voices were
raised in the drawing-room, so nobly furnished and yet so sombre, of the
H™tel de Malivert.

Its hangings of green velvet, surcharged with gilded ornaments,
seemed to have been put there on purpose to absorb all the light that
might come in through two huge windows, the original panes of which



had beenreplaced by plate glass. Thesewindows gave upon a deserted
garden, divided into irregular compartments by box hedges. A row of
limes, trimmed regularly three times in the year, bounded its farther end,
and their motionless shapesseemeda living image of the private lives of
the family. The young Vicomte's bedroom, which stood above the
drawing-room and had been sacrificed to the beauty of that essential
apartment, was barely the height of a half-landing. This room was the
bane of Octave's life, and a score of times, in his parents' hearing, he had
sung its praises. He lived in dread lest some involuntary exclamation
should betray him and reveal how intolerable this room and the whole
house were to him.

He keenly regretted his little cell at the Ecole Polytechnique. His time
there had been precious to him becauseit offered him the semblance of
the retirement and calm of a monastery. For a long time Octave had had
thoughts of withdrawing from the world and of consecrating his life to
God. This idea had alarmed his family, especially the Marquis, who saw
in the project the fulfilment of all his fears of the abandonment which he
dreaded in his old age.But in seeking a closer knowledge of the truths of
religion, Octave had been led to study the writers who for the last two
centuries have tried to explain the nature of human thought and will,
and his ideas had changed considerably; his father's had not changed at
all. The Marquis, who had a horror of books and lawyers, was aghastto
seethis young man shew a passion for reading; he was constantly afraid
of some scandal or other, and this was one of his principal reasons for
wishing an early marriage for Octave.

While they were basking in the fine days of late autumn, which, in
Paris, is like spring, Madame de Malivert said to her son: "You ought to
go out riding." Octave saw nothing in this suggestion but an additional
expense, and as his father's incessant lamentations made him suppose
the family fortune to be far more reduced than it actually was, he held
out for a long time. "What is the use, dear Mama," was his invariable
reply; "I am quite atolerable horseman, but riding gives me no pleasure."
Madame de Malivert added to the stable a superb English horse, the
youth and beauty of which formed a strange contrast to the pair of old
Norman horseswhich for the last twelve years had sufficed for the needs
of the household. Octave was embarrassedby this present; the neixt two
days he spent in thanking his mother for it; but on the third, happening
to be alone with her, when their conversation turned to the English
horse: "l love you too well to thank you again,” he said, taking Madame
de Malivert's hand and pressing it to his lips. "Is your son, for oncein his



life, to be wanting in sincerity towards the person he loves most in the
world? This horse is worth 4,000francs; you are not rich enough to be
able to spend so much money without feeling the want of it."

Madame de Malivert opened the drawer of awriting desk. "Here is my
will," she said; "I have left you my diamonds, but upon the expresscon-
dition that aslong asthe money you receive from the sale of them shall
last, you shall have a horse which you are to ride now and again by my
order. | have sold two of the diamonds secretly to give myself the pleas-
ure of seeingyou on afine horsein my lifetime. One of the greatestsacri-
fices your father has imposed on me has been his making me promise
not to part with these ornaments which become me so ill. He has some
political expectation, which to my mind rests upon a very slender basis,
and he would think himself twice as poor and twice as decayed on the
day when his wife no longer had her diamonds."

A profound melancholy appeared on Octave's brow, and he replaced
in the drawer of the desk that document the name of which reminded
him of so painful, perhaps so imminent an event. He took his mother's
hand again, and held it in both his own, a display of feeling which he
rarely allowed himself. "Your father's plans," Madame de Malivert went
on, "depend upon that Bill of Indemnity of which we have been hearing
for the last three years.""l hope with all my heart that it may be rejected,"
said Octave. "And why," his mother Went on, delighted to seehim shew
animation at anything and give her this proof of his esteemand affec-
tion, "why should you wish to seeit rejected?""In the first place, because,
not being comprehensive, it seemsto me to be scarcelyjust; secondly, be-
causeit will mean my marrying. | have the misfortune to have a peculiar
nature, | did not create myself so;all that | have beenable to do has been
to know myself. Except at those moments when | have the happiness of
being alone with you, my one pleasure in life consistsin living in com-
plete isolation, where not a living soul has the right to address me."
"Dear Octave, this singular taste is the result of your inordinate passion
for learning; your studies make me tremble; you will end like Goethe's
Faust. Are you prepared to swear to me, asyou did on Sunday, that your
reading is not confined to very bad books?""l read the books that you
have indicated to me, dear Mama, at the same time as those which are
called bad books.""Ah! There is something mysterious and sombre about
you which makes me shudder; heavenonly knows what you derive from
all this reading!" "Dear Mama, | cannot refuse to believe in the truth of
what seemsto me to be true. How could an all-powerful and good Being
punish me for placing my faith in the evidence of the organs with which
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He Himself has furnished me?""Ah! | am alwavs afraid of angering that
terrible Being," said Madame de Malivert with tearsin her eyes;"He may
take you out of reach of my love. There are days when after reading
Bourdaloue | am frozen with terror. | find in the Bible that that all-
powerful Being is pitiless in His vengeance,and you are doubtless of-
fending Him when you read the philosophers of the eighteenth century.
| confessto you, the day before yesterday, | came out of Saint-Thomas
d'Aquin in a state bordering on despair. Though the anger of the All-
Powerful with impious books were but the tenth part of what M. I'AbbZ
FayNNNpreaches, | might still be afraid of losing you. There is an ab-
ominable journal which M. I'AbbZ FayNNRNdurst not even name in his
sermon, and which you read every day, | am sure." "Yes, Mama, | do
read it, but | am faithful to the promise | gave you; immediately after-
wards | read the paper whose doctrine is diametrically opposed to it."

"Dear Octave, it is the violence of your passionsthat alarms me, and
above all the course that they are secretly tracing in your heart. If | saw
in you any of the tastesnatural at your age,to provide a diversion from
your singular ideas, | should be less alarmed. But you read impious
books, and presently you will begin to doubt the very existence of God.
Why reflect upon theseterrible subjects?Do you recall your passion for
chemistry? For eighteen months you refused to see anybody, you es-
tranged by your absenceour nearestrelatives; you failed in the most es-
sential duties." "My interest in chemistry,"” replied Octave, "was not a
passion, it was a duty that | set myself;, and heaven knows," he added
with a sigh, "whether | should not have done better, by remaining faith-
ful to that plan and making myself a man of learning withdrawn from
the world, by following the example of Newton!"

That evening Octave remained with his mother until one o'clock. In
vain had she urged him to go out to some social gathering, or at least to
the play. "I stay where | feel most happy,” said Octave. "There are mo-
ments when | believe you, and those are when | am with you," was his
delighted mother's answer; "but if for two days on end | have seenyou
only with other people, my better judgment prevails. It is impossible that
such solitude can be good for a boy of your age. | have diamonds here
worth 74,000francs lying idle, and likely to remain so for long, since you
shew no intention of marrying; and indeed you are very young, twenty
and five days!" here Madame de Malivert rose from her couch to kiss her
son. "l have a good mind to sell these uselessdiamonds, | shall invest
what | receive for them, and the interest | shall employ in increasing my
expenditure; | should fix a day, and, on the plea of my feeble health, |
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should be at home to those people only to whom you had no objection.”
"Alas, dear Mama, the sight of all my fellow crZatures depresses me
equally; | care for no one in the world but youE ."

When her son had left her, notwithstanding the latenessof the hour,
Madame de Malivert, troubled by sinister forebodings, was unable to
sleep. She tried in vain to forget how dear Octave was to her, and to
judge him as she would have judged a stranger. Invariably, instead of
following a line of reason, her mind went astray among romantic sup-
positions asto her son'sfuture; the Commanderas saying recurred to her.
"Certainly," she said, "I feel in him something superhuman; he lives like
a creature apart, separated from the rest of mankind." Then reverting to
more reasonableideas, Madame de Malivert could not conceive her son's
having the liveliest or at leastthe most exalted passions,and at the same
time such an absenceof inclination for everything that was real in life.
One would have said that his passions had their source elsewhere and
rested upon nothing that exists here below. Everything about Octave,
even his noble features, alarmed his mother; his fine and tender eyes
filled her with terror. They seemedat times to be gazing into heaven and
reflecting the bliss that they saw there. A moment later, one read in them
the torments of the damned.

One feels a modest reluctance to question a person whose happiness
appears so fragile, and his mother often gazed at him without venturing
to address him. In his calmer moments, Octave's eyes seemed to be
dreaming of an absent happiness; you would have called him a tender
heart kept at a great distance from the sole object of its affections. Octave
was sincere in his answers to the questions with which his mother plied
him, and yet she could not solve the mystery of that profound and often
agitated distraction. From his fifteenth year, Octave had been like this,
and Madame de Malivert had never thought seriously of any secretpas-
sion. Was not Octave master of himself and of his fortune?

She constantly observed that the realities of life, so far from being a
source of emotion to her son, had no other effect than to make him lose
patience, as though they came to distract him and to tear him in an ag-
gravating fashion from his beloved musings. Apart from the misfortune
of this manner of life which seemedto alienate him from his whole en-
vironment, Madame de Malivert could not fail to recognisein Octave a
strong and upright mind, spirited and honourable. But this mind knew
very well the justice of its claim to independence and liberty, and his
noble qualities formed a strange alliance with a profundity of dissimula-
tion incredible in a boy of his age. This cruel reality destroyed in an
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instant all the dreams of happiness which had brought calm to Madame
de Malivert's imagination.

Nothing was more irritating to her son, one might say, more odious,
for he was incapable of loving or hating by halves, than the society of his
uncle the Commander, and yet every one in the household believed that
he liked nothing better than to be M. de Soubirane's adversary at chess,
or to saunterwith him on the boulevard. This was a favourite expression
with the Commander, who for all his sixty years had still quite as many
pretensions asin 1789;only the fatuity of argument and profundity had
taken the place of the affectations of youth, which have at least the ex-
cuse of charm and gaiety. This instance of so ready a dissimulation
frightened Madame de Malivert. "I have questioned my son as to the
pleasure he finds in his uncle's company, and he has told me the truth;
but," she said to herself, "who knows whether some strange design may
not be lurking in that singular heart? And if | never put any questions to
him about the matter, it will never occur to him to speakto me of it. | am
a simple woman," Madame de Malivert told herself, "my vision extends
only to a few trivial duties within my range. How could | ever dare to
think myself capable of giving advice to so strong and singular a
creature?| have no friend to consult, endowed with a sufficiently superi-
or judgment; besides, how can | betray Octave's confidence; have | not
promised him absolute secrecy?"

When these melancholy reflexions had disturbed her until daybreak,
Madame de Malivert concluded, as was her custom, that she ought to
employ such influence as she had over her son to make him go fre-
guently to visit Madame la Marquise de Bonnivet. This was her intimate
friend and cousin, a woman of the highest position, in whose drawing-
room were constantly to be found all the most distinguished elements of
society. "My business,"Madame de Malivert told herself, "is to pay court
to the persons of merit whom | meet at Madame de Bonnivet's, and so
find out what they think of Octave." People went to this house to seek
the pleasure of being numbered among Madame de Bonnivet's friends,
and the support of her husband, a practised courtier burdened with
years and honours, and almost as much prized by his master as was that
delightful Admiral de Bonnivet, his ancestor,who made Franeois | do so
many foolish things and punished himself for them so nobly. 2

2 At the battle of Pavia, towards nightfall, seeing that all was lost, the Admiral cried:
"Never shall it be said that | survived such a disaster"; and charging with raised visor
into the midst of the enemy, had the consolation of killing a number of them before
he himself fell pierced by many wounds (February 24, 1525).

13



Chapter 2

Melancholy mark'd him for her own, whose ambitious heart overrates
the happiness he cannot enjoy
MARLOW. 3

The following morning, at eight o'clock, a great upheaval occurred in
the household of Madame de Malivert. All the bells pealed at once.
Presently the old Marquis paid avisit to his wife, who was still in bed; he
himself had wasted no time in dressing. He came and embraced her with
tearsin his eyes,"My dear," he said to her, "we shall seeour grandchil-
dren before we die,” and the good old man wept copious tears. "God
knows," he added, "that it is not the thought of ceasingto be a beggar
that makes me like thisE . The Bill of Indemnity is certain to pass, and
you are to have two millions." At this moment Octave, for whom the
Marquis had sent, knocked at the door; his father rose and flung himself
into his arms. Octave saw tears which he perhaps misinterpreted, for an
almost imperceptible flush appeared on his pale cheeks."Draw back the
curtains; give me daylight!" said his mother in a tone of vivacity. "Come
here, look at me," she added, in the sametone, and, without replying to
her husband, examined the imperceptible flush which was dyeing the
upper part of Octave's cheeks. She knew, from her conversations with
the doctors, that a circular patch of red on the cheeksis a symptom of
weak lungs; she trembled for her son's health and gave no more thought
to the two millions of the indemnity.

When Madame de Malivert was reassured,"Yes, my son," the Marquis
said at length, slightly out of patience with all this fuss, "l have just heard
for certain that the Bill of Indemnity is to be introduced, and we can
count upon 319 certain votes out of 420. Your mother has lost a fortune

3.The first of these lines is taken from the Epitaph in Gray's Elegy, in the notes to which
it is not shewn as an "Imitation.” The ascription of the whole passage to Marlow (si¢
is probably, therefore, one of Beyle's fantasies.NC. K. S. M.
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which | reckon at more than six millions, and whatever may be the sacri-
fices which the fear of the Jacobinsmay impose upon the King's justice,
we may safely count upon two millions. And sol am no longer a beggar,
that is to say, you are no longer a beggar, your fortune will once again be
in keeping with your birth, and I am now in a position to seek,instead of
begging a bride for you." "But, my dear," said Madame de Malivert, "take
carethat your hasteto believe this great news does not exposeyou to the
petty criticisms of our cousin Madame la Duchesse d'Ancre and her
friends. Shealready has all the millions that you promise us; don't count
your chickens before they are hatched." "For the last five and twenty
minutes," said the old Marquis, taking out his watch, "I have been cer-
tain, yes, you may say certain that the Bill of Indemnity will be passed.”
The Marquis must have beenright, for that evening, when the impass-
ive Octave appeared in Madame de Bonnivet's drawing-room, he found
a trace of eagerness in the welcome which he received on all sides.
There was also a trace of pride in his manner of responding to this
sudden interest; so at least the old Duchessed'Ancre remarked. Octave's
iImpression was one of aversion combined with scorn. He found himself
greeted more warmly, becausefthe prospecboftwo millions, in Parisian so-
ciety, and among the people with whom he had been on most intimate
terms. His ardent spirit, as just and almost as severe towards others as
towards himself, ended by extracting a profound melancholy from this
sad truth. It was not that Octave's pride stooped to resentment of the
people whom chancehad brought together in this drawing-room; he was
filled with pity for his own lot and for that of all mankind. "I am so little
loved, then," he said to himself, "that two millions alter all the feelings
that people had for me; instead of seeking to deserve their love, | ought
to have tried to enrich myself by some form of trade." As he made these
gloomy reflexions, Octave happened to be seatedupon a divan, facing a
little chair which was occupied by Armance de Zohi-loff, his cousin, and
by accident his eyes came to rest upon her. It occurred to him that she
had not uttered a word to him all that evening. Armance was a niece, in
reduced circumstances, of Mesdames de Bonnivet and de Malivert, of
about the same age as Octave, and asthesetwo young people were quite
indifferent to one another, they were in the habit of conversing with en-
tire frankness. For three-quarters of an hour Octave's heart had been
steeped in bitterness, an idea now struck him: "Armance pays me no
compliment, she alone of the people here is untouched by this increased
interest which | owe to money, she alone here has some nobility of soul.”
And he found some consolation merely in looking at Armance. "So here

15



at last is a creature worthy of respect,” he said to himself, and as the
evening advanced, he saw with a pleasure equal to the grief which at
first had flooded his heart that she continued to refrain from addressing
him.

Once only, when a provincial, a member of the Chamber of Deputies,
was paying Octave an ill-turned compliment with regard to the two mil-
lions which hewasgoing to vote him (these were the man's own words),
Octave caught a glance from Armance directed at himself. Her expres-
sion was one that it was impossible to misinterpret; so at least Octave's
judgment, more severethan could well be imagined, decided; this glance
was intended to study him, and (what gave him a perceptible feeling of
pleasure) seemed to expect to be obliged to despise him. The Deputy
who was preparing to vote millions received no quarter from Octave; the
young Vicomte's scorn was all too visible even to a provincial. "They are
all the same," said the Deputy from theNNNNDepartment to Com-
mander de Soubirane whom he joined a moment later. "Ah, you fine no-
blemen of the Court, if we could vote our own indemnities without
passing yours, you should not touch a penny, begad, until you had given
us guarantees. We have no wish now, asin the old days, to seeyou col-
onels at three and twenty and ourselves captains at forty. Of the 319 De-
puties who are on the right side, 212 of us belong to that provincial no-
bility which was sacrificed in the pastE ." The Commander, highly
flattered at hearing such a complaint addressed to himself, began to
make excusesfor the people of quality. This conversation, which M. de
Soubirane in his self-importance called political, lasted for the rest of the
evening, and, notwithstanding the most piercing north wind, took place
in the bay of a window, the position prescribed for talking politics.

The Commander deserted his post for a minute only, after begging the
Deputy to excusehim and to wait for him there. "I must go and ask my
nephew what he has done with my carriage,” and he went and
whispered to Octave: "Talk, people are remarking on your silence; pride
Is the last thing you should shew at this change of fortune. Remember
that these two millions are a restitution and nothing more. Keep your
pride till the King gives you a Blue Riband." And the Commander re-
turned to his window, running like a boy, and muttering to himself: "Ah!
At half-past eleven, the carriage."

Octave beganto talk, and if he did not arrive at the easeand sprightli-
ness which make for complete success,his astonishing good looks and
the intense earnestnessof his manner made a number of the women
present attach an uncommon value to what he said to them. It is true that
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the noble simplicity with which he uttered his words spoiled the effect of
several piquant sallies;it was only after a moment or two that his hearers
felt surprise. His proud nature never allowed him to utter in an emphatic
tone what he thought effective. His was one of those minds which their
natural pride placesin the position of a girl who appears without rouge
in a drawing-room where the use of rouge is general; for the first few
minutes her pallor makes her appear sad. If Octave met with success,it
was becausethe place of the nimble wit and excitement which he often
lacked was filled that evening by a sentiment of the bitterest irony.

This semblance of malice led the women of a certain age to pardon
him the simplicity of his manners, and the fools whom he frightened
made haste to applaud him. Octave, delicately expressing all the con-
tempt that was devouring him, was tasting the only happiness that soci-
ety could give him, when the Duchesse d'Ancre came up to the divan
upon which he was seatedand said, not to him but for his benefit, and in
the lowest of tones, to her dearest friend Madame de la Ronze: "Look at
that little fool Armance, she has actually taken it into her head to be jeal-
ous of the fortune that hasfallen from the clouds at M. de Malivert's feet.
Lord! How ill envy becomes a woman!" Her friend guessed the
Duchesse'smeaning, and caught the fixed stare of Octave who, while ap-
pearing to see nothing but the venerable face of the Bishop
of N\NNNwho  was talking to him at the moment, had heard all. In less
than three minutes, Mademoiselle de Zohiloff's silence was explained,
and she herself proved guilty, in Octave's mind, of all the basefeelings of
which she had beenaccused."Great God," he said to himself, "there is no
exception, then, to the basenessof feeling of all this set! And what
grounds have | for supposing that other setsare in any way different? If
people dare to flaunt such a worship of money in one of the most
exclusive drawing-rooms in France, among people, none of whom can
open the History of France without coming upon a hero of his own
name, what can it be like among the wretched merchants, who are
millionaires to-day, but whose fathers only yesterday were behind the
counter? God, how vile men are!"

Octave fled from Madame de Bonnivet's drawing-room; the fashion-
able world filled him with horror. He left the family carriage for his
uncle the Commander and returned home on foot. It was raining in tor-
rents; the rain delighted him. Soon he had ceasedto notice the regular
tempest that was meanwhile flooding Paris. "The one resource against
this general degradation," he thought, “would be to find a noble soul, not
yet debased by the sham wisdom of the Duchesse d'Ancre and all her
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kind, to cling to her forever, to seeno one but her, to live with her and
solely for her and for her happiness. | should love her passionatelyE . |
shouldlovehert Wretch that | am!" At this moment a carriage turning at a
gallop from the Rue de Poitiers into the Rue de Bourbon almost ran over
Octave. The back wheel struck him violently in the chest and tore his
waistcoat: he stood rooted to the ground; the vision of death had cooled
his blood.

"God! Why was | not crushed out of existence?"he said, looking up to
heaven. Nor did the rain that was falling in torrents make him bow his
head; this cold rain did him good. It was only some minutes later that he
proceeded on his way. He ran upstairs to his own room, changed his
clothes, and inquired whether his mother were visible. But asshedid not
expect him she had gone early to bed. Left to his own company, he
found everything tedious, even the sombre Alfieri, one of whose tra-
gedies he attempted to read. For a long time he paced the floor of his
vast and low apartment. Finally, "Why not make an end of it all?" he
asked himself; "why this obstinate resistanceto the fate that is crushing
me? It is all very well my forming what are apparently the most reason-
able plans of conduct, my life is nothing but a successionof griefs and
bitter feelings. This month is no better than the last; this year is no better
than last year. Why this obstinate determination to go on living? Can | be
wanting in firmness? What is death?" he asked himself, opening his case
of pistols and examining them. "A very small matter, when all is said;
only afool would be concerned about it. My mother, my poor mother, is
dying of consumption; a little time, and | must follow her. | may even
precede her if life is too bitter a grief for me. Were it possible to ask such
a favour, she would grant itE . The Commander, my father himself do
not care for me; they value the name | bear; they cherish in me an excuse
for ambition. It is a very minor duty that binds me to themE ." This
word duty came like a thunderbolt to Octave. "A minor duty!" he cried,
coming to a halt, "a duty of little importance! E Is it of little importance,
if it is the only duty | have left? If | do not overcome the difficulties that
chance presents to me here and now, what right have | to assumethat |
am certain of conquering all those that it may one day present to me?
What! | have the pride to imagine myself superior to every danger, to
every sort of evil that may attack a man, and yet | beg the grief that
presentsitself to choosea form that will suit me, that is to say, to dimin-
ish its force by half. What pettiness! And | thought myself so strong! |
was nothing but a presumptuous fool."
>
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From seeingthings in this new light to making a vow to overcome the
grief of living took only a moment. Soonthe disgust which Octave felt at
everything became less violent, and he felt himself to be not such a
wretched creature. His heart, weighed down and disorganised to some
extent by so prolonged an absenceof all happiness, regained a little life
and courage with the happiness of self-esteem. Ideas of another sort
presented themselves. The lowness of the ceiling of his room displeased
him intensely; he felt envious of the magnificent saloon of the H™telde
Bonnivet. "It is at leasttwenty feet high," he said to himself, "how freely |
should breathe in it! Ah!" he exclaimed with the glad surprise of a child,
"there is a use for these millions. | shall have a magnificent saloon like
the one in the H™telde Bonnivet; and only | shall set foot in it. Once a
month, at the most, yes, on the first day of the month, a servant to dust it,
but in my presence;he must not try to read my thoughts from my selec-
tion of books, nor to pry into what | write down for my soul's guidance
in its moments of follyE . | shall carry the key always on my watch-
chain, a tiny, invisible key of steel, smaller than the key of a portfolio. |
shall choosefor my saloon three mirrors, eachsevenfeet high. | have al-
ways liked that sombre and splendid form of decoration. What is the size
of the largest mirrors they make at Saint-Gobain?"And the man who, for
the last three-quarters of an hour, had been thinking of ending his life,
sprang at once upon a chair to look on his shelvesfor the price-list of the
Saint-Gobain mirrors. He spent an hour in writing out an estimate of the
cost of his saloon. He felt that he was behaving like a child; but went on
writing all the more rapidly and seriously. This task performed, and the
estimate checked, which brought up to 57,350francs the cost of raising
the ceiling of his bedroom and installing a saloon in its place. "If this be
not counting one's chickens," he said to himself with a laugh, "I should
like to know what isE . Oh, well! | am a miserable wretch!" he went on,
striding up and down the room. "Yes,| am a miserable wretch; but | will
be stronger than my misery. | shall measure my strength against it, and |
shall be the master. Brutus sacrificed his children; that was the difficulty
that faced him; asfor me, | shall continue to live." He wrote down on a
little tablet concealedin the secretdrawer of his desk: "December I4th,
182N. Pleasingeffectof two m.NIncreaseof friendliness.NEnvyon the part of
Ar.NTo make an end.NI will be the master.NSaint-Gobain mirrots

This bitter reflexion was written down in Greek characters. Next he
picked out on his piano a whole act of Don Giovanni and those sombre
chords of Mozart restored peace to his soul.
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Chapter

As the most forward bud Is eaten by the canker ere it blow, Even so by
love the young and tender wit Is turned to follyE E .. So eating love
Inhabits in the finest wits of all

THE TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA, Act I.

It was not only at night and when alone that Octave was seized by
thesefits of despair. An extreme violence, an extraordinary spitefulness,
marked all his actions at such times, and doubtless, had he beenmerely a
poor law student without family or friends, he would have been locked
up as a madman. But in that rank of society he would have had no op-
portunity of acquiring that elegance of manners which, adding a final
polish to so singular a character, made him a being apart, even in court
circles. Octave was indebted to some extent for this extreme distinction
to the expression of his features; it was strong and gentle, and not strong
and hard, as we seein the majority of men who are conscious of their
good looks. He was naturally endowed with the difficult art of commu-
nicating his thoughts, whatever they might be, without ever giving of-
fence, or rather without ever giving unnecessary offence, and thanks to
this perfect restraint in the ordinary relations of life, the idea of his being
mad never suggested itself.

