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A WOMAN'S LIFE.

JEANNE, having finished her packing, went to the window,
but it had not stopped raining.
All night long the downpour had pattered against the
roofs and the window-panes. The low, heavy clouds
seemed as though they had burst, and were emptjnng themselves on the world, to reduce it to a pulp and melt it as
though it were a sugar-loaf. A hot wind swept by in gusts;
the murmur of the overflowing gutters filled the empty
streets, and the houses, like sponges, absorbed the moisture
which, penetrating to the interior, made the walls wet from
cellar to attic.

Jeanne, who had left the convent the day before, free at
last and ready for all the hai)piness of a life of which she
had dreamed ibr so long, feared that her father would hesitate about starting if the weather did not clear up, and, for
the hundredth time since the morning, she studied the
horizon.
Looking round, she saw that she had forgotten to put her
almanac in her travelling-bag. She took from the wall the
little card which bore in the centre of a design, the date of the
current year ISl'J in gilt letters, and crossed out •\vitii a
pencil the first four columns, drawing a line through each
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saint's name till she came to the second of May, the day she
had left the convent.
A voice outside the door called : " Jeannette I "
Jeanne answered: " Come in, papa." And her father
appeared.
The Baron Simon-Jacques Le Perthuis des Vauds was a
gentleman of the old school, eccentric and good-hearted.
Au enthusiastic follower of Jean-Jacques Rousseau, he had
a loving tenderness for all nature ; for the fields, the woods,
and for animals. An aristocrat by birth, he hated '93 by
instinct; but of a philosophical temperament and liberal by
education, he loathed tyranny with an inoffensive and declamatory hatred. Tho strongest, and at the same time the
weakest, trait in his character was his generosity; a generosity which had not enough arms to caress, to give, to
embrace; the generosity of a creator which was utterly
devoid of system, and to which he gave way with no
attempt to resist his impulses, as though part of his will were
paralysed; it was a want of energy, and almost amounted
to a vice.
A man of theories, he had thought out a whole plan of
education for his daughter, wishing to make her happy and
good, straight-forward and affectionate. Till she was twelve
years old she had stayed at home; thon, in spite of her
mother's tears, she was sent to the Sacre-Cocur. He had
kept her strictly immured there, totally ignorant of worldly
things, for he wished her to return to him, at the age of
seventeen, innocent, that he might himself immerse her in a
sort of bath of rational poetry ; and, in the fields, surrounded
by the fertile earth, he meant to instruct her, and enlighten
her by the sight of the serene laws of life, the innocent
loves and the simple tenderness of the animals.
And now she was leaving the convent, radiant and brimful of happiness, ready for every joy and for all the charming
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adventures that, in the idle moments of her days and during
the long nights, she had already pictured to herself.
She looked like a portrait by Veronese, with her shining,
fair hair which looked as though it had given part of its
colour to her skin, the creamy skin of a high-born girl,
hardly tinted with pink and shaded by a soft velvety down
which could just be seen when she was kissed by a sun-ray.
Her eyes were blue, an opaque blue, like the eyes of a Dutch
china figure. On her left nostril was a little mole, another
on the right side of her chin, where curled a few hairs so
much like the colour of her skin that they could hardly bo
seen. She was tall, with a well-developed chest and supple
waist. Her clear voice sometimes sounded too shrill, but
her merry laugh made everyone around her feel happy.
She had a way of frequently putting both hands to her
forehead, as though to smooth her hair.
She ran to her father, put her arms round his neck and
kissed him.
" Well, aro we going to start 1" she asked.
He smiled, shook back his white hair which he wore
rather long, and pointing towards the window :
" How can you think of travelling in such weather ? " he
said.
Then she pleaded coaxingly and afiecionately, " Oh, papa,
please do let us start. I t will be fine in tho afternoon."
" But your mother will never consent to it."
" Oh, yes, I promise you she shall; I will answer for
her."
" Well, if you can persuade your mother, I am quite
willing to start."
•She hastened towards the baroness's room, for she had
looked forward to this day with great impatience. Since
she had entered the Sacre-Coour she had not left Rouen, as
her father would allow no distracting pleasures before the
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age he had fixed. Only twice had she been taken to Paris
for a fortnight, but that was another town, and she longed
for the country. Now she was going to spend the summer on
their estate, Les Peuples, in an old family ch§,teau built on
the clifl^ near Y'port; and she was looking forward to the
boundless happiness of a free life beside the waves. And
then it was understood that the manor was to be given to
her, and that she was to live there always when she was
married ; and the rain which had been falling incessantly
since the night before was the first real grief of her life.
In three minutes she came running out of her mother's room
crying :
" Papa! papa! Mamma is quite willing. Tell them to
harness the hoi'ses."
The rain had not given over in the least, in fact, it was
coming down still faster when the landau came round to
the door. Jeanne was ready to jump in when the baroness
came down the stairs, supported on one side by her
husband, and on t ^ other by a tall maid whose frame was
as strong and as well-knit as a boy's. She was a Normandy
girl from Caus, and looked at least twenty years old, though
she really was scarcely eighteen. In the baron's family she
was treated somewhat like a second daughter, for she was
Jeanne's foster-sister. She was named Rosalie, and her
principal duty consisted in aiding her mistress to walk, for,
within the last few years, the baroness had attained an
enormous size, owing to an hypertrophy of the heart, of
which she was always complaining.
Breathing very hard, the baroness reached the steps of
the old h6tel; there she stopped to look at the court-yard
where the water was streaming down, and murmured : •*•"
" Really, it is not prudent."
Her husband answered with a smile,
" It was you who wished it, Madame Adelaide."
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She bore the pompous name of Adelaide, and he always
prefaced it by " madame " with a certain little look of mockrespect.
She began to move forward again, and with difficulty got
into the carriage, all the springs of which bent under her
weight. The baron sat by her side, and Jeanne and Rosalie
took their places with their backs to the horses. Ludivine,
tho cook, brought a bundle of rugs which were thrown over
their knees, and two baskets which were pushed under their
legs; then she climbed up beside old Simon and enveloped
herself in a great rug which covered her entirely. The
concierge and his wife came to shut the gate and wish them
good-bye, and after some parting instructions about the
luggage which was to follow in a cart, the carriage started.
Old Simon, the coachman, with his head held down and
his back bent under the rain, could hardly be seen in his
three-caped coat; and the moaning wind rattled against the
windows and swept the rain along the road.
The horses trotted briskly down to the quay, passed the row
of big ships, whose masts and yards and ropes stood out against
the grey sky like bare trees, and entered the long Boulevard
du Mont Riboudet.
Soon they reached the country, and
from time to time the outline of a weeping-willow, with its
branches hanging in a corpse-like inertness, could be vaguely
seen through the watery mist. The horses' shoes clattered
on the road ; and the four wheels made regular rings of
mud.
Inside the carriage they were silent: their spirits seemed
damped, like the earth. The baroness leant back, rested her
head against the cushions, and closed her eyes. The baron
looked out mournfully at the monotonous, wet fields, and
Rosalie, with a parcel on her knees, sat musing in the
animal-like way in which the lower classes indulge. But
Jeanne felt herself revive under this warm rain like a plant
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which is put into the open air after being shut up in a dark
closet; and the greatness of her joy seemed to prevent any
sadness reaching her heart. Although she did not speak,
she wanted to sing and to put hor hand outside and drink
the water with which it would be filled ; and the desolate
look of the country only added to the enjoyment she felt
at being carried along so swiftly, and at feeling herself
sheltered in the midst of this deluge.
Under the ceaseless rain a cloud of steam rose from the
backs of tho two horses.
The baroness gradually fell asleep ; her face, surrounded
by six stiff curls, sank lower and lower, though it was partly
sustained by the three big waves of her neck, the last curves
of which lost themselves in the amplitude of her chest.
Her head, raised by each inspiration, as regularly sank
again; her cheeks puffed out, and from hor half-opened lips
issued a deep snore. Her husband leant over towards her
and softly placed in hor hands, crossed on her ample lap, a
leather pocket-book. The touch awoke her, and she looked
at the object in her lap with the stupified look of one
suddenly aroused from sleep. The pocket-book fell and
opened, and the gold and bank-notes it contained wore
scattered all over the carriage. That woke her up altogether, and the light-heartedness of her daughter found
vent in a burst of laughter.
The baron picked up the money and placed it on her
knees.
" There, my dear," he said. " That is all t h a t is left of
the farm at Elotot. I have sold it to pay for the doing up
of Les Peuples as we shall live there so much now."
She counted tho six thousand, four hundred francs, and
put them quietly into hor pocket.
It was the ninth farm that thoy had sold out of the
thirty-one left them by their parents; but thoy still had
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about twenty thousand livros a year coming in from property which, well-managed, would have easily brought in
thirty thousand francs. As they lived quietly, this income
would have been amply sufficient for them, if their lavish
generosity had not constantly exhausted their supplies. It
drained their money from them as the sun draws water
from a swamp. The gold melted, vanished, disappeared.
How? No one knew. One of them was always saying:
" I don't know how it is, but I have spent a hundred francs
to-day, and I haven't anything to show for it."
To give was one of the great joys of their existence, and
they perfectly understood each other on this point in a way
that was at once grand and touching.
Jeanne asked : " Is my chateau looking beautiful
now 1"
" You will see, my child/' answered the baron, gaily.
Little by little the violence of tho storm diminished ; soon
there was nothing more than a sort of mist, a very fine
drizzling rain. The arch of the clouds seemed to got higher
and lighter; and suddenly a long oblique sunbeam fell on
the fields. Through the break in the clouds a streak of
blue sky could be seen, and then the rift got bigger as
though a veil were being drawn back, and a beautifirl sky
of a pure deep blue spread itself oirt over tho world. There
was a fresh mild breeze like a happy sigh from the earth,
and from the gardens and woods came now and again tho
merry song of a bird drying his wings.
The evening was drawing i n ; everyone inside the carriage,
except Jeanne, was asleep. Twice they had stopped at an
inn, to rest the horses and give them water and corn. The
sun had set, and in the distance the bells were ringing ; in a
little village the lamps were being lighted, and the sky was
studded with stars. Sometimes tho lights of a homestead
could be seen, their rays piercing the darkness ; and, all at
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once, amongst the fir-trees, behind a hill, the large, red,
sleepy moon arose.
I t was so mild that the windows were left down, and
Jeanne, tired of dreaming, and her stock of happy visions
exhausted, was now sleeping.
Sometimes the numbness
caused by resting too long in one position aroused her, and
she looked outside and saw tho trees fly past in the clear
night, or some COAVS, lying in a field, raise their heads at the
noise of the carriage. Then she settled herself in a fresh
position, and tried to continue an interrupted dream, but the
continual rumbling of the carriage sounded in her ears, confusing her thoughts, and she shut her eyes again, her mind
feeling as tired as her body.
At last the carriage stopped, and men and women came
to the doors with lanterns in their hands. They had arrived,
and Jeanne, suddenly awakened, sprang out, while hor father
and Rosalie, lighted by a farmer, almost carried in the
baroness ; she was quite worn out, and, catching her breath,
she kept saying in a w^eak little voice : " Ah, my children !
what shall I do ] " She would have nothing to eat or drink,
but went to bed and fell asleep at once.
Jeanne and the baron had supper alone. They smiled
when their glances met, and, at every moment, took each
other's hands across the table ; then, both of them filled
with a childish delight, thoy went over the manor which had
just been put in thorough repair.
I t was one of those big, high, Normandy houses generallv
built of white stone which turns grey, and which, large
enough to accommodate a regiment, have something of the
farm about them as well as the chateau.
An immense hall, going from end to end, divided the house
into two parts, its large doors opening opposite each other.
A double staircase bestrode this entrance hall leavin"' the
centre empty, and, meeting at the height of the first floor,
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formed a sort of bridge. On the ground-floor, to the right,
was the huge drawing-room hung with tapestry with a design
of birds and flowers. All the furniture was in tapestry, the
subjects of the designs being taken from La Fontaine's
fables. Jeanne was delighted at recognising a chair she had
liked when she was quite a child, and which represented the
history of the Fox and the Stork. The library, full of old
books, and two other rooms, which were not used, came next
to the drawing-room. On the left were the dining-room,
which had been newly wainscotted, the linen-press, the pantry,
the kitchen, and a little room with a bath in it.
A corridor ran the whole length of the first storey, the ten
doors of as many rooms opening on to it, and Jeanne's room
was quite at the end, on the right. The baron had just had it
freshly furnished by simply using some hangings and furniture that had been stored away in a garret.
Very old
Flemish tapestry peopled the room with strange characters,
and when she saw the bed Jeanne gave a cry of delight. At
the four corners four birds of carved oak, quite black and
polished till they shone, supported the bed, looking as though
they were its guardians. The sides were decorated with two
large garlands of carved flowers and fruit; and the four
bed-posts, finely fluted and crowned with Corinthian capitals,
supported a cornice of entwined roses and cupids. I t was a
monumental couch, and yet was very graceful, despite the
sombre appearance of the wood darkened by age.
The
counterpane and canopy, made of old dark blue silk, staiTod
here and there with great fleurs de lis embroidered in gold,
sparkled like two firmaments.
When she had finished admiring the bed, Jeanne, raising
her light, examined the tapestry, trying to discover the subject of the design.
A young nobleman and a young lady, dressed in the
strangest way in green, red, and yellow, were talking under
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a blue tree on which white fruit was ripening. A big rabbit
of the same colour as the fruit was nibbling a little grey
grass. Just above the figures, in a conventional distance,
five little round houses with pointed roofs could be seen,
and up at the top, nearly in the sky, was a red wind-mill.
Gi^at branches of flowers twined in and out over the
whole.
The next two panels were very like the first, except that
out of the houses came four little men, dressed in Flemish
costume, who raised their hands to heavon as if to denote
their extreme surprise and anger. But the last set of hangings depicted a drama. Near the rabbit, which was still
nibbling, the young man was stretched out, apparently
dead. The young lady, with her eyes fixed on him, was
thrusting a sword into her breast, and the fruit on the tree
had become black.