It was lessthan a year since, seeingthat a young footman, alarmed by
the expression on his face, appeared to bar his way, one evening as he
came running out of his mother's drawing-room, Octave in a fury had
cried: "Who are you to stand up to me! If you are strong, shew your
strength.” And so saying he had seized him round the body and flung
him out of the window. The footman landed upon a potted oleander in
the garden, without serious injury to himself. For the next two months
Octave appointed himself the man's body servant; in the end he gave
him far too much money, and every day devoted several hours to his
education. The whole family being anxious that this man should keep si-
lence, presents were given him, and he found himself the object of
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excessiveattentions which made him a nuisance who had to be sent back
to his home with a pension. The reader can now understand Madame de
Malivert's anxiety.

What had alarmed her most of all at the time of this unfortunate event
was that Octave's repentance, albeit extreme, had not begun until the fol-
lowing day. That night, as he returned home, some one having
happened to mention to him the danger the man had incurred: "He is
young," had been his comment, "why did he not defend himself? When
he tried to prevent me from passing, did | not tell him to defend him-
self?" Madame de Malivert thought she had discovered that these furi-
ous outbursts came over her son at the very moments in which he ap-
peared to have most completely forgotten those sombre musings which
she could always discern from his expression. It was, for instance,
halfway through the performance of a charade, when he had beenacting
merrily for an hour with several young men and five or six young per-
sonswith whom he was intimately acquainted, that he had fled from the
drawing-room and hurled the servant out of the window.

Somemonths before the evening of the two millions, Octave had made
almost as abrupt an exit from a ball that Madame de Bonnivet was giv-
ing. He had figured with remarkable grace in several country-dances
and valses. His mother was delighted with his success,and he himself
could not be unaware of it; a number of women for whom their beauty
had earned a great celebrity in society, came up and spoke to him with
the most flattering air. His hair, of the most beautiful gold, falling in
heavy curls over a brow that was really superb, had particularly im-
pressed the celebrated Madame de Claix. And in speaking of the fash-
ions followed by the young men of Naples, where she had just been, she
was paying him a marked compliment, when suddenly Octave's face
flushed a deep crimson, and he left the room at a pace the swiftness of
which he sought in vain to hide. His mother, in alarm, went after him
but did not find him. Shewaited in vain for him all night long; he ap-
peared only the next morning, and in a strange state; he had received
three sabre-cuts, which, to tell the truth, were not serious. The doctors
were of opinion that this monomania was entirely moral (to use their ex-
pression), and must be due not to any physical cause, but to the influ-
ence of some singular idea. There was no warning signal of M. le
Vicomte Octave's migraines as they were called. These outbursts had
been far more common during his first year at the Ecole Polytechnique,
and before he had thought of becoming a priest. His fellow-students,
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with whom he had frequent quarrels, thought him quite mad, and often
this conception of him saved him from bodily hurt.

Confined to his bed by the slight injuries of which we have spoken, he
had said to his mother, quite simply, as he said everything: "l was furi-
ous, | picked a quarrel with some soldiers who were staring at me and
laughing, | fought with them, and got no more than | deserve," after
which he had changed the subject. With Armance de Zohiloff, his cousin,
he had entered into greater detail. "I am subject to moments of misery
and fury which are not madness,"he said to her one evening, "but which
will make me be thought mad in society as | was at the Ecole Polytech-
nique. It is unfortunate, that is all; but what | cannot face is the fear of
finding myself suddenly burdened with some cause for everlasting re-
gret, as nearly happened at the time of poor Pierre's accident." "You
made a noble reparation for that, you gave him not only a pension but
your time, and if he had had the least spark of decent feeling in him you
would have made his fortune. What more could you do?" "Nothing, |
dare say, once the accident had happened, or | should be a monster not
to have done it. But that is not all, thesefits of despondency which every
one takes for madness, seem to make me a creature apart. | see the
poorest, the most limited, the most wretched, outwardly, of the young
men of my generation each blessedwith one or two lifelong friends who
share his joys and sorrows. In the evening | seethem go out and take the
air together, and they tell one another everything that interests them; |
and | only find myself isolated, without a friend in the world. | have not,
nor shall | ever have any one to whom | can freely confide what is in my
mind. What outlet should | have for my feelings if | had any of the sort
that wring the heart! Am | then fated to live always without friends, and
with barely an acquaintance! Am | an evil-doer?" he added, with a sigh.
"Certainly not, but you furnish the people who do not like you with pre-
texts," Armance said to him in the free, severe tone of friendship, and
trying to hide the all too real pity which his grief inspired in her. "For in-
stance,you who are so perfectly polite towards everybody, why did you
not shew yourself the day before yesterday at Madame de Claix's ball?"

"Becauseit was her foolish compliments at the ball six months ago that
put me to the shame of being worsted by two young peasants armed
with sabres."

“That is all very well," Mademoiselle de Zohiloff retorted; "but pray
observe that you always find reasonsto excuseyourself from going into
society. You must not go on to complain of the isolation in which you
live." "Ah, it is friends that | need, and not society. Is it among the
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drawing-rooms that | shall find a friend?" "Yes, since you did not suc-
ceedin finding one at the fcole Polytechnique." "You are right,” Octave
replied after along silence;"l seeyour point of view for the moment, and
to-morrow, when it is a question of acting, | shall actin a manner the op-
posite of that which seemsreasonable to me to-day, and entirely from
pride! Ah, if heaven had made me the son of a linen-draper, | should
have worked in the counting-house from the age of sixteen; instead of
which all my occupations have beenmere luxury; | should-be lessproud
and more happyE . Ah! how | detest myselflE "

These complaints, albeit apparently selfish, interested Armance;
Octave's eyes expressed such possibilities of love, and were at times so
tender!

She, without clearly explaining it to herself, felt that Octave was the
victim of that sort of unreasoning sensibility which makes men wretched
and worthy to be loved. A passionateimagination led him to exaggerate
the happiness which he could not enjoy. Had he received from heavena
dry, cold, reasoning heart, had he beenborn at Geneva;then, with all the
other advantageswhich he did possesshe might have been quite happy.
All that he lacked was an ordinary nature.

It was only in the company of his cousin that Octave ventured now
and again to express his thoughts aloud. We seenow why he had been
so painfully affected on discovering that this charming cousin's senti-
ments had changed with his change of fortune.

On the morning after the day on which Octave had longed for death,
he was awakened with a start at seven o'clock by his uncle the Com-
mander, who entered his room making as much noise as possible. The
man was never free from affectation. Octave's anger at this noise lasted
for barely a few seconds;a senseof duty recurred to him, and he greeted
M. de Soubirane in the light and pleasant tone which seemedbest suited
to his mood.

This vulgar soul who, before or after good birth, could think of noth-
ing in the world but money, explained at length to the noble Octave that
he must not go altogether out of his mind with joy when he passedfrom
an income of twenty-five thousand livres to the prospect of one hundred
thousand. This philosophical and almost Christian discourse ended with
the advice to speculate on 'Change as soon as he should have secured a
twentieth part of his two millions. The Marquis would not fail to place
part of this increased fortune at Octave's disposal; but he was on no ac-
count to operate on 'Change save by the Commander's advice; the latter
knew Madame la Comtesse deNNN, and they could speculate in the
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Funds with certainty. Theselast words made Octave start. "Yes, my boy,"
said the Commander, who mistook this movement for a sign of doubt,
"with certainty. | have rather neglected the Comtessesince her absurd be-
haviour with M. le Prince de SNNN; still, we are more or less related,
and | shall leave you now to go and find our friend in common, the Duc
deNNN, who will bring us together again."
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Chapter

Half a dupe, half duping, The first deceived perhaps by her deceit
And fair words, as all these philosophers. Philosophers they say?
Mark this, Diego, The devil can cite scripture for his purpose. Oh,
what a goodly outside falsehood hath!

MASSINGER.#

This fatuous invasion by the Commander almost plunged Octave back
in his misanthropy of overnight. His disgust with the rest of mankind
had risen to a climax when his servant appeared carrying a stout volume
very carefully wrapped in English tissue paper. The sealit bore had been
beautifully engraved, but the blazon itself was somewhat repellent:
sable,two bonesin saltire. Octave, whose taste was perfect, admired the
accuracy of outline of this pair of tibias and the perfection of the
engraver's skill. "It is the School of Pikler," he said to himself; "this must
be one of my cousin, the devout Madame de CNNN's follies." This sus-
picion proved unfounded when he saw inside the parcel a magnificent
copy of the Bible, bound by Thouvenin. "Devout Catholics do not give
one the Bible," said Octave as he opened the accompanying letter; but he
sought in vain for the signature; there was none, and he tossedthe letter
unread into the grate. A moment later, his servant, old Saint-Jacques,
entered the room with an air of cunning. "Who sent me this parcel?" said
Octave. "It is a mystery, they are trying to keep it secret from M. le
Vicomte; but it was simply old Perrin who left it with the porter and
made off like a pickpocket.” "And who is old Perrin?" "One of Madame la
Marquise de Bonnivet's servants whom she pretended to dismiss and
now usesfor secreterrands.” "Do you mean that people suspectMadame

4.This motto is printed in the French editions as prose. The last two lines are taken
from The Merchant of Venigéct I, Scene lll, where Antonio says: "Mark you this, Bas-
sanio, The devil," etc. The ascription to Massinger need not be taken too seriously.
Compare Scarlet and BlagikChapter XLVI.NC. K. S. M.
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de Bonnivet of a love-affair?" "Good heavens, no, Sir. The secreterrands
are for the new religion. It is a Bible, perhaps, that Madame la Marquise
has sent to Monsieur as a great secret. Monsieur perhaps recognized the
writing of Madame Rouvier, Madame la Marquise's confidential maid."
Octave looked in the grate and made the man give him back the letter
which had fallen behind the fire and was not burned. He saw with sur-
prise that the writer knew quite well that he read Helvetius, Bentham,
Bayle and other bad books. "The most spotlessvirtue would not be safe,"
he said to himself; "as soon as people form a sect,they stoop to the use of
intrigue and employ spies. It is evidently sincethe Bill of Indemnity was
introduced that | have become worthy that people should take an in-
terest in my salvation and the influence that | may one day wield."

Throughout that day, the conversation of the Marquis de Malivert, the
Commander and two or three trusted friends who were invited to dine
Was an almost incessantallusion, in distinctly bad taste,to Octave's mar-
riage and to his new position. Being still affected by the spiritual crisis
through which he had passed during the night, he was less frigid than
usual. His mother thought him paler, and he made it his duty, if not to
be gay, at least to appear to be occupying himself only with ideas that
gave rise to pleasing pictures; he sethimself to the task with so much en-
ergy that he succeededin taking in every one in the room. Nothing could
deter him, not even the Commander's pleasantries touching the prodi-
gious effect produced by two millions on the mind of a philosopher.
Octave took advantage of his feigned bewilderment to say that, were he
a Prince, he would not marry before he was twenty-six, this being the
age at which his father had married. "It is evident that the fellow is nour-
iIshing the secretambition of becoming a Bishop or a Cardinal,” said the
Commander as soon as Octave had left the room; "his birth and sound
doctrine will carry him to the Hat." This speech,which made Madame de
Malivert smile, causedthe Marquis great uneasiness."You may say what
you please," he replied to his wife's smile, "my son's only intimate rela-
tions are with churchmen or young scholars of the sameway of thinking,
and, athing that is quite unknown in my family, he shews a marked dis-
like for officers of his own age.""There is something strange about that
young man,"” M. de Soubirane went on. At this reflexion it was Madame
de Mal’vert's turn to sigh.

Octave, overcome by the boredom with which the obligation to talk
had filled him, left this group of old people and went at an early hour to
the Gymnase: he could not endure the wit of M. Scribe'samusing plays.
"Still," he told himself, "nothing else has had so genuine a successand to
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despise a thing without knowing it is an absurdity too common in our
society for me to acquire any credit by avoiding it." It was in vain that he
prolonged the experiment through two of the most charming sketches
given at the Theatre de Madame. The wittiest and most amusing lines
seemedto him to be tainted with vulgarity, and the handing over of the
key in the second act of Le Mariagede Raisondrove him from the theatre.
He entered a restaurant and, faithful to the mystery which enveloped all
his actions, called for candles and a plate of soup: when the soup was
put before him, he locked the door, read with interest two newspapers
which he had bought outside, burned them with the greatestcarein the
grate, paid his bill and left. He went home and changed his clothes, and
found himself almost eagerthat evening to put in an appearance at Ma-
dame de Bonnivet's. "How can | be certain," he wondered, "that that
wicked Duchessed'Ancre was not slandering Mademoiselle de Zohiloff?
My uncle is convinced that my head has beenturned by those two mil-
lions." This idea, which had been suggested to Octave by something of
no importance that he had read in one of his newspapers, restored his
happiness. He thought still of Armance, but as of his only friend, or
rather the only person who was almost a friend to him.

He was far from imagining himself to be in love, he had a horror of
that sentiment. He had sworn to himself athousand times in the last four
years that he would never love. This obligation to refrain from love was
the mainspring of his whole conduct and the chief occupation of his life.
This evening, his soul strengthened by virtue and misery, and become
merely virtue and strength, felt simply the fear of having too lightly con-
demned a friend

On reaching Madame de Bonnivet's drawing-room, Octave did not
once look at Armance; but throughout the evening his eyesdid not miss
a single one of her movements. He began, upon entering the room, by
paying marked attention to the Duchessed'Ancre; he spoke to her with a
deference so profound that the lady had the pleasure of supposing him
to be converted to the respectdue to her rank. "Now that he has the pro-
spect of becoming rich, this philosopher is one of us," she murmured to
Madame de la Ronze.

Octave wished to make certain of the extent of this woman's per-
versity; if he found that shewas really wicked, that would be to some ex-
tent an admission that Mademoiselle de Zohiloff was innocent. He ob-
served that the feeling of hatred alone retained some animation in the
withered heart of Madame d'Ancre; whereas, on the other hand, only
things that were generous and noble inspired her with revulsion. One
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would have said that she felt the need to be avenged on them. Ignoble
and base sentiments, but ignobility clothed in the most elegant expres-
sions, had alone the privilege of making the Duchesse's little eyes
sparkle.

Octave was thinking of how to free himself from the interest with
which shewas listening to him when he heard Madame de Bonnivet call
for her chessmen.Thesewere a little masterpiece of carved ivory which
M. I'AbbZ Dubois had brought from Canton. Octave seized the oppor-
tunity to leave Madame d'Ancre, and asked his cousin to entrust him
with the key of the desk in which her fear of her servants' clumsiness
made her keep these magnificent chessmen.Armance was no longer in
the room; she had gone out a few moments earlier with MZry de Tersan,
her bosom friend; had not Octave asked for the key of the desk, the ab-
senceof Mademoiselle de Zohiloff would have given rise to unfavour-
able comment, and on her return she might perhaps have had to endure
several hostile glances, perfectly restrained, but distinctly harsh.
Armance was penniless; she was only eighteen, and Madame de Bonniv-
et was thirty and more; she was still quite a beautiful woman, but
Armance, too, was beautiful.

The two friends had stopped by the chimneypiece of a large boudoir
that opened out of the drawing-room. Armance had wished to shew
MZry a portrait of Lord Byron a proof of which Mr. Phillips, the English
painter, had recently sentto her aunt. Octave could hear quite distinctly
as he passed along the passageby the door of the boudoir: "What can
you expect? He is like all the rest! A soul that | thought so noble over-
powered by the prospect of two millions!" The accentin which theseflat-
tering words, that | thought so noble were uttered, fell on Octave like a
bolt from the blue; he stood rooted to the ground. When he moved on,
his tread was so light that the sharpest ear could not have caught it. As
he passed again by the boudoir with the chessmenin his hand, he
stopped for a moment; immediately he blushed at his indiscretion and
returned to the drawing-room. The words which he had just overheard
were by no meansdecisive in aworld in which envy is capable of assum-
ing every imaginable form; but the accent of candour and honesty in
which they had been uttered echoed in his heart. That was not the tone
of envy.

Having handed the Chinese chessmento his cousin, Octave felt that he
needed time for reflexion; he took up a position in a corner of the room
behind a whist-table, and there his imagination repeated to him a score
of times the sound of the words he had just overheard. This profound
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and delicious meditation had long absorbed him, when the voice of
Armance cameto his ear. He had not yet thought what meansto employ
to regain his cousin's esteem;he was still lost in ecstaticenjoyment of the
bliss of having forfeited it. As he rejoined the group that surrounded Ma-
dame de Bonni-vet, and came away from the remote corner occupied by
the tranquil whist-players, Armance noticed the expression in his eyes;
they rested upon her with that sort of tenderness and weariness which,
after intense joys, makes the eyesseemalmost incapable of unduly rapid
movements.

Octave was not to find happiness a secondtime that evening; he could
not address a single word to Armance. "Nothing could be harder than to
justify myself," he said to himself while pretending to be listening to the
exhortations of the Duchesse d'Ancre who, being with him the last to
leave the drawing-room, insisted upon taking him home. The night was
cold and dry with a brilliant moon; on reaching home, Octave called for
his horse and rode for some miles along the new boulevard. On his re-
turn, about three o'clock in the morning, without knowing what he was
doing or why, he passed before the H™tel de Bonnivet,
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Chapter

Her glossy hoar was cluster'd o'er a brow Bright with intelligence, and
fair, and smooth; Her eyebrows' shape was like th' aerial bow, Her cheek
all purple with the beam of youth, Mounting, at times, to a transparent
glow, As if her veins ran lightning .

DON JUAN, I, 61.

"How am | to prove to Mademoiselle de Zohiloff, by deedsand not by
vain words, that the pleasure of seeing my father's fortune multiplied
fourfold has not absolutely turned my head?" The searchfor an answer
to this question was Octave's sole occupation during the next twenty-
four hours. For the first time in his life, he had lost his heart without
knowing it.

For many years past, he had always been conscious of his own senti-
ments, and had confined their attention to the objectsthat seemedto him
reasonable.Now, on the other hand, it was with all the impatience of a
boy of twenty that he waited for the hour at which he was to meet Ma-
demoiselle de Zohiloff. He had no longer the slightest doubt as to the
possibility of speaking to a person whom he saw twice almost every day;
he was embarrassed only over the selection of the words best fitted to
convince her. "For, really," he said, "I cannot within twenty-four hours
perform an action that will prove in a decisive manner that | am above
the pettiness of which in her heart of hearts she accusesme, and | must
be allowed to protest first of all in words." And indeed an abundance of
words presented themselves to him in turn; some seemedto him to be
over-emphatic; at other moments he was afraid of treating too lightly so
serious an imputation. He had not in the least decided what he ought to
say to Mademoiselle de Zohiloff when eleven struck, and he arrived
among the first visitors in the drawing-room of the H™telde Bonnivet.
But what was his astonishment when he discovered that Mademoiselle
de Zohiloff, who spoke to him several times in the course of the evening,
and apparently quite in her ordinary tone, deprived him nevertheless of
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any opportunity of saying a word to her which no one else might hear!
Octave was greatly vexed, the evening passed in a flash.

On the following day he was equally unfortunate; next day again, and
for many days after that, he was prevented from speaking to Armance.
Eachday he hoped to find an opportunity of saying the words that were
so essentialto his honour, and eachday, without there being the slightest
sign of affectation in Mademoiselle de Zohiloff's behaviour, he saw his
hope vanish. He was losing the friendship and esteemof the one person
who seemedto him worthy of his own, becausehe was suspectedof sen-
timents the opposite to those that he actually held. Nothing really could
have been more flattering, but at the same time nothing was more an-
noying. Octave was intensely preoccupied in what was happening to
him; it took him several days to grow accustomedto his new position of
disfavour with Armance. Quite unconsciously, he who had so loved si-
lence acquired the habit of talking volubly whenever Mademoiselle de
Zohiloff was within earshot. In truth, it mattered little to him though he
seemed odd or inconsequent. Whatever brilliant or eminent lady he
might be addressing, he spoke really to Mademoiselle de Zohiloff alone,
and for her benefit.

This real misfortune distracted Octave from his black misery, he forgot
his habit of seeking always to estimate the amount of happiness that he
was enjoying at the moment. He was losing his one friend; he saw him-
self refused an esteem which he was so certain that he deserved; but
these misfortunes, cruel asthey might be, did not go so far asto inspire
in him that profound distaste for life which he had felt a fortnight earlier.
He asked himself: "What man is there who has not been slandered? The
severity with which | am treated is an earnest of the eagernesswith
which the injury will be repaired when the truth shall at last be known."

Octave could see an obstacle that kept him from happiness, but he
could also seehappiness, or at least the end of his suffering and of a suf-
fering that completely absorbed his thoughts. His life had a new object,
he longed passionately to reconquer the esteem of Armance; it was no
easy undertaking. The girl had a strange nature. Born on the outskirts of
the Russian Empire near the Caucasianfrontier, at Se-bastopolwhere her
father was in command, Mademoiselle de Zohiloff concealedbeneath an
apparent meeknessa firm will, worthy of the rugged clime in which she
had spent her childhood. Her mother, who was closely related to Mes-
dames de Bonnivet and de Malivert, had when attached to the Court of
Louis XVIII at Mitau, married a Russian colonel. M. de Zohiloff came of
a family which for the last hundred years had obtained the highest
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preferments; but the father and grandfather of this officer, having had
the misfortune to attach themselvesto favourites who were shortly after-
wards banished to Siberia, had seen their fortune rapidly diminish.

Armance's mother died in 1811;shortly afterwards she lost General de
Zohiloff, her father, who was killed at the battle of Montmirail. Madame
de Bonnivet, on learning that she had a relative living alone and friend-
lessin a small town in the heart of Russia,with no fortune beyond an in-
come of one hundred louis, did not hesitate to invite her to France. She
spoke of her as a niece and reckoned upon marrying her by obtaining
some pension from the Court; Armance's maternal great-grandfather
had worn the Blue Riband. We see that, though barely eighteen, Ma-
demoiselle de Zohiloff had already had sufficient experience of misfor-
tune. This perhaps was why the minor events of life seemedto glide over
her, leaving her unmoved. Now and again it was not impossible to read
in her eyesthat she was capable of being deeply affected, but one could
see that nothing vulgar would succeed in touching her. This perfect
serenity, which it would have beenso gratifying to make her forget for a
moment, was combined in her with the subtlest intellect, and entitled her
to a consideration beyond her years.

Shewas indebted to this singular nature, and above all to the enchant-
ing gaze of a pair of large, deep blue eyes, for the friendship of all the
most eminent ladies in Madame de Bonnivet's circle; but Mademoiselle
de Zohiloff had also a number of enemies.In vain had her aunt tried to
force her out of her sheerincapacity to bestow her attention upon people
whom shedid not like. It was all too evident that in speaking to them she
was thinking of something else. There were, moreover, any number of
little tricks of speech and behaviour which Armance would not have
ventured to condemn in other women; possibly it never occurred to her
to forbid herself the use of them; but had she allowed herself that liberty,
for long afterwards she would have blushed whenever she thought of
them. In her childhood, her feelings with regard to childish trifles had
been so violent that she had strongly reproached herself for them. She
had formed the habit of criticising herself with referencenot to the effect
she produced on others but to her sentiments at the moment, the
memory of which next day might be the bane of her life.

People found something Asiatic in the features of this girl, asin her
gentlenessand a carelessnessavhich seemedto belie her age, so childish
was it. None of her actions gave any direct indication of an exaggerated
senseof what a woman owes to herself, and yet a certain graceful charm,
an enchanting reserve,was diffused round about her. Without seekingin
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any way to attract attention, and letting opportunities of successescape
her at every moment, the girl was interesting. One could see that
Armance did not allow herself a whole crowd of things which custom
has authorised and which are to be observed every day in the conduct of
the most distinguished women. In short, | have no doubt that, but for her
extreme gentleness and her youth, Mademoiselle de Zohiloff's enemies
would have accused her of being a prude.

Her education abroad, and her belated arrival in France, served as a
further excusefor whatever slight oddity the eye of malice might have
discovered in her manner of being impressed by events, and indeed in
her behaviour generally.

Octave spent his life among the enemies which this unusual nature
had created for Mademoiselle de Zohiloff; the marked favour which she
enjoyed with Madame de Bonnivet was a grievance which the friends of
that lady, so important a figure in society, could not forgive her. It was
above all things her unswerving honesty that alarmed them. As it is far
from easyto attack the actions of a young girl, they attacked her beauty.
Octave was the first to admit that his young cousin might easily have
been far better looking. She was remarkable for what | might perhaps
venture to call Russian beauty: this was a combination of features which,
while expressing to a marked degree a simplicity and piety no longer to
be found among over-civilised races,offered, one must confess,a singu-
lar blend of the purest Circassian beauty with certain German forms
somewhat prematurely developed. There was nothing common in the
outline of those features, so profoundly serious, but a little too full of ex-
pression, even in repose,to correspond exactly to the idea generally held
in France of the beauty becoming to a young girl.

It is a great advantage, with generous natures, to the people who are
accusedin their hearing, that those people's faults should be pointed out
first of all by the lips of an enemy. When the hatred of Madame de
Bonnivet's bosom friends deigned to stoop to open jealousy of the poor
little existence of Armance, they never ceasedto mock at the bad effect
produced by the too prominent brow and by features which, seenin full
face, were perhaps a little too strongly marked.

The only real grounds for attack which the expression of Armance's
countenance could offer to her enemies was a singular look which she
had at times when her mind was most detached. This fixed and pro-
found gaze was one of extreme attention; there was nothing in it, cer-
tainly, that could shock the most severe delicacy; it suggested neither
coquetry nor assurance;but no one could deny that it was singular, and,
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in that respect, out of place in a young person. Madame de Bonnivet's
flatterers, when they were sure of being noticed, would sometimes imit-
ate this look, in discussing Armance among themselves; but these vulgar
spirits robbed it of an element that they had never thought of noticing.
"It is with such eyes,"Madame de Mali-vert said to them one day, out of
patience with their malevolence, "that a pair of angels exiled among men
and obliged to disguise themselves in mortal form, would gaze at one
another in mutual recognition."

It will be admitted that with a character so steadfastin its beliefs and
so frank aswas that of Armance, it was no easy matter to justify oneself
against a grave charge by adroit hints. Octave would have required, to
be successful, a presence of mind and above all a degree of assurance
which were bevond his years.

Unconsciously Armance allowed him to see,by a casual utterance, that
she no longer looked upon him as an intimate friend; his heart was
wrung, he remained speechlessfor a quarter of an hour. He was far from
discovering in the form of Armance's speecha pretext for replying to it
in an effective manner and so recovering his rights. Now and again he
attempted to speak, but it was too late, and his reply was no longer ap-
propriate; still, it did shew that he was concerned. While seeking in vain
for a way of justifying himself in face of the accusation which Armance
brought against him in secret,Octave let it be seen,quite unconsciously,
how deeply it affected him; this was perhaps the most skilful method of
winning her forgiveness.

Now that the courseto be adopted with regard to the Bill of Indemnity
was no longer a secret,even from society as a whole, Octave, greatly to
his surprise, found that he had becomea sort of personage.He saw him-
self made an object of attention by serious people. He was treated in
guite a novel fashion, especially by very great ladies who might seein
him a possible match for their daughters. This mania of the mothers of
the period, to be constantly in pursuit of a son-in-law, shocked Octave to
a degree which it is difficult to express. The Duchesse deNNN, to
whom he had the honour to be distantly related, thought it necessaryto
apologise to him for not having kept him a place in a box which she had
engaged at the Gymnase for the following evening. "I know, my dear
cousin,"” she said to him, "how unfair you are to that charming theatre,
the only one that | find amusing." "I admit my error,"” said Octave, "the
dramatists are right, and their witty speechesare not tainted with vul-
garity; but the object of this retractation is by no meansto beg you for a
place. | admit that | am not made for society, nor for that kind of play
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which, evidently, is the most lifelike copy of it." This misanthropic tone,
iIn so handsome a young man, appeared highly ridiculous to the
Duchesse'stwo grand-daughters, who made fun of him for the rest of the
evening, but nevertheless on the following day treated Octave with per-
fect sim-plicity He observed this change and shrugged his shoulders.

Astounded by his successesand even more by their requiring so little
effort on his part, Octave, who was very strong on the theory of life, ex-
pected to have to meet the attacks of envy; "for unquestionably," he told
himself, "this Indemnity must procure me that pleasure also." He had not
long to wait; afew days later, he was informed that some young officers
of Madame de Bonnivet's circle were only too ready to mock at his
change of fortune. "What a misfortune for that poor Malivert," said one,
"these two millions falling on his head like a chimney-can! He won't be
able to become a priest now! It is hard!" "One fails to conceive," put in a
second, "that in this age when the nobility is so savagely attacked, a man
can dare to bear atitle and yet shrink from his baptism of blood." "Still,
that is the only virtue which the Jacobinparty hasnot yet thought of call-
ing hypocritical,” added a third.

Fired by these remarks, Octave began to go about more, appeared in
all the ballrooms, was very haughty and even, so far as it lay in his
power, impertinent to other young men; but this produced no effect.
Greatly to his astonishment (he was only twenty), he found that people
respected him all the more for this attitude. As a matter of fact, it was
generally decided that the Indemnity had absolutely turned his head; but
most of the women went on to say: "The only thing he lacked was that
proud, independent air!" It was the name which they were pleased to
give to what seemedto him insolence, which he would never have al-
lowed himself to display had he not beentold of the ill-natured remarks
that were being made about him. Octave enjoyed the surprising welcome
which he received in society and which went so well with that tendency
to hold himself aloof which was natural to him. His successpleased him
most of all on account of the happiness which he discerned in his
mother's eyes;it was in answer to repeated pressure from Madame de
Malivert that he had abandoned his beloved solitude. But the most usual
effect of the attentions of which he saw himself made the object was to
remind him of his disfavour with Mademoiselle de Zohiloff. This seemed
to increaseday by day. There were moments when this disfavour almost
bordered upon incivility, it was at all events the most decided aloofness,
and was all the more marked inasmuch as the new existence which
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Octave owed to the Indemnity was nowhere more evident than at the
H™tel de Bonnivet.

Now that he might one day find himself the host in an influential
drawing-room, the Marquise was absolutely determined to wean him
from that arid philosophy of utility . This was the name which she had
given for some months past to what is ordinarily called the philosophy
of the eighteenth century. "When will you throw on the fire," she said to
him, “the books of those gloomy writers which you alone, of all the
young men of your age and rank, still read?"

It was to a sort of German mysticism that Madame de Bonnivet hoped
to convert Octave. She deigned to examine him, to seewhether he pos-
sessedthe senseof religion. Octave reckoned this attempt at conversion
among the strangest of the things that had happened to him, since his
emerging from the solitary life. "Here is one of the follies," he thought,
"which no one could ever foresee."

Madame la Marquise de Bonnivet might be reckoned one of the most
remarkable women in societj'. Featuresof a perfect regularity, very large
eyes, with the most imposing gaze, a superb figure and manners that
were distinctly noble, a little too noble, perhaps, placed her in the highest
rank wherever she might be found. Rooms of a certain vastnesswere es-
pecially favourable to Madame de Bonnivet; for instance, on the day of
the opening of the final sessionof the Chambers, she had beenthe first to
be mentioned among the most brilliant women present. Octave saw with
pleasure the effect that would be created by her researchesinto his sense
of religion. This creature, who imagined himself to be so free from shames,
could not restrain a start of pleasure at the sight of a sham which the
world would shortly be placing to his credit.

Madame de Bonnivet's exalted virtue was beyond the reach of slander.
Her imagination was occupied exclusively with God and the Angels, or
at the lowest with certain intermediary beings between God and man,
who, according to the most modern German philosophers, hover a few
feet above our heads. It is from this elevated though not remote station
that they magnetiseour souls etc., etc. These visions, in a woman so
highly esteemed, were most distressing to His Grace the Archbishop.
“The reputation for wisdom which Madame de Bonnivet has enjoyed,
upon such good grounds, since her entry into society, and which all the
cunning innuendo of the Jesuitsin lay clothing has been powerless to as-
sail, sheis going to risk for my sake,"Octave told himself, and the pleas-
ure of attracting in a marked fashion the attention of so important a
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woman made him endure with patience the long explanations which she
deemed necessary to his conversion.

Presently, among his new acquaintance, Octave was marked down as
the inseparable companion of that Marquise de Bonnivet, so famous in a
certain section of society, and (or so she thought) creating a sensation at
Court when she deigned to appear there. Although the Marquise was a
very great lady in the height of the fashion, and moreover was still very
good looking, these advantages made no impression upon Octave; un-
fortunately he detected a trace of affectation in her manner, and whenev-
er he observed this defect anywhere, his natural instinct was only to de-
ride it. But this sage of twenty summers was far from penetrating the
true cause of the pleasure which he found in letting himself be conver-
ted. He, who so many times had taken vows against love, that one might
say that hatred of that passion was the main object of his life, went with
pleasure to the H™telde Bonnivet becauseinvariably that Armance who
despised him, who hated him perhaps, was stationed within afew feet of
her aunt. Octave was quite free from presumption; the principal flaw in
his character indeed that he exaggerated his own disadvan-e7 tages, but
if he did admire himself at all, it was in respect of his honesty and stout-
nessof heart. He had rid himself, without the least ostentation or weak-
ness, ofNa number of opinions, ridiculous but agreeable enough in
themselves, which are guiding principles to the majority of young men
of his class and age.

These victories which he could not conceal from himself, that for in-
stanceover his love of a military career,independent of any ambition for
military rank and promotion, these victories, | repeat, had inspired him
with great confidence in his own firmness. "It is from cowardice and not
from want of enlightenment that we do not read in our own hearts," he
was in the habit of saying, and with the help of this fine principle, he re-
lied alittle too much on his own perspicacity. A chanceword informing
him that one day he might be in love with Mademoiselle de Zohiloff
would have made him leave Paris immediately: but in his present posi-
tion such an idea never occurred to him. He esteemed Armance highly
and so to speak exclusively; he saw himself scorned by her, and he es-
teemed her precisely on account of her scorn. Was it not quite natural to
wish to regain her esteem?There was, underlying this, no suspicious de-
sire to attract the girl. What was calculated to prevent the very birth of
the slightest suspicion of love for her was that when Octave found him-
self among Mademoiselle de Zohiloff's enemieshe was the first to admit
her defects. But the state of uneasinessand hope, doomed to incessant
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disappointment, in which his cousin's silent treatment of him kept him
plunged prevented him from seeing that none of the faults with which
she was reproached in his hearing amounted to anything serious in his
mind.

One day, for instance, they were attacking Armance's predilection for
hair cut short and falling in thick curls round the head, as worn in Mo-
scow. "Mademoiselle de Zohiloff finds the fashion convenient,” said one
of the Marquise's flatterers; "she does not wish to sacrifice too much time
to her toilet." Octave's malicious spirit noticed with pleasure the success
which this argument achieved among society women. They let it be un-
derstood that Armance did right to sacrifice everything to the duties
which her devotion to her aunt imposed upon her; and their eyes
seemedto be saying: "to sacrifice everything to her duties as paid com-
panion." Octave's pride was far from thinking of replying to this insinu-
ation. While they in their malice enjoyed it, he yielded in silence and de-
light to alittle start of passionate admiration. He felt, without expressing
it to himself: "This woman who is attacked thus by all the rest is never-
thelessthe only one here who is worthy of my esteem!Sheis as poor as
these other women are rich; and she alone might be permitted to exag-
gerate the importance of money. And yet she despisesit, she who has
not a thousand crowns ayear; and it is solely and basely adored by these
women, all of whom are living in the greatest comfort."
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Chapter 6

Cromwell, | charge thee, fling away ambition; By that sin fell the
angels, how can man then, The image of his Maker, hope to win
by't?

KING HENRY VIII, Act IlI.

One evening, after the tables had been arranged and the great ladies
arrived for whom Madame de Bonnivet put herself out, she talked to

Octave with an unusual interest: "I do not understand your nature,"
she repeated for the hundredth time. "If you will swear to me," he
replied, "never to betray my secret,| will confide in you; and no one else
has ever known it." "What! Not even Madame de Malivert?" "My respect
for her forbids me to distress her." Madame de Bonnivet, in spite of all
the idealism of her faith, was by no means insensible of the charm of
knowing the great secret of one of the men who, in her eyes, came
nearestto perfection; besides,this secrethad never been confided to any
one.

Upon Octave's requesting an eternal discretion, Madame de Bonnivet
left the drawing-room and after a while returned, wearing upon the gold
chain of her watch a singular ornament: this was a sort of cross of iron
made at K™nigsberg;she held it in her left hand and said to Octave in a
low and solemn tone: "You ask me for eternal secrecy;in all circum-
stances,towards every one in the world. With no mental reservation or
Jesuitical pretermission, | declareto you by Jehovahyes, | will keep your
secret.”

"Very well, Madame," said Octave, amused by this little ceremony and
by the sacramental air of his noble cousin, "what often clouds my soul
with darkness, what | have never confided to any one, is this horrible
misfortune: | have no consciencd find in myself no trace of what you call
the intimate senseno instinctive revulsion from crime. If | abhor vice, it is
quite vulgarly by force of reasonand becausel find it harmful. And what
proves to me that there is absolutely nothing divine or instinctive in my
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nature, is that | can always recall all the elements of the reasoning by
dint of which | find vice to be horrible." "Ah, how | pity you, my dear
cousin! You distress me," said Madame de Bonnivet in a tone that re-
vealed the keenestpleasure; "yours is precisely what we call the rebellious
nature.”

At this moment, her interest in Octave was plain to the eyesof several
malicious watchers; for they were being watched. Her gestures shed all
their affectation and became passionate and genuine; her eyes darted a
mild flame asshelistened to this handsome young man; still more, when
she commiserated him. Madame de Bonnivet's good friends, who were
watching her from a distance, indulged in the most rash judgments,
whereas she was merely transported by the pleasure of having at last
found arebelliousnature Octave promised her a memorable victory if she
succeededin awakening in him conscienceand the intimate senseA cel-
ebrated Doctor of the last century, summoned to the bedside of a great
nobleman, his friend, after examining the symptoms of the disease,
slowly and in silence, exclaimed in a sudden transport of joy: "Ah! Mon-
sieur le Marquis, it is a diseasethat has been lost for centuries! Vitreous
phlegm! A superb disease, absolutely fatal. Ah! | have discovered it, |
have discovered it!'" Suchwas the joy of Madame de Bonnivet; it was in a
sense the joy of an artist.

Since she had been engaged in spreading the new Protestantism,
which is to take the place of Christianity, the latter being now a thing of
the past, and, as we know, on the point of undergoing its fourth meta-
morphosis, she had heard mention of rebellioushatures they form the sol-
itary objection to the system of German mysticism, founded upon the ex-
istence of the intimate consciousnessof good and evil. Shenow had the
good fortune to have discovered one; she alone in the world knew his
secret.And this rebelliousnature was perfect; for his moral conduct being
strictly honourable, no suspicion of personal interest could taint the pur-
ity of his diabolism.

| shall not repeat any of the sound reasonswhich Madame de Bonniv-
et advanced that evening to Octave to persuade him that he had an in-
timate senseThe reader has not, perhaps, the good fortune to be seated
within a few feet of a charming cousin who despises him with all her
heart and whose friendship he is burning to reconquer. This intimate
sense,as its name implies, cannot manifest itself by any outward sign;
but nothing could be simpler or easierto understand, said Madame de
Bonnivet; "you are a rebelliousnature"” etc., etc. "Do you not see,do you
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not feel, that, apart from space and time, there is nothing real here
below?"

Throughout the course of these sound arguments, a jov that was really
almost diabolical sparkled in the glance of the Vicomte de Malivert; and
Madame de Bonnivet, who for that matter was a most perspicacious wo-
man, exclaimed: "Ah, my dear Octave, rebellionis evident in your eyes.
It must be admitted that those great dark eyes, which as a rule shewed
such discouragement, and whose darting flames escaped through the
curls of the most beautiful golden hair in the world, were quite touching
at that moment. They had that charm better felt perhaps in France than
anywhere else:they revealed a soul which has been thought frozen for
years past and which all of a sudden becomesanimated, but for you, and
for you alone The electrical effect produced in Madame de Bonnivet by
this instant of perfect beauty and the natural tone full of feeling which it
imparted to her accentsmade her truly seductive. At that moment, she
would have gone to the scaffold to assure the triumph of her new reli-
gion; generosity and devotion shonein her eyes.What a triumph for the
malice that was watching her.

And thesetwo people, the most remarkable in the room, in which, all
unconsciously, they were providing a spectacle,had no thought of their
own pleasure; nothing was farther from their minds. This is what would
have seemed perfectly incredible to Madame la Duchesse d'Ancre and
her neighbours, the most refined women in France. Thus it is that mat-
ters of sentiment are judged in society.

Armance had remained perfectly consistent in her attitude towards
her cousin. Severalmonths had passedwithout her addressing a word to
him upon personal matters. Often she did not speakto him throughout
an evening, and Octave was beginning to note the days upon which she
had deigned to be aware of his presence.

Being careful not to appear disconcerted by Mademoiselle de
Zohiloff's hatred, Octave was no longer remarkable in society for his in-
vincible silence nor for the singular and perfectly noble air with which,
in the past, those fine eyesof his had seemedto shew their boredom. He
talked freely and without the leastregard for the absurdities into which
he might be led. In this way he became,unconsciously, one of the most
fashionable of the male visitors to the drawing-rooms which in a sense
were dependent upon Madame de Bonnivet's. He was indebted to the
perfect want of interest with which he approached everything for a real
superiority over his rivals; he arrived without pretensions among a
crowd of people who were devoured by them. His fame descending
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from the drawing-room of the illustrious Marquise de Bonnivet into so-
cial spheresin which that lady was envied, had placed him without the
least effort in a most agreeableposition. Without having asyet done any-
thing, he saw himself, from his first entry into society, classedas a being
apart. There was nothing about him, not even the disdainful silence with
which he was at once inspired by the presence of people whom he
thought incapable of understanding exalted feelings, that was not accep-
ted asa striking singularity. Mademoiselle de Zohiloff observed this suc-
cessand was amazed by it. In the last three months, Octave was no
longer the sameman. It was not surprising that his conversation, so bril-
liant to every one else,had a secretcharm for Armance; the sole object of
that conversation was to give her pleasure.

Towards midwinter, Armance thought that Octave was going to make
a brilliant marriage, and it was easy to estimate the social position to
which a few months had sufficed to raise the young Vicomte de Maliv-
ert. There appeared now and again in Madame de Bonnivet's drawing-
room a very great nobleman indeed who had all his life been on the
watch for things or people that were going to become the fashion. His
mania was to attach himself to these, and to this strange idea he was in-
debted for a considerable social success;a man of the commonest mould,
he had raised himself far above his level. This great nobleman, as servile
towards Ministers as any clerk, was on the best of terms with them, and
he had a grand-daughter, his sole heir, to whose husband he would be
able to convey the highest honours and the greatest benefits that it is in
the power of the Monarchy to bestow. All this winter he had appeared to
have his eye upon Octave, but no one as yet dreamed of the heights to
which the young Vicomte was to rise. M. le Duc deNNNNwas giving a
great stag-hunt in his forests in Normandy. To be admitted to these
parties was a distinction; and for the last thirty years he had not issued
an invitation for which skilful commentators could not divine a reason.

Suddenly, and without a word of warning, he wrote a charming note
to the Vicomte de Malivert, inviting him to come and hunt with him.

It was decided in Octave's family circle, perfectly acquainted with the
ways and character of the old Duc deNNN, that if his visit to the
Ch%oteawde Ranville should prove asuccessthey would one day seehim
a Duke and a Peerof France.He set off loaded with good advice by the
Commander and the rest of the household; he had the honour to seea
stag and four excellent hounds fling themselves into the Seine from a
rock one hundred feet high, and on the third day he was back in Paris.
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"You are evidently mad," Madame de Bonnivet said to him before
Armance. "Does the young lady displease you?" "l scarcely examined
her," he replied with great coolness,"she seemsto me quite pleasant; but
when the hour struck at which I-always come here | felt my soul
plunged in darkness."

The religious discussions waxed warmer than ever after this fine piece
of philosophy. Octave seemedto Madame de Bonnivet an astonishing
creature. At length, the instinct of the conventions, if | dare venture upon
such an expression, or certain intercepted smiles gave the fair Marquise
to understand that a drawing-room in which one hundred persons as-
semble every evening is not precisely the most appropriate place in the
world in which to investigaterebellion She told Octave one evening to
come to the house next day at noon, after breakfast. This was an invita-
tion for which Octave had long been waiting.

The day following was one of the most brilliant of the month of April.
The presenceof spring in the air was revealed by a delicious breeze and
gusts of warmth. Madame de Bonnivet decided to transport her theolo-
gical conferenceinto the garden. Shewas confident of finding in the al-
ways novelspectacleof nature some striking argument in support of one
of the fundamental ideas of her philosophy: "Whatis really beautiful must
always be true." The Marquise had indeed been talking extremely well
and for a considerable time, when a maid came in search of her to re-
mind her to pay her respectsto a foreign Princess. This was an engage-
ment which she had made a week earlier; but the interest of the new reli-
gion, of which it was hoped that Octave would one day be the Saint
Paul, had banished every other thought from her mind. As the Marquise
felt herself in the mood for discussion, she asked Octave to wait for her.
"Armance will keep you company,” she added.

As soon as Madame de Bonnivet had left them: "Do you know, cousin,
what my consciencéells me?" Octave went on at once without the least
timidity, for timidity is begotten of the love that knows itself and makes
pretensions; "It tells me that for the last three months you have beendes-
pising me as a vulgar fellow whose head has been absolutely turned by
the hope of an increaseof fortune. | have long sought to justify myself to
you, not by vain words but by actions. | can think of none that would be
decisive; |, too, can have recourse only to your intimate senseWell, this is
what has happened to me. While | am talking, look in my eyesand see
whether | am lying." And Octave began to relate to his young kinswo-
man, with great wealth of detail and with the most perfect simplicity, the
whole sequenceof sentiments and endeavours of which the reader has
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been informed. He did not forget the speechaddressed by Armance to
her friend MZry de Tersan, which he had overheard when going to fetch
the Chinese chessmen."Those words determined the course of my life;
from that moment | have thought of nothing but how to regain your es-
teem." This memory touched Armance deeply, and silent tears began to
trickle down her cheeks.

Shedid not onceinterrupt Octave;when he had finished speaking, she
still remained silent for a long time. "You think me guilty!" said Octave,
extremely touched by this silence. Shedid not answer. "I have forfeited
your esteem,"he cried, and the tears trembled on his eyelids. "Tell me of
any single action in the world by which | canreconquer the place | once
held in your heart, and in an instant it will be performed.”" These last
words, uttered with arestrained and deep-rooted energy, were too much
for Armance's courage to endure; it was no longer possible for her to pre-
tend, her tears overpowered her, and she wept openly. She was afraid
lest Octave might go on and say something that would increase her dis-
comfiture, and make her lose what little self-control she still retained.
Above all, shewas afraid to speak. Shemade hasteto offer him her hand,;
and making an effort to speak, and to speak only asa friend: "You have
all my esteem,"she told him. Shewas greatly relieved to seea maid ap-
proaching in the distance; the necessity of concealing her tears from the
girl furnished her with an excuse for leaving the garden.
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Chapter 7

But passion most dissembles, yet betrays Even by its darkness; as the
blackest sky Foretells the heaviest tempest, it displays Its workings
through the vainly guarded eye, And in whatever aspect it arrays It-
self,'tis still the same hypocrisy; Coldness or anger, even disdain or hate,
Are masks it often wears, and still too late.

DON JUAN, I, 73.

Octave remained motionless, his eyes brimming with tears, and not
knowing whether he ought to rejoice or to mourn. After solong a period
of waiting, he had at last been able to give battle, that battle for which he
had so longed; but had he lost or won it? "If it is lost," he told himself,
“there is nothing more for me in this direction. Armance thinks me so
reprehensible that she pretends to be satisfied with the first excusethat |
offer her, and does not deign to enter upon an explanation with a man so
little worthy of her friendship. What is the meaning of those brief words:
You haveall my esteerd Could anything be colder? Is that a complete re-
turn to our old intimacy? Is it a polite way of cutting short a disagreeable
explanation?" The departure, so abruptly, of Armance seemedto him to
be an especially evil omen.

While Octave, a prey to a profound astonishment, was seeking to re-
call exactly what had happened to him, trying to forecast the con-
sequences,and trembling lest, amid his efforts to reasonfairly, he should
suddenly arrive at some decisive revelation which would make an end
of all uncertainty by proving to him that his cousin found him unworthy
of her esteem,Armance was being racked by the most intense grief. Her
tears ehoked her; but they were tears of shame and no longer of
happiness.

She hastened to shut herself up in her own room. "Great God," she
said to herself in the intensity of her confusion, "what on earth will
Octave think after seeing me in this state? Has he understood my tears?
Alas! Can | doubt it? Since when has a simple admission of friendship
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made a girl of my age burst into tears?Oh, God! After such humiliation

how can| venture to face him again? The only thing wanting to complete
the horror of my situation was to have deserved his contempt. But,"
Armance said to herself, "it was something more than a simple admis-
sion; for three months | avoided speaking to him; it is a sort of reconcili-
ation between friends who have quarrelled, and people say that one
sheds tears at reconciliations of that sort;Nyes, but one does not run
away, one is not plunged in the most intense confusion.

“Instead of shutting myself up and crying in my bedroom, | ought to
be out in the garden and to go on talking to him, happy in the simple
happiness of friendship. Yes," Armance told herself, "I ought to go back
to the garden; perhaps Madame de Bonnivet has not yet returned." As
sherose, she looked at herself in the glassand saw that she was not in a
fit state to let herself be seen by a man. "Ah!" she cried, letting herself
sink down in despair upon achair, "I am apoor wretch who has forfeited
her honour, and in whose eyes?In Octave's." Her sobs and her despair
prevented her from thinking.

"What!" she said to herself, after an interval, "so peaceful, so happy
even, in spite of my fatal secret, half an hour ago, and now ruined!
Ruined for ever, without remedy! A man of such intelligence as his must
have seenthe whole extent of my weakness, and it is one of the weak-
nessesthat must be most offensive to his stern judgment.” Armance was
stifled by her tears. This violent state continued for some hours; it pro-
duced a slight touch of fever which won for Armance the permission not
to leave her room that evening.

The fever increased, presently an idea came to her: "I am only half
despicable, for after all 1 did not confessin so many words my fatal
secret. But after what has happened, | cannot answer for anything. |
must erect an eternal barrier between Octave and myself. | must enter re-
ligion, | shall choosethe order that allows most solitude, a convent situ-
ated among high mountains, with a picturesque view. There | shall never
hear his name spoken. This is the voice of duty," the unhappy Armance
told herself. From that moment the sacrifice was made. Shedid not say it
to herself, she felt (to expressit in detail would have beentantamount to
doubting it), she felt this truth: "From the moment when | perceived my
duty, not to follow it immediately, blindly, without argument, is to actin
a vulgar spirit, is to be unworthy of Octave. How often has he told me
that this is the secretsign by which one canrecognise a noble spirit! Ah! |
will submit to your decree,my noble friend, my dear Octave!" Her fever
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emboldened her to utter his name in a whisper, and she found happiness
in repeating it.

Presently Armance was picturing herself as a nun. There were mo-
ments in which she was astonished at the mundane ornaments which
decorated her little room. "That fine engraving of the Sistine Madonna
which Madame de Malivert gave me, | too must give it away," she said
to herself; "it was chosenby Octave, he preferred it to the Marriage of the
Madonna, Raphael'sfirst painting. Even then | remember that | argued
with him over the soundness of his choice, solely that | might have the
pleasure of hearing him defend it. Was | in love with him then without
knowing it? Have | always loved him? Ah! | must tear that dishonour-
able passion from my heart." And the unhappy Armance, trying to forget
her cousin, found his memory blended with all the events of her life,
even the most insignificant. Shewas alone, she had sent her maid away,
to be able to weep without constraint. Sherang the bell and had her en-
gravings carried into the next room. Soon the little room was stripped
bare and adorned only with its pretty wallpaper of alapis-lazuli blue. "Is
a nun allowed," she wondered, "to have a wallpaper in her cell?" She
pondered for long over this difficulty; her spirit needed to form an exact
idea of the state to which she would be reduced in her cell; her uncer-
tainty in this matter surpassedall other evils, for it was her imagination
that was engaged in portraving them. "No," she said to herself at length,
“papers cannot be allowed, they were not invented in the days of the
foundresses of the religious orders; these orders come from lItaly; Prince
Touboskin told us that a white wall, washed every year with lime, is the
only ornament of many beautiful monasteries. Ah!" she went on in her
delirium, "I ought perhaps to go and take the veil in Italy; | should make
my health an excuse.