Jeanne was just giving up trying to understand it when
she discovered in a corner a microscopic animal, which the
rabbit could have eaten as easily as a blade of grass, and
which was meant for a lion. Then she recognised tho misfortunes of Pyramis and Thisbe ; and, although she smiled
at the simplicity of the designs, she felt happy at being
surrounded by these pictures which would always accord with
her dearest hopes; and at the thought that eveiy night this
antique and legendary love would watch over her dreams.
Tho rest of tho furniture was of tho most different styles,
and bore tho traces of many generations. A superb Louis
XVI. chest of drawers, bound with polished brass, stood between two Louis X"\' armchairs which were still covered
with their original brocaded silk. A rosewood escritoire
was opposite the mantelpiece, on which, under a glass shade,
was a clock made in the time of the Empire. I t was in the
form of a bronze bee-hive hanging on four marble columns
over a garden of gilded flowers. On a small pendulum, coming
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out of the hive through a long slit, swung a little bee, with
enamel wings, backwards and forwards over the flowers; the
dial was of painted china and was let into the side of the
hive. I t struck eleven, and the baron kissed his daughter
and went to his own room.
Then Jeanne regretfully went to bed, giving a last look
round her room before she put out her candle. Only the
head of the bed was against the wall, and on the left was a
window through which a stream of moonlight entered, making a pool of light on the floor, and casting pale reflections
on the walls over tho motionless loves of Pyramis and Thisbe.
Through the other window, opposite the foot of the bed,
Jeanne could see a big tree bathed in a soft light. She
turned over and closed her eyes, but after a little while
opened them again, for she still seemed to feel the jolting of
the carriage and its rumbling was yet in her ears.
For some time she lay quite still, hoping thus to soon fall
asleep, but the restlessness of her mind communicated itself
to her body, and at last she got out of bed. With her arms
and feet bare, in her long chemise, which made her look like
a phantom, she crossed the flood of light on the boards,
opened her window and looked out.
Tho night was so clear that everything could be seen as
plainly as in broad daylight; and the young girl recognised
all the country she had so loved as a child.
First of all, just opposite her, was a big lawn looking
as yellow as gold under the light of the night.
There
were two enormous trees before the chateau, a plane-tree to
the north, a linden to the south, and quite at the end of the
grass, a little thicket ended the estate which was protected
from the hurricanes by five rows of old elms twisted, torn,
and sloped like a roof, by the sea wind which was constantly
blowing.
This kind of park was bounded on the right and left by
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two long avenues of immense poplar-ti'oes (called peuples in
Normandy) which separated the squire's residence from the
two farms adjoining, one of which was occupied by the
Couillards, the other by the Martins. These peuples had
given the name to the chateau.
Beyond this enclosure lay a large piece of uncultivated
ground covered with gorse, over which the wind rustled and
blew day and night. Then the coast suddenly fell a
hundred yards, forming a high, white cliff", the foot of which
was washed by the sea; a n d Jeanne gazed at the vast, watery
expanse whose waves seemed to be sleeping under the stars.
In this repose of nature, when the sun was absent, the
earth gave out all her perfumes. A jasmine, which had
climbed around the lower windo ws, exhaled its penetrating
fragrance which united with the subtler odour of the budding
leaves, and the soft breeze brought with it the damp, salt smell
of the seaweeds and'the beach.
At first the young girl gave herself up to the pleasure of
simply breathing, and the peace of the country calmed her as
would a cool bath. All the animals which wake at eveningtime, and hide their obscure existence in the peacefulness of
the night, filled the clear darkness with a silent restlessness.
Great birds fled silently through the air like shadows; tho
humming of invisible insects could be heard, and noiseless races took place across the dewy grass or along the quiet
sandy roads. The short monotonous croak of the frogs was
the only sound that could be distinguished.
I t seemed to Jeanne that her heart was getting bigger,
becoming full of v;hisperings like this clear evening, and of
a thousand wandering desires like these nocturnal insects
whose quivering life surrounded her. An unconscious
sympathy drew her towards this living poetry and she felt
that joy and happiness were floating towards her through
the soft white night, and she began to dream of love.
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Love ! For two years she had been anxiously awaiting
the time when it would come to her, and now she was free
to love, she had only to meet—him ! What should he be
like 1 She did not know, and did not trouble herself even
to think about it. He would be himself, that was enough.
She only knew that she should adore him with her whole
heart, and that he would love her with all his strength, and
she pictured herself walking with him on evenings such as
this, under the luminous glow of tho stars. They would
walk hand and hand, pressing close to one another, listening
to the beating of their hearts, mingling their love with the
sweet clearness of the summer nights, and so united that by
the simple power of their love, they would easily divine each
other's inmost thoughts. And that would endure indefinitely, in the serenity of an indestructible affection.
Suddenly she fancied he was there—close to her ; and a
vague feeling of sensuality swept over her from head to foot.
She unconsciously pressed her arms against her breast, as if
to clasp her dream to h e r ; and something passed over her
mouth, held out towards the unknown, which almost made
her faint, as if the springtide wind had given her a kiss of
love.
All at once, on the road behind the chateau, she heard
someone walking in the night, and in the rapture of her
love-filled soul, in a transport of faith in the impossible, in
providential hazards, in divine presentiment, in the romantic
combinations of Fate, she t h o u g h t ; " If it should be he ! "
She anxiously listened to the steps of the traveller, sure
that he would stop at the gate to demand hospitality. But
he had passed by and she felt sad, as though she had experienced a deception ; then after a moment she understood
the feverish excitement of her hopes, and smiled at her own
folly.
A little calmer, she let her thoughts float down the stream
B
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of a more reasonable reverie, trying to pierce the shadows
of the future and planning out her life.
She would live here with him, in this quiet chateau overlooking the sea. She would have two children, a son for
him, and a daughter for herself, and she pictured them
running on tho grass between the plane-tree and the linden,
while their father and mother followed their movements with
proud eyes, sometimes exchanging looks full of love above
their heads.
She stayed dreaming until the moon had finished her
journey across the sky, and began to descendinto the sea. The
air became cooler. Towards the east the horizon was getting
lighter. A cock crowed in the farm on the right, others
answered from the farm on the left, their hoarse notes, coming through the walls of 'the poultry-houses, seeming to be
a long way off, and the stars were disappearing from the
immense dome of the sky which had gradually whitened.
The little chirp of a bird sounded ; warblings, timid at first,
came from amongst the leaves; then, getting bolder, they
became vibrating, joyous, and spread from branch to branch,
from tree to tree. Jeanne suddenly felt a bright light; and
raising her head, which she had buried in her hands, she
shut her eyes, dazzled by the splendour of the dawn.
A mountain of crimson clouds, partly hidden by the
avenue of poplars, cast a red glow over the awakened earth,
and, breaking through the bright clouds, bathing the trees,
the plain, the ocean, the whole horizon, in a fiery light, the
blazing orb appeared.
Jeanne felt mad with happiness. A delirious joy, an infinite tenderness before the splendour of nature filled her
heart. It was hor sunri.se ! her dawn ! the beginning of her
life ! the rising of her hopes ! She stretched out her arms
towards the radiant space, with a longing to embrace the
sun; she wanted to speak, to cry aloud something divine
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like this day-break; but she remained dumb in a state of
impotent ecstasy. Then, laying her forehead on her hands,
her eyes filled with tears, and she cried for joy.
When she again raised her head the glorious colours of
the dawning day had already disappeared. She felt calmer
and a little tired and chilled. Leaving the window open,
she threw herself on the bed, mused for a few minutes
longer, than fell into such a sound sleep that she did not
hear her father calling her at eight o'clock, and only awoke
when he came into her room.
He wanted to show her the improvements that had been
made in the chateau ; in her chateau.
The back of the house was separated from the village
road, which half-a-mile further on joined the high road from
Havre to Fecamp, by a large sort of court planted with
apple-trees. A straight path went across it leading from
tho steps of the house to the wooden fence, and the low,
thatched out-houses, built of flints from tho beach, ran the
whole length of two sides of the court, which was separated
from the adjoining farms by two long ditches.
The roof of tho chateau had been repaired, the wood-work
restored, and the walls mended ; all the inside of the house
had been painted and the rooms had fresh hangings, and on
the old decaying grey walls the snowy shutters and the new
plaster stood out like white stains. One of Jeanne's windows
was in the front of tho house, which looked out over the
little wood and the wall of wind-torn elms, on to the sea.
Arm in arm Jeanne and the baron went all over the
ch§,teau without missing a single corner, and then they
walked slowly along the long poplar avenues which enclosed
the park, as it was called. The grass had grown under the
trees, making a green cai'pet, and tho grove at the bottom
was delightfully pretty with its little winding paths, separated by leafy walls, running in and out.
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Jeanne was startled by a hare springing suddenly across
their path ; it ran down the slope and made oflf towards the
cliff", among the rushes.
After breakfast, Madame Aedla'ide went to lie down as she
had not yet recovered from the fatigue of the journey, and
the baron proposed that he and Jeanne should walk to
Yport. They set off, going through the hamlet of Etouvent
in which was situated Les Peuples, and three peasants
saluted them as if they had known them all their lives.
They entered the sloping woods which go right down to
the sea, and soon the village of Yport came in sight. The
women, sitting at their doors mending clothes, looked up as
they passed. There was a strong smell of brine in the steep
street with the gutter in the middle and the heaps of rubbish
lying before the doors. The brown nets to which a few
shining shells, looking like fragments of silver, had clung,
were drying before the doors of the huts whence came the
odours of several families living in the same room, and a few
pigeons were looking for food at the side of the gutter. To
Jeanne it was all as new and as curious as a scene at a theatre.
Turning a sharp corner, they suddenly came upon the
smooth opaque blue sea, and opposite the beach they stopped
to look around.
Boats, with sails looking like the wings of white bird's,
were in the offing; to the right and left rose the high cliffs ;
a sort of cape interrupted the view on one side, while on
the other the coast-line stretched out till it could no lono'er
be distinguished, and a harbour and some houses could be
seen in a bay a little way off. Tiny waves fringing the sea
with foam, broke on the beach with a faint noise, and some
Normandy boats, hauled up on the shingle, lay on their
sides with the sun shining on their tai-red planks ; a few
fishermen were getting them ready to go out with the
evening tide.
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A sailor came up with some fish to sell, and Jeanne bought
a brill that she insisted on carrying home herself. Then
the man offered his services if ever they wanted to go sailing, telling them his name, " Lastique, Josephin Lastique,"
over and over again so that they should not forget it. The
baron promised to remember him, and then they started to
go back to the chateau.
As the large fish was too heavy for Jeanne, she passed
hor father's stick through its gills, and carrying it between
them, thoy went gaily up the hill, with the wind in their
faces, chattering like two children; and as the brill made
their arms ache, they let it drop lower and lower till its big
tail swept along the grass.
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II.
A DELIGHTFUL Hfo of froodom began for Jeanne. She read,
dreamed, and wandered about all alone, walking slowly along
the road, building castles in the air, or dancing down the
little winding valleys whose sloping sides were covered with
golden gorso. Its strong, sweet odour, increased by the
heat, intoxicated her like a perfumed wine, while she was
lulled by the distant sound of the waves breaking on the
beach. When she was in an idle mood she would throw
herself down on the thick grass of the hill-side, and sometimes when at the t u r n of a road she suddenly caught a
glimpse of the blue sea, sparkling in the light of the sun,
with a white sail at the horizon, she felt an inordinate joy,
a mysterious presentiment of future happiness.
She loved to be alone with the calm beauty of nature, and
would sit motionless for so long on the top of a hill, that
the wild rabbits would bound fearlessly up to h e r ; or she
would run swiftly along the cliff, exhilarated by the pure
air of the hills, and finding an exquisite pleasure in being
able to move without fatigue, like the swallows in the air
and the fish in the water.
Very fond of bathing, and strong, fearless, and unconscious
of danger, she would swim out to sea till she could no
longer be perceived from the shore, feeling refreshed by the
cool water, and enjoying the rocking of its clear blue waves.
When she was a long way out, she floated, and, with her
arms crossed ou her breast, gazed at the deep, blue sky.

A WOMAN'S LIFE.

23

against which a swallow or the white outline of a sea-gull
could sometimes be seen. No noise could be heard except
the far away murmur of the waves breaking on tho beach,
and the vague, confused, almost imperceptible sound of the
pebbles being drawn down by the receding waves. When
she went out too far, a boat put off to bring her in and she
would return to the chateau pale with hunger, but not at all
tired, with a smile on her lips, and her eyes dancing with joy.
The baron was planning great agricultural improvements ;
he wanted to make experiments, to try new machines, to
acclimatise foreign plants, and he passed part of his time
talking to tho peasants who shook their heads and refused
to believe in his ideas.
Ho often went on the sea with the sailors of Yport, and
when he had seen the caves, the springs, and the rocks that
were of any interest in the neighbourhood, he fished like a
common seaman. On windy days, when the breeze filled the
sails and forced the boat over till its edge touched tho water,
and tho mackerel-nets trailed over the sides, he would hold
a slender fishing-line, waiting with anxiety for the bite of a
fish. Then he went out in the moonlight to take up the
nets set the night before (for he loved to hear tho creaking
of the masts, and to breathe the fresh night air) and, after
a long time spent in tacking about to find the buoys, guided
by a ridge of rocks, the spire of a church, or tho light-house
at Fecamp, he liked to lie still under the first rays of the
rising sun which turned into a glittering mass the slimy
rays and the white-bellied turbot which lay on the deck of
the boat.
At every meal, he gave a glowing accoimt of his excursions,
and the baroness, in her turn, would tell him how many
times she had walked up and down the long poplar-avenues
on the right next to the Couillards' farm, the other one not
haviua; enough sun on it.