"Oh, no. Let me at least not leave Octave's native land, let me at least
always hear his tongue spoken." At this moment MZry de Tersan entered
the room; the barenessof the walls caught her eye; sheturned pale asshe
approached her friend. Armance, exalted by her fever and by a certain
virtuous enthusiasm which was also another way of being in love with
Octave, sought to bind her by a confidence. "l wish to becomeanun,” she
said to MZry. "What! Has the serenessof a certain person's heart gone so
far as to wound your delicacy?" "Oh, Lord, no, | have no fault to find
with Madame de Bonnivet; sheis asfond of me asshe can be of a penni-
lessgirl who has no position in society. Indeed, sheis loving to me when
things vex her, and could not be kinder to any one than sheis to me. |
should be unjust, and be shewing a spirit worthy of my position, if |
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reproached her in the slightest degree." One of the final phrases of this
reply drew tears from MZry, who was rich and had the noble sentiments
that distinguish her illustrious family. Without conversing save by their
tears and the pressure of one another's hand, the friends spent a great
part of the evening together. Finally, Armance told MZry all her reasons
for retiring to a convent, with one exception: what was to become so-
cially of a penniless girl, who after all could not be given in marriage to a
small shopkeeper round the corner? What fate was in store for her? In a
convent one is bound only by the rule. If there are not those distractions
which we owe to the arts and to the intelligence of people in society, dis-
tractions which she enjoyed with Madame de Bonnivet, there is never
either the absolute necessity of attracting one person in particular, with

humiliation if one does not succeed.Armance would have died of shame
sooner than utter the name of Octave. "This is the climax of my misery,"
she thought, weeping and throwing herself into MZry's arms. "l cannot
ask advice even of the most devoted, the most virtuous friendship."

While Armance was weeping in her room, Octave, yielding to an im-
pulse which, for all his philosophy, he was far from explaining to him-
self, knowing that throughout the evening he would not seteyeson Ma-
demoiselle de Zohiloff, engagedin talk with the women whom asa rule
he neglected for the religious argument's of Madame de Bonnivet. For
many months now Octave had found himself pursued by advances
which were extremely polite and all the more irritating in consequence.
He had become misanthropical and soured; soured like Alceste, on the
subject of marriageable daughters. As soon as any one spoke to him of a
woman in society whom he did not know, his first remark was: "Has she
a daughter to marry?" Latterly, indeed, his prudence had taught him not
to be satisfied with an initial reply in the negative. "Madame So-and-So
has no daughter to marry,” he would say, "but are you sure there isn't
some niece or other?"

While Armance was being racked by delirium, Octave, who was seek-
ing distraction from the uncertainty in which the incident of the after-
noon had plunged him, not only talked to all the women who had nieces,
but even tackled several of those redoubtable mothers who have as
many as three daughters. Perhaps this display of courage had been
rendered easy to him by the sight of the little chair on which Armance
generally sat, near Madame de Bonnivet's armchair; it had just been
taken by one of the young ladies de Claix, whose fine German shoulders,
benefiting by the lowness of Armance's little seat, took the opportunity
to display all their freshness."What a difference!" thought or rather felt
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Octave; "how ashamed my cousin would be of what constitutes the tri-
umph of Mademoiselle de Claix! For her, it is no more than permissible
coquetry; it is not even a fault; of this, too, one can say: Noblessablige"
Octave setto work to pay court to Mademoiselle de Claix. It would have
required some personal motive for trying to understand him or greater
familiarity with the habitual simplicity of his expressionto detect all the
bitterness and scorn that underlay his pretended gaiety. His listeners
were kind enough to discover wit in what he said to them; to himself the
remarks that received most applause seemed quite commonplace and
sometimes even tainted with vulgarity.

As he had not once stopped to talk to Madame de Bonnivet during the
evening, when she passed by him she scolded him in a whisper, and
Octave apologised for his desertion of her in a speechwhich the Mar-
guise thought charming. Shewas highly pleased with the intelligence of
her future proselyte, and the self-possessedair which he assumed in
society.

Shesang his praises with the artless candour of innocence (if the word
candourdoes not blush to seeitself employed with referenceto a woman
who could adopt such charming posesin her bergereand whose eyes
were so picturesque when raised to heaven). It must be confessedthat at
times, when she gazed fixedly at a gilded ornament on the ceiling of her
drawing-room, she would actually say to herself: "There, in that empty
space,in that air, there is a Spirit who hears me, magnetisesmy soul and
imparts to it the singular and really quite spontaneous sentiments which
| expressat times with such eloquence." That evening, Madame de Bon-
nivet, highly pleasedwith Octave and with the thought of the position to
which her disciple might one day rise, said to Madame de Claix: "Indeed,
the only thing wanting to the young Vicomte was the assurancethat is
given by wealth. Even if | were not in love with that excellent Law of In-
demnity, becauseit is so fair to our poor emigres| should love it for the
new spirit it has given my cousin." Madame d'Ancre shot a glance at Ma-
dame de Claix and Madame la Comtessede la Ronze;and as Madame de
Bonnivet left these ladies, in order to greet a young Duchessewho was
entering the room: "It seemsto me to be all quite clear,"” she said to Ma-
dame de Claix. "All too clear,” the latter replied: "we shall be having a
scandal; only a little more friendliness on the part of the astounding
Octave, and our dear Marquise will be unable to resist the temptation to
take us altogether into her confidence."

“That is always the way," went on Madame d'Ancre, "that | have seen
these people of pronounced virtue end, who go in for laying down the
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law about religion. Ah! my dear Mai'quise, blessedis the woman who
just listens meekly to her parish priest and offers the holy bread!" "It is
certainly better than having Bibles bound by Thouvenin,” put in Ma-
dame de Claix. But all Octave's feigned friendliness had vanished in the
twinkling of an eye. He had just caught sight of MZry, who had come
down from Armance's bedroom becauseher mother had sentfor her car-
riage, and MZry's face was woebegone. Sheleft so hurriedly that Octave
had no opportunity of speaking to her. He himself left immediately after
her. It would have beenimpossible for him from that moment to address
a word to any one. The distressed air of Mademoiselle de Tersan told
him that something out of the common was happening; perhaps Ma-
demoiselle de Zohiloff was about to leave Paris to escapehim. What is
truly remarkable is that our philosopher had not the slightest idea that
he was genuinely in love with Armance. He had bound himself by the
strongest vows to resist that passion, and aswhat he lacked was penetra-
tion rather than character, he would probably have kept his vows.
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Chapter 8

What shall | do the while? where bide? how live? Or in my life
what comfort, when | am Dead to him?
CYMBELINE, Act .

Armance was far from being under any such illusion. It was now a
long time since to see Octave had become her one interest in life. When
an unexpected turn of fortune had altered her young kinsman's position
in society, how her heart had been torn by inward conflicts! What ex-
cuseshad she not invented for the sudden change that had become ap-
parent in Octave's behaviour! She asked herself incessantly: "Has he a
vulgar soul?"

When at length she had succeededin proving to herself that Octave
was capable of feeling other forms of happiness than those arising from
money and vanity, a fresh cause of distress seized her attention. "l
should be doubly scorned," she said to herself, "were any one to suspect
my feelings for him; I, the most penniless of all the girls who come to
Madame de Bon-nivet's drawing-room." This utter misery which
threatened her from every side, and which ought to have set her to cur-
ing herself of her passion, had no effect, but, by inducing in her a pro-
found melancholy, that of abandoning her more blindly than ever to the
sole pleasure that remained to her in the world, the pleasure of thinking
of Octave.

Every day she saw him for some hours, and the petty incidents of each
day affected her mental attitude towards her cousin; how could she pos-
sibly be cured? It was from fear of betraying herself and not from scorn
that she had taken such good care never to have any intimate conversa-
tion with him.

On the day following the explanation in the garden, Octave called
twice at the H™telde Bonnivet, but Armance did not appear. This strange
absence greatly increased his uneasiness as to the favourable or dis-
astrous effect of the step he had ventured to take. That evening, he read
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his sentencein his cousin's absenceand had not the heart to seekdistrac-
tion in the sound of vain words; he could not bring himself to speak to
any one.

Whenever the door of the drawing-room opened, he felt that he was
about to die of hope and fear combined; at length one o'clock struck, and
it was time to go. As he left the H™telde Bonnivet, the hall, the street-
front, the black marble lintel of the door, the crumbling wall of the
garden, all these things, common enough in themselves, seemedto him
to wear a new and special aspect, derived from Armance's anger. Their
familiar forms became precious to Octave, owing to the melancholy
which they inspired in him. Dare | say that they rapidly acquired in his
eyesa sort of tender nobility? He shuddered when next day he detected
a resemblancebetween the old wall of his father's garden, crowned with
a few yellow wall-flowers in blossom, and the enclosing wall of the
H™tel de Bonnivet.

On the third day after his venturing to speakto his cousin, he called
upon the Marquise, firmly convinced that he had beenfor ever relegated
to the category of mere acquaintance. What was his dismay on, catching
sight of Armance at the piano? Shegreeted him in a friendly fashion. He
thought her pale and greatly altered. And yetNand this astonished him
greatly and almost restored a glimpse of hopeNhe thought he could de-
tect in her eyes a certain trace of happiness.

The weather was perfect, and Madame de Bonnivet wished to take ad-
vantage of one of the most beautiful mornings of spring to make some
long excursion. "Will you be one of us, cousin?" she said to Octave. "Yes,
Madame, if it is not to be the Bois de Boulogne, nor the Bois de
Mousseaux." Octave knew that Armance disliked both places. "The
King's Garden, if we go by the boulevard; will that find favour in your
sight?" "It is more than a year since | was last there." "l have never seen
the baby elephant,” said Armance, jumping for joy, as shewent to put on
her hat. They set off gaily. Octave was almost beside himself;, Madame
de Bonnivet drove along the boulevard in an open carriage with her
good-looking Octave, This was how the men of their circle who saw
them spoke of them. Those whose livers were out of order gave utter-
anceto melancholy reflexions asto the frivolity of great ladies, who were
reverting to the ways of the Court of Louis XV. "In the serious events to-
wards which we are marching," thesepoor creatureswent on to say, "it is
a great mistake to let the Third Estate and the working classeshave the
advantage of regularity of morals and decent behaviour. The Jesuitsare
perfectly right to make a point of severity."
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Armance said that her aunt's bookseller had just sent three volumes
entitled History ofNN . "Do you recommend the book?" the Marquise
asked Octave. "It is so blatantly praised in the newspapers that | am dis-
trustful of it." "You will find it very well written, all the same," Octave
told her; "the author knows how to tell a story and he has not yet sold
himself to any party.” "But is it amusing?" said Armance. "Plaguily dull,"
replied Octave. The talk turned to historical certainty, then to monu-
ments. "Did you not tell me, the other day," said Madame de Bonnivet,
“that there is nothing certain except ancient monuments?" "Yes, for the
history of the Romans and Greeks, who were rich people and built
monuments; but the libraries contain thousands of manuscripts dealing
with the middle ages,and it is only from pure laziness on the part of our
so-called scholars that we do not make use of them." "But those
manuscripts are written in such vile Latin," Madame de Bonnivet went
on. "Barely intelligible perhaps to our scholars, but not so bad. You
would be highly pleased with the Letters of Heloise to Abelard." "Their
tomb used to be, | have heard, in the MusZe Franeais,"said
Armance,"what has become of it?" "It has been setup in Pere-Lachaise."”
“Let us go and look at it,” said Madame de Bonnivet, and a few minutes
later they arrived in that English garden, the only garden of real beauty
as a site that existsin Paris. They visited the tomb of Abelard, the obelisk
erectedto MassZna;they looked for the grave of LabZdoyere. Octave saw
the spot where rests the young BNNN, and made her an oblation of
tears.

Their conversation was serious, grave, but touching in its intensity.
Their true feelings came boldly to the surface. As a matter of fact, they
touched only upon subjectsthat were hardly likely to compromise them,
but the heavenly charm of candour was none the less keenly felt by the
party, when they saw advancing upon them a group the presiding deity
of which was the clever Comtessede GNNN. Shecameto the place in
search of inspiration, she informed Madame de Bonnivet.

At this speech, our friends could barely help smiling; never had the
commonness and affectation that underlay the words seemedto them so
shocking. Madame de GNNN, like all vulgar French people, exagger-
ated her impressions in order to create an effect, and the people whose
conversation she was interrupting modified their sentiments slightly
when they expressedthem, not from insincerity but from a sort of in-
stinctive modesty which is unknown among common people, however
intelligent they may be.
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After a few words of general conversation, as the path was extremely
narrow, Octave and Armance found themselves left in the rear.

"You were unwell the day before yesterday,” said Octave; "indeed,
your friend MZry's pallor, when she came down from your room, made
me afraid that you must be feeling very ill."

"I was not ill at all,” said Armance in atone the lightness of which was
a trifle marked, "and the interest which your old friendship takesin all
that concerns me, to speak like Madame de GNNN, makesit my duty
to tell you the causeof my little disturbance. ¥For some time past there
has been a question of my marriage; the day before yesterday, it was on
the point of being broken off, and that is why | was a little upset in the
garden. But | beg of you absolute secrecy,"said Armance in alarm asMa-
dame de Bonnivet began to move towards them. "l rely upon eternal
secrecy, even from your mother, and especially from my aunt." This
avowal greatly astonished Octave; Madame de Bonnivet having again
withdrawn: "Will you permit me to ask one question," he went on. "Is it
purely a marriage of convenience?"

Armance, to whose cheeksthe fresh air and exercise had brought the
most vivid colours, suddenly turned pale. When forming her heroic pro-
ject overnight, she had not foreseen this very simple question. Octave
saw that he had beenindiscreet, and was trying to think of some way of
turning the conversation with ajest, when Armance said to him, making
an effort to subdue her grief: "I hope that the person in question will de-
serve your friendship; he has all mine. But, if you please,let us not say
any more about this arrangement, which is still perhaps far from com-
plete." Shortly afterwards, they returned to the carriage, and Octave,
who could think of nothing more to say, asked to be set down at the
Gymnase.
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Chapter

Now, peace be here, Poor house, that keep'st thyself!
CYMBELINE, Act llI. °

On the evening before this, after aterrible day ofNwhich we can at the
most form a feeble idea by thinking of the state of a poor wretch wholly
devoid of courage who is preparing to undergo a surgical operation that
often proves fatal, an idea had occurred to Armance: "I am on suffi-
ciently intimate terms with Octave to tell him that an old friend of my
family is thinking of marrying me. If my tears betrayed me, this confes-
sion will re-establish me in his esteem. My approaching marriage and
the anxiety it must be causing me, will make him set my tears down to
some allusion atrifle too direct to the position in which | am placed. If he
takes any interest in me, alas! he will be cured of it, but at least| can still
be his friend; | shall not be banished to a convent and condemned never
to set eyes on him again, never once even, for the rest of my life."

Armance realised, during the days that followed, that Octave was
seeking to discover who the favoured suitor might be, "It will have to be
some one whom he knows," she said to herself with a sigh; "my painful
duty extendsto that also. It is only on those terms that | may still be per-
mitted to see him."

She thought of the Baron de Risset, who had been a leader in the
VendZe, a heroic character, who appeared not infrequently in Madame
de Bonnivet's drawing-room, but only to remain silent.

The very next evening, Armance spoke to the Baron of the Memoirsof
Madame de Rochejaquelein. She knew that he was jealous of their suc-
cess; he spoke of them very critically and at great length. "Is

5.Beyle ascribes this motto, which he quotes in French, to Burns, thinking possibly of
various phrases in the lines To a Field Housdn Henri Brulard he again quotes the pas-
sage, as fromCymbeling but gives the speech to Imogen instead of Belarius.NC. K. S.
M.
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Mademoiselle de Zohiloff in love with a nephew of the Baron," Octave
asked himself, "or can it be possible that the old General's gallant deeds
have made her forget his fifty-five years?"It was in vain that Octave
tried to draw the taciturn Baron, who was more silent and suspicious
than ever now that he saw himself made the object of these singular
attentions.

Some pieces of politeness unduly marked, addressed to Octave by a
mother of marriageable daughters, aroused his misanthropy and made
him say to his cousin, who was praising the young ladies in question,
that even although they had a more eloguent sponsor, he had, thank
God, forbidden himself all exclusive admiration until he should reach
the age of six and twenty. This unexpected utterance came like a bolt
from the blue to Armance; never in all her life had shefelt so happy. Ten
times perhaps since his change of fortune, Octave had spoken in her
hearing of the time at which he would think of marrying. From the sur-
prise which her cousin's words caused her, sherealised that she had for-
gotten all about it.

This moment of happiness was exquisite. Wholly absorbed the day be-
fore in the intense pain that is caused by a great sacrifice which must be
made to duty, Armance had entirely forgotten this admirable source of
comfort. It was forgetfulness of this sort which made her be accused of
want of intelligence by those people in society whom the emotions of
their hearts leave with the leisure to think of everything. As Octave was
just twenty, Armance might hope to be his best friend for six years still,
and to be so without remorse"And who knows," she said to herself, "but |
may have the good fortune to die before the end of those six years?"

A new mode of existencebegan for Octave. Authorised by the confid-
encewhich Armance placed in him, he ventured to consult her asto the
petty incidents of his life. AImost every evening he had the happiness of
being able to talk to her without being actually overheard by the people
near them. He observed with delight that his confidences, however trivi-
al they might be, were never burdensome. To give courage to her diffid-
ence, Armance too spoke to him of her troubles, and a very singular in-
timacy sprang up between them.

The most blissful love hasits storms; one may even say that it lives as
much by its terrors as by its felicities. Neither storms nor any uneasiness
ever disturbed the friendship of Armance and Octave. He felt that he
had no claim upon his cousin; there was nothing that he could have com-
plained of.
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Far from exaggerating the gravity of their relations, these delicate
natures had never uttered a word on the subject; the word friendship
even had never been spoken by either since the confession of her pro-
posed marriage, made by the tomb of Abelard. As, though they met con-
tinually, they were rarely able to conversewithout being overheard, they
had always in their brief moments of entire freedom so many things to
learn, so many facts to communicate rapidly to one another, that all vain
delicacy was banished from their speech.

It must be admitted that Octave would have had difficulty in finding
grounds for complaint. All the sentiments that the most exalted, the
tenderest, the purest love can bring to life in a woman's heart, Armance
felt for him. The hope of death, in which the whole prospect of that love
terminated, gave indeed to her speechsomething heavenly and resigned,
guite in keeping with Octave's character.

The tranquil and perfect happiness with which Armance's gentle affec-
tion filled him, was felt by him so keenly that he hoped to change his
own nature.

Since he had made peacewith his cousin, he had never again relapsed
into moments of despair, as when he regretted that he had not been
killed by the carriage which turned at a gallop into the Rue de Bourbon.
He said to his mother: "I am beginning to think that | shall no longer
have those fits of rage which made you fear for my reason."

Octave was happier, and becamemore intelligent. He was astonished
to notice in society many things which had never before struck him,
though they had long beenbefore his eyes.The world seemedto him less
hateful, and, above all, lessintent upon doing him harm. He told himself
that, except among the class of pious or plain women, everybody
thought far more about himself, and far less about doing harm to his
neighbour, than he had supposed at a time when he imagined a world
which he did not yet know.

He realised that an incessant frivolity makes any consecutive reason-
ing impossible; he discovered at last that this world, which, in his in-
sensatepride, he had believed to be arranged in a manner hostile to him-
self, was simply nothing more than ill arranged. "But," he said to
Armance, "such asit is, one must take it or leave it. One must either end
everything swiftly and without delay with afew drops of prussic acid, or
elsetake life gaily." In speaking thus, Octave was trying to convince him-
self far more than he was expressing a conviction. His heart was be-
guiled by the happiness that he owed to Armance.
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His confidences were not always free from peril for the girl. When
Octave's reflexions took on a sombre hue; when he was made wretched
by the prospect of isolation in time to come, Armance had the greatest
difficulty in concealing from him how wretched it would have made her
to imagine that she might ever for an instant in her life be parted from
him.

"When a man is without friends at my age,"” Octave said to her one
evening, "can he still hope to acquire Does one love according to plan?"
Armance, who felt that her tears were about to betray her, was obliged to
leave him abruptly. "I see,"”she said to him, "that my aunt wishes to
speak to me."

Octave, his face pressed to the window, continued by himself the
course of his sombre reflexions. "It does not do to scowl at the world,"” he
said to himself at length. "It is so spiteful that it would not deign to no-
tice that a young man, shut up under lock and key on a second floor in
the Rue Saint-Dominique, hatesit with passion. Alas! One creature alone
would notice that | was missing from my place, and her friendshipwould
be distressed"; and he began to gaze acrossthe room at Armance; she
was sitting on her little chair beside the Marquise, and seemedto him at
that moment ravishingly beautiful. All Octave's happiness, which he
imagined to be so solid and so well assured, depended nevertheless
upon the one little word friendshipwhich he had just uttered. It is diffi-
cult to escapefrom the prevailing disease of one's generation: Octave
imagined himself to be philosophical and profound.

Suddenly Mademoiselle de Zohiloff came towards him with an air of
uneasinessand almost of anger: "My aunt has just beentold," she said to
him, "a strange slander at your expense.A serious person, who has never
before shewn himself your enemy, came and told her that often at mid-
night, when you leave this house, you go and end the evening in strange
places which are nothing more than gambling rooms.

"And that is not all; in these places,in which the most degrading tone
prevails, you distinguish yourself by excessesvhich astonish their oldest
frequenters. Not only are you seensurrounded by women the mere sight
of whom is a scandal; but you talk, you hold the ball in their conversa-
tion. She went so far as to say that you shine in those places, and by
pleasantries, the bad taste of which passesall belief. The people who take
an interest in you, for there are such to be found even in those houses,
did you the honour at first to take your utterances for acquiredwit. 'The
Vicomte de Malivert is young,' they said to themselves; 'he must have
heard these pleasantries used at some vulgar gathering to stimulate
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attention and make pleasure sparkle in the eyesof afew coarsemen.' But
your friends have observed with pain that you take the trouble to invent
your most revolting speechesfor the occasion. In short, the incredible
scandal of your alleged conduct seemsto have earned you an unfortu-
nate celebrity among the young men of the worst tone that are to be
found in Paris.

“The person who slanders you," continued Armance, whom Octave's
obstinate silence was beginning somewhat to disconcert, "ended by giv-
ing details which only my aunt's astonishment prevented her from
contradicting."

Octave observed with delight that Armance's voice began to tremble
during this long speech."Everything that you have beentold is true," he
said to her at length, "but it shall never happen again. | will not appear
any more in those placesin which your friend ought never to have been
seen."

Armance's astonishment and distress were intense. For an instant she
felt a sentiment akin to contempt. But next day, when she saw Octave
again, her attitude towards what is fitting in the conduct of a young man
had quite altered. She found in her cousin's noble confession, and still
more in that simple promise made to herself, a reason for loving him all
the more. Armance thought that she was being sufficiently severe with
herself when she made a vow to leave Paris and never to see Octave
again, should he reappear in those houses that were so unworthy of him.

59



Chapter 1 O

O conoscenza-t non « senna il suo perchZ chZ il fedel prste ti chiamo: il
pie gran dei mali. Egli era tutto disturbato, e pero non dubi-tava ancora,
al pie al pie, dubitava di esser presto sul punto di dubitare. O cono-
scenzal! tu sei fatale a quelli, nei quali I'oprar segue da vicino il.credo
IL CARDINAL GERDIL.

Need it be said that Octave was faithful to his promise? He abandoned
the pleasures proscribed by Armance.

The need for action and the desire to acquire novel experiences had
driven him to frequent bad company, often lesstedious than good. Now
that he was happy, a sort of instinct led him to mix with men; he wished
to dominate them.

For the first time, Octave had caught a glimpse of the tedium of too
perfect manners and of the excessof cold politeness: bad tone allows a
man to talk about himself, in and out of season,and he feels lessisolated.
After punch had been served in those brilliant saloons at the end of the
Rue de Richelieu, which foreigners mistake for good company, one no
longer has the sensation: "l am alone in a wilderness of people." On the
contrary, he can imagine that he has a score of intimate friends, whose
names are unknown to him. May we venture to say, at the risk of com-
promising at one and the same time both our hero and ourself: Octave
thought with regret of several of his supper companions.

The part of his life that had elapsed before his intimacy with the inhab-
itants of the H™telde Bonnivet was beginning to strike him as foolish
and marred by misunderstanding. "It rained," he would sayto himself in
his original and vivid manner; "instead of taking an umbrella, | used
foolishly to lose my temper with the state of the sky, and in moments of
enthusiasm for what was beautiful and right, which were after all noth-
ing but fits of madness, | used to imagine that the rain was falling on
purpose to do me an ill turn."
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Charmed with the possibility of talking to Mademoiselle de Zohiloff of
the observations he had made, like a second Philibert, in certain highly
elegant ballrooms: "l found it alittle unexpected," he would say to her. "l
no longer find such pleasure in that preeminently good society, of which
| was once so fond. It seemsto me that beneath a cloak of clever talk it
proscribes all energy, all originality. If you are not a copy, people accuse
you of being ill-mannered. And besides, good society usurps its priv-
lleges. It had in the past the privilege of judging what was proper, but
now that it supposesitself to be attacked, it condemns not what is coarse
and disagreeablewithout compensation, but what it thinks harmful to its
interests."

Armance listened coldly to her cousin, and said to him finally: "From
what you think to-day, it is only a step to Jacobinism.""l should be in
despair,” Octave sharply retorted. "In despair at what? At knowing the
truth,” said Armance. "For obviously you would not let yourself be con-
verted by a doctrine that was marred by falsehood." Throughout the rest
of the evening, Octave could not help seeming lost in meditation.

Now that he saw society in a rather truer light, Octave was beginning
to suspectthat Madame de Bon-nivet, for all her supreme pretension of
never thinking about the world and of despising success,was the slave
of an ambition which made her long for an unbounded successin
society.

Certain calumnies uttered by the Marquise's enemies, which chance
had brought to his hearing, and which had seemedto him unspeakably
horrible a few months earlier, were now nothing more in his eyesthan
exaggerations, treacherous or in bad taste. "My fair cousin is not satis-
fied," he said to himself, "with illustrious birth, an immense fortune. The
splendid existencewhich her irreproachable conduct, her prudent mind,
her wise benevolence assure her is perhaps only a meansto her and not
an end.

"Madame de Bonnivet requires power. But sheis very particular asto
the nature of that power. The respectwhich one obtains from a great po-
sition in society, from a welcome at court, from all the advantages that
are to be enjoyed under a monarchy no longer means anything to her,
she has enjoyed it too long. When one is King, what more can one want?
To be God.

"Sheis satiated with the pleasure that comesfrom calculated respect,
she needs a respect from the heart. She requires the sensation which
Mahomet feels when he talks to Seede,and it seemsto me that | have
come very near to the honour of being Seide®
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"My fair cousin cannot fill her life with the sensibility that she lacks.
Sheneeds, not touching or sublime illusions, not the devotion and pas-
sion of one man alone, but to seeherself regarded as a Prophetessby a
crowd of initiates, and above all, if one of them rebels, to be able to crush
him immediately. She has too positive a nature to be content with illu-
sions; she requires the reality of power, and, if | continue to talk to her
with an open heart about various things, one day that absolute power
may be brought into action against me.

"It is inevitable that she must soon be besieged by anonymous letters;
people will reproach her with the frequency of my visits. The Duchesse
d'Ancre, irritated by my neglect of her own drawing-room, will perhaps
allow herself to make a direct charge. My position is not strong enough
to withstand this twofold danger. Very soon, while scrupulously main-
taining all the outward forms of the closestfriendship, and heaping re-
proaches on me for the infrequency of my visits, Madame de Bonnivet
would put me under the obligation to make them very infrequent
indeed.

"For instance, | give the impression of being half converted to this Ger-
man mysticism; she will ask me to make some public and utterly ridicu-
lous exhibition. If | submit to that, out of friendship for Armance, very
soon she will suggest to me something that is quite impossible."

6.A slave of Mahomet in Voltaire's tragedy.
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Chapter 1 1

Somewhat light as air. There's language in her eye, her cheek, her lip,
Nay, her foot speaks; her wanton spirits look out At every joint and
motive of her body. O! These encounterers, so glib of tongue, That give a
coasting welcome ere it comes.

TROILUS AND CRESSIDA, Act IV.”

There were few pleasant drawing-rooms pertaining to that section of
society which three times in the year pays its respects to the King in
which Octave was not warmly welcomed. He observed the celebrity of
Madame la Comtessed'Aumale. Shewas the most brilliant and perhaps
the cleverestcoquette of the day. An ill-humoured foreigner has said that
the women of high society in France have a clevernessakin to that of an
old Ambassador. It was a childish simplicity that shone in the manners
of Madame d'Aumale. The artlessness of her repartees and the wild
gaiety of her actions, always inspired by the circumstances of the mo-
ment, were the despair of her rivals. She had caprices of a marvellous
unexpectedness, and how is any one to imitate a caprice?

The natural and unexpected were by no means the most brilliant ele-
ment in Octave's behaviour. He was compact of mystery. Never any sign
of thoughtlessnessin him, unless occasionally in his conversations with
Armance. But he needed to be certain that he would not be interrupted
unexpectedly. No one could reproach him with falseness;he would have
scorned to tell alie, but he never went straight towards his goal. Octave
took into his service a footman who had come from Madame d'Aumale;
this man, an old soldier, was ambitious and cunning. Octave used to
make him ride with him on long excursions of seven or eight leagues
which he made through the forestsround Paris, and there were moments
of evident boredom in which the man was allowed to talk. It was barely

7.The first half-line, which is not in Troilus and Cressidds perhaps a reminiscence of
Othella "Trifles light as air."N C. K. S. M.
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a matter of weeks before Octave had the most definite information asto
Madame d'Aumale's conduct. This young woman, who had comprom-
ised herself deeply by an unbounded thoughtlessness,was really entitled
to all the esteem which certain people no longer gave her.

Octave calculated, pencil in hand, the amount of time and trouble
which Madame d'Aumale's society would require of him, and hoped,
without undue effort, to be able before long to passasa lover of this bril-
liant woman. He arranged matters so well that it was Madame de Bon-
nivet herself who, in the course of a party that she was giving at her
country house at Andilly, presented him to Madame d'Aumale, and the
manner of the presentation was picturesque and impressive for the
giddy young Comtesse.

With the object of enlivening a stroll that the party were taking, by
night, among the charming woods that crown the heightE of Andilly,
Octave suddenly appeared disguised as a magician, and was seenin a
glare of Bengal lights, cunningly concealed behind the trunks of forest
trees. Octave was looking his bestthat evening, and Madame de Bonniv-
et, quite unconsciously, spoke of him with a sort of exaltation. Lessthan
a month after this first encounter, people began to say that the Vicomte
had succeededM. de RNNNand all the rest of them in the post of in-
timate friend to Madame d'Aumale.

This most frivolous of women, of whom neither she herself nor any
one elsecould ever say what shewould be doing in a quarter of an hour,
had noticed that a drawing-room clock, when it struck twelve, senthome
the majority of the boresin the room, people of regular habits; and so en-
tertained from midnight until two o'clock. Octave was always the last to
leave Madame de Bonnivet's drawing-room, and would Kkill his horsesto
hasten his arrival at Madame d'Aumale’s, in the ChaussZed'Antin. There
he found a woman who thanked heaven for her exalted birth and her
fortune, solely becauseof the privilege they conferred on her, to do at
every minute of the day whatever she might be inspired to do by the
caprice of the moment.

In the country, at midnight, when every one went up to bed, did Ma-
dame d'Aumale remark, as she crossedthe hall, a fine night and a pleas-
ing moon, shewould take the arm of the young man who, that evening,
seemed to her to be the most amusing, and go roaming through the
woods. Should somefool offer to accompany her on her stroll, shewould
beg him without ceremony to chooseanother path; but next day, should
her companion overnight have proved boring, she did not speak to him
again. It must be confessed that in the presence of so lively an
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intelligence, employed in the service of so unbalanced a head, it was
very difficult not to seem a trifle dull.

This was what made Octave's fortune; the amusing element of his
nature was completely invisible to the people who before taking action
always think of a. model to be copied and of the conventions. No one, on
the other hand, could be more conscious of this than the prettiest woman
in Paris, always in pursuit of some novel idea which might enable her to
pass the evening in an exciting way. Octave accompanied Madame
d'Aumale everywhere, as for instance to the Italian theatre.

During the two or three final performances given by Madame Pasta,to
which the cult of fashion had brought the whole of Paris, he took the
trouble to converse aloud with the young Comtesse,and in such a way
asto spoil the whole of the show. Madame d'Aumale, amused by what
he was saying to her, was delighted by the simple air with which he dis-
played his impertinence.

Nothing could have seemedin worse taste to Octave; but he was be-
ginning to acquire a mastery of foolish conduct. The twofold attention
which, when he took some ridiculous liberty, he gave unconsciously to
the impertinence that he was committing and to the sober conduct for
which he substituted it, kindled a certain fire in his eyeswhich, amused
Madame d'Aumale. Octave took pleasure in hearing it said on all sides
that he was madly in love with the Comtesse,and in never saying any-
thing to this young and charming woman, with whom he spent all his
time, that in the remotest degree suggested love.

Madame de Malivert, astonished at her son's conduct, went now and
again to the drawing-rooms in which he was to be seenin the train of
Madame d'Aumale. One evening, as she left Madame de Bonnivet's, she
asked her to let her have Armance for the whole of the next day. "l have
a number of papers to arrange, and | need the eyes of my Armance."

On the following morning, at eleven o'clock, before luncheon, as had
been arranged, Madame de Malivert's carriage went to fetch Armance:
The ladies took luncheon by themselves. When Madame de Malivert's
maid was leaving them, "remember," her mistress told her, "that | am at
home to nobody, neither to Octave nor to M. de Malivert." She carried
her precautions so far as to bolt the door of her outer room herself.

When shewas comfortably settled in her bergere with Armance on her
little chair facing her: "My child," she said to her, "I am going to speakto
you of a matter which | have long ago decided. But unfortunately my
most firm desire is not enough to bring about a result which would be
the joy of my life. You have but a hundred louis ayear, that is all that my
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enemies can say against the passionate desire that | fee! to make you
marry my son." So saying, Madame de Malivert threw herself into
Armance's arms. This was the happiest moment in the poor girl's life;
tears of joy bathed her cheeks.
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Chapter 1 2

Estamas, linda Ignez, posta em socego De teus annos colhendo doce
fruto Naquelle engano da alma ledo e cego Que a fortuna; na™ deixa dur-
ar muito.

OS LUSIADAS, IIl.

"But, dear Mama," said Armance, after a long pause, and when they
were once more able to talk seriously, "Octave has never told me that he
was attached to me asit seemsto me that a husband ought to be to his
wife." "If | had not to rise from my chair to take you in front of a mirror,"
replied Madame de Malivert, "l should let you see how your eyes are
sparkling with joy at this moment, and should ask you to repeat to me
that you are not sure of Octave's heart. | am quite sure of it myself,
though | am only his mother. However, | am under no illusion asto the
faults that my son may have, and | do not ask for your answer before at
least a week has passed.” | cannot say whether it was to the Slavonic
blood that flowed in her veins, or to her early experience of misfortune
that Armance owed her faculty of perceiving in a flash all the con-
sequencesthat a sudden change in her life might involve. And whether
this new state of things were deciding her own fate or that of some one
to whom she was indifferent, she saw the outcome with the same clarity
of vision. This strength of character or of mind entitled her at onceto the
daily confidences and to the reprimands of Madame de Bonnivet.

The Marquise consulted her readily as to her own most private ar-
rangements; and at other times would say to her: "A mind like yours is
never becoming in a girl."

After the first moment of happiness and profound gratitude, Armance
decided that she ought not to say anything to Madame de Malivert of the
untrue statement she had made to Octave with regard to a proposal of
marriage. "Madame de Malivert has not consulted her son," she thought,
"or else he has concealed from her the obstacle in the way of his plan.”
This second possibility made Armance extremely sombre.
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She wished to believe that Octave felt no love for her; every day she
had need of this certainty to justify in her own eyesany number of atten-
tions which her tender affection allowed her to pay him, and yet this ter-
rible proof of her cousin's indifference, which cameto her thus suddenly,
crushed her heart under an enormous weight, and deprived her of the
power of speech.

With what sacrificeswould not Armance have paid at that moment for
the right to weep freely! "If my cousin surprises a tear in my eyes,"she
said to herself, "what decisive conclusion will she not feel herself entitled
to draw from it? For all | cantell, in her eagernessfor this marriage, she
may mention my tears to her son, as a proof of my responseto his sup-
posed affection." Madame de Malivert was not at all surprised at the air
of profound abstraction which dominated Armance at the end of this
day.

The ladies returned together to the H™telde Bonnivet, and although
Armance had not seteyeson her cousin all day, even his presence,when
she caught sight of him in the drawing-room, was powerless to wrest her
from her black melancholy. She could barely answer him; she had not
the strength to speak. Her preoccupation was plain to Octave, no less
than her indifference towards him; he said to her sadly: "To-day you
have not time to remember that | am your friend."

Armance's only answer was to gaze at him fixedly, and her eyes as-
sumed, unconsciously, that serious and profound expression which had
earned her such fine moral lectures from her aunt.

Thesewords from Octave pierced her to the heart. "So he knows noth-
ing of his mother's intervention, or rather he took no interest in it, and
wished only to be a friend." When, after seeingthe guestsdepart and re-
ceiving Madame de Bonnivet's confidences asto the state of all her vari-
ous plans, Armance was at length able to seek the solitude of her little
room, she found herself a prey to the most sombre grief. Never had she
felt sowretched; never had the act of living so hurt her. With what bitter-
ness did she reproach herself for the novels among whose pages she
sometimes allowed her imagination to stray! In those happy moments,
she ventured to say to herself: "If | had been born to a fortune, and
Octave could have chosenme ashis companion in life; according to what
| know of his character, he would have found greater happiness with me
than with any other woman in the world."

She was paying dearly now for these dangerous suppositions.
Armance's profound grief did not grow any less in the days that fol-
lowed; she could not abandon herself for a moment to meditation,
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without arriving at the most entire disgust with everything, and she had
the misfortune to feel her state keenly. The external obstaclesin the way
of a marriage to which, upon any assumption, she would never have
consented, seemedto be smoothed away; but Octave's heart alone was
not on her side.

Madame de Malivert, having seenthe dawn of her son's passion for
Armance, had been alarmed by his assiduous courtship of the brilliant
Comtessed'Aumale. But she had only had to seethem together to dis-
cern that this relation was a duty which her son's odd nature had im-
posed on him; Madame de Malivert knew quite well that if she ques-
tioned him on the subject, he would tell her the truth; but she had care-
fully abstained from asking even the most indirect questions. Her rights
did not seemto her to extend so far. Out of regard for what she thought
due to the dignity of her sex,she had wished to speak of this marriage to
Armance before opening the subject with her son, of whose passion she
was sure.

Having disclosed her plan to Mademoiselle de Zohiloff, Madame de
Malivert arranged her time sothat she spent hours on end in Madame de
Bonnivet's drawing-room. She thought she could see that something
strange was occurring between Armance and her son. Armance was
evidently very unhappy. "Can it be possible,”" Madame de Malivert asked
herself, "that Octave, who adores her and seesher incessantly, has never
told her that he is in love with her?"

The day upon which Mademoiselle de Zohiloff was to give her answer
had arrived. Early in the morning Madame de Malivert sent round her
carriage with alittle note in which sheinvited her to come and spend an
hour with her. Armance arrived with the face of a person who is recover-
ing from along illness; she would not have had the strength to come on
foot. As soon asshewas alone with Madame de Malivert, she said to her
in the gentlest of tones, beneathwhich could be seenthat firmness which
comes of despair: "My cousin has a strain of originality in his character;
his happiness requires, and perhaps mine also," she added, blushing
deeply, "that my darling Mama shall never speakto him of a plan which
her extreme interest in myself hasinspired in her." Madame de Malivert
affected to grant with great reluctance her consentto what was asked of
her. "I may die Soonerthan | think,” she said to Armance, "and then my
son will never win the only woman in the world who can mitigate the
despondency of his nature. | am sure that it is the thought of money that
has led to your decision," she said at other moments; "Octave, who has
always something to confide in you, cannot have been such a fool as not
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to confessto you athing of which | am certain, namely, that he loves you
with all the passion of which he is capable, which is saying a great deal,
my child. If certain moments of excitement, which become rarer every
year, may furnish grounds for sundry objections to the character of the
husband | offer you, you will have the comfort of being loved asfew wo-
men are loved to-day. In the stormy times that may come upon us, firm-
nessof characterin a man will mean a great probability of happiness for
his family.

"You yourself know, my Armance, that the external obstacles which
crush down common men are nothing to Octave. If his soul is at peace,
the whole world banded together against him would not give him a
guarter of an hour of unhappiness. Well, | am certain that the peace of
his soul hangs upon your consent. Judge for yourself of the ardour with
which | ought to plead for him; on you depends my son's happiness. For
four years | thought day and night of how to assureit, | could find no
way; at last he fell in love with you. As for myself, | shall be the victim of
your exaggerateddelicacy. You do not wish to incur the reproach of hav-
ing married a husband far richer than yourself, and | shall die with the
utmost anxiety as to Octave's future, and without having seenmy son
united to the woman whom, in my whole life, I have most highly
esteemed."

These assurancesof Octave's love were excruciating to Armance. Ma-
dame de Malivert remarked, underlying her young relative's answers, ir-
ritation and wounded pride. That evening, at Madame de Bonnivet's, she
observed that her son's presencedid not at all relieve Mademoisele de
Zohiloff of that sort of misery which springs from the fear of not having
shewn sufficient pride towards the person whom one loves, and of hav-
ing perhaps thus lowered herself in his esteem."Is a poor girl with no
family," Armance was saying to herself, "the person to be so forgetful?"

Madame de Malivert herself was extremely anxious. After many sleep-
less nights, she at length arrived at a curious idea, probable however in
view of her son's strange character, that really, just as Armance had said,
he had never uttered a word to her of his love.

"Is it possible," thought Madame de Malivert, "that Octave can be so
timid asthat? He is in love with his cousin; she is the one person in the
world who can ensure him against those fits of melancholy which have
made me tremble for him."

After careful reflexion, she decided upon her course; one day she said
to Armance in an indifferent tone: "l cannot think what you have done to
my son, to discourage him; but while he admits to me that he has the
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most profound attachment to you, the most entire esteem, and that to
win your hand would be in his eyesthe greatest of blessings, he adds
that you present an insuperable obstacleto his most cherished ambitions,
and that certainly he would not be indebted for you to the persecutions
to which we might subject you on his behalf."
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Chapter 1 3

Ay! que ya siento en mi cuidoso pecho Labrarme poco a poco un vivo
fuego Y desde alli con movimiento blando Ir par venas y huesos
penetrando

ARAUCANA, XXII.

The extreme happiness that shone in Armance's eyes consoled Ma-
dame de Malivert, who was beginning to feel some remorse at having in-
troduced a tiny falsehood into so serious a negotiation. "After all," she
said to herself, "what harm can there be in hastening the marriage of two
charming but rather proud children, who feel a passion for each other
such as we rarely seein this world? To preserve my son's reason, is not
that my paramount duty?"

The singular course which Madame de Malivert had decided to adopt
had delivered Armance from the most profound grief that she had ever
felt in her life. A little while since, she had longed for death; and now
thesewords, which she supposed to have beenuttered by Octave, placed
her on a pinnacle of happiness. Shewas quite determined never to accept
her cousin's hand; but this charming speechallowed her once again to
nope for many years of happiness. "l shall be able to love him in secret,"
she told herself, "during the six years that must pass before he marries;
and | shall be fully ashappy, and perhaps far happier than if | were his
partner. Is it not said that marriage is the grave of love; that there may be
agreeable marriages but never one that is really delightful? | should be
terrified of marrying my cousin; if | did not seethat he was the happiest
of men, | should myself be in the depths of despair. If, on the other hand,
we continue to live in our pure and holy friendship, none of the petty
concerns of life can ever reach the high level of our feelings to wound
them."

Armance weighed in her mind with all the calm of happiness the reas-
ons which she had given herself in the past for never accepting Octave's
hand. "I should be regarded in society as a paid companion who had
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seduced the son of the house. | can hear Madame la Duchesse d'Ancre
saying so, and indeed the most honourable women, such as the Mar-
guise de Seyssins,who looks on Octave as a husband for one of her
daughters.

“The loss of my reputation would be all the more rapid, from my hav-
ing lived in the companv of several of the most unimpeachable women
in Paris. They can say anything they like about me; their word will be be-
lieved. Heavens! Into what an abyss of shame they can hurl me! And
Octave might at any time withdraw his esteemfrom me; for | have no
means of defence. What drawing-room is there in which | could make
my voice heard? Where are my friends? And besides, after the evident
basenessof such an action, what justification would be possible? Even if
| had a family, a brother, afather, would they ever believe that, if Octave
was in my position and | extremely rich, | should be asdevoted to him as
| am at this moment?"

Armance had a reason for feeling keenly the kind of indelicacy which
money involves. Only a few days earlier, Octave had said to her, speak-
ing of a certain majority vote which had made a stir: "I hope, when |
have taken my place in public life, that | shall not allow myself to be
bought like those gentlemen. | can live upon five francs a day; and, un-
der an assumed name, it is open to me to earn twice that amount in any
part of the world, as a chemist employed in some factory."

Armance was so happy that she did not shrink from examining any
objection, however perilous it might be to discussit. "If Octave preferred
me to afortune and to the support which he is entitled to expectfrom the
family of a wife of his own rank, we might go and live somewhere in re-
tirement. Why not spend ten months of every year on that charming es-
tate Malivert, in DauphinZ, of which he often speaks?The world would
very soon forget us.NYes; but | myself, | should not forget that there was
a place on earth where | was despised, and despised by the noblest souls.

“To seelove perish in the heart of a husband whom she adores is the
greatest of all misfortunes for a young person born to wealth; well, that
terrible misfortune fould be as nothing to me. Even if he continued to
cherish me, every day would be poisoned by the fear that Octave might
come to think that | had chosenhim becauseof the difference in our for-
tunes. That idea will not cometo him spontaneously, | am sure; anonym-
ous letters, like those that are sentto Madame de Bonnivet, will bring it
to his notice. | shall tremble at every mail that he receives.No, whatever
happens, | must never accept Octave's hand; and the course that honour
prescribes is also the most certain to assure our happiness.”
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On the morrow of the day that made Armance so happy, Mesdames
de Malivert and de Bonnivet went to stay in the charming house that the
Marquise owned near Andilly. Madame de Malivert's doctors had re-
commended exerciseon horsebackand on foot; and on the morning after
her arrival she decided to try a pair of charming little ponies which she
had procured from Scotland for Armance and herself. Octave accompan-
led the ladies on their first ride. They had scarcely gone a quarter of a
league before he thought he noticed a slight increase of reserve in his
cousin's attitude towards himself, and especially a marked tendency to
gaiety.

This discovery gave him much food for thought; and what he ob-
served during the rest of the ride confirmed his suspicions. Armance was
no longer the sameto him. It was clear that she was going to be married;
he was going to lose the only friend that he had in the world. As he was
helping Armance to dismount, he found an opportunity to say to her,
without being overheard by Madame de Malivert: "I am sorely afraid
that my fair cousin is soon going to change her name; that event will de-
prive me of the only person in the world who has been kind enough to
shew me some friendship." "NEVER," said Armance, "will | ceaseto feel
for you the most devoted and most exclusive friendship." But while she
was rapidly uttering thesewords, there was such a look of happiness in
her eyes, that Octave, forewarned, saw in them the confirmation of all
his fears.

The good nature, the air almost of intimacy with which Armance
treated him during their ride on the following day, succeededin robbing
him of all peaceof mind: "l see,"he said to himself, "a decided changein
Mademoiselle de Zohiloff's manner; she was extremely agitated a few
days ago, now sheis extremely happy. | am ignorant of the causeof this
change; therefore it can only be to my disadvantage.

"Who was ever such a fool asto choosefor his intimate friend of a girl
of eighteen? Shemarries, and all is over. It is my cursed pride that makes
me prepared to die a thousand deaths rather than venture to say to a
man the things that | confide in Mademoiselle de Zohiloff.

"Work might offer some resource; but have | not abandoned every
reasonable occupation? To tell the truth, for the last six months, has not
the effort to make myself agreeablein the eyes of a stupid and selfish
world beenmy only task?" Soasto devote himself at any rate to this use-
ful form of boredom, every day, after his mother's outing, Octave left
Andilly and went to pay calls in Paris. He sought new habits to fill the
void that would be left in his life by this charming cousin when she
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withdrew from society to go with her husband; this idea put him in need
of violent exercise.

The more his heart was wrung by misery, the more he spoke and
sought to please; what he most feared, was finding himself left alone;
and, above all, the prospect of the future. He repeated incessantly to
himself: "It was childish of me to choosea girl asmy friend." This state-
ment, by its self-evident truth, soon becamea sort of proverb in his eyes,
and prevented him from proceeding farther with his exploration of his
own heart.

Armance, who saw his misery, was moved by it, and often reproached
herself for the false admission she had made to him. Not a day passed
but, as she saw him set off for Paris, she was tempted to tell him the
truth. "But that falsehood is my one weapon against him," she said to
herself; "if | so much asadmit to him that | am not engaged, he will im-
plore me to yield to his mother's wishes, and how am | to resist? And
yet, never and upon no pretext must | consent; no, this pretended mar-
riage with a stranger is my sole defence against a happiness that would
destroy us both."

To dissipate the sombre thoughts of this beloved cousin, Armance al-
lowed herself to indulge in the little pleasantries of the most tender
friendship. There was such charm, such an artless gaiety in the assur-
ancesof undying friendship given him by this girl, so natural in all her
actions, that often Octave'sdark misanthropy was disarmed by them. He
was happy in spite of himself; and at such moments nothing was want-
ing either to complete Armance's happiness.

"How pleasant it is," she said to herself, "to do one's duty! If | were
Octave's wife, |, a penniless girl with no family, should | be as well
pleased?A thousand cruel suspicions would assail me without ceasing."
But, after these moments in which she was satisfied with herself and
with the rest of the world, Armance ended by treating Octave more
kindly than sheintended. Shekept a careful watch over her speech;and
never did her speechconvey anything but the most holy friendship. But
the tone in which certain words were uttered! The glance that sometimes
accompanied them! Any one but Octave would have beenable to read in
them an expression of the warmest passion. He enjoyed without under-
standing them.

As soon as he had granted himself permission to think incessantly of
his cousin, his thoughts no longer rested with passion upon anything
elsein the world. He becameonce more fair and even indulgent; and his
happiness made him abandon his harsh judgments of many things: fools
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no longer seemedto him anything more than people who had been un-
lucky from birth.

"Is it a man's fault if he has black hair?" he said to Armance. "But it
rests with me carefully to avoid the man if the colour of his hair annoys
me."