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She had been advised to " take exercise," and she walked
for hours together. As soon as the sun was high enough
for its warmth to be felt she went out, leaning on Rosalie's
arm, and enveloped in a cloak and two shawls, with a red
scarf on her head and a black hood over that.
Then she began a long, uninteresting walk from the
corner of the chateau to the first shrubs of the wood and
back again. Her left foot, which dragged a little, had
traced two fuiTows where the grass had died. At each end
of tho path she had had a bench placed, and every five
minutes she stopped, saying to the poor, patient maid who
supported her : " Let us sit down, my girl; I am a little
tired."
And at each rest she left on one or other of the benches
first the scarf which covered her head, then one shawl, then
the other, then the hood, and then the cloak; and aU
these things made two big bundles of wraps which Rosalie
carried in on her free arm, when they went in to lunch.
In the afternoon the baroness recommenced her walk in a
feebler way, taking longer rests, and sometimes dozing for
an hour at a time on a couch that was wheeled out of doors
for her. She called it taking "her exercise," in the same
way as she spoke of "my hypertrophy."
A doctor she had consulted ten years before because she
suffered from palpitations, had hinted at hypertrophy.
Since then she had constantly used this word, though she
did not in the least understand what it meant, and she was
always making the baron, and Jeanne, and Rosalie put their
hands on her heart, though its beatings could not be felt,
so buried was it under her bosom. She obstinately refused
to be examined by any other doctor in case he should say
she had another malady, and she spoke of " her hypertrophy " so often that it seemed as though this affection of
the heart were peculiar to her, and belonged to her like
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something unique to which no one else had any right. The
baron and Jeanne said " my wife's" or " mamma's hypertrophy " in the same way as they would have spoken of her
dress or her umbrella.
She had been very pretty when she was young, and as
slender as a reed. After flirting with the officers of all the
regiments of the Empire, she had read Corinne which had
made her cry and, in a certain measure, altered her character.
As her waist got bigger her mind became more and more
poetical, and when, through her size, she had to remain
nearly all day in her arm-chair, she dreamed of love-adventures of which she was always the heroine; always thinking
of the sort she liked best, like a hand-organ continually repeating the same air. The languishing romances, where they
talk about captives and swallows, always made her cry; and
she even liked some of Beranger's coarse verses because of the
grief they expressed. She would sit motionless for hours,
lost in thought, and she was vory fond of Les Peuples because it served as a scene for her dreams, the surrounding
woods, the sea, and the waste land reminding her of Sir Walter
Scott's books which she had lately been reading.
On rainy days she stayed in her room looking over what
she called hor " relics." They wore all her old letters;
those from hor father and mother, the baron's when she was
engaged to him, and some others besides. She kept them
in a mahogany escritoire with copper sphinxes at tho corners,
and she always used a particular tone when she said:
" Rosalie, bring me my souvenir-drawer."
The maid would open the escritoire, take out the drawer,
and place it on a chair beside her mistress, who slowly read
the letters one by one, occasionally letting fall a tear.
Jeanne sometimes took Rosalie's place and accompanied
her mother's walks, and listened to her reminiscences of child-
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hood. The young girl recognised herselt in these tales, and
was astouisheil to find that her mother's thoughts and hopes
had been the same as hers; for every one imagines that he
is the first to experience those feelings which made the
hearts of our first parents boat quicker, and which wiU continue to exist in human hearts tiU the end of time.
These tales, often interrupted for several seconds by the
baroness's want of breath, wore told as slowly as she walked,
and Jeanne let her thoughts run on to the happy future,
without waiting to hear the end of hor mother's anecdotes.
One afternoon, as they were I'esting on the seat at tho
bottom of the walk, they saw a fat priest coming towards
them from the other end of the avenue. He bowed, put on
a smiling look, bowed again when he was about three feet
off, and cried:
'• Well, Madame la baronne, and how are we to-day?"
He was the cure of the parish.
The baroness, bom in a philosophical century and brought
up in revolutionary times by a father who did not believe
vory much in anything, did not often go to church, although
she liked priests with the sort of religious instinct that most
women havo. She had forgotten all about the Abbe Picot,
her cure, and her face coloured when she saw him. She
began to make excuses for not having gone to see him, but
tho good-natured priest did not seem at all put out. He
looked at Jeanne, complimented her on her good looks, sat
down, put his hat on his knees, and wiped his forehead.
He was a very fat, red-faced man, who perspired very
freely. Every minute he drew an enormous, checked handkerchief from his pocket and wiped his face and neck; but he
had hardly put it back again when fresh drops appeared on
his skin and, falling on his cassock, made the dust on it into
little, round spots. He was a true coimtry priest, lively
and tolerant, talkative and honest.
lie told anecdotes,
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talked about the peasants, and did not seem to have noticed
that his two parishioners had not been to mass; for the
baroness always tried to reconcile her vaguo ideas of religion
to her indolence, and Jeanne was too happy at having left
the convent, where she had been sickened of holy ceremonies,
to think about going to church.
The baron joined them. His pantheistic religion made
hira indifferent to doctrine, and he asked tho abbe, whom he
knew by sight, to stay to dinner. The priest had the art
of pleasing every one, thanks to tho unconscious tact that
is acquired by the most ordinary men called by fate to exercise any moral power over their fellow creatures, and the
baroness, attracted perhaps by one of those affinities which
draw similar natures togethei', paid every attention to
him, the fat man's sanguine face and short breath agreeing
with her gasping obesity. By the time dessert was placed on
the table he had begun telling funny stories, with thelaisseraller of a man who has had a good dinner in congenial
society.
All at once, as though a good idea had just occurred to
him, he exclaimed:
" Oh, I have a new parishioner I must introduce to you,
M. le Vicomte de Lamare."
The baroness, Avho had all tho heraldry of the province at
her finger ends, asked ;
" Does ho belong to tho family of Lamare de I'Eure 1"
The priest bowed:
" Y e s , madame; he is the son of tho ^'icomte Jean de
Lamare, who died last year.
Then Madame Adelaide, who loved the aristocracy above
everything, asked a great manj questions, and learnt that
the young man had sold the family chateau to pay his
father's debts, and had come to live on one of the three
farms that he owned at Etouvent.

28

A WOMAN'S LIFE.

This property only brought in about five or six thousand
livros a year, but the vicomte was of a fore-seeing, economical
disposition and meant to live quietly for two or three years,
so that he might save enough to go into society and marry
well, without having to get into debt or mortgage his farms.
" He is a charming young fellow," added the cure; " and
so steady, so quiet. But he can't find many amusements in
the country."
" Bring him to see us, M. I'Abbe," daid the baron; " he
might hke to come here sometimes." And then the conversation turned to other subjects.
When they wont into the drawing-room the priest asked
if he might go out into the garden, as he was used to a little
exercise after meals. The baron went out with him, and
they walked backwards and forwards the whole length of
the chiteau, while their two shadows, the one thin, and the
other quite round and looking as though it had a mushroom
on its head, fell sometimes before and sometimes behind
them, according as they walked towards the moon or turned
their backs on it. The cure chewed a sort of cigarette
that he had taken from his pocket; he told the baron why
he used it in tho plain speech of a countryman :
" I t is to help the digestion; my liver is rather sluggish."
Looking at the sky where the bright moon was sailing
along, ho suddenly said :
" That's a sight one never gets tired of."
Then he went in to say good-bye to the ladies.
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III.
T H E next Sunday the baroness and Jeanne went to mass out
of deference to their cure, and after it was over they waited
to ask him to luncheon for the following Thursday. He
came out of the vestry with a tall, good-looking, young man
who had familiarly taken his arm.
As soon as he saw the two ladies he gave a look of pleased
surprise, and exclaimed :
" What a lucky t h i n g ! Madame la baronne and Mile.
Jeanne, permit me to present to you your neighbour, M. le
Vicomte de Lamare."
The vicomte bowed, expressed the desire ho had long felt
to make their acquaintance, and began to talk with tho ease
of a man accustomed to good society. His face was one
that women raved about and that all men disliked. His
black, curly hair fell over a smooth, bronzed forehead, and
long, regular eyebrows gave a depth and tenderness to his
dark eyes. Long, thick lashes lent to his glance the passionate eloquence which thrills the heart of the high-born
lady in her boudoir, and makes the poor girl, with her basket
on her arm, turn round in the street, and the languorous
charm of his eyes, with their whites faintly tinged with blue,
gave importance to his least word and made people believe
in the profoundness of his thought. A thick, silky beard
hid a jaw which was a little heavy.
After mutual compliments he said good-bye to the ladies;
and two days afterwards made his first call at tho chateau.
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He arrived just as they wore looking at a rustic-seat,
placed only that morning under the big plane-tree opposite
the drawing-room windows. The baron wanted to have
another one under the linden to make a pair, but tho
baroness, who disliked things to be exactly symmetrical,
said no. The vicomte, on being asked his opinion, sided
with the baroness.
Then he talked about the surrounding country, which he
thought very " picturesque," and about the charming " bits "
ho had como across in his solitary walks. From time to
time his eyes met Jeanne's, as though by chance; and she
felt a strange sensation at these sudden looks which were
quickly turned away and which expressed a lively admiration and sympathy.
M. de Lamare's father, who had died the year before, had
known an intimate friend of M. des Cultaux, the baroness's
father, and the discovery of this mutual acquaintance gave
rise to endless conversation about marriages, births, and
relationships.
The baroness, with prodigious feats of
memory, talked about the ancestors and descendants of
numerous families, and traversed the complicated labyrinths
of different genealogies without ever losing herself.
" Toll mo, vicomte, havo you ever heard of tho Saunoys de
Varfleur] Gontran, the older son, married Mademoiselle do
Coursil, one of the Coursil-Courvilles; and the younger
married a cousin of mine. Mademoiselle de la Roche-Aubort,
who was related to the Crisanges. Now, M. de Crisange
was an intimate friend of my father, and no doubt knew
yours also."
" Yes, madame; was it not the M. de Crisange who emigrated, and whose'son ruined himself?"
" That is the very man. He had proposed for my aunt
after the death of her husband, the Comte d'lferetry, but she
would not accept him because he took snuff. By the way
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do you know what has become of the Viloises ? They left
Touraine about 1813, after a reverse of fortune, to go and live
in Auvergne; and I have never heard anything of them since."
" I believe, madame, that the old marquis was killed by a
fall from his horse, leaving one daughter married to an
Englishman, and the other to a rich merchant who had
seduced her."
Names they had heard their parents mention when they
were children returned to their minds, and the marriages of
these people seemed as important to them as great p)ublic
events. They talked about men and women tbey had never
seen as if they know them well, and those people, living so
far away, talked about them in the same manner, and they
felt as though they were acquainted with each other, almost
as if they were friends or relations, simply because they
belonged to the same class and wore of equal rank.
The baron who was rather unsociable, his philosophic views
disagreeing with the beliefs and prejudices of the people of
his own rank, did not know any of the families living near,
and asked the vicomte about them.
" Oh, there aro vory few good families around here,"
answered M. de Lamare, in the same tone as he would have
said that there were not many rabbits on the hills, and he
entered into details about them.
There were only throe families of rank in the neighbourhood ; the Marquis de Coutelior, tho head of the Normandy
aristocracy; the Vicomte and Vicomtesse de Briseville,
people who were very well-born but held themselves rather
aloof; and lastly, the Comte de Fourville, a sort of fire-eater
who was said to be worrying his wife to death, and who lived
in the Chateau de la Vrillette, which was built on a lake,
passing his time in hunting and shooting. A few parvenus
had bought property in the neighbourhood, but the vicomte
did not know them.
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He rose to go, and his last look was for Jeanne as though
he would have made his adieu to her specially friendly and
tender.
The baroness thought him charming and very comme it
faut, and the baron remarked that he was a very welleducated man. He was asked to dinner the following week,
and after that he visited tho chateau regularly.
Generally ho came about four o'clock, joined the baroness
in " h e r avenue," and insisted on her leaning on his arm to
take " her exercise." W^hon Jeanne was at home she supported her mother on the other side and all three walked
slowly up and down the long path. He did not talk to the
young girl, but often his dark, velvety eyes met Jeanne's,
which were like blue agate.
Sometimes they walked down to Yport with the baron,
and one evening, as they were standing on the beach, old
Lastique came up to them, and, without taking his pipe
from his mouth, for it would have been stranger to see him
without his pipe than without his nose, said :
" With this wind, M'sieu' I'baron, you'd be able to go to
ifetretat and back to-morrow quite easily."
Jeanne clasped hor hands together; " Oh, papa ! If only
you would !"
The baron turned to M. de Lamare.
" Will you go, vicomte ? We could have lunch over there."
And the excursion was planned for the following dav.
The next morning Jeanne was up at daybreak. She
waited for her father who took longer to dress, and then
they walked over the dewy plain and through the wood
filled with the sweet songs of the birds, down to Yport
where they found the vicomte and old Lastique sittino- on
the capstan of their little vessel.
Two sailors helped to start the boat, by putting their shoulders to the sides and pushing with all their might. I t was
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hard to move over the level part of the beach, and Lastique
slipped rollers of greased wood under the keel, then went back
to his place and drawled out his long " Heave oh ! " which
was the signal for them all to push together, and when thoy
came to the slant of the beach, tho boat sot off" all at once,
sliding over the round pebbles, and making a grating noise like
tho tearing of linen. It stopped short at tho edge of tho
waves and they all got in, except the two sailors, who pushed
the boat off.
A light, steady breeze blowing towards tho land just
ruffled the surface of the water. The sail was hoisted, filled
out a little, and the boat moved gently along hardly rocked
by the waves.
At first they sailed straight out to sea. At the horizon
tho sky could not be distinguished from the ocean; on land
the high steep cliff had a deep shadow at its foot. Behind
could be seen the brown sails of the boats leaving the white
pier of Fecamp, and before lay a rounded rock with a hole
right through it, looking like an elephant thrusting its trunk
into the water.