Octave was considered malicious in certain sections of society, and
fools had an instinctive fear of him; at this period they becamereconciled
with him. Often he took with him into society all the happiness that he
owed to his cousin. He was lessfeared, his affability was felt to be more
youthful. It must be admitted that in all his actions there was a trace of
that intoxication which springs from that form of happiness which a man
does not admit even to himself; life passedrapidly for him and delight-
fully. His criticisms of himself no longer bore the imprint of that inexor-
able, harsh logic, taking pleasure in its own harshness,which in his boy-
hood had controlled all his actions. Beginning often to speak without
knowing how his sentence would end. he talked far better than before.
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craer Lk

[l giovin cuore o non vede affatto i difetti di chi li sta vicino o li vede im-
mensi. Error comune ai giovinetti che portano fuoco nell' interna dell’
anima.

LAMPUGNANI.

One day Octave learned in Paris that one of the men whom he saw
most often and took most pleasure in seeing, one of his friends, as the
word is used in society, owed the handsome fortune which he spent with
such grace to what in Octave's eyes was the basest of actions (legacy
hunting). Mademoiselle de Zohiloff, to whom he made haste, immedi-
ately on his return to Andilly, to impart this painful discovery, felt that
he bore it very well. He underwent no attack of misanthropy, shewed no
desire to quarrel openly with the man.

Another day, he returned quite early from a country housein Picardy,
where he was to have spent the evening. "How dull all that talk is!" he
said to Armance. "Always hunting, the beauty of the country, Rossini's
music, the fine arts! Not only that, but they are lying when they pretend
to be interested. These people are foolish enough to be frightened, they
imagine they are living in a beleaguered city and forbid themselves to
discuss the news of the siege. What a miserable race! And how angry it
makes me to belong to it!" "Very well! Go and visit the besiegers,"said
Armance; "their absurdities will help you to endure those of the army in
which your birth has enrolled you." "It is a serious question,” Octave
went on. "Heaven knows what | feel when | hear in one of our drawing-
rooms one of our friends give voice to some opinion that is absurd or
cruel; still, 1 can remain honourably silent. My regret remains invisible.
But if | let myself be taken to seethe banker MartignyE " "There you
are," said Armance, "a man so refined as he is, so clever, such a slave to
his vanity, will receive you with open arms." "Doubtless; but for my part,
however moderate, however modest, however silent | try to make my-
self, | shall end by expressing my opinion about somebody or something.

77



A moment later, the door of the drawing-room is flung open; the butler
announces Monsieur So-and-so,manufacturer atNNN, who in stentori-
an tones shouts from the threshold: '‘Would you believe it, my dear
Martigny, there are ultras, fools enough, stupid enough, idiotic enough
to say thatE ' Whereupon the worthy manufacturer repeats, word for
word, the little scrap of opinion which | have just announced in all mod-
esty. What am | to do?" "Pretend not to have heard him." "That is what |
should like. | was not put into this world to correct coarse manners or
wrong judgments; still lessdo | wish to give the man, by speaking to
him, the right to shake hands with me in the street when next we meet.
But in that drawing-room | have the misfortune not to be just like any
one else. Would to God that | might find there the equality of which all
those gentlemen make so much. For instance, what would you have me
do with the title that | bear when | am announced at M. de Martigny's?"
“But it is your intention to discard the title if you can manage to do so
without offending your father." "Doubtless; but to forget the title, in giv-
ing my name to M. de Martigny's servant, might seem, might it not, an
act of cowardice? Like Rousseau,who called his dog Turc instead of Duc,
because there was a Duke in the room.'®

"But there is no such hatred of titles among the Liberal bankers," said
Armance. "The other day Madame de Claix, who goes everywhere,
happened to go to the ball at M. Montange's, and you remember how she
made us laugh that evening by pretending that they are so fond of titles
that she had heard some one announced as 'Madame la Colonelle."

"Now that the steam engine rules the world, atitle is an absurdity, still
| am dressed up in this title. It will crush me if | do not support it. The
title attracts attention to myself. If | do not reply to the thundering voice
of the manufacturer who shouts from the door that what | have just said
Is asinine, how they will all stare at me. That is the weak point in my
nature: | cannot simply twitch my ears and laugh at them, as Madame
d'Aumale would suggest.

“If | intercept their stare, all my pleasure is gone for the rest of the
evening. The discussion that will then begin in my mind, asto whether

8.Like Rousseau, poor Octave is fighting against phantoms. He would have passed
unnoticed in any drawing-room in Paris, notwithstanding the prefix to his name.
There prevails, moreover, in his sketch of a section of society which he has never
seen, an absurd tone of animosity which he will correct in time. Fools are to be found
in every class. If there were a class which rightly or wrongly was accused of coarse-
ness, it would very soon be distinguished by a great prudery and solemnity of
manners.
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they meant to insult me, is capable of destroying my peaceof mind for
three days."

"But are you quite certain,” said Armance, "of this alleged coarseness
of manners which you so generously attribute to the other side? Did not
you seethe other day that Talma's children are boarding at the same
school as the sons of a Duke?" "It is the men of forty-five, who became
rich during the Revolution, who hold the ball in our drawing-rooms, not
the schoolfellows of Talma's children." "I would wager that they have
more intelligence than many of us. Who is the man who shines in the
House of Peers?You yourself made that painful observation the other
day."

"Oh! If | were to give my fair cousin lessonsin logic, how | should
teaseher! What is a man's intelligence to me? It is his manners that may
make me unhappy. The most foolish of our men, M. deNNN, for in-
stance,may be highly ridiculous, but he is never offensive. The other day
| was talking at the Aumales' of my visit to Liancourt; | was talking of
the latest machinery which the worthy Duke has imported from
Manchester. A man who was in the room said suddenly: ‘lt's not so,
that's not true.' | was quite sure that he did not mean to contradict me;
but his rudeness kept me silent for an hour."

"And this man was a banker?" "He was not one of us. The amusing
thing is, that | wrote to the foreman of the mills at Liancourt, and it ap-
pears that my friend who contradicted me was quite wrong." "l don't
find that M. Montange, the young banker who comesto seeMadame de
Claix, has rude manners." "His are honeyed; it is a form that rude man-
ners take, when they are frightened."

"l think their women very pretty," Armance went on. "l should like to
know whether their conversation is marred by that note of hatred or of
dignity that is afraid of being wounded, which appears at times among
us. Oh, how | wish that a good judge like my cousin could tell me what
goeson in those drawing-rooms! When | seethe bankers' ladies in their
boxes, at the ThZ%otre-ltalien| am dying with longing to hear what they
say and to join in their conversation. If | catch sight of a pretty one, and
some of them are charming, | long to throw my arms round her neck. All
this will seem childish to you; but to you, master philosopher, who are
so strong in logic, | will say this: how are you to know mankind if you
seeonly one class?And the classthat is least energetic becauseit is the
farthest removed from any real needs!"

"And the classthat has most affectation, becauseit thinks that people
are watching it. You must admit that it is amusing to seea philosopher
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supply his adversary with arguments,” said Octave, laughing. "Would
you believe that yesterday, at the Saint-Imiers', M. le Marquis deNNN,
who, the other day, in this house, made such fun of the little newspapers,
and pretended not to know of their existence,was in the seventh heaven,
becausel'Aurore had printed avulgar joke about his enemy, M. le Comte
deNNN, who hasjust beenmade a Privy Councillor? He had the paper
in his pocket.""It is one of the drawbacks of our position, to have to listen
to fools telling the most ridiculous lies and not be able to say:'A fine dis-
guise, | know you."™ "We are obliged to deny ourselves the bestjokes, be-
cause they might make the other side laugh if they heard them."

"I know the bankers," said Armance, "only from our silvery Montange
and that charming comedy Le Roman but | doubt whether, asfar asthe
worship of money is concerned, they are any worse than some of our
own people. You know that it is a hard task to maintain the perfection of
a whole class.| shall say no more of the pleasure it would give me to
know more about their ladies. But, as the old Duc deNNNNsaid at
Petersburg, when he had the Journalde'Empire sent to him at such ex-
pense,and at the risk of offending the Tsar Alexander: 'Ought one not to
read what the other side hasto say?""l will go a great deal farther, butin
confidenceas Talma says so perfectly in Polyeucte You and I, in our
hearts, do not, certainly, wish to live among these people; but on many
guestions we think asthey do." "And it is sad at our age," Armance put
in, "to have to resign ourselves to being for the rest of our lives on the de-
feated side."

"We are like the priests of the heathen idols, at the time when the
Christian religion was beginning to triumph. We still persecute to-day,
we still have the police and the budget on our side, but to-morrow, per-
haps, we shall be persecuted by public opinion." "You do us a great hon-
our when you compare us to those worthy priests of paganism. | see
something even more false in our position, yours and mine. We belong
to our party only to shareits misfortunes." "That is all too true, we seeits
absurdities without daring to laugh at them, and its advantages are a
burden to us. How does the antiquity of my name help me? It would be
a nuisance to me to derive any benefit from that advantage.”

“The conversation of the young men of your sort makes you some-
times want to shrug your shoulders, and, afraid of yielding to the
temptation, you are always in a hurry to speak of Mademoiselle de
Claix's beautiful album or of Madame Pasta'ssinging. On the other hand,
your title and the manners, which are slightly rough perhaps, of the
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people who think like you on most questions prevent you from seeing
them."

"Ah, how | should love to command a gun or a steam engine! How
glad | should be to be a chemist employed in some factory; for rude man-
ners are nothing to me, one grows accustomed to them in a week."
"Apart from the fact that you are by no means so certain that they are so
rude," said Armance. "Were they ten times more so," replied Octave,
“there is the excitement of trying aforeign language; but one would have
to be called M. Martin or M. Lenoir." "Could you not find a man of sense
who had made a tour of discovery in the Liberal drawing-rooms?"
"Many of my friends go there to dance, they say that the ices there are
perfect, and that is all. One fine day | may venture there myself, for there
Is nothing so foolish asto think for a vear on end of a danger which per-
haps does not exist."

In the end, Armance extracted the admission that he had thought of a
way of appearing in those circles in which it is wealth that confers pre-
cedenceand not birth: "Well, yes, | have found a way," said Octave; "but
the remedy would be worse than the disease,for it would cost me sever-
al months of my life, which | should have to spend away from Paris."

"What is your way?" said Armance, growing suddenly quite serious. "l
should go to London, | should seethere, naturally, all the most distin-
guished elements of society. How can one go to England and not be in-
troduced to the Marquess of Lansdowne, Mr. Brougham, Lord Holland?
Thesegentlemen will talk to me of our famous men in France;they will
be surprised to hear that | do not know them; | shall expressdeep regret;
and, on my return, | shall have myself introduced to all the most popular
people in France.My action, if they do me the honour to mention it at the
Duchesse d'Ancre's, will not seemin the least an abandonment of the
ideas which they may supposeto be inseparable from my name: it would
be simply the quite natural desire to know the superior people of the age
in which we live. | shall never forgive myself for not having met General
Foy." Armance remained silent.

“Is it not humiliating," Octave went on, "that all our supporters, even
the monarchistwriters whose duty it is to preach every morning in the
newspaper the advantages of birth and religion, are furnished us by that
class which has every advantage, except that of birth?" "Ah, if M. de
Soubirane were to hear you!" "Do not attack me upon the greatest of all
my misfortunes, that of being obliged to lie all day longE ."

The tone of perfect intimacy allows endless parentheses, which give
pleasure becausethey are a proof of an unbounded confidence, but may
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easily bore a third person. It is enough for us to have shewn that the bril-
liant position of the Vicomte de Malivert was far from being a source of
unmixed pleasure to him.

It is not without danger that we have beenfaithful chroniclers. The in-
trusion of politics into so simple a narrative may have the effect of a pis-
tol shot in the middle of a concert. Moreover, Octave is no philosopher,
and has characterised most unfairly the two shadesof opinion which, in
his day, bisect society. How scandalous that Octave does not reason like
a sage of fifty.?

9.We are not sufficiently grateful to the Villsle Ministry. The Three Per Cents, the
Law of Primogeniture, the Press Laws have brought about a fusion of parties. The in-
evitable relations between the Peers and the Deputies began this reconciliation which
Octave could not have foreseen, and fortunately the ideas of this proud and timid
young man are even less true to-day than they were a few months ago; but this is
how he was bound to see things, given his character. Must we leave unfinished the
sketch of an eccentric character because he is unfair to every one? It is precisely this
unfairness that is his misfortune.

82



Chapter 1 5

How am | glutted with conceit of this! Shall | make spirits fetch me what
| please, Resolve me of all ambiguities, Perform what desperate enter-
prise | will?

DOCTOR FAUSTUS.

Octave was so much in the habit of leaving Andilly to visit Madame
d'Aumale in Paris, that one day a slight feeling of jealousy began to
guench Armance's gaiety. On her cousin's return, that evening, she exer-
cised her authority. "Do you wish to oblige your mother in a matter
which she will never mention to you?" "Of course." "Very well, for the
next three months, that is to say for ninety days, do not refuse any invita-
tion to a ball, and do not come away from a ball until you have danced."

"l should prefer a fortnight's imprisonment.” "You are easily satisfied,"
Armance went on, "but do you promise me, or do you not?" "l promise
anything exceptto keep my promise for three months. Sinceyou all tyr-
annise over me here," said Octave with alaugh, "I shall run away. There
Is an old idea of mine which quite spontaneously kept coming into my
mind throughout the evening yesterday, at M. deNNN's sumptuous
party, at which | danced asthough | had guessedyour orders. If | were
to leave Andilly for six months | have two plans more amusing than that
of going to England.

"One is to assume the name of M. Lenoir; under that fine name, |
should go into the country and give lessonsin arithmetic, in geometry
applied to the arts, anything they want to leam. | should make my way
by Bourges, Aurillac, Cahors; | should easily procure letters from any
number of Peerswho are Members of the Institute, recommending to the
Prefects the learned royalist Lenoir, and so forth.

"But the other plan is better still. In my capacity as a teacher, | should
seeonly alot of enthusiastic and volatile young fellows who would soon
bore me, and various intrigues by the Congregation
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"l hesitate to reveal to you the better plan of the two; | should assume
the name of Pierre Gerlat, | should start at Genevaor Lyons by becoming
valet to some young man who is destined to play a part more or less
identical with my own in society. Pierre Gerlat would be provided with
excellent testimonials from the young Vicomte de Malivert, whose faith-
ful servant he had been for six years. In a word, | should assume the
name and identity of that poor Pierre whom | oncethrew out of the win-
dow. Two or three men of my acquaintance will oblige me with testimo-
nials. They will sealthesewith their arms upon huge lumps of wax, and
in that way | hope to find a place with some young Englishman, either
very rich or the son of a Peer.| shall take care to stain my hands with an
acid solution. | have learned how to clean boots from the servant | have
now, the gallant Corporal Voreppe. In the last three months | have stolen
all his talents."

"One evening your roaster, when he comeshome tipsy, will start kick-
ing Pierre Gerlat."

"Were he to throw me out of the window, | am prepared for that. |
shall defend myself, and give him notice the next day, and bear him no
grudge whatever."

"You would be guilty of an abuse of confidence which would be very
wrong indeed; A man exposesthe defects of his nature to a young peas-
ant who is incapable of understanding his most salient eccentricities, but
he would take good care, | am sure, not to act thus before a man of his
own class.""l shall never repeat what | have seenor heard. Anyhow, a
master, to talk like Pierre Gerlat, always runs the risk of hitting upon a
rascal, mine will only find curiosity. Realisewhat | am suffering," Octave
went on. "My imagination is so foolish at certain moments, and so far ex-
aggerates what | owe to my position, that, without being a Sovereign
Prince, | long for an incognito. | am supreme in misery, in absurdity, in
the extreme importance that | attach to certain things. | feel a compelling
need to see another Vicomte de Malivert in my place. Since, unfortu-
nately, | have embarked on this career, since,to my great and sincere re-
gret, | cannot be the son of the chief foreman of M. de Lian-court's card-
ing mill, I require six months of domestic service to cure the Vicomte de
Malivert of various weaknesses.

"“This is the only way; my pride raisesa wall of adamant between my-
self and my fellow men. Your presence,my dear cousin, makes this un-
surmountable wall disappear. In conversation with you, | should take
nothing in ill part, such serenity doesyour presencegive to my soul, but
unfortunately | have not the magic carpet to take you everywhere with
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me. | cannot seeyou as a third person when | go riding in the Bois de
Boulogne with one of my friends Soon after our first meeting, there is
none of them who is not estrangedy my talk. When, after a year, and in
spite of anything | can do, they understand me thoroughly, they wrap
themselves up in the closestreserve, and would rather (I really believe)
that their secretthoughts and actions were known to the devil than to
me. | would not swear that many of them do not take me for Lucifer him-
self (as M. de Soubirane says, in fact, it is one of his favourite remarks)
brought into the world on purpose to torment them

Octave imparted these strange ideas to his cousin as they strolled in
the woods of Moulignon, in the wake of Mesdames de Bonnivet and de
Malivert. These oddities distressed Armance deeply. Next day, after her
cousin had left for Paris, her free and lively air which often becamequite
unrestrained gave way to that fixed and tender gaze from which Octave,
when he was present, could not tear his own.

Madame de Bonnivet invited a number of guests, and Octave no
longer had such frequent reasons for going to Paris, for Madame
d'Aumale cameto stay at An-dilly. With her there arrived sevenor eight
women at the height of the fashion, and mostly remarkable for the bril-
liance of their wit or for the influence that they had obtained in society.
But their affability only enhanced the triumph of the charming
Comtesse; her mere presence in a drawing-room aged her rivals.

Octave was too intelligent not to feel this, and Armance's spells of
musing becamemore frequent. "Of whom have | the right to complain?"
she asked herself. "Of no one, and of Octave least of all. Have | not told
him that | prefer another man? And there is too much pride in his nature
to be content with the second place in a heart. He is attached to Madame
d'Aumale; sheis a brilliant beauty, spoken of everywhere, and | am not
even pretty. Anything that | can say to Octave can be but faintly interest-
ing, | am certain that often | bore him, or am interesting only as a sister.
Madame d'Aumale's life is gay, unusual; things never flag where sheis
to be found, and it seemsto me that | should often be bored in my aunt's
drawing-room if | listened to what people say there." Armance wept, but
her noble soul did not so far debaseitself as to feel hatred for Madame
d'Aumale. Sheobserved every action of that charming lady with a pro-
found attention which ended often in moments of keen admiration. But
eachact of admiration was like a dagger thrust in her heart. Her peaceful
happiness vanished, Armance was a prey to all the anguish of the pas-
sions. Finally, Madame d'Aumale's presence disturbed her more than
that of Octave himself. The torture of jealousy is most unbearable when
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it is rending hearts to which their natural inclination aswell astheir so-
cial position forbid every way of appeal that is at all dangerous.
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Chapter 1 6

Let Rome in Tiber melt, and the wide arch Of the rang'd empire fall!

Here is my space. Kingdoms are clay; our dungy earth alike Feeds beast
as man: the nobleness of life Is to love thus.

ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA, Act I.

One evening after a day of stifing heat, they were strolling quietly
amid the handsome groves of chestnuts that crown the heights of An-
dilly. Sometimesduring the day thesewoods are spoiled by the intrusion
of strangers. On this charming night, bathed in the calm light of a sum-
mer moon, these deserted slopes were an enchantment to the eye. They
assumed a certain grandeur, the dark shadows cast by a brilliant moon
eliminated their details. A soft breeze was playing among the trees, and
completed the charms of this delicious evening. From some caprice or
other, Madame d'Aumale was determined, on this occasion, to keep
Octave by her side; shereminded him coaxingly and without the slight-
est regard for her male escort, that it was in these woods that she had
seenhim for the first time: "You were disguised asa magician, and never
was a first meeting more prophetic," she went on, "for you have never
bored me, and there is no other man of whom | can say that."

Armance, who was walking with them, could not help feeling that
these memories were very affectionate. Nothing could be so pleasant as
to hear this brilliant Comtesse,so gay asarule, deigning to speakin seri-
ous tones of the great interests of life and of the coursesthat one must
follow to find any happiness here below. Octave withdrew from Ma-
dame d'Aumale's group, and, finding himself presently alone with
Armance some little way from the rest of the party, beganto relate to her
in the fullest detail the whole of the episode of his life in which Madame
d'Aumale had beeninvolved. "l sought that brilliant connexion," he told
her, "in order not to offend Madame de Bonnivet, who, but for some
such precaution, might easily have finished by banishing me from her
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society." Sotender a confidence as this was made without any mention
of love, but it was exactly attuned to Armance's jealousy.

When Armance was able to hope that her voice would not betray the
extreme distress in which this confessionhad plunged her: "l believe, my
dear cousin,” she said to him, "I believe, as | am bound to believe,
everything that you tell me; your word to me is asthe Gospel. | observe,
however, that you have never until now waited, before taking me into
your confidence about any of your enterprises, until it was so far ad-
vanced." "To that, | have my answer ready. Mademoiselle MZry de
Tersan and you take the liberty sometimes of laughing at my success:
one evening, for instance, two months ago, you almost accused me of
fatuity. | might easily, even then, have confessedto you the decided feel-
ing that | have for Madame d'Aumale; but | should have had to be
treated kindly by her in your presence.Before | had succeeded,your ma-
licious wit would not have failed to deride my feeble efforts. To-day, the
presenceof Mademoiselle de Tersanis the only thing lacking to complete
my happiness."

There was in the profound and almost tender accents with which
Octave uttered these vain words, such an incapacity to love the some-
what bold charms of the pretty woman of whom he was speaking, and
So passionate a devotion to the friend in whom he was confiding that she
had not the courage to resist the happiness of seeing herself so dearly
loved. Sheleaned upon Octave's arm, and listened to him as though in
an ecstasy.All that her prudence could obtain of her was to refrain from
speaking; the sound of her voice would have revealed to her companion
the whole extent of the passion by which shewas torn. The gentle rustle
of the leaves, stirred by the night breeze,seemedto lend afresh charm to
their silence.

Octave gazed into Armance's open eyes which were fastened on his
own. Suddenly they became aware of a certain sound which for some
minutes had reached their ears without attracting their attention. Ma-
dame d'Aumale, surprised at Octave's absence,and feeling the need of
his company, was calling to him at the top of her voice. "Someone is call-
ing you," said Armance, and the broken accentsin which she uttered
these simple words would have enlightened any one but Octave asto the
passion that shefelt for himself. But he was so astonished by whatNwas
going on in his heart, so disturbed by Armance's shapely arm, barely
veiled by a light gauze, which he was pressing to his bosom, that he
could pay no attention to anything. He was beside himself, he was tast-
ing the pleasures of the most blissful love, and almost admitted as much
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to himself. He looked at Armance's hat, which was charming, he gazed
into her eyes. Never had Octave found himself in a position so fatal to
his vows to refrain from love. He had meant to speaklightly to Armance,
as usual, and his light speechhad suddenly taken a grave and unexpec-
ted turn. He felt himself led away, he was incapable of reason, he was
raised to the pinnacle of happiness. It was one of those rapid instants
which chance accords now and again, in compensation for so many
hardships, to natures that are created to feel with energy. Life becomes
pressing in the heart, love makes us forget everything that is not divine
like itself, and we live more fully in a few moments than in long periods.

They could still hear from time to time Madame d'Aumale's voice call-
ing: "Octave!" and the sound of that voice succeededin destroying all
poor Armance's prudence. Octave felt that it was time to let go the fair
arm that he was pressing gently to his bosom; he must part from
Armance; on leaving her he could hardly refrain from taking her hand
and pressing it to his lips. Had he permitted himself this token of love,
Armance was so disturbed at the moment, that she would have let him
see and would perhaps have admitted all that she felt for him.

They rejoined the rest of the party. Octave walked a little way ahead.
As soon as Madame d'Aumale caught sight of him, she said to him with
a trace of vexation, not loud enough for Armance to hear: "I am sur-
prised to seeyou so soon, how could you leave Armance for me? You are
in love with that pretty cousin, do not attempt to deny it; | know." The
last words were uttered in a loud voice in contrast to her previous tone.

Octave had not yet recovered from the intoxication that had over-
powered him; he still saw Armance's beautiful arm pressedto his bosom.
Madame d'Aumale’'s speechfell on him like a thunderbolt, for it came
with the force of truth. He felt the shock of its impact. That frivolous
voice seemedto him a pronouncement of fate, falling on him from the
clouds. The sound of it seemed to him extraordinary. This startling
speech, by revealing to Octave the true state of his heart, dashed him
from a pinnacle of bliss into a frightful, hopeless misery.
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Chapter 1 7

What is a man, If his chief good and market of his time lie but to sleep,
and feed? a beast, no moreE . Rightly to be great Is not to stir without
great argument, But greatly to find honour in a straw When honour's
at the stake.

HAMLET, Act IV.

And so he had been so weak as to violate the oaths he had so often
sworn! A single moment had upset the work of his whole life. He had
forfeited all right to his own esteem.Henceforward the world of men
was closed to him; he was not worthy to inhabit it. Nought remained to
him but solitude and a hermit's abode in some wilderness. The intensity
of the grief that he felt and its suddennessmight well have causedsome
disturbance in the stoutest heart. Fortunately Octave saw at once that if
he did not reply quickly and with the calmest air to Madame d'Aumale,
Armance's reputation might suffer. He spent all his time with her, and
Madame d'Aumale's speech had been seized upon by two or three
people who detested him as well as Armance.

“l, in love!" he said to Madame d'Aumale. "Alas! That is a privilege
which heaven has evidently denied me; | have never felt it so plainly nor
so keenly regretted it. | see every day, though less often than | could
wish, the most attractive woman in Paris; to win her favour is doubtless
the most ambitious project that a man of my age can entertain. Doubtless
she would not have accepted my devotion; still, | have never felt myself
moved to the degree of enthusiasm which would make me worthy to of-
fer it to her. Never, in her presence,have | lost the most complete self-
possession.After such a display of savagery and insensibility, | despair
of ever going out of my depth with any woman."

Never had Octave spoken to such effect. This almost diplomatic ex-
planation was skilfully protracted and received with a corresponding
eagerness.There were present two or three men who were naturally at-
tractive, and who often imagined that they saw in Octave a fortunate
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rival. He was delighted to overhear several sharp comments. He spoke
volubly, continued to alarm their self-esteem,until he felt himself justi-
fied in hoping that no one would pay any further attention to the all too
true observation which Madame d'Aumale had let fall.