Jeanne, feeling a little dizzied by the rocking of the boat,
sat holding one side with her hand, and looking out to sea ;
light, space and the ocean seemed to her to be the only
really beautiful things in creation. No one spoke. From
time to time old Lastique, who was steering, drank something out of a bottle placed within his reach under the seat.
He smoked his stump of a pipe which seemed uuextinguishable, and a small cloud of blue smoke went up from it while
another issued from the corner of his mouth ; he was never
seen to relight tho clay bowl, which was coloiu'od blacker
than ebony, or to refill it with tobacco, and he only removed
the pipe from his mouth to eject the brown saliva.
The baron sat in the bows and managed the sail, performing the duties of a sailor, and Jeanne and the vicomte were side
0
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by side, both feeling a little agitated. Their glances wore
continually meeting, a hidden sympathy inalving them raise
their eyes at the same moment, for there was already that
vague, subtle fondness between them which springs up so
quickly between two young people when the youth is
good-looking and the girl is pretty. They felt happy at
G
being close together, perhaps because each was thinking of
the other.
The sun rose higher and higher in the sky as if to consider
from a bettor vantage point the vast sea stretched out
beneath him, while tho latter, like a coquette, enveloped
herself in a light mist which veiled her from his rays. I t
was a transparent golden haze which hid nothing but softened
everything. I t gradually melted away before the sun's
flaming darts, and when the full heat of the day began it
disappeared entirely, and the sea, smooth as glass, lay
glittering in the sun.
Jeanne murmured enthusiastically, " How lovely it is ! "
'The vicomte answered " Yes, it is indeed beautiful." And
their hearts felt as bright as the clear morning itself.
Suddenly, looking as if the cliff bestrode part of the sea,
appeared the great arcades of Etretat, high enough for a
ship to pass underneath with the point of a sharp white
rock rising out of the water before the first one.
When they reached the shore, the vicomte lifted Jeanne
out t h a t she should not wot her feet in landing, while the
baron held the boat close to tho beach with a rope ; then
they wont up the steep, shingly beach side by side, both
agitated by this short embrace, and they heard old Lastique
say to the baron :
" In my opinion they'd make a very handsome couple."
They had lunch in a little inn near the beach. On the
sea they had been quiet but at table thoy had as much to
say as children let out of school.

A WOMAN'S LIFE.

35

The most simple things gave rise to endless laughter.
Old Lastique carefully put his pipe, which was still alight,
into his cap before he sat down to table; and everyone
laughed. A fly, attracted, no doubt, by tho sailor's red nose,
persisted on settling on it, and when moving too slowly to
catch it he knocked it away, it went over to a very flyspotted curtain whence it seemed to eagerly watch the
sailor's highly-coloured nasal organ, for it soon flew back and
settled on it again.
Each time the insect returned a loud laugh burst out,
and when tho old man, annoyed by its tickling, murmured :
" What a confoundly obstinate fly ! " Jeanne and tho vicomte
laughed till they cried, holding their serviettes to their
mouths to prevent themselves shrieking out loud.
When tho coffee had been served Jeanne said :
" Suppose we go for a walk ? "
The vicomte got up to go with her, but tho baron preferred going out on the beach to take his nap).
" You two go," he said. " You will find me here in an
hour's time."
They walked straight along the road, passed a few cottages
and a little chateau which looked more like a big farm, and
then found themselves in an open valley. Jeanne had a
singing in her ears, and was thrilled by a strange sensation
which she had never before experienced. Overhead was a
blazing sun, and on each side of the road lay fields of ripe
corn drooping under the heat. The feeble, continuous chirp
of the swarms of grasshoppers in the corn and hedges was
the only sound to be heard, and the sky of a dazzling blue,
slightly tinged with yellow, looked as though it would
suddenly turn red, like brass when it is p u t tnto a
furnace.
They entered a little wood where the trees were so thick
that no sunbeams could penetrate their foliage; the grass
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had died from want of light and fresh air, but tho ground
was covered with moss, and all around was a cool dampness
which chilled them after the heat of the sun.
" See, we could sit down over there," said Jeanne, looking
around her as thoy walked on.
Two trees had died, and through the break in tho foliage
fell a flood of light, warming the earth, calling to life the
grass and dandelion seeds, and expanding the delicate flowers
of the anemone and digitalis. A thousand winged insects—
butterflies, bees, hornets, big gnats looking like skoleton-flies>
ladybirds with red spots on them, beetles with greenish reflections on their wings, others which were black and horned
—peopled this one warm and luminous spot in the midst of
the cool shadow of the trees.
Jeanne and the vicomte sat down with their heads in the
shadow and their feet in the light. They watched these tiny
moving insects that a sunbeam had called forth, and Jeanne
said softly:
" How lovely the country is! Sometimes I wish I were
a bee or a butterfly that I might bury myself in the flowers."
They began talking about their own habits and tastes in
a low, confidential tone. He declared himself tired of his
useless life, disgusted with society ; it was always the same,
one never found any truth, any sincerity. She would have
liked to know what town-life was like but she was convinced
beforehand that society would never be so pleasant as a
country-life.
The nearer their hearts drew to one another the more
studiously did they address each other as " m o n s i e u r " and
" mademoiselle ; " but they could not help their eyes smiling
and their glances meeting, and it seemed to them that now
and better feelings were entering their hearts, makinci- them
ready to lovo and take an interest in things they had before
cared nothing about.
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When they returned from their walK they found that the
baron had gone to a cave formed in the cliff, called the
Chambre aux Demoiselles, so they waited for him at the inn,
where he did not appear till five o'clock, and then they
started to go home. The boat glided along so smoothly
that it hardly seemed to be moving; the wind came in gentle
puffs filling the sail one second only to let it flap loosely
against the mast the next, and tho tired sun was slowly
approaching the sea. Tho stillness around made them all
silent for a long while, but at last Jeanne said :
" How I should like to travel! "
" Yes, but it would be rather dull travelling alone," said
the vicomte. "You want a companion to whom you could
confide your impressions."
" That is true," she answered thoughtfully ; " still, I like
to go for long walks alone. When there is no one with me
I build such castles in the air."
" B u t two people can better still plan out a happy future,"
he said, looking her full in the face.
Her eyes fell; did he mean anything ? She gazed at the
horizon as though she would look beyond i t ; then she said
slowly :
" I should like to go to Italy—and to Greece—and to
Corsica, it must be so wild and so beautiful there."
He preferred the chalets and lakes of Switzerland.
She said, " No, I should like to go either to a country
with little or no history like Corsica, or else to one with
very old associations like Greece. I t must be so interesting
to find the traces of those nations whose history one has
known from childhood, and to see the places whei'e such
great and noble deeds were done."
"Well, for my part, I should like to go to England; it is
such an instructive country," said the vicomte, who was
more practical than Jeanne.
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Then thoy discussed tho beauties of every country from
tho poles to the equator, and went into raptures over the
unconventional customs of such nations as the Chinese or
tho Laplanders; but they came to the conclusion that the
most beautiful land in the world is France, with her
temperate climate—cool in summer and wann in winter—
her fertile fields, her green forests, her great, calm rivers, and
her culture of the fine arts which has existed nowhere else
since the palmy days of Athens.
Silence again fell over the little party. The blood-red
sun was sinking, and a broad pathway of light lay in the
wake of the boat leading right up to the dazzling globe.
The wind died out, there was not a ripple on the water, and
the motionless sail was reddened bv the ravs of the settinar
sun. The air seemed to possess some soothing influence
which silenced everything around this meeting of the
elements. The sea, like some huge bride, awaited the fiery
lover who was approaching her shining, liquid bosom, and
the sun hastened his descent, empurpled by the desire of
their embrace. At length he joined her, and gradually
disappeared. Then a freshness came from the horizon, and
a breath of air rippled the surface of the water as if the
vanished sun had given a sigh of satisfaction.
The twilight was very short, and the sky soon became
dark and studded with stars. Lastique got out the oars,
and Jeanne and the vicomte sat side by side watching the
trembling, phosphorescent glimmer behind the boat and
feeling a keen enjoyment even in breathing the cool night
air. The vicomte's fingers were resting against Jeanne's
hand which was lying on tho seat, and she did not draw it
away, the slight contact making her feel happy and yet
confused.
When she went to her room that evening Jeanne felt so
moved that tho least thing would have made her crv. She
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looked at the clock and fancied that the little bee throbbed
like a friendly h e a r t ; she thought of how it would be tho
silent witness of her whole life, how it would accompany all
her joys and sorrows with its quick regular beat, and she
stopped the gilded insect to drop a kiss upon its wings. She
could have kissed anything, no matter what, and suddenly
remembering an old doll she had hidden away in the bottom
of a drawer, she got it out and found as much joy in seeing
it again as if it had been an old AvcU-loved friend. Pressing
it to her bosom she covered its painted cheeks and flaxen
hair with warm kisses, then, still holding it in her arms,
she began to think.
W^as HE the husband referred to by so many inward
voices, and w^as it by a supremely-kind Providence that he
was thus sent into her life?
Was he really the being
created for her, to whom her whole existence would be
devoted 1 ^Yere he and she really predestined to unite
their hearts and so beget Lovo 1 She did not yot experience
those tumultuous feelings, those wild raptures, that profound stirring of her whole soul, which she believed to be
love ; still she thought she was beginning to love him, for
sometimes she felt her senses fail her when she thought of
him and she always was thinking of him. Her heart
throbbed in his presence, her colour came and went when
she met his glance, and the sound of his voice sent a thrill
through her. That night she hardly slept at all.
Each day her longing for lovo became greater. She was
always consulting the marguerites, or the clouds, or tossing
a coin in the air to see whether she was loved or not.
One evening her father said to her :
"Make yourself look very pretty to-morrow morning,
Jeanne."
"WHiy, papa?" she asked.
" T h a t ' s a secret," replied the baron.
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W^hen she came down the next morning, looking fresh
and bright in a light summer dress, she found the drawingroom table covered with bon-bon boxes, and an enormous
bouquet on a chair.
A cart turned in at the gateway with " L^rat, confectioner.
Contractor for Wedding-breakfasts" on it, and Ludivine,
with the aid of a scullerj^-maid, took from it a great many
flat baskets from which issued an appetising odour.
The vicomte came in soon after; his trousers were
fastened tightly under the varnished boots which showed off
his small feet to perfection. His iightly-fitting coat was
closely fastened, excep)t on the chest where it opened to
show the lace shirt-frill; and a fine cravat, twisted several
times round his neck, forced him to hold up his handsome
dark head. His careful toilette made him look different
from usual, and Jeanne stared at him as though she had
never seen him before ; she thought he looked a perfect
gentleman from head to foot.
He bowed, and asked with a smile :
"Well, godmother, are you r e a d y ? "
" What do you mean ? " stammered out Jeanne. " WTiat
is it aU about ?"
" Oh, you shall know just now," answered the baron.
The carriage drew up before the door and Madame
Adelaide, in a handsome dress, came downstairs leaning on
Rosalie who was struck with sirch admiration at the sight
of M, de Lamare's elegant appearance, that the baron
murmured,
" I say, vicomte, I think our maid likes the look of you."
The vicomte blushed up to the roots of his hair, pretended not to hoar what the baron said, and, taking up the
big bouquet, presented it to Jeanne. She took it, feeling
still more astonished, and all four got into tho carriage.
" Really, madame, it looks like a wedding!" exclaimed
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the cook, Ludivine, who had brought some cold broth for
the baroness to have before she started.
When they reached Yport they got out, and, as they
walked through the village, the sailors in new clothes
which still showed where the cloth had been folded, came
out of the houses, touched their hats, shook the baron by
the hand, and followed behind them, forming h procession,
at the head of which walked the vicomte with Jeanne on
his arm.
On arriving at tho church a halt was made. A choir-boy
came out carrying a groat silver cross, followed by another
pink and white urchin carrying the holy water with the
brush in i t ; behind them came three old choristers, one of
whom limped, then the serpent-player, then the cure in a
stole with a gold cross embroidered on it. He saluted the
baron's party with a smile and a nod, then, with half-closed
eyes, his lips moving in prayer, his mitre pushed down over
his eyes, he followed his surpliced subordinates down to the
sea.
On the beach a crowd was waiting round a new boat
decorated all over with garlands; its mast, sail, and ropes
were covered with lung ribbons which fluttered in the
breeze, and its name, " Jeanne," was on the stern in gilt
letters. Old Lastique was the master of this boat that the
baron had had built, and he advanced to moot the
procession.
At the sight of the cross all the men took off their caps,
and a lino of nuns, enveloped in their long, straight, black
mantles, knelt doAvn. The cur^ Avent to one end of the
boat with the tAvo choir-boys, while at the other the three
old choristers, Avith their dirty faces and hairy chins shown
up by their white surplices, sang at the top of their voices.
Each time they paused to take breath, the serpent-player
continued his music alone, and ho blew out his cheeks till
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his little grey eyes could not bo seen and the very skin of
his forehead and neck looked as if it was .separated from the
flesh.
The calm, transparent sea, its ripples breaking on the
shore Avith a faint, grating noise, seemed to bo watching the
christening of the tiny boat. Great, white sea-gulls flew by
with outstretched wings, and then returned over the heads
of the kneeling crowd with a sweeping flight as though
they wanted to see what was going on.
The chanting stopped after an " A m e n " which was
repeated and sustained for five minutes, and the priest
gabbled some Latin words of which only the sonorous
terminations could be made out. Then he walked all round
the boat sprinkling it with holy water, and commenced to
murmur the or emus, stopping opposite the two sponsors
Avho Avere standing hand in hand.
The young man's handsome face was quite calm, but the
young girl, almost suffocated by the palpitation of her
heart, felt as though she should faint, and she trembled so
violently that her teeth chattered. The dream that had
haunted her for so long seemed all at once to have become
a reality. She had heard this ceremony compared to a
wedding, the priest was there uttering blessings, and surpliced men were chanting prayers; surely she was being
married!
Did the vicomte feel the nervous trembling of her fingers?