She had uttered it with an air of conviction; Octave felt that he must
force her to think of herself. Having proved to her that he was incapable
of loving her, for the first time in his life he allowed himself to addressto
Madame d'Aumale allusions that were almost affectionate; she was
amazed.

Before the evening ended, Octave was so confident of having banished
all suspicions that he beganto have time to think of himself. He dreaded
the moment when the party would break up, and he would be free to
look his misery in the face.He beganto count the hours asthey sounded
from the clock in Andilly; midnight had long since struck, but the night
was so fine that they preferred to remain out of doors. One o'clock
struck, and Madame d'Aumale dismissed her retinue.

Octave had still a momentary respite. He must go and find his
mother's footman and tell him that he was going to sleep in Paris. This
duty performed, he returned to the woods, and here words fail me if |
am to give any idea of the grief that overpowered the poor wretch. "I am
in love," he said to himself in stifled accents."l, in love! Great God!" and
with throbbing heart, parched throat, staring eyes raised to heaven, he
stood motionless, asthough horror-stricken; presently he began to walk
at a headlong pace. Unable to hold himself erect, he let himself fall
against the trunk of an old tree that barred his way, and in that moment
of repose seemedto seemore clearly than ever the whole extent of his
misery.

"l had nothing but my own self-esteem,"he said to himself; "I have for-
feited it." The confession of his love which he made in the plainest terms
and without finding any way of denying it was followed by transports of
rage and inarticulate cries of fury. Spiritual agony can go no farther.

An idea, the common resource of the wretched who have still some
courage, soon occurred to him; but he said to himself: "If | take my life,
Armance will be compromised; the whole of society for the next week
will be nosing out every trifing detail of what occurred this evening.
Armance will be in despair, her despair will be noticed, and each of the
gentlemen who was present will be authorised to furnish a different
account.”

Nothing selfish, no attachment to the vulgar interests of life, could be
found in this noble spirit to resist the transports of the frightful grief
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which was rending it. This absenceof all common interest, capable of
providing a diversion at such moments, is one of the punishments which
heaven seems to take pleasure in inflicting upon lofty spirits.

The hours glided rapidly by without diminishing Octave'sdespair. Re-
maining motionless at times for several minutes, he felt that fearful an-
guish which completes the torment of the greatest criminals: an utter
contempt for himself.

He could not weep. The hatred of which he felt himself so deserving
prevented him from having any pity for himself, and dried his tears.
"Ah!" he cried, in one of those agonising moments, "if | could make an
end!" and he gave himself leave to taste the ideal happiness of ceasingto
feel. With what pleasure would he have put himself to death, as a pun-
iIshment of his weaknessand to retrieve in a sensehis lost honour! "Yes,"
he told himself, "my heart deservescontempt becauseit has committed
an action which | had forbidden myself on pain of death, and my mind
Is, if possible, even more contemptible than my heart. | have failed to see
what was self-evident: | love Armance, and | have loved her ever since |
submitted to listening to Madame de Bonnivet's dissertations upon Ger-
man philosophy.

"l was foolish enough to imagine myself a philosopher. In my idiotic
presumption, | regarded myself as infinitely superior to the futile argu-
ments of Madame de Bonnivet, and | failed to seein my heart what the
weakest of women would have seenin hers: a strong, obvious passion,
which for long has destroyed all the interest that | used to take in the
things of life.

"Everything that cannot speak to me of Armance is to me asthough it
did not exist. | criticised myself incessantly, and failed to seethis! Ah,
how contemptible | am!"

The voice of duty which was beginning to prevail ordered Octave to
shun Mademoiselle de Zohiloff from that instant; but out of her presence
he could think of no action that justified the effort of living. Nothing
seemedto him worthy to inspire the leastinterest in him. Everything ap-
peared to him to be equally insipid, the noblest action and the most vul-
garly useful occupation alike: to march to the aid of Greeceand to seek
death by the side of Fabvier, asto make obscure agricultural experiments
in some remote Department.

His imagination ran swiftly over the scale of possible actions, to fall
back afterwards with an intenser grief into the most profound despair,
the most hopeless, the worthiest of his name; ah, how pleasant would
death have been at those moments!
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Octave uttered aloud things that were foolish and in bad taste, the bad
taste and folly of which he observed with interest. "What use in shutting
my eyesto the facts," he exclaimed suddenly, while he was occupied in
enumerating to himself certain agricultural experiments that might be
made among the peasantsof Brazil. "What usein being so cowardly asto
shut my eyesto the facts? To complete my misery, | can say to myself
that Armance feels some affection for me, and my duty is all the stricter
in consequence. Why, if Armance were engaged, would the man to
whom she had promised her hand permit her to spend all her time with
me? And her joy, outwardly so calm, but so deep and true, when | re-
vealed to her last night the secret plan of my conduct with Madame
d'Aumale, to what must it be ascribed?Is it not a proof positive, as plain
asdaylight? And | was blind to it! Can | have beena hypocrite with my-
self? Can | have beentreading the path which the vilest scoundrels have
followed? What! Last night, at ten o'clock, | failed to perceive a thing
which this morning seemsas plain as possible? Ah, how weak and con-
temptible | am!

"l have all the pride of a child, and never in my whole life have I risen
to perform one manly action; not only have | wrought my own undoing,
| have dragged down into the abyssher who was dearer to me than any
one in the world. Oh, heavens! How could any one, even if he tried, be
viler than 1?" This thought left him almost delirious. Octave felt his brain
melt in the fiery heat of his head. At each step that his mind advanced,
he discovered a fresh variety of misery, a fresh reason for despising
himself.

The instinct of self-preservation which existsin every man, evenin the
most painful moments, even at the foot of the scaffold, made Octave try
to prevent himself from thinking. He clasped his head in his hands, mak-
ing almost a physical effort not to think.

Gradually everything lost its importance for him, except the memory
of Armance whom he must evermore avoid, and never seeagain upon
any pretext whatsoever. Even filial love, so deeply rooted in his heart,
had vanished from it.

He had now only two ideas, to leave Armance and never allow himself
to seteyeson her again; to support life on these conditions for a year or
two until shewere married or society had forgotten him. After which, as
people would then have ceasedto think of him, he would be free to put
an end to himself. Such was the last conscious thought of this spirit ex-
hausted by suffering. Octave leaned against a tree and fell in a swoon.
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When he regained consciousness,he felt an unusual senseof cold. He
opened his eyes.Day was beginning to dawn. He found that he was re-
ceiving the attentions of a peasant who was trying to restore his con-
sciousnessby deluging him with cold water which he fetched in his hat
from a neighbouring spring. Octave was confused for a moment, his
ideas were not clearly defined: he found himself lying upon the bank of a
ditch, in the middle of a clearing, in a wood; he saw great rounded
massesof mist passrapidly before his eyes.He could not tell where he
was.

Suddenly the thought of all his misfortunes recurred to his mind.
People do not die of grief, or he would have been dead at that moment.
A groan or two escapedhim which frightened the peasant. The man's
alarm recalled Octave to a senseof duty. It was essentialthat this peasant
should not talk. Octave took out his purse to offer him some money; he
said to the man, who seemedto feel some compassion for his state, that
he found himself in the woods at that hour in consequenceof a rash
wager, and that it was most important to him that it should not be
known that the cold night air had upset him.

The peasantappeared not to understand. "If the others hear that | fain-
ted,"” said Octave, "they will make fun of me." "Ah, | understand," said
the peasant, "count on me not to breathe a word, it shall never be said
that | made you lose your wager. It is lucky for you all the same that |
happened to pass,for, upon my soul, you looked half dead." Octave, in-
stead of replying, was gazing at his purse. This was a further grief, the
purse was a present from Armance; he found a pleasure in feeling with
his fingers each of the little steel beads that were stitched to the dark
tissue.

As soon as the peasant had left him, Octave broke off a branch of a
chestnut tree, with which he made a hole in the ground; he allowed him-
self to bestow a kiss on the purse, Armance's present, and buried it be-
neath the very spot on which he had fainted. "There," he said to himself,
"my first virtuous action. Farewell, farewell for life, dear Armance! God
knows that | loved thee!"
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Chapter 1 8

On her white breast a sparkling Cross she wore, Which Jews might kiss,
and Infidels adore.
POPE!0

A instinctive movement impelled him towards the house. He felt con-
fusedly that to reasonwith himself was the greatest misfortune possible;
but he had seen where his duty lay, and hoped to find the necessary
courageto perform such actions asfell to his lot, whatever they might be.
He found an excusefor his return to the house, which was prompted by
his horror of loneliness, in the idea that some servant might arrive from
Paris and report that he had not been seenin the Rue Saint-Dominique,
which might lead to the discovery of his foolish conduct, and cause his
mother some uneasiness.

Octave was still some way from the house: "Ah," he said to himself as
he walked home through the woods, "only yesterday there were boys
here shooting; if a carelessboy, firing at a bird from behind a hedge,
were to kill me, | should have no complaint to make. Heavens! How de-
lightful it would be to receive a bullet in this burning brain! How |
should thank him before | died, if | had time!"

We can seethat there was a trace of madnessin Octave's attitude this
morning. The romantic hope of being killed by a boy made him slacken
his step, and his mind, with a slight weakness of which he was barely
conscious, refused to consider whether he were justified in so doing. At
length he arrived at the house by the garden gate, and twenty yards from
that gate, at a turn in a path, saw Armance. He stood rooted to the
ground, the blood froze in his veins, he had not expected to come upon
her so soon. As soon as she caught sight of him, Armance hastened to-
wards him smiling; she had all the airy grace of a bird; never had she

10Beyle quotes this motto in French, and attributes it to Schiller.NC. K. S. M.
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seemedto him so pretty; she was thinking of what he had said to her
overnight about his intimacy with Madame d'Aumale.

"So | am beholding ner for the last time!" Octave said to himself, and
gazed at her hungrily. Armance's wide-brimmed straw hat, her light and
supple form, the long ringlets that dangled over her cheeksin charming
contrast to a gaze so penetrating and at the same time so gentle, he
sought to engrave all these upon his heart. But her smiling glances, as
Armance approached him, soon lost all their joy. She felt there was
something sinister in Octave's manner. Shenoticed that his clothes were
wringing wet.

Shesaid to him in a voice tremulons with emotion: "What is the mat-
ter, cousin?" As she uttered this simple speech,she could hardly restrain
her tears, so strange was the expression she discerned in his gaze.

"Mademoiselle," he replied with a glacial air, "you will permit me to be
not unduly sensible of an interest which attachesitself to me so asto de-
prive me of all freedom. It is true, | have come from Paris; and my
clothes are wet: if this explanation does not satisfy your curiosity, | shall
go into detailsE ." Here Octave's cruelty cameto a standstill in spite of
himself.

Armance, whose features had assumed a deathly pallor, seemedto be
making vain efforts to withdraw; shewas shaking visibly, and seemedto
be on the point of falling. He stepped forward to offer her his arm;
Armance gazed at him with lifeless eyes,which moreover seemedincap-
able of receiving any idea.

Octave seized her hand none too gently, placed it beneath his arm and
strode towards the house. But he felt that his strength too was failing; on
the point of falling himself, he yet had the courage to say to her: "I am
going away, | have to start on a long voyage to America; | shall write; |
rely upon you to comfort my mother; tell her that | shall certainly return.
As for you, Mademoiselle, people have said that | am in love with you; |
am far from making any such pretension. Indeed, the old ties of friend-
ship that bound us should have been sufficient, to my mind, to resist the
birth of love. We know eachother too well to feel for eachother that sort
of sentiment, which always implies a certain amount of illusion."

At that moment Armance found herself incapable of walking; she
raised her drooping eyesand looked at Octave; her pale and trembling
lips seemedto be trying to speak. Sheattempted to lean upon the tub of
an orange tree, but had not the strength to support herself; sheslipped to
the ground by the side of the orange tree, completely unconscious.
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Without offering her any assistance, Octave stood motionless and
gazed at her; shewas in a dead faint, her lovely eyeswere still half open,
the lines of that charming mouth retained an expression of profound
grief. All the rare perfection of her delicate body was revealed beneath a
simple morning gown. Octave noticed a small cross of diamonds which
Armance was wearing that day for the first time.

He was so weak as to take her hand. All his philosophy had evapor-
ated. He saw that the tub of the orange tree concealedher from the curi-
osity of the people in the house; he fell on his kneesby her side: "Pardon
me, O my dear angel," he said in a low murmur, covering her frozen
hand with kisses, "never have | loved thee more!"

Armance stirred slightly; Octave rose to his feet, almost with a con-
vulsive effort: soon Armance was able to walk, and he escorted her to the
house without venturing to look at her. He reproached himself bitterly
for the shameful weaknessinto which he had let himself be drawn; had
Armance noticed it, all the deliberate crueltv of his words became use-
less. She hastily took leave of him on entering the house.

As soon as Madame de Malivert was visible, Octave asked if he might
seeher and threw himself into her arms. "Dear Mama, give me leave to
travel, it is the one course open to me if | am to avoid an abhorrent mar-
riage without failing in the respect | owe to my father." Madame de
Malivert, greatly astonished, tried in vain to extract from her son any
more positive information as to this alleged marriage.

"What!" she said to him, "neither the young lady's name, nor who are
her family, | am to know nothing? But this is madness." Soon Madame
de Malivert no longer dared to employ that word, which, seemedto her
to be too true. All that she could extract from her son, who seemedde-
termined to start that day, was that he would not go to America. The
goal of his journey was a matter of indifference to Octave, he had
thought only of the pain of departure.

As he was talking to his mother, and trying, in order not to alarm her,
to moderate his feelings, a plausible reason for his action suddenly oc-
curred to him: "Dear Mama, a man who bearsthe name of Malivert and
who hasthe misfortune to have done nothing in the first twenty years of
his life, ought to begin by going on the Crusade like our ancestors.| beg
you to allow me to go to Greece.If you wish, | shall tell my father that |
am going to Naples; from there, quite by chance, curiosity will lead me
on to Greece,and what more natural than that a gentleman should visit
that country sword in hand? By announcing my itinerary in this way |
shall strip it of any air of pretensionE ."

97



This plan caused Madame de Malivert the greatest uneasiness;but
there was a certain nobility in it and it was in accordancewith her idea of
duty. After a conversation lasting for two hours, which was a moment-
ary respite for Octave, he obtained his mother's consent. Clasped in the
arms of that tenderest of friends, he enjoyed for a brief moment the bliss
of being able to weep freely. He agreed to conditions which he would
have refused when he entered the room. He promised her that, if she
wished it, twelve months from the day of his landing in Greece, he
would come and spend a fortnight with her.

"But, dear Mama, to spare me the annoyance of seeing my return an-
nounced in the newspaper, consent to receive my visit at your place,
Malivert, in DauphinZ." Everything was arranged as he wished, and lov-
ing tears sealed the terms of this sudden departure.

On leaving his mother's presence, after performing his duty with re-
gard to Armance, Octave found himself sufficiently calm to pay avisit to
the Marquis. "Father," he said when he had embraced him, "allow your
son to ask you a question: what was the first action of Enguerrand de
Malivert, who flourished in 1147, under Louis the Young?"

The Marquis threw open his desk and drew from it a handsome roll of
parchment which always lay ready to his hand: it was the pedigree of his
family. He saw with intense pleasure that his son's memory had not
failed him. "My dear boy," said the old man as he took off his spectacles,
"Enguerrand de Malivert started in 1147 on the Crusade with his King."
"He was then nineteen, was he not?" Octave went on. "Nineteen exactly,"
said the Marquis, with growing pleasure in the respectwhich the young
Vicomte shewed for the family tree.

When Octave had given his father's pleasure time to develop and to
establish itself firmly in his heart, "Father," he said to him in afirm tone,
“noblesseoblige | am now twenty, | have spent time enough with my
books. | have come to ask your blessing, and your leave to travel in Italy
and Sicily. | shall not conceal from you, but it is to you alone that | am
making this admission, that from Sicily | shall be tempted to proceed to
Greece;l shall try to take part in a battle and shall return to you, a little
more worthy perhaps of the fine name that you have handed down to
me."

The Marquis, gallant ashe was, had not at all the spirit of his ancestors
in the days of Louis the Young; he was a father and a loving father of the
nineteenth century. He was left speechlessby Octave's sudden resolve;
he would gladly have had a son who was less heroic. Nevertheless, this
son's austere air, and the firm resolve indicated by his manner made an
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impression upon him. Strength of character had never been one of his
gualities and he dared not refuse a consent that was asked of him with
an air of indifference to his possible refusal.

"You pierce me to the heart,"” said the worthy old man as he returned
to his desk; and without waiting for his sonto askfor it, with atrembling
hand he wrote out a draft for a considerable sum upon a notary who
held funds in his name. "Take this," he said to Octave, "and pray God it
be not the last money that | shall give you!"

The bell rang for luncheon. Fortunately Mesdames d'Aumale and de
Bonnivet had gone to Paris; and the members of this sad family were not
obliged to conceal their grief with meaningless words.

Octave, somewhat fortified by the consciousnessthat he had done his
duty, found courage to continue. He had thought of starting before
luncheon; he felt that it was better to behave as though nothing had
happened. The servants might talk. He took his seat at the small
luncheon-table, facing Armance.

"It is the last time in my life that | shall see her," he told himself.
Armance managed fortunately to burn herself quite seriously while mak-
ing tea. This accident would have furnished an excusefor her distress, if
any one in that small room had beenin a fit state to observe it. M. de
Malivert's voice was tremulous; for the first time in his life, he could
think of nothing pleasant to say. He was wondering whether some pre-
text compatible with the solemn words "Noblessebligé” which his son
had so aptly quoted, might not furnish him with the means of delaying
his son's departure.
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Chapter 1 9

He unworthy you say? 'Tis impossible. It would Be more easy to die
DECKAR.!

Octave thought he observed that Mademoiselle de Zohiloff looked at
him now and again quite calmly. In spite of his peculiar senseof honour,
which formally forbade him to dwell upon relations that no longer exis-
ted, he could not help thinking that this was the first time that he had
seenher since his admission to himself that he loved her; that morning,
in the garden, he had beendisturbed by the need for action. "Sothis," he
told himself, "is the impression a man feels at the sight of a woman
whom he loves. But it is possible that Armance feels no more than
friendship for me. Last night it was only a piece of presumption on my
part that made me think otherwise."

Throughout this distressing meal, not a word was uttered on the sub-
ject that was filling every heart. While Octave was with his father, Ma-
dame de Malivert had sent for Armance to inform her of this strange
plan of foreign travel. The poor girl felt a need of sincerity; she could not
help saying to Madame de Malivert: "Ah, well, Mama, you seenow what
foundation there was for your ideas!"

Thesetwo charming women were plunged in the bitterest grief. "What
is the reasonfor this sudden departure?" Madame de Malivert repeated,
“for it cannot be an insane freak; you have cured him of that." It was
agreed that they should not say a word to any one of Octave's travels,
not even to Madame de Bonnivet. It would never do to bind him to his
plan, "and perhaps," said Madame de Malivert, "we may still be allowed

11.This motto and that prefixed to Chapter XXII are quoted by Beyle in English, which
makes it seem probable that by Deckar he meant the voluminous writer Thomas
Dekker, the "Mr. Dickers" of Henslowe's Diary, the author of Satiromastixand The
Honest Whorend the Gull's Horn-bookand the Witch of Edmontonbut this quotation,
which the French editors religiously print in three lines, imagining it to be a speci-
men of English poetry, bears the marks of Beyle's composition.NC. K. S. M.
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to hope. He will abandon an intention so suddenly conceived. It is the re-
action from some distressing occurrence."

This conversation made Armance's grief more acute, were that pos-
sible, than before; ever loyal to the eternal secrecywhich she felt to be
due to the sentiment that existed between her cousin and herself, she
paid the penalty of her discretion. The words uttered by Madame de
Malivert, so prudent a friend and one who loved her so tenderly, since
they related to facts of which she was but imperfectly aware, offered no
consolation to Armance.

And yet, how sorely she needed the counsels of a woman friend asto
the several reasons, any one of which, it seemedto her, might equally
well have led to this strange conduct on her cousin's part! But nothing in
the world, not even the intense grief that was lacerating her heart, could
make her forget the respect that a woman owes to herself. She would
have died of shame rather than repeat the words which the man of her
choice had addressedto her that morning. "If | made such a disclosure,"
shetold herself, "and Octave were to hear of it, he would ceaseto respect
me."

After luncheon, Octave made hasty preparations to start for Paris. He
acted precipitately; he had ceasedto account to himself for his move-
ments. He was beginning to feel all the bitterness of his plan of departure
and was in dread of the danger of finding himself alone with Armance. If
her angelic goodness was not irritated by the frightful harshnessof his
conduct, if shedeigned to speakto him, could he promise himself that he
would not be swayed by emotion in bidding farewell to so beautiful, so
perfect a cousin?

Shewould seethat he loved her; he must nevertheless leave immedi-
ately after, and with the undying remorse of not having done his duty
even in that supreme moment. Were not his most sacred duties towards
the creature who was dearer to him than any one in the world, and
whose tranquillity he had perhaps endangered?

Octave drove out of the courtyard with the feelings of a man going to
his death; and in truth he would have beenglad to feel no more than the
grief of a man who is being led to execution. He had dreaded the loneli-
ness of the journey, he was scarcely conscious of it; he was amazed at
this momentary respite which he owed to misery.

He had just received a lessonin modesty too severefor him to attrib-
ute this tranquillity to that vain philosophy which had been his pride in
the past. In this respect misery had made a new man of him. His strength
was exhausted by so many violent efforts and feelings; he was no longer
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capable of feeling. Scarcely had he come down from Andilly upon the
plain before he fell into a lethargic slumber, and he was astonished, on
reaching Paris, to find himself being driven by the servant who, when
they started, had been at the back of his cabriolet.

Armance, hidden in the attic of the house, behind the shutters, had
watched every incident of his departure. When Octave's cabriolet had
passedout of sight behind the trees, standing motionless at her post, she
had said to herself: "All is over, he will not return."

Towards evening, after a long spell of weeping, a question that oc-
curred to her caused her some distraction from her grief. "How in the
world could Octave, who is so distinguished for his exquisite manners,
and was so attentive, so devoted, perhaps even so tender a friend," she
added with ablush, "last night, when we were strolling together, adopt a
tone that was so harsh, so insulting, so out of keeping with his character,
at an interval of a few hours? Certainly he can have heard nothing about
me that could offend him."

Armance sought to recall every detail of her own conduct, with the
secretdesire to come upon some fault which might justify the odd tone
that Octave had adopted towards her. She could find nothing that was
reprehensible; she was in despair at not seeing herself in the wrong,
when suddenly an old idea came to her mind.

Might not Octave have felt a recurrence of that frenzy which in the
past had led him to commit many strange acts of violence? This memory,
albeit painful at first, shed a ray of light in her mind. Armance was so
wretched that every argument which she was capable of advancing very
soon proved to her that this explanation was the most probable. The con-
viction that Octave had not been unfair, whatever excusehe might have,
was to her an extreme consolation.

As for his madness, if he was mad, it only made her love him more
passionately. "He will need all my devotion, and never shall that devo-
tion fail him," she added with tearsin her eyes,and her heart throbbed
with generous courage. "Perhaps at this moment Octave exaggeratesthe
obligation that compels a young gentleman who has done nothing
hitherto to go to the aid of Greece.Was not his father anxious, some
years ago, to make him assumethe Cross of Malta? Several members of
his family have been Knights of Malta. Perhaps, since he inherits their
fame, he thinks himself obliged to keep the vows which they took to

fight the Turks?"
Armance recalled that Octave had said to her on the day on which the
news came of the fall of Missolonghi: "I cannot understand the calm
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tranquillity of my uncle the Commander, he who has taken vows, and,
before the Revolution, enjoyed the stipend of a considerable Command-
ery. And we hope to be respected by the Industrial Party!"

By dint of pondering this comforting way of accounting for her
cousin's conduct, Armance said to herself. "Perhaps some personal
motive cameto reinforce this general obligation by which it is quite pos-
sible that Octave's noble soul believes itself to be bound?

"The idea of becoming a priest which he once held, before the success
of one section of the clergy, has perhaps beenresponsible for some recent
criticism of him. Perhaps he thinks it more worthy of his name to go to
Greeceand to shew there that he is no degenerate scion of his ancestors
than to seekin Paris some obscure quarrel the grounds of which would
always be difficult to explain and might leave a stain?

"He hasnot told me, becausethings of that sort are not mentioned to a
woman. He is afraid that his habit of confiding in me may lead him to
confessit; that accounts for the harshnessof his words. He did not wish
to be led on to confide in me something that was not properE ."

Thus it was that Armance's imagination strayed among suppositions
that were consoling, since they portrayed an Octave innocent and gener-
ous. "It is only from excessof virtue," she told herself, with tearsin her
eyes, "that so generous a being can have the appearance of being in the
wrong."
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crape 20

"A fine woman! a fair woman! a sweet woman!" "Nay, you must forget
that." "E O, the world hath not a sweeter creatute
OTHELLO, Act IV.

While Armance was walking by herself in a part of the woods of An-
dilly that was screenedfrom every eye, Octave was in Paris occupied
with preparations for his departure. He was alternating between a sort of
tranquillity, which he was surprised to feel, and moments of the most
poignant despair. Shall we attempt to record the different kinds of grief
that marked every moment of his life? Will not the reader weary of these
melancholy details?

He seemedto hear a continual sound of voices speaking close to his
ear, and this strange and unexpected sensation made it impossible for
him to forget his misery for an instant.

The most insignificant objectsreminded him of Armance. Sogreat was
his distraction that he could not seeat the head of an advertisement or
on a shop sign an A or a Z without being violently compelled to think of
that Armance de Zohiloff whom he had vowed to himself that he would
forget. This thought fastened upon him like a destroying fire and with all
that attraction of novelty, all the interest he would have felt in it, if for
ages past the idea of his cousin had never occurred to his mind.