Did his heart sympathise with hers ? Did he understand?
did he guess? Avas he also under the influence of an all
absorbing love-dream ? Or Avas it only the knowledge that
Avomen found him irresistible that made him press her
hand, gently at first, then harder and harder till he hurt
hor ? Then, Avithout changing the expression of his face
that no one might notice him, he said very distincth-: " O h
Jeanne, if you liked, this might be our betrothal! "
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She slowly bent her head Avith a movement which perhaps meant " y e s ; " and some drops of holy Avater fell on
their hands.
The ceremony was over; the women rose from their
knees, and OA^cryone began to hurry back. Tho choir-boy
let the cross swing from side to side, or tilt forAvard till it
nearly fell; tho cure, no longer praj-ing, hurried behind
h i m ; tho choristers and the serpent-player disappeared
down a narroAv turning to get back and undress quickly,
tho sailors hastened past in twos and threes; a good lunch
was waiting for them at Les Peuples and the very thought
of it quickened their pace and made their mouths water.
Sixty sailors and peasants sat doAvn to the long table
laid in the courtyard under the apple trees. The baroness
sat at the middle of the table Avith the cure from Yport on
one side of her and tho Abbe Picot on the other; opposite
her was tho baron between the maj'or and his wife. The
mayoress was a thin, elderly, country Avoman with a nod
for everyone; her big Normandy cap fitted close round her
thin face, making her head, Avith its round, astonishedlooking eyes, look like a white-tufted foAAd's, and she ate in
little jerks as if she were pecking at her plate.
Jeanne Avas silent, seeing nothing, hearing nothing, her
head turned Avith joy. At last she asked the vicomte, who
Avas sitting beside h e r :
" What is your christian name ?"
" Julion," he replied ; "did you not know?"
She did not ansAA'»r him, for she AA-as thinking: " H o w
often I shall repeat that name to myself."
Wlien lunch Avas over the courtyard Avas left to the sailors.
The baroness began to take her exercise, leaning on the
baron and accompanied by the two priests, and Jeanne and
Julien Avalked doAvn to the Avood, and Avandered along its
little Avinding paths. All at once he took her hands in his.
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" Toll me," he said, " will you be my wife 1"
She hung her head, and he pleaded,
"Do not keep me in suspense, I implore you."
Then she slowly raised her eyes to his, and in that look
he read her answer.
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IV.
T H E baron wont into Jeanne's room before she was up one
morning soon after the christening of tho boat, and sat down
at the foot of the bod.
" M . lo Vicomte do Lamare has proposed for you," he said.
Joanne would have liked to hide hor head under the bedclothes.
" We told him we must think over his proposal before AVO
could give him an ansAver/' continued the baron, Avho Avas
smiling. " W^e did not wish to arrange anything Avithout
first consulting you ; your mother and I made no objection
to the marriage, b u t at the same time we did not make any
promise. You are a great deal richer than ho is, but Avhen
the happiness of a life is at stake the question of money
ought not to be considered. He has no relations, so if you
married him we should gain a son, whereas if you married
anyone else you would havo to go among strangers, and Ave
should lose our daughter. We like the young follow, but
the question is, do you like him ? "
" J am quite willing to marry him, papa," she stammered
out, blushing to the roots of her hair.
Tho baron looked into her eyes, and said with a smile :
" I thought as much, mademoiselle."
Until that evening Jeanne hardly knew what she Avas
doing. She Avent through everything mechanically, feeling
thoroughly worn out with fatigue although she had done
nothing to tiro her. The vicomte came about six o'clock
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and found her sitting Avith her mother imder tho plane-tree,
and Jeanne's heart beat wildly as the young man came calmly
toAA'ards them. He kissed the baroness's fingers, then, raising the young girl's trembling hand to his lips, he imprinted
on it a long, tender kiss of gratitude.
The happy betrothal time began. Tho young couple
spent their days sitting ou the slope leading to the waste
land beyond the wood, or Avalking up and down the baroness's avenue, she with her eyes fixed on the dusty track
her mother's foot had made, he talking of tho future. Once
the marriage agreed to, thoy wanted it to take place as soon
as possible, so it Avas decided that they should be married in
six weeks' time, on the 15th of August, and that they should
start on their wedding tour almost immediately afterwards.
When Jeanne was asked to Avhat country she should like to
go, she chose Corsica, Avhere they would bo more alone than
in Italy.
They awaited the time of their union without very much
impatience, vaguely desiring more passionate embraces, and
yet satisfied Avith a slight caress, a pressure of the hand, a
gaze so long that each seemed to road the other's heart
through their eyes.
No one Avas to be asked to the wedding besides Aunt Lison
tho baroness's sister, who v\ as a lady-boarder in a conA'ent at
Versailles.
After their father's death the baroness wanted her sister
to live Avith her, but the old maid was convinced that she
Avas a nuisance to everybody, and alvA'ays in the AA'ay, and she
took apartments in one of the convents Avhich open their
doors to the solitary and unhappy, tliough she occasionally
spent a month or tAVO Avith her relations. She was a small
Avoman Avith very little to say, and always kept in t'.io
background; when she stayed Avith the baroness she was
only seen at meal times, tho rest of tho day she spent shut
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up in her room. She had a kind, rather old-looking face,
although she was only forty-tAvo, Avith sad, meek eyes. Her
Avishos had ahvays been sacrificed to those of everyone else.
As a child she had ahvays sat quietly in some corner, never
kissed because she was neither pretty nor noisy, and as a young
girl no one had ever troubled about her. Her sister, following
the example of her parents, ahvays thought of her as of someone of no importance, almost like some object of furniture
which she Avas accustomed to see every day but Avhich never
occupied hor thoughts.
She seemed ashamed of her name, Lise, because it was so
girlish and pretty, and when there seemed no likelihood of
her marrying, " Lise " had gradually changed to " Lison."
Since tho birth of Jeanne she had become " Aunt Lison,"
a sort of poor relation whom everyone treated Avith a careless
familiarity which hid a good-natured contempt. She was
prim and very timid even Avith her sister and brother-in-law
Avho liked her as they liked everyone, but Avhose affection
was formed of an indifferent kindness, and an unconscious
compassion.
Sometimes Avhen the baroness was speaking of the fai-away time of hor childhood she would say to fix a d a t e :
" It Avas about the time of Lison's mad attempt." She
never said anything more, and there Avas a certain mystery
about this " mad attempt."
One evening, Avhen she Avas about nineteen years old,
Lise had tried to droAvn herself. No one could understand
the reason of this act of folly, there AA'as nothing in her life
or habits to at all account for it. She had been rescued
half-dead, and her parents, shocked at the deed, had not
attempted to discoA'or its cause, but had only talked about
her " m a d attempt," in the same Avay as they had spoken of
the accident to the horse Coco, when he had broken his leoin a ditch and had to be killed. Since then Lise had been
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thought very Aveak-minded, and everyone around her
gradually came to look upon her Avith the mild comtempt
Avith which her relations regarded h e r ; even little Jeanne,
perceiving Avith tho quickness of a child how her parents
treated her aunt, never ran to kiss her or thought of performing any little services for her. No one ever went to
her room, and Rosalie, the maid, alone seemed to know where
it Avas situated. If anyone Avanted to speak to her a serA'ant
was sent to find her, and if she could not be found no one
troubled about her, no one thought of hor, no one would
ever have dreamt of saying :
" Dear me ! I have not seen Lison this morning."
When she came down to breakfast of a morning, little
Jeanne AVont and held up her face for a kiss, and that Avas
the only greeting she received. She had no position in the
house and seemed destined noA'or to be understood even by
her relations, never able to gain their love or confidence,
and AA'hen she died she Avould leave no empty chair, no sense
of loss behind her.
Wlien anyone said " Aunt Lison " the words caused no
more feeling of affection in anyone's heart than if the coffee
pot or sugar basin had been mentioned. She always walked
with little, quick, noiseless steps, never making any noise,
never stumbling against anything, and her hands seemed to
be made of velvet, so light and delicate was their handling
of anything she touched.
Lison arrived at tho chateau about the middle of July,
quite upset by the idea of the marriage ; she brought a
great many presents which did not receiA'e much attention
as she Avas the giver, and the day after her arrival no one
noticed she "was there. She could not take her eyes off the
sweethearts, .and busied herself about the trousseau with a
strange energy, a feverish excitement, working in her room,
Avhere no one came to see her, like a common sempstress.
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She was always showing the baroness some handkerchiefs she
had hemmed, or some towels on which she had embroidered
the monogram, and asking ;
" Do you like that, Adelaide ? "
The baroness would carelessly look at the work and
answer:
" Don't take so much trouble over it, my dear Lison."
About tho end of the month, after a day of sultry heat,
the moon rose in one of those warm, clear nights Avhich seem
to draw forth all the hidden poetry of the soul. The soft
breeze fluttered the hangings of the quiet drawing-room, and
the shaded lamp cast a ring of soft light on the table where
tho baroness and her husband were playing cards. Aunt
Lison Avas sitting by them knitting, and the young people
Avere leaning against the open window, looking out at the
gfrden as it lay bathed in light.
The shadows of the linden and the plane tree fell on the
moon-lit grass which stretched away to the shadows of the
Avood.
Irresistibly attracted by tho beauty of the night, Jeanne
turned and said :
" Papa, vie are going for a Avalk on the grass."
" Very well, my dear," answered the baron, without looking up from his game.
Jeanne and the vicomte Avent out and walked slowly doAvn
the grass till they reached the little Avood at the bottom.
They stayed out so long that at last the baroness, feeling
tired and wanting to go to her room, said :
" We must call in the lovers."
The baron glanced at the moonlit garden, Avhere the two
figures could be seen walking slowly about.
"Leave them alone," he answered; " i t is so pleasant out
of doors; Lison will Avait up for t h e m ; Avon't you, Lison?"
The old maid looked up, and answered in her timid voice :
D
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" Oh, yes, certainly."
The baron helped his wife to rise, and, tired himself by the
heat of the day,
" 1 AA'ill go to bed too," ho said. And he went upstairs
Avith the bai'oness.
Then Aunt Lison got up, and, leaving her work on the
arm of the easy chair, leant out of the Avindow and looked at
the glorious night. The two SAveethearts were walking backAvards and forAvards across the grass, silently pressing each
other's hands, as they felt the SAveet influence of the visible
poetry that surrounded them.
Jeanne saw the old maid's profile in the windoAv, Aviththe
lighted lamp behind;
" Look," she said; " Aunt Lison is A\'atching us."
"Yes, so she is," answered the vicomte in the tone of one
Avho speaks without thinking of Avhat he is saying ; and they
continued their S1OA\' walk and their dreams of love. But
the dew was falling, and they began to feel chilled ;
" W e had better go in now," said Jeanne.
They went into the draAving-room, and found Aunt Lison
bending over the knitting she had taken up again; her thin
fingers Avero trembling as if they Avere very tired. Jeanne
went up to her ;
" A u n t , AVO Avill g-o to bed now," she said.
The old maid raised hor eyes ; they Avere red as if she had
been crying, but neither of the lovers noticed it. Suddenly
the young man saAv that Jeanne's thin slippers wore quite
Avet, and fearing she Avould catch cold :
" Aro not your dear little feet cold ? " he asked affectionately.
Aunt Lison's fingers trembled so, they could no longer
hold the work; her ball of AVOOI rolled across the floor, and,
hiding her face in her hands, she beg^n to sob convulsively.
For a moment Jeanne and the vicomte stood looking at her
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in mute surprise, then Jeanne, feeling frightened, knelt down
beside her, drew away her hands from her face, and asked
in dismay :
" What is it. Aunt Lison ? What is the matter with
you ?"
The poor, old maid, trembling all over, stammered out in
a broken voice :
" W'hen he asked you—' Are—are not your dear little
feet—cold ?'
I—I thought how no one had—had ever said
anything like that to me."
Joanne felt full of pity for her aunt, but it seemed very
funny to think of anyone making love to Lison, and the
vicomte turned his head away to hide his laughter. Lison
started up, left her AVOOI on the ground and her knitting on
tho armchair, and abruptly leaving the room groped her Avay
up tho dark staircase to hor bedroom.
The two young people looked at one another, feeling sorry
for her, and yet rather amused.
" Poor auntie," murmured Jeanne.
" She must be a little mad this evening," replied Julien.
They were holding each other's hands as if they could not
make up their minds to say good-night, and very gently
they exchanged their first kiss before Aunt Lison's empty
chair. Tho next day they had forgotten all about the old
maid's tears.
The fortnight before her marriage, Jeanne passed calmly
and peacefully, as if she Avere almost exhausted by the
number of pleasant hours she had lately had. The morning
of the eventful day she had no time to t h i n k ; she Avas only
conscious of a great sense of nothingness Avithin her, as if
beneath her skin, her flesh, and blood, and bones had vanished,
and she noticed how her fingers trembled when she touched
anything.
She did not regain her self-possession till she Avas going
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through the marriage service. Married ! She was married 1
Everything which had happened since daAvii seemed a dream,
and all around her seemed changed ; people's gestures had a
new meaning; even the hours of the day did not seem to be
in their right places. She felt stunned at the change. The
day before nothing had been altered in her life; iier dearest
hope had only become nearer—almost within her grasp.
She had fallen asleep a girl, now she was a Avonian. She had
crossed the barrier Avhicli hides the future with all its expected joys and fancied happiness, and she saw before her
an open door; she was at last going to realise her dreams.
After the ceremony thoy Avent into the vestry, Avhicli was
nearly empty, for there Avere no wedding guests ; but when
they appeared at the door of the church a loud noise made
the bride start and the baroness shriek ; it Avas a salvo fired
by the peasants, Avho had arranged to salute the bride, and
tho shots could be heard all the way to Les Peuples.
Breakfast was served for the family, the cur6 from Yport, the
Abbe Picot, and tho witnesses. Then everyone Avoiit to Avalk
in the garden till dinner Avas ready. The baron and baroness.