Everything conspired against him; he was helping his servant, the
worthy Voreppe, to pack his pistols; the garrulous talk of the man, en-
chanted to be going off alone with his master and to be in charge of all
the arrangements, was some distraction. Suddenly he caught sight of the
words engraved in abbreviated characterson the mounting of one of the
pistols: "Armance tried to fire this weapon, September 3rd, 182KN."

He took up a map of Greece;as he unfolded it, there fell out one of the
pins decorated with atiny red flag with which Armance had marked the
Turkish positions at the time of the siege of Missolonghi.
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The map of Greeceslipped from his hands. He stood paralysed by des-
pair. "It is forbidden me, then, to forget!" he cried, raising his eyes to
heaven. In vain did he endeavour to stiffen his resistance. Everything
round about him was stamped with some memory of Armance. The ab-
breviated form of that beloved name, followed by some significant date,
was everywhere inscribed.

Octave wandered aimlessly about his room; he kept giving orders
which he instantly countermanded. "Ah! | do not know what | want," he
told himself in a Paroxysm of grief. "O heavens! What suffering can be
greater than this?"

He found no relief in any position. He kept making he strangest move-
ments. If he derived from them a certain surprise and some physical
pain, for half an hour, the image of Armance ceasedto tonnent him. He
tried to inflict on himself a physical pain of some violence whenever his
thoughts turned to Armance. Of all the remedies that he could imagine,
this was the least ineffectual.

"Ah!" he said to himself at other moments, "I must never seeher any
more! That is a grief which outweighs all the rest. It is a whetted blade
the point of which | must employ to pierce my heart."

He sent his servant to purchase something that would be required on
the journey; he needed to be rid of the man's presence;he wished for a
few moments to abandon himself to his frightful grief. Constraint
seemed to envenom it more than ever.

The servant had not been out of the room for five minutes before it
seemedto Octave that he would have found some relief in being able to
speakto him; to have to suffer in solitude had becomethe keenestof tor-
ments. "And suicide is impossible!" he cried. He went and stood by the
window in the hope of seeingsomething that would occupy his mind for
a moment.

Evening came, intoxication proved powerless to help him. He had
hoped to derive a little help from sleep, it only maddened him.

Alarmed by the ideas that cameto him, ideas which might make him
the talk of the household and indirectly compromise Armance: "it would
be better,” he told himself, "to give myself leave to make an end of
things," and he turned the key in his door.

Night had fallen; standing motionless on the balcony of his window,
he gazed at the sky. The slightest sound attracted his attention; but
gradually, every sound ceased.This perfect silence, by leaving him en-
tirely to himself, seemedto him to add yet more to the horror of his posi-
tion. Did his extreme exhaustion procure him an instant of partial
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repose, the confused hum of human speech which he seemedto hear
sounding in his ear made him awake with a start.

Next morning, when his door opened, the mental torment which
urged him to take action was so atrocious that he felt a desire to throw
his arms round the neck of the barber who was cutting his hair, and to
tell the man how greatly he was to be pitied. It is by a wild shriek that
the wretch who is being tortured by the surgeon's bistouri thinks to re-
lieve his pain.

In his least unendurable moments, Octave felt the need to make con-
versation with his servant. The most childish trivialities seemedto ab-
sorb his whole attention, which he applied to them with a marked
assiduity.

His misery had endowed him with an exaggerated modesty. Did his
memory recall to him any of those little differences of opinion which
arise in society, he was invariably astonished at the positively discour-
teous emphasis which he had displayed; it seemedto him that his ad-
versary had been entirely in the right and himself in the wrong.

The picture of each of the misfortunes which he had encountered in
his life presented itself to him with a Painful intensity; and becausehe
was not to seeArmance again, the memory of that swarm of minor evils
which a glance from her eyeswould have made him forget, revived now
with greater bitterness than ever before. He who had so detested boring
visitors begannow to long for them. A fool who cameto seehim was his
benefactor for the spaceof an hour. He had to write a polite letter to a
distant relative; this ladv was tempted to regard it as a declaration of
love, with such sincerity and profundity did he speak of himself, so plain
was it from his words that the writer stood in need of pity.

Between these painful alternatives, Octave had reached the evening of
the second day after his parting with Armance; he was coming away
from his saddler's. All his preparations would at last be completed dur-
ing the night, and by the following morning he would be free to start.

Ought he to return to Andilly? This was the question that he was in-
wardly debating. He perceived with horror that he no longer loved his
mother, for she had no place in the reasonsthat he advanced for visiting
Andilly again. He dreaded the sight of Mademoiselle de Zohiloff, all the
more because at certain moments he said to himself: "But is not the
whole of my conduct an act of deception?"

He dared not answer: "Yes," whereupon the voice of the tempter said:
“Is it not a sacred duty to visit my poor mother whom | promised that |
would seeagain?""No, wretch," cried conscience;"that answer is a mere
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subterfuge; you no longer love your mother." At this agonizing moment
his eyes came to rest mechanically upon a playbill, he saw there the
word Otello printed in bold characters. This word recalled to him the ex-
istence of Madame d'Aumale. "Perhaps she has come to Paris for Otello;
in that event, it is my duty to speakto her once again. | must make her
regard my sudden departure asthe idea of a man who is suffering from
boredom. | have long kept this plan from my friends; but for many
months my departure has beendelayed only by pecuniary difficulties of
a sort of which a man cannot speak to his wealthy friends."
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Chapter 2 1

Durate, et vosmet rebus servate secundis
VIRGIL. 12

Octave entered the ThZ%otre-Italienthere he-did indeed find Madame
d'Aumale and in her box a certain Marquis de Creveroche; he was one of
the fops who especially besieged that charming woman; but being less
intelligent or more self-satisfied than the rest, he fancied himself to enjoy
some distinction. As soon as Octave appeared, Madame d'Aumale had
no eyesfor any one else,and the Marquis de Creveroche, mad with jeal-
ousy, left the box without their so much as noticing his departure.

Octave took his place in the front of the box, and, from force of habit,
for, this evening, he was far from seeking any sort of affectation, began
to talk to Madame d'Aumale in avoice which sometimes drowned those
of the singers. We must confessthat he slightly exceededthe amount of
impertinence which is tolerated, and, if the audience in the stalls of the
ThZ%otre-ltalienhad been such asis to be found in the other playhouses,
he would have had the distraction of a public scene.

In the middle of the second act of Otetto, the boy messengerwho sells
the libretti of the opera, and proclaims them in nasal accents,cameto him
with a note couched as follows:

"I am, Sir, naturally contemptuous of all affectations ; one comesupon
SO many in society, that | take notice of them only when they annoy me.
You are annoying me by the racket you are making with the little
d'Aumale. Hold your tongue.

"l have the honour to be, etc.,

“Le marquis de Creveroche.

"Rue de Verneuil, no. 54."

12 This line, taken from the Aeneid(l, 207), is inadvertently ascribed by Beyle to Hor-
ace.NC. K. S. M.
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Octave was profoundly astonished by this note which recalled him to
the sordid concerns of life; he was at first like a man who has been
drawn up for a moment from hell. His first thought was to feign the joy
which soon flooded his heart. He decided that M. de Creveroche's opera-
glass must be directed at Madame d'Aumale's box, and that this would
give his rival an advantage, if she appeared to be less amused after the
delivery of his note.

This word rival which he employed in his unspoken thoughts made
him laugh aloud; there was a strange look in his eyes."Why, what is the
matter?" asked Madame d'Aumale. "I am thinking of my rivals. Can
there be anywhere in the world a man who tries to do more to win your
favour than I?" This touching reflexion was more precious to the young
Comtesse than the most impassioned notes of the sublime Pasta.

Late that night, after escorting home Madame d'Aumale, who wished
to sup, Octave, once more master of himself, was calm and cheerful.
What a difference from the state in which he had been since the night he
spent in the forest!

It was by no means easyfor him to find a second.His manner created
such a barrier and he had so few friends that he was greatly afraid of be-
ing indiscreet should he ask one of his boon companions to accompany
him to M. de Creveroche's. At last he remembered a M. Dolier, an officer
on half-pay, whom he saw but seldom, but who was his cousin.

At three o'clock in the morning he sent a note to M. Dolier's porter; at
half-past five he called in person, and shortly afterwards the two presen-
ted themselves at the house of M. de Creveroche, who received them
with a politeness that was somewhat mannered but adhered strictly to
the forms. "I have been expecting you, gentlemen,” he said to them in a
carelesstone; "l was in hopes that you would be so kind asto do me the
honour of taking tea with my friend, M. de Meylan, whom | have the
honour to present to you, and myself."

They drank tea. As they rose from table, M. de Creveroche mentioned
the forest of Meudon.

“This gentleman's affected politeness is beginning to make me lose my
temper, t00," said the officer of the old army as he stepped into Octave's
cabriolet. "Let me drive, you must not tire your wrist. How long is it
since you were last in a fencing school?" "Three or four years," said
Octave, "asfar as| canremember." "When did you last fire a pistol?" "Six
months ago, perhaps, but | never dreamed of fighting with pistols." "The
devil'" said M. Dolier, "six months! This is beginning to be serious. Hold
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out your arm. You are trembling like aleaf." "That is a weakness| have
always had," said Octave.

M. Dolier, greatly annoyed, said not another word. The silent hour
that they spentin driving from Paris to Meudon was to Octave the pleas-
antest moment he had known since his disaster. He had in no way pro-
voked this duel. He meant to defend himself keenly; still, should he be
killed, he would be in no way to blame. Situated as he then was, death
was for him the greatest good fortune possible.

They arrived at a secluded spot in the forest of Meudon; but M. de
Creveroche, more affected and more of a dandy than ever, offered ab-
surd objections to two or three places. M. Dolier could barely contain
himself; Octave had the greatest difficulty in controlling him. "Let me at
least talk to the second,"said M. Dolier; "I intend to let him know what |
think of the pair of them." "Let them wait till to-morrow,” Octave
checked him in a severetone; "bearin mind that to-day you have had the
privilege of promising to do me a service."

M. de Creveroche's second chose pistols without making any mention
of swords. Octave thought this in bad taste and made a sign to M. Dolier
who at once agreed. Finally; it was time to fire. M. de Creveroche, a
skilled marksman, scored the first hit; Octave was wounded in the thigh;
his blood flowed in streams."l have the right to fire," he said coolly; and
M. de Creveroche received a graze on the leg. "Bandage my thigh with
my handkerchief and your own," Octave said to his servant; "the blood
must not flow for some minutes." "Why, what is your idea?" said M. Do-
lier. "To continue," Octave replied. "I do not feel at all weak, | am just as
strong aswhen we came here; | should carry through any other business,
why not make an end of this?" "But it seemsto me to be more than fin-
ished," said M. Dolier. "And your anger of ten minutes ago, what is be-
come of that?" "The man had no thought of insulting us," replied M. Do-
lier; "he is merely a fool." The secondsmet in conference;both were em-
phatically opposed to a continuation of the duel. Octave had observed
that M. de Creveroche's secondwas an inferior creature whom his valour
had perhaps thrust into social prominence, but who at heart lived in a
state of perpetual adoration of the Marquis; he addressed a few stinging
words to the latter. M. de Meylan was reduced to silence by a firm re-
buke from his friend, and Octave's second could not in decency open his
lips. As he spoke, Octave was perhaps happier than he had ever beenin
his life. 1 cannot say what vague and criminal hope he was founding
upon a wound that would keep him prisoner for some days in his
mother's house, and at no great distance, therefore, from Armance.
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Finally, M. de Creveroche, purple with rage, and Octave the happiest of
men, succeededafter a quarter of an hour in making their secondsreload
their pistols.

M. de Creveroche, made furious by the fear of not being able to dance
for some weeks, owing to the graze on his leg, suggestedin vain their fir-
ing at one another point blank; the seconds threatened to leave their
principals on the ground with their servants and to take the pistols from
them if they moved one pace nearer. Luck was once again with M. de
Creveroche; he took a careful aim and wounded Octave severely in the
right arm. "Sir," Octave called to him, "you are bound to await my fire,
allow me to have my arm bandaged." This operation having beenrapidly
performed, and Octave's servant, an old soldier, having soaked the
handkerchief in brandy which made it cling tightly to the arm; "l feel
quite strong," Octave told M. Dolier. He fired, M. de Creveroche fell, and
a minute or two later, died.

Octave, leaning upon his servant's arm, walked back to his cabriolet,
into which he climbed without uttering a single word. M. Dolier could
not help expressing his pity for the handsome young fellow who lay dy-
ing, and whose limbs they could see growing rigid only a few yards
away. "It only means one fop the less," said Octave calmly.

Twenty minutes later, although the cabriolet was going at a walking
pace, "My arm is hurting me badly,” Octave said to M. Dolier, "the
handkerchief is too tight,” and all of a sudden he fainted. He recovered
consciousnessonly an hour later, in the cottage of a gardener, a kind-
hearted fellow whom M. Dolier had taken the precaution of paying liber-
ally as soon as he entered the cottage.

"You know, my dear cousin," Octave said to him, "my mother's delic-
ate health; leave me, go to the Rue Saint-Dominique; if you do not find
my mother in Paris, be so extremely kind asto go out to Andilly; tell her,
with every possible precaution, that | have had a fall from my horse and
have broken a bone in my right arm. Not aword about duels or bullets. |
have reason to hope that certain circumstances, about which | shall tell
you later, may prevent my mother from being distressed by this slight
wound; say nothing about a duel unless to the police, if necessary,and
send me a surgeon. If you go on to the mansion house of Andilly, which
Is five minutes' walk from the village, ask for Mademoiselle Armance de
Zohiloff, she will prepare my mother for the story you have to tell her.”

The sound of Armance's name revolutionised Octave's situation. Sohe
dared to utter that name, a luxury he had so often forbidden himself! He
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would not be parted from her for another month, perhaps. It was an ex-
guisite moment.

While the duel was in progress, the thought of Armance had many
times occurred to Octave, but he banished it sternly. After mentioning
her name, he ventured to think of her for a moment; a little later, he felt
very weak. "Ah! If | were to die," he said to himself with joy, and allowed
himself to think of Armance asin the days before the fatal discovery of
his love for her. Octave observed that the peasantswho stood round him
appeared greatly alarmed; their evident anxiety diminished his remorse
for the liberty he was allowing himself in thinking of his cousin. "If my
wounds prove serious," he said to himself, "I shall be allowed to write to
her; | have treated her most cruelly.”

No sooner had the idea of writing to Armance occurred to him than it
took entire possessionof Octave's mind. "If | feel better," he said to him-
self at length, to hush the reproachful voice of conscience,"l shall still be
at liberty to burn my letter." Octave was in great pain; his head had be-
gun to acheviolently. "I may die at any moment," he told himself cheer-
fully, making an effort to recall a few scraps of anatomical science."Ah,
surely | am entitled to write!"

In the end he was weak enough to call for pen, paper and ink. There
was no difficulty in providing him with a sheet of coarse essay paper
and a bad pen; but there was no ink in the house. Dare we confessit?
Octave was so childish asto write with his own blood, which continued
to ooze from the bandage on his right arm. He wrote with his left hand,
and found this less difficult than he had supposed:

"My DEAR COUSIN:

"l have just received two wounds, each of which may confine me to
the house for a fortnight. As you are, next to my mother, the person
whom | venerate most m the world, | write these lines to give you the
above information. Were | in any danger, | should tell you. You have
made me accustomed to the proofs of your tender affection; would you
be sokind asto pay a call, asthough by chance,upon my mother, whom
M. Dolier is going to inform of a mere fall from my horse and a fracture
of my right arm. Are you aware, my dear Armance, that we have two
bonesin the part of the arm next to the hand? It is one of those bonesthat
Is broken. Of all the injuries that confine one to the house for a month, it
Is the simplest that | can think of. | do not know whether it will be prop-
er for you to come and seeme during my illness; | am afraid not. | intend
to do something rash: becauseof the narrow stair to my room, they will
perhaps suggest placing my bed in the sitting-room through which one
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hasto passto reach my mother's bedroom, and | shall agree.| begyou to
burn this letterE . | have just fainted, it is the natural and in no way dan-
gerous effect of a haemorrhage; you see,| am already using scientific
terms. You were my last thought as | lost consciousness,my first upon
coming to myself. If you think it quite proper, come to Paris before my
mother; in the transport of a wounded man, even when it is merely a
flesh-wound, there is always something sinister which she must be
spared. One of your misfortunes, dear Armance, is that you have lost
your parents; if | by any chance (though it is most improbable) die, you
will be parted from one who loved you more dearly than a father loves
his daughter. | pray to God that He will grant you the happiness that
you deserve. That is saying a great, great deal.

"OCTAVE."

"P.S. Forgive my harsh words, which were necessary at the time."

The idea of death having come to Octave, he asked for a second sheet
of paper, upon which, in the middle, he wrote:

"I bequeath absolutely everything that | now possessto Mademoiselle
Armance de Zohiloff, my cousin, as a trifling token of my gratitude for
the care which | am sure that she will take of my mother when | am no
longer here.

"Signed at Clamart, theE E E E E E 182..

"OCTAVE DE MALJVERT."

And he made two witnesses attest, the nature of his ink leaving him in
some doubt as to the validity of the deed.
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Chapter 2 2

To the dull plodding man whose vulgar soul is awake only to the gross
and paltry interests of every-day life, the spectacle of a noble being
plunged in misfortune by the resistless force of passion, serves only as
an object of scorn and ridicule.

DECKAR.13

As the witnesses completed their attestation, he fainted again; the
peasants, greatly concerned, had gone in search of their parish priest.

Finally two surgeonsarrived from Paris and pronounced Octave's con-
dition to be serious. These gentlemen realised what a nuisance it would
be for them to come every day to Clamart, and decided that the patient
should be removed to Paris.

Octave had sent his letter to Armance by an obliging young peasant
who engaged a horse from the post and promised to be, within two
hours, at the mansion of Andilly. This letter outstripped M. Dolier, who
had been kept for some time in Paris looking for surgeons. The young
peasant succeededadmirably in having himself admitted to Mademois-
elle de Zohiloff's presence without making any stir in the house. She
read the letter. She had barely the strength to ask a few questions. Her
courage had completely deserted her.

The receipt of these dreadful tidings induced in her that tendency to
discouragement which is the sequelto great sacrifices, made at the call of
duty but with no immediate effect save tranquillity and inertia. Shewas
trying to accustom herself to the thought that she would never see
Octave any more, but the idea of his dying had never once occurred to
her. This final blow of fortune took her unprepared.

As shelistened to the highly alarming details which the young peasant
was giving her, she began to sob convulsively, and Mesdames de

13 Compare the motto prefixed to Chapter XIX. This, like the other, is presumably of
Beyle's composition.
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Bonnivet and de Malivert were in the next room! Armance shuddered at
the thought of their hearing her and of having to meet their gazein the
state in which she then was. Such a sight would have been the death of
Madame de Malivert, and, in due course, Madame de Bonnivet would
have worked it into a tragic and touching anecdote, extremely unpleas-
ant for its heroine.

Mademoiselle de Zohiloff could not, in any case,allow an unhappy
mother to seethis letter written in the blood of her son. Shesettled upon
the plan of going to Paris, accompanied by her maid. The woman en-
couraged her to take the young peasantin the carriage with her. | shall
passover the painful details that were repeated to her during the drive.
They reached the Rue Saint-Dominique.

Sheshuddered asthe carriage camein sight of the house in a bedroom
in which Octave was perhaps drawing his last breath. As it happened, he
had not yet arrived; Armance's last doubt vanished, shewas sure that he
was lying dead in the peasant'scottage at Clamart. Her despair made her
incapable of giving the simplest orders; finally she was able to say that a
bed must be made ready in the drawing-room. The astonished servants
did not understand, but obeyed.

Armance had sentout for a hackney carriage, and her one thought was
of how to find an excuse that would allow her to go to Clamart.
Everything, it seemedto her, must give way to the obligation to succour
Octave in his last moments if he still lived. "What is the world to me, or
its vain judgments?" she asked herself. "I considered it only for his sake;
besides, if people are reasonable, they must approve of my conduct."

Just as she was about to start, she realised, from a clattering sound at
the carriage entrance, that Octave was arriving. The exhaustion caused
by the motion of the journey had made him relapse into a state of com-
plete unconsciousness. Armance, drawing open a window that over-
looked the court, saw, between the shoulders of the peasantswho were
carrying the litter, the pale face of Octave in a dead faint. The spectacleof
that lifeless head, keeping time with the motion of the litter and swaying
from side to side on its pillow, was too painful for Armance who sank
upon the window-sill and lay there motionless.

When the surgeons, after a preliminary dressing of his injuries, came
to report to her upon their patient's condition, asto the one member of
the family that was in the house, they found her speechless,staring fix-
edly at them, incapable of replying, and in a state which they judged to
be bordering upon insanity.
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She listened incredulously to all that they said to her; she believed
what her own eyes had seen. This most rational young person had lost
all her self-control. Choked by her sobs,sheread Octave'sletter over and
over again. Carried away by her grief, she dared, in the presence of a
maid, to raise it to her lips. At last, as she re-read the letter, she saw the
injunction to burn it.

Never was any sacrifice more painful; soshe must part with all that re-
mained to her of Octave,; still, it was his wish. Notwithstanding her sobs,
Armance set to work to copy the letter; she broke off at every line, to
pressit to her lips. Finally she had the courage to burn it on the marble
top of her little table; she gathered up the ashes with loving care.

Octave's servant, the faithful Voreppe, was sobbing by his master's
bedside; he remembered that he had a second letter written by his mas-
ter: it was the will. This document reminded Armance that she was not
the only sufferer. It was incumbent on her to return to Andilly, to carry
news of Octave to his mother. She passed by the bed of the wounded
man, whose extreme pallor and immobility seemedto indicate the ap-
proach of death; he was still breathing, however. To abandon him in this
state to the care of the servants and of a humble surgeon of the neigh-
bourhood, whom she had called in, was the most painful sacrifice of all.

On reaching Andilly, Armance found M. Dolier who had not yet seen
Octave's mother; Armance had forgotten that the whole party had gone
off together that morning on an excursion to the Ch%.teawd'Ecouen. They
had a long time to wait before the ladies returned, and M. Dolier was
able to relate what had occurred that morning: he did not know the
motive of the quarrel with M. de Creveroche.

Finally they heard the horsesenter the courtyard. M. Dolier decided to
withdraw and to appear only in in the event of M. de Malivert's desiring
his presence. Armance, trying to look as little alarmed as possible, an-
nounced to Madame de Malivert that her son had had a fall from his
horse while out riding that morning and had broken a bone in his right
arm. But her sobs, which after the first sentence she was incapable of
controlling, gave the lie to every word of her story.

It would be superfluous to speak of Madame de Mali-vert's despair;
the poor Marquis was dumbfounded.

Madame de Bonnivet, deeply moved herself, and absolutely insisting
upon going with them to Paris, failed completely to restore his courage.
Madame d'Aumale had made off at the first word of Octave's accident
and went at a gallop along the road to the Clichy barrier; shereachedthe
Rue Saint-Dominique long before the family, learned the whole truth

116



from Octave's servant and vanished when she heard Madame de
Malivert's carriage stop at the door.

The surgeons had said that in the state of extreme weaknessin which
their patient lay every strong emotion must be carefully avoided. Ma-
dame de Mali-vert took her stand behind her son's bed so that she could
watch him without his seeing her.

Shesentin hastefor her friend, the famous surgeon Duquerrel; on the
first day, that able man pronounced favourably upon Octave's injuries;
the household began to hope. As for Armance, she had been convinced
from the first moment, and was never under the slightest illusion.
Octave, not being able to speak to her before so many witnesses, tried
once to press her hand.

On the fifth day tetanus appeared. In a moment in which an increase
of fever gave him strength, Octave begged M. Duquerrel very seriously
to tell him the whole truth.

This surgeon, a man of true courage, who had himself been wounded
more than once upon the field of battle by a Cossacklance, answered
him: "Sir, | shall not conceal from you that there is danger, but | have
seen more than one wounded man in your condition survive tetanus."
“In what proportion?" Octave went on.

"Since you are determined to end your life like a man," said M.
Duquerrel, "the odds are two to one that in three days you will have
ceasedto suffer; if you have to make your peace with heaven, now is
your time." Octave remained pensive after this announcement but
presently his reflexions gave place to a feeling of joy and an emphatic
smile. The excellent Duquerrel was alarmed by this joy, which he took to
be the first signs of delirium.
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craper 2O

Tu, sei un nientc, o morte! Ma sarebbe mai dopo sceso il primo gradino
dZlia mia tomba, che mi verrebbe data di veder la vita come ella
realmente?

GUASCO.

Until that moment Armance had not seen her cousin save in his
mother's presence. That day, after the surgeon had left, Madame de
Malivert thought she could detect in Octave's eyes an unusual accessof
strength coupled with a wish to talk to Mademoiselle de Zohiloff. She
asked her young relative to take her place for a moment by her son's
bedside, while she herself went to the next room where she was obliged
to write a letter.

Octave followed his mother with his eyes;as soon as she was out of
sight: "Dear Armance," he said, "I am going to die; there are certain priv-
ileges attached to such a moment, and you will not take offence at what |
am now going to say to you for the first time in my life; | die as| have
lived, loving you with passion; and death is sweet to me, becauseit en-
ables me to make you this confession."

Armance was too much overcome to reply; tears welled into her eyes,
and strange to relate, they were tears of happiness. "The most devoted,
the tenderest friendship,” she said at length, "binds my destiny to yours."
"l hear you," Octave replied, "I am doubly glad to die. You bestow on me
your friendship, but your heart belongs to another, to that happy man
who has received the promise of your hand."

Octave's accents were too eloquent of misery; Armance had not the
heart to distress him at this supreme moment. "No, my dear cousin," she
said to him, "I can feel nothing more for you than friendship; but no one
upon earth is dearer to me than you are." "And the marriage of which
you spoke to me?" said Octave. "In all my life | have allowed myself to
tell but that one lie, and | implore you to forgive me. | saw no other way
of opposing a plan suggested to Madame de Malivert by her extreme
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