Aunt Lison, the mayor, and the abbe Avalked up and down
the baroness's path, and the priest from Yport strode along
the other avenue reading his breviary.
From the other side of the chateau came the noisy laughter
of the peasants drinking cider under the apple-trees. The
Avhole country side in its Sunday garb was in the court, and
the girls and young mon were playing games and chasing
each other.
Jeanne and Julien Avent across the Avood, and at the top of
the slope stood silently looking at the sea. I t Avas rather
chilly, although it Avas the middle of August; there Avas a
north wind, and the sim Avas shining in the midst of a cloudless sky, so the young couple crossed tho plain to find
shelter in the Avooded valley leading to Yport.
In the
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coppice no wind could be felt, and they left the straight
road and turned into a narroAv path running under the trees.
They could hardly Avalk abreast, and he gently put his
arm round her Avaist; she did not say anything, but her
heart throbbed, and her breath came quickly; the branches
almost touched their heads, and thoy often had to bend IOAV
to pass under them. She broke off a leaf; underneath it lay
two lady-birds looking like delicate, red shells.
" Look, it's a husband and wife," she said, innocently, feeling a little more at ease.
Julien's mouth brushed her ear ;
"To-night you will be my little vflie," he said.
Although she had learnt a great deal since she had been
living among the fields, as yet only the poetical side of love
had presented itself to her mind, and she did not understand
him. Was she not already his wife ?
Then he began to drop little kisses on her forehead, and
on her neck just Avhere some soft, stray hairs curled; instinctively she drew hor head aAvay from him, startled and
yet enraptured by those kisses to Avhich she was not
accustomed. Looking up they fomid they had reached the
end of tho wood. She stopped, a little confused at finding
herself so far from home ; Avhat would everyone think ?
" Let us go back," she said.
He withdrew his arm from her waist, and as they turned
round they came face to face, so close together that she felt
his breath on her cheek. They looked into each other's eyes,
each seeking to read the other's soul, and trying to learn its
secrets by a determined, penetrating gaze. W^hat Avould each
be like ? Wliat would be the life they were commencing together? What joys, what disillusions did married life reserve for them ? Suddenly Julien placed his hands on his
wife's shoulders, and pressed on her lips such a kiss as she
had never before received, a kiss which thrilled her whole
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being, a kiss Avhich gave her such a strange shock that she
almost fell to the ground. She Avildly pushed him from h e r ;
" Let us go back. Let us go back," she stammered out.
He did not make any ansAver, but took both her hands and
held them in his own, and they Avalked back to the house in
silence.
At dusk a simple dinner was served, but there Avas a restraint upon the conversation. The two priests, the mayor,
and the four farmers, Avho had been invited as Avitnesses,
alone indulged in a little of the coarse gaiety which generally
accompanies a Avedding, and when the laughter died aAvay
the mayor A\'ould try to revive it Avitli a jest. I t Avas about
nine o'clock when the coffee was served. Out of doors, under
the apple-ti'ees, the open-air ball had just commenced; the
tapers Avhich had been hung on the branches made the
leaves look the colour of verdigris, and through the open
windoAvs of the dining-room all the revelry could be seen.
The rustics skipped round, howling a dance-tune, accompanied by two violins and a clarionet, the musicians beingperched upon a kitchen table.
The noisy voices of the
peasants sometimes entirely drowned the sound of the instruments, and the thin music sounded as if it Avas dropping
from the sky in little bits, a few notes being scattered every
now and then.
Two big barrels, surrounded by flaming torches, provided
drink for the crowd, and two servants did nothing but rinse
glasses and bowls in a tub, and then hold them, dripiping
Avet, under the taps Avhcnce flowed a crimson stream of Avine,
or a golden stream of cider. The thirsty dancers crowded
round, stretched out their hands to got hold of anj' drinking
vessel, and poured the liquid down their dust-filled throats.
Bread, Gutter, cheese, and sausages Averc laid on a table, and
everyone sAvalloAved a mouthful from time to time. As they
Avatched this healthy, noisy fete tlie melancholy guests in
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the dining-room felt that they too would have liked to join
the dance, to drink from the great casks, and eat a slice of
bread-and-butter and a raw onion.
" B y J o v e ! they are enjoying themselves!" said the
mayor, beating time to the music Avith his knife. " I t makes
one think of the wedding feast at Ganache."
There was a murmur of suppressed laughter.
" You mean at Cana," replied the Abbe Picot, the natural
enemy of every civil authority.
But the mayor held his ground.
" No, M. le cure, I knoAv quite well Avhat I am saying;
when I say Ganache, I mean Ganache."
After dinner they Avent among the peasants for a little
Avhile, and then the guests took their leave. Tho baron and
his wife had a little quarrel in a IOAV voice.
Madame
Adelaide, more out of breath than ever, seemed to be refusing something- her husband Avas asking her to d o ; and at last
she said almost out loud : " No, my dear, I cannot. I
shouldn't know hoAV to begin." The baron abruptly left her,
and Avent up to Jeanne ;
" Will you come for a walk Avith me, my child ? " ho said.
" If you like, papa," she answered, feeling a little uneasy.
As soon as they were outside the door they felt the Avind
in their faces—a cold, dry wind which drove the clouds
across the sky, and made the summer night feel like
autumn. The baron pressed his daughter's arm closely to
him, and affectionately pressed her hand. For some minutes
thoy walked on in silence; he could not make up his mind
to begin, but, at last, he said :
" M y pet,T have to perform a very difficult duty Avhich
really belongs to your mother; as she refuses to do Avliat she
ought, I am obliged to take hor place. I do not knoAv IIOAV
much you already knoAv of the laws of existence ; there are
some things which are carefully hidden from children, from
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girls especially, for girls ought to remain pure-minded and
perfectly innocent until the hour their parents place them in
the arms of the man who, henceforth, has the care of their
happiness; it is his duty to raise the veil draAvn over tho
SA\'eet secret of life. But, if no suspicion of the t r u t h has
crossed their minds, girls are often shocked by the somewhat
brutal reality which their dreams have not revealed to them.
Wounded in mind, and even in body, they refuse to their
husband what is accorded to him as an absolute right by
both human and natural laws. I cannot tell you any more,
my darling; but remember this, only this, that you belong
entirely to your husband."
What did she know in reality ? What did she guess ?
She began to tremble, and she felt loAv-spirited, and overcome by a presentiment of something terrible. When she
and her father went in again thoy stopped in surprise at the
drawing-room door.
Madame Adelaide was sobbing on
Julien's shoulder. Her noisy tears seemed to be forced from
her, and issued at the same time from her nose, mouth and
eyes, and the amazed vicomte was awkwardly supporting the
huge woman, who had thrown herself in his arms to ask him
to be gentle with her darling, her pet, her dear child. The
baron hurried forward ;
" Oh, pray do not make a scene, do not let us have any
tears," he said, taking hold of his Avife, and seating her in au
armchair while she Aviped her face. Then turning- towards
Jeanne,
" NOAV then, my dear, kiss your mother and go to bed," he
said.
Ready to cry herself, Jeanne quickly kissed her parents
and ran away. Aunt Lison had already gone to her room,
so the baron and his Avife Avere left alone Avith Julion. They
all three felt very awkward, and could think of nothing to
say ; the two men, in their evening-dresa, remained standing,
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looking into space, and Madame Adelaide leant back in her
arm-chair, her breast still heaved by an occasional sob. At
last the silence became unbearable, and the baron began to
talk about tho journey the young couple were going to take
in a few days.
Jeanne, in her room, was being undressed by Rosalie,
whose tears fell like rain; her trembling hands could not
find the strings and pins, and she certainly seemed a great
deal more affected than her mistress. But Jeanne did not
notice her maid's tears ; she felt as though she had entered
another world, and Avas separated from all she had knoAvn
and loved. Everything- in her life seemed turned upside
down ; the strange idea came to her: " Did she really lovo
her husband?" He suddenly seemed some stranger she
hardly knoAv, Three months before she had not even been
aAvare of his existence, and noAV she was his wife. How had
it happened ? Did people ahvays plunge into marriage as
thoy might into some uncovered hole lying in their path ?
When she Avas in her night-dress she slipped into bed, and
the cool sheets made her shiver, and increased the sensation
of cold, and sadness and loneliness which had weighed on
her mind for two hours. Rosalie Avent aAvay still sobbing,
and Joanne lay still, anxiously awaiting the revelation she
had partly guessed, and that her father had hinted at in
confused Avords—awaiting the unveiling of love's great secret.
There came three soft knocks at tho door, though she
had heard no one come upstairs. She started violently, and
made no answer; there was another knock, and then tho
door-handle Avas turned. She hid her head under the
clothes as if a thief had got into her room, and then came a
noise of boots on the boards, and all at once some one
touched the bed. She started again, and gave a little c r y ;
then, uncovering her head, she saAv Julien standing beside
the bed, looking at her with a smile.
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" Oh, how you frightened me ! " she said.
" Did you not expect me, then ? " he asked.
She made no answer, feeling horribly ashamed of being seen
in bed by this man, Avho looked so grave and correct in his eA'ening dress. They did not know Avhat to say or do n e x t ; they
hardly dared to look at one another, in this decisive hour,
on which the intimate happiness of their life depended.
Perhaps he vaguely felt Avliat perfect self-possession, what
affectionate stratagems are needed not to hurt the modesty,
the extreme delicacy of a maiden's heart. He gently took
her hand and kissed i t ; then, kneeling by the bed as ho
Avould before an altai', he murmured, in a voice soft as a
sigh:
" Will you love me ? "
She felt a little reassured, and raised hor head, Avhich was
covered Avith a cloud of lace.
" I love yoir already, dear," she said, with a smile.
He took his wife's little slender fingers in his mouth, and,
his voice changed by this living gag, he asked :
" Will you give me a proof of your love 1"
The question frightened her again, and, only remembering her father's Avords, and not quite understanding Avhat
she said,
" I am yours, dear," she answered.
He covered her hand Avith humid kisses, and, sloAvly rising,
he bent towards her face, which she again began to hide.
Suddenly he threw one arm across the bed, winding it
around his wife over the clothes, and slipped his other arm
under the bolster, which he raised with hor head upon i t ; then
ho asl;ed, in a low Avhisper :
" Then you Avill make room for mo beside y o u ? "
She had an instinctive fear, and stammered o u t : '•' Oh.
not yet, I entreat you."
He seemed disappointed and a little h u r t ; then he went
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on in a voice that was still pleading, but a little more
abrupt:
" Why not now, since we have got to come to it sooner or
later?"
She did not like him for saying that, but, perfectly resigned and submissive, she said, for the second time :
" I am yours, deai'."
Then ho went quickly into his dressing-room, and she
could distinctly hear tho rustling of his clothes as he took
them off, the jingling of the money in his pockets, the noise
his boots made as he lot them drop on the floor. All at
once he ran across the room in his drawers and socks to put
his Avatch on the mantelpiece ; then he returned to the other
room, where he moved about a little while longer. Jeanne
turned quickly over to the other side and shut her eyes
when she heard him coming. She nearly started out of bed
when she^ felt a cold, hairy leg slide against hers, and, distractedly hiding her face in her hands, she moved right to
the edge of the bed, almost crying with fear and horror.
Ho took her in his arms, although her back was turned
to him, and eagerly kissed her neck, the lace of her nightcap, and the embroidered collar of her night-dress. Filled
with a horrible dread, she did not move, and then she felt
his strong hands caressing hor. She gasped for breath at
this brutal touch, and felt an intense longing to escape and
hide herself someAvhere out of this man's reach. Soon he lay
still, and she could feel the warmth of his body against her
back. She did not feel so frightened then, and all at once
the thought flashed across her mind that she had only to
turn round and her lips Avould toirch his.
At last he seemed to get impatient, and, in a sorroAvful
voice, he said :
" Then you will not be my little wife 1"
" Am I not your wife already?" she said, through her hands.
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" Come now, my dear, don't try to make a fool of me," he
ansAvered, with a touch of bad temper in his voice.
She felt very sorry Avhen she heard him speak like that,
and Avith a sudden movement she turned toAvards him to
ask his pardon. He passionately seized her in his arms and
imprinted burning kisses all over her face and neck. She
had taken her hands from her face and la\' still, makins:
no response to his efforts, her thoughts so confused that she
could understand nothing, until suddenly she felt a sharp
pain, and then she 'oegan to moan and writhe in his arms.
What happened next ? She did not know, for her head Avas
in a whirl. She was conscious of nothing more until she felt
him raining grateful kisses on her lips. Then ho spoke to
her and she had to answer; then he made other attempts,
which she repelled Avith horror, and as she struggled she felt
against her chest the thick hair she had akeady felt against
her leg, and she droAv back in dismay. Tired at last of
entreating her without effect, he lay still on his back ; then
she could think. She had expected something so different,
and this destruction of her hopes, this shattering of her expectations of delight, filled her with despair, and she could
only say to herself: '' That, then, is Avhat he calls being his
Avife ; that is it, that is it."
For a long time she lay thus, feeling vory miserable, her
eyes Avandering over the tapestry on the walls, with its
tale of love. As Julien did not speak or move, she slowly
turned hor head toAvards him, and then she saAv that he Avas
asleep, Avith his mouth half opened and his face quite calm.
Asleep i she could hardly believe it, and it made her feel
more indignant, more outraged than his brutal passion had
done. How could he sleep on such a night ? There Avas no
novelty for him, then, in Avhat had passed between them \
She would rather he had struck her, or bruised her Avitli
his odious caresses till she had lost consciousness, than that
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he should have slept. She leant on her elbow, and bent
toAvards him to listen to the breath which sometimes
sounded almost like a snore as it passed through his lips.
Daylight came, dim at first, then brighter, then pink,
then radiant. Julien opened his eyes, yawned, stretched
his arms, looked at his wife, smiled, and asked :
" Have you slept well, dear ? "
She noticed with great surprise that he said " thou " to
her now, and she replied :
" Oh, yes ; have you ? "
" I ? Oh, very well indeed," he ansAverod, turning and
kissing hor. Then he began to talk, telling her his plans,
and using the word " economy" so often that Jeanne Avondered. She listened to him without very well understanding what ho said, and, as she looked at him, a thousand
thoughts passed rapidly through her mind.
Eight o'clock struck.
" We must get up," he said ; " we shall look stupid if we
stay in bed late to-day ; " and he got up first.
When he had finished dressing, he helped his wife in all
the little details of her toilet, and would not hear of her
calling Rosalie. As he was going out of the room, ho
stopped to say :
"You know, when we are bj' ourselves, Ave can call each
other " thee " and " thou," but wo had better wait a little
while before we talk like that before your parents. I t will
sound quite natural when we come back after our honeymoon." And then he went downstairs.
Jeanne did not go down till lunch-time; and the day
passed exactly the same as usual, without anything extraordinary happening. There was only an extra man in the
house.
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days after the wedding, the berlin in which they Avere
to travel to Marseilles arrived. After the anguish of that
first night, Jeanne soon became accustomed to Julien's
kisses and affectionate caresses, thougli their more intimate
relations still revolted her. When they went aAA'ay she had
quite regained her gaiety of heart, and the baroness Avas the
only one Avho showed any emotion at the parting. Just as
the carriage was going off, she prrt a heavy purse in her
daughter's hand.
" That is for any little thing you may want to buy," she
said.
Jeanne dropped it into her pocket and the carriage stai-ted.
" HOAV much did your mother give you in that purse ?"
asked Julien in the evening.
Jeanne had forgotten all about it, so she turned it out on
her knees, and found there were two thousand francs in
gold.
" W h a t a lot of things I shall be able to b u y ! " she cried,
clapping her hands.
At the end of a Avcek they arrived at Marseilles, AA'here
the heat was terrible, and the next day thev embarked on
the Roi Louis, the little packet-boat which calls at Ajaccio
on its Avay to Naples, ancl started for Corsica. It seemed to
Joanne as if she Avero in a trance which yet left her the full
possession of all her senses, and she could hardly believe she
was really going to Corsica, the birthplace of Napoleon,
FOUR
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with its wild undergrowth, its bandits, and its mountains.
She and her husband stood side by side on the deck of the
boat watching the cliffs of Provence fly past. Overhead was
a bright blue sky, and the waves seemed to bo getting
thicker and firmer under the burning heat of the sun.
" Do you remember when we went to Etretat in old
Lastique's boat ? " asked Jeanne ; and, instead of answering
her, Julien dropped a kiss right on her ear.
The steamer's paddles churned up the sea, and behind the
boat, as far as the eje could reach, lay a long foaming track
where the troubled waves frothed like champagne All at
once an immense dolphin leapt out of the water a few
fathoms ahead, and then dived in again head foremost. It
startled Jeanne, and she threAv herself in Julien's arms Avith
a little cry of fear ; then she laughed at her terror, and
Avatched for the reappearance of the enormous fish. In a
few seconds up it came again, like a huge mechanical toy ;
then it dived again, and again disappeared ; then came IAVO
more, then three, then six, which gambolled round the boat,
and seemed to be escorting their large wooden brother with
the iron fins. Sometimes they were on the left of the boat,
sometimes on the right, and, one foUoAving the other in a
kind of game, they Avould leap into the air, describe a curve,
and rephmgo into the sea one after the other. Jeanne
clapped her hands, delighted at each reappearance of tho
big, pliant fish, and felt a childish enjoyment in AA'atching
them. Suddenly they disappeared, rose to the surface a
long way out to sea, then disappeared for good, and Jeanne
felt quite sorry when they went aAvay.
The calm, mild, radiant evening drew on ; there Avas not
a breath of air to cause the smallest ripple on the sea; the
sun Avas sloAvly sinking towards that part of the horizon
beyond Avhich lay the land of burning heat, Africa, Avhose
gloAv could almost be felt across the ocean ; then, when the
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sun had quite disappeared, a cool breath of wind, so faint
that it could not be called a breeze, came over the sea.
There Avere all the horrible smells of a packet-boat in their
cabin, so Jeanne and Julien wrapped themselves in their
cloaks and lay down side by side on deck. Julien went to
sleep directly, but Jeanne lay looking up at the host of
stars which sparkled with so bright and clear a light in this
soft Southern s k y ; then the monotonous noise of the
engines made her drowsy, and at last she fell asleep. In
the morning she Avas awakened by the voices of the sailors
cleaning the boat, and she aroused her husband and got up.
The sea was still all around them, but straight ahead something groy could be faintly seen in the d a w n ; it looked like
a bank of strange-shaped clouds, pointed and jagged, lying
on the waves. This vague outline gradually became more
distinct, until, standing out against the brightening sky, a
long line of mountain-peaks could be seen. I t was Corsica,
hidden behind a light veilof mist.
The sun rose, throAving black shadows around and beloAv
every prominence, and each peak had a croAvn of light, Avhile
all the rest of the island remained eiiA'elopod in mist.
The captain, a little elderly man, bronzed, Avithered, and
toughened by the rough salt winds, came up on deck.
" Can you smell my lady over there ?" he asked Jeanne,
in a voice that thirty years of command, and shouting above
the noise of the wind, had made hoarse.
She had indeed noticed a strong, peculiar odour of herbs
and aromatic plants.
" I t ' s Corsica that smells like that, madame," went on the
captain. " S h e has a perfumed breath, just like a pretty
woman. I am a Corsican, and I should knoAv that smell
five miles oft", if I'd been aAvay twenty years. Over there, at
St. Helena, I hear he is always speaking of the perfume of
his country ; he belongs to my family."
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And the captain took off his hat and saluted Corsica, and
then, looking across the ocean, he saluted the great emperor
who was a prisoner on that far-away isle, and Jeanne's heart
was touched by this simple action. Then the sailor pointed
toAvards the horizon.
<
" There are the Sanguinaires," he said.
Julien had his arm round his wife's waist, and they both
strained their eyes to see what the captain was pointing out.
At last they saw some pointed rocks that the boat rounded
before entering a large, calm bay, surrounded by high
mountains, whose steep sides looked as though they were
covered with moss.
" That is the undergrowth," said the captain, pointing out
this verdure.
The circle of mountains seemed to close in behind the boat
as she slowly steamed across the azure water which was so
transparent that in places the bottom could be seen. Ajaccio
came in s i g h t ; it was a white town at the foot of the mountains, with a few small Italian boats lying at anchor in the
harbour, and four or five row-boats came beside the Roi Louis
to take off the passengers. Julien, who Avas looking after
the luggage, asked his wife in a low tone:
" A franc is enough, isn't it, to give the steward ?"
The whole week he had been constantly asking her this
question Avhich she hated.
" When you don't know Avhat is enough, give too much,'"
she answered, a little impatiently.
He haggled with every one, landlords and hotel-waiters,
cabmen and shopmen, and when he had obtained the
reduction he wanted, he would rub his hands, and say to
Jeanne : " I don't like to be robbed." She trembled Avhen
the bills were brought, for she knew beforehand the remarks
he would make on each item, and felt ashamed of his bargaining; and when she saw the scornful look of the servants as
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her husband left his small fee in their hands, she blushed to
the roots of her hair. Of course ho had a discussion with
the boatman who took them ashore.
The first tree she saAv on landing Avas a palm, which
delighted her. They wont to a big empty hotel standing at
the corner of a vast square, and ordered lunch. When they
had finished dessert, Jeanne got up to go and Avander about
the town, but Julien, taking her in his arms, whispered
tenderly in her ear :
" Shall we go upstairs for a little while, my pet 1"
"Go upstairs?" she said, with surprise; " b u t I'm not
at all tired."
He pressed her to him, " Don't you understand ? For
two days—"
She blushed crimson.
" Oh, Avhat would everyone say 1 what would they think ?
You could not ask for a bedroom in the middle of the day.
Oh, Julien, don't say anything about it now, please don't."
" Do you think I care what the hotel-people say or think ?"
he interrupted. " You'll see what difference they make to
me." And he rang the bell.
She did not say anything more, but sat with downcast
eyes, disgusted at her husband's desires, to Avhich she
always submitted with a feeling of shame and degradation ;
her senses were not yet aroused, and her husband treated
her as if she shared all his ardours. When the waiter
answered the bell, Julien asked him to shoAv them to their
room; the waiter, a man of true Corsican type, bearded to
the eyes, did not understand, and kept saying that the room
would be quite ready by the evening. Julien got out of
patience.
" Get it ready at once," he said. " The journey has tired
us and we want to rest."
A slight smile crept over the waiter's face, and Jeanne
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would have liked to run away ; when they came downstairs
again, an hour later, she hardly dared pass the servants,
feeling sure that they would whisper and laugh behind her
back. She felt vexed with Julien for not understanding her
feelings, and Avondered at his Avant of delicacy; it raised a
sort of barrier betAveen them, and, for the first time, she
understood that tAvo people can never be in perfect sympathy;
they may pass through life side by side, seemingly in perfect
union, but neither quite understands the other, and every
soul must of necessity be for ever lonely.
They stayed three days in the little town Avhich was like
a furnace, for every breath of wind Avas shut out by the
mountains. Then they made out a plan of the places they
should visit, and decided to hire some horses. They started
one morning- at daybreak on the two wiry little Corsican
horses they had obtained, and accompanied by a guide
mounted on a mule Avhich also carried some provisions, for
inns ai'o unknoAvn in this wild country. At first the road
ran along tho bay, but soon it turned into a shallow valley
leading to the mountains. The uncultivated country seemed
perfectly bare, and the sides of the hills were covered with
tall Aveeds, turned sere and yellow by the burning h e a t ;
they often crossed ravines where only a narrow stream still
ran with a gurgling sound, and occasionally they met a
mountaineer, sometimes on foot, sometimes riding his little
horse, or bestriding a donkey no bigger than a d o g ; these
mountaineers always carried a loaded gun which might be
old and rusty, but which became a very formidable weapon
in their hands. The air was filled with the pungent smell
of the aromatic plants Avith Avhich the isle is covered, and
the road sloped gradually upwards, winding round the
mountains.
The peaks of blue and pink granite made the island look
like a fairy palace, and, from the heights, the forests of
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immense chestnut trees on the lower parts of tho hills looked
like green thickets. Sometimes the guide Avould point to
some steep height, and mention a n a m e ; Jeanne and Julien
Avould look, at first seeing nothing, but at last discovering
something grey looking like a heap of stones fallen from
the summit of the mountain. I t Avas a village, a little
granite hamlet, hanging- and clinging like a bird's nest to
the vast mountain. Jeanne got tired of going at a Avalking
pace for so long.
" Lot us gallop a little," she said, whipping up her horse.
She could not hear her husband behind her, and, turning
round to see Avhere he was, she burst out laughing. Pale
with fright, he Avas holding on to his horse's mane, almost
jolted out of the saddle by the animal's motion.
His
awkwardness and fear woi-e all the more funny, because he
was such a grave, handsome man.
Then they trotted
gently along the road between tAvo thickets formed of
juniper-trees, green oaks, arbustus-trees, heaths, bay-trees,
myrtles, and box-trees, whose branches Avere formed into
a netAvork by the climbing- clematis, and between and around
which groAv big ferns, honey-suckles, rosemary, lavendei',
and briars, forming a perfectly impassible thicket, which
covered the hill like a cloak. The travellers began to get
hungry, and the guide rejoined them and took them to one
of those springs so often met Avith in a mountainous country,
with the icy Avater floAving from a little hole in the rock
where some passer-by has left the big chestnut leaf which
conveyed the Avater to his mouth. Jeanne felt so happy
that she could hardly help shouting aloud; and they again
remounted and began to descend, winding round the gulf of
Sagone.
As evening Avas drawing on they Aveut through Cargese,
the Greek village founded so long ago by fugitives driven
from their country. Round a fountain Avas a gi-oup of
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tall, handsome and particularly graceful girls, with wellformed hips, long hands, and slender waists; Julien cried
"Good-night" to them, and they answered him in the
musical tongue of their ancestors. When they got to Plana
they had to ask for hospitality quite in the Avay of the
Middle Ages, and Jeanne trembled with joy as they waited
for the door to open in answer to Julien's knock. Oh, that was
a journey ! There they did indeed meet with adventures !
They had hapipened to appeal to a young couple who
received them as the patriarch received the messenger of
God, and they slept on a straw mattress in an old house
whose woodwork was so full of worms that it seemed alive.
At sunrise thoy started off again, and soon they stopped
opposite a regular forest of crimson rocks ; there were peaks,
columns, and steeples, all marvellously sculptured by time
and the sea. Thin, round, twisted, crooked, and fantastic,
these wonderful rocks, nine hundred feet high, looked like
trees, plants, animals, monuments, men, monks in their
cassocks, horned demons and huge birds, such as one sees in
a nightmare, the whole forming a monstrous tribe Avhich
seemed to have been petrified by some eccentric god.
Jeanne could not speak, her heart was too full, but she
took Julien's hand and pressed it, feeling that she must love
something or some one before all this beauty ; and then,
leaving this confusion of forms, thoy came upon another bay
surrounded by a wall of blood-rod granite, which cast
crimson reflections into tho blue sea. Jeanne exclaimed,
" Oh, Julien ! " and that was all she could say; a great lump
carae in her throat and two tears ran down her cheeks. Julien
looked at her in astonishment.
" What is it, my pot ? " he asked.
She dried her eyes, smiled, and said in a voice that still
trembled a little : " Oh, it's nothing, I suppose I am nervous.
I am so happy that the least thing upsets me.'
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He could not understand this nervousness ; he despised the
hysterical excitordlnt to .Avhich Avomen give way and the joy
or despair into which they are cast by a mere sensation, and
he thought her tears absurd. He glanced at the bad road.
" You had better look after your horse," he said.
They went down hj a nearly impassible road, then turning
to the right, proceeded along the gloomy valley of Ota. The
path looked very dangerous, and Julien proposed t h a t thoy
should go up on foot. Jeanne Avas only too delighted to be alone
with him after the emotion she had felt, so the guide went
on with the mule and the horses, and they walked sloAvly
after him. The mountain seemed cleft from top to bottom,
and the path ran between two tremendous walls of rock
Avhich looked nearly black. The air AA'as icy cold, and the
little bit of sky t h a t could bo seen looked quite strange, it
seemed so far away. A sudden noise made Jeanne look up.
A large bird flew out of a hole in the rock ; it was an eagle,
and its open wings seemed to touch the two sides of the
chasm as it mounted towai-ds the sky.
Farther on, the
mountain again divided, and the path Avouiid between the
tAVO ravines, taking abrupt turns. Jeanne went first, walking lightly and easily, sending the pebbles rolling from under
her feet and fearlessly looking doAvn the precipices. Julien
followed her, a little out of breath, and keeping his eyes on
the ground so that he should not feel giddy and it seemed like
coining out of Hades when they suddenly came into the full
sunlight.
They Avere very thirsty, and, seeing a damp track, they
foUoAved it till they came to a tiny spring floAving into a
hollow stick Avhich some goat-herd had put there ; all around
the spring the ground was carpeted Avith moss, and Jeanne
knelt down to drink. Julien folloAvod her example, and as
she was sloAvly enjoying the cool Avater, he put his arm
around her and tried to take her place at the end of the
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wooden pipe.
In the struggle between their lips they
would in turns seize the small end of the tube and hold it
in their mouths for a few seconds ; then, as they left it, the
stream flowed on again and splashed their faces and necks,
their clothes and their hands. A few drops shone in their
hair like pearls, and with the AvaterfloAvedtheir kisses.
Then Jeanne had an inspiration of loA'o. She filled her
mouth with the clear liquid, and, her cheeks puffed out like
bladders, she made Julien understand that he was to quench
his thirst at her lips. He stretched his throat, his head
thrown backAvards and his arms open, and the deep draught
he drank at this living spring enflamod him with desire.
Jeanne leant on his shoulder Avitli unusual affection, her
heart throbbed, her bosom heaved, her eyes, filled with tears,
looked softer, and she whispered :
" Julien, I love you ! "
Then, drawing him to her, she threw herself down and hid
her shame-stricken face in her hands. He throAV himself
doAAm beside her, and pressed her passionately to him ; she
gasped for breath as she lay nervously waiting, and all at
once she gave a loud cry as though thunder-struck by the
sensation she had invited. I t Avas a long time before they
reached the top of the mountain, so fluttered and exhausted
was Jeanne, and it Avas evening when they got to Evisa, and
went to the house of Paoli Palabretti, a relation of the
guide's. Paoli was a tall man with a slight cough, and the
melancholy look of a consumptive; he shoAved them their
room, a miserable-looking chamber built of stone, but which
was handsome for this country, Avhero no refinement is
known. He Avas expressing in his Corsican patois (a mixture
of French and Italian) his pleasure at receiving them, Avhen
a clear voice interrupted him, and a dark little Avoman, with
big black eyes, a sun-kissed skin, and a slender Avaist, hurried
forward, kissed Jeanne, shook Julien by the hand and said:
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" Good-day, madame, good-day, monsieur; are you quite
weU ?" She took their hats and shawls and arranged every,
thing Avith one hand, for her other arm Avas in a sling ; then
she turned them all out, saying to her husband, " Take
them for a walk tiU dinner is ready."
M. Palabretti obeyed at once, and, walking between Jeanne
and her husband, he took them round the village. His
steps and his words both drawled, and he coughed frequently,
saying at each fit, " The cold air has got on my lungs." He
led them under some immense chestnut-trees, and, suddenly
stopping, he said in his monotonous voice :
" I t was here that Mathieu Lori killed my cousin Jean
Rinaldi. I was standing near Jean, just there, when we
saw Mathieu about three yards off". ' Jean,' he cried ; ' don't
go to Albertacce; don't you go, Jean, or I'll kill you.' I
took Jean's arm. ' Don't go, Jean,' I said, ' or he'll do it.' It
was about a girl, Paulina Sinacoupi, t h a t they were both after.
Then Jean cried out, ' I shall go, Mathieu ; and you Avon't
stop me, either.' Then jNIathieu raised his gun, and, before
I could take aim, he fired. Jean leapt two feet from the
ground, monsieur, and then he fell right on me, and my gun
dropped and rolled down to that chestnut there.
Jean's
mouth was wide open, b u t he didn't say a word; he was
dead."
The young couple stared in astonishment at this calm
witness of such a crime.
" What became of the murderer ?" asked Jeanne.
Paoli coughed for some time, then he went on :
" He gained the mountain, and my brother killed him
the next year. My brother, Philippi Palabretti, the bandit,
you knoAV."
Jeanne shuddered. " I s your brother a b a n d i t ? " she
asked.
The placid Corsican's eye flashed proudly.
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" Yes, madame, he Avas a celebrated bandit, he was; he
put an end to six gendarmes. He died Avith Nicolas Morali
after they had been surrounded for six days, and were
almost starved to death."
Then they went in to dinner, and the little woman treated
them as if she had known them twenty years. Jeanne Avas
haunted by the fear that she Avould not again experience
the strange shock she had felt in Julien's arms beside the
fountain, and when thoy were alone in their room she was
still afraid his kisses would again leave her insensible, but
she Avas soon reassured, and that was her first night of love.
The next day she could hardly bear to leave this humble
abode, where a new happiness had come to h e r ; she droAv
her host's little Avife into her bedroom, and told her she did
not mean it as a present in return for their hospitality, but
she must absolutely insist on sending her a souvenir from
Paris, and to this souvenir she seemed to attach a superstitious importance.
For a long time the young Corsican
Avonian refused to accept anything at all, but at last she
said :
" Well, send me a little pistol, a very little one."
Jeanne opened her eyes in astonishment, and the woman
added in her ear, as though she Avere confiding some SAveet
and tender secret to h e r :
" It's to kill my brother-in-law with."
And, Avith a smile on her face, she quickly unbandaged
the arm she could not use, and shoAved Jeanne the soft, white
flesh which had been pierced right through with a stiletto,
though the wound had nearly healed.
" If I had not been as strong as he is," she said, " he
would have killed me. My husband is not jealous, for he
understands me, and then he is ill, you see, so he is not so
hot-blooded ; besides, I am an honest Avoman, madame. But
my brother in-law believes everything that is told him about
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me, and he is jealous for my husband. I am sure he Avill
make another attempt upon my life, but if I have a little
pistol I shall feel safe, and I shall be sure of having my revenge."
Jeanne pr(niiised to send the weapon, affectionately kissed
her noAV friend and said good-bye. The rest of her journey
Avas a dream, an endless embrace, an intoxication of caresses ;
she no longer saAv country or people or tho places where they
stopped, she had eyes only for Julion. When they got to
Bastia the guide had to be paid ; Julien felt in his pockets,
and not finding AA'hat he AA'anted, he said to Jeanne :
" Since you don't use the two thousand francs your mother
gave you, I might as well carry t h e m ; they will be safer in
my pocket, and, besides, then I sha'n't have to change any
notes."
They went to Leghorn, Florence, and Genoa, and, one
windy morning, they found themselves again at Marseilles.
I t Avas then the fifteenth of October, and they had been aAvay
from Les Peuples two months. The cold wind, which seemed
to blow from Normandy, chilled Jeanne and made her feel
miserable. There had lately been a change in Julien's behaviour towards her, ho seemed tired, and indifferent, and she
had a vagne presentiment of evil. She persuaded him to
stay at ^Marseilles four days longer, for she could not bear to
leave these warm, sunny lands where she had been so happy,
but at last thcA' had to go. They intended to buy all tho
things they wanted for their house-keeping at Paris, and
Jeanne was looking forAvard to buying all sorts of things for
Les Peuples, thanks to her mother's pi-esent; but tho very
first thing she meant to purchase Avas the pistol she had
promised to tho 3'oung Corsican Avonian at Evisa.
I h e da}' after they reached Paris, she said to Julien :
" Will you give me mamma's money, dear? I AA'ant to
buy some things."
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He looked rather cross.
" HOAV much do you want ?" he asked.
" Oh—what you like," she answered in surprise.
" I will give you a hundred francs," he answered; " and
whatever you do, don't waste it."
She did not knoAv what to say, she felt so amazed and confused, but at last she said in a hesitating Avay :
" But—I gave you that money to—"
Ho interrupted her.
" Yes, exactly. What does it matter whether it's in your
pocket or mine noA\' that AVO share everything? I am not refusing you the money, am I ? I am going to give you a
hundred francs."
She took the five pieces of gold without another Avord; she
did not dare ask for any more, so she bought nothing but
the pistol.
A week later they started for Les Peuples.
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VI.
WHEN the post-chaise drove up, the baron and baroness and
all the servants were standing outside the AA'hite railings to
give the travellers a hearty welcome home. The baroness
cried, Jeanne quietly wiped away two tears, and her father
walked backAA'ards and forwards nerA'ously. Then, while the
luggage Avas being brought in, the whole journey was gone
over again before the drawing-room fire. The eager words
flowed from Jeanne's lips, and in half-an-hour she had related
everything, except a few little details which she forgot in her
haste. Then she Avent to unpack, with Rosalie, who was in
a state of great excitement, to help h e r ; Avhen she had
finished and everything had been p u t away in its proper
place Rosalie left her mistress, and Jeanne sat doAvn, feeling
a little tired. She wondered what she could do next, and
she tried to think of some occupation for her mind, some
task for her fingers. She did not want to go down to the
drawing-room again to sit by her mother Avho was dozing, and
she thought of going for a Avalk, but it was so miserable out
of doors that only to glance out of the Avindow made her feel
melancholy.
Then the thought flashed across her mind that now there
never Avould be anything for her to do. At the convent the
future had always given her something to think about, and
her dreams had filled the hours, so that their flight had passed
unnoticed ; but she had hardly left the convent Avhen her
love-dreams had been realised. In a IOAV Aveeks she had met.
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loved, and married a man who had borne her away in his
arms without giving her time to think of anything. But
now the sweet reality of the first foAV Aveeks of married life
was going to become a daily monotony, barring the way to
all the hopes and delicious fears of an unknown future.
There was nothing more to which she could look forward,
nothing more for her to do, to-day, to-morrow, or ever. She
felt all that with a vague sensation of disillusion and melancholy. She rose and went to lean her forehead against the
cold window-pane, and, after looking for some time at the
dull sky and heavy clouds, she made up her mind to go
out.
Could it really be the same country, the same grass, tho
same trees as she had seen with such joy in May ? What
had become of the sun-bathed leaves, and the flaming dandelions, the blood-red poppies, the pure marguerites that had
reared their heads amidst the green grass above which had
fluttered innumerable yellow butterflies ? They were all
gone, and the very air seemed changed, for now it was no
longer full of life, and fertilising germs and intoxicating perfumes. The avenues were soaked by the autumn rains and
covered Avith a thick carpet of dead leaves, and the thin
branches of the poplars trembled in the wind A\'hich Avas
shaking off the few leaves that still hung on them. All day
long these last, golden leaves hovered and whirled in the air
for a few seconds and then fell, in an incessant, melancholy
rain.
Jeanne walked on down to the wood. It gave her the sad
impression of being in the room of a dying man. The leafy
walls which had separated the pretty winding paths no
longer existed, the branches of the shrubs blew mournfully
one against the other, the rustling of the fallen leaves, that
the wind was bloAving about and piling into heaps, sounded
like a dying sigh, and the birds hopped from tree to tree
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with shivering little chirps, vainly seeking a shelter from the
cold. Shielded by the elms Avhich formed a sort of vanguard
against the sea-wind, the linden and the plane-tree were still
covered with leaves, and the one Avas clothed in a mantle of
scarlet velvet, the other in a cloak of orange silk. Jeanne
walked slowly along the baroness's avenue, by the side of the
Couillards' farm, beginning to realise what a dull, monotonous
life lay before her; then she sat down on the slope where
Julien had first told his love, too sad even to thin k and only
feeling that she would like to go to bod and sleep, so that
she might escape from this melancholy day. Looking up she
saw a seagull blown along by a gust of wind, and she
suddenly thought of the eagle she had seen in Corsica in the
sombre valley of Ota. As she sat there she could see again
the island with its sun-ripened oranges, its strong perfume,
its pink-topped mountains, its azure bays, its ravines with
their rushing torrents, and it gave her a sharp pain to think
of that happy time that was past and gone; and the damp,
rugged country by Avhich she Avas now sun-ounded, the
mournful fall of the leaves, the grey clouds hurrying before the
wind, made her feel so miserable that she went indoors, feeling that she should cry if she stayed out any longer.
She found her mother, who was accustomed to these dull
days, dozing over the fire. The baron and Julien had gone
for a walk, and night was drawing on filling the vast
drawing-room with dark shadows which Avere sometimes dispersed by the fitful gleams of the fire ; out of doors the grey
sky and muddy fields could just be seen in the fading
light.
The baron and Julien came in soon after Jeanne. As soon
as he came into the gloomy room the baron rang the bell,
exclaiming :
" How miserable you look in here ! Let us have some
lights."
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He sat down before the fire, pirtting his feet near the
flame which made the mud drop off his steaming boots.
" I think it is going to freeze," he said, rubbing his hands
together cheerfully.
" T h e sky is clearing towards the
north, and it's a full moon this evening. We shall have a
hard frost to-night."
Then, turning towards his daughter :
" Well, my dear," he asked, " are you glad to get back to
your own house and see the old people at home again ?"
This simple question quite upset Jeanne. Her eyes filled
with tears, and she threw herself into her father's arms,
covering his face Avith kisses as though she would ask him
to forgive her discontent. She had thought she should be so
pleased to see her parents again, and UOAV, instead of joy, she
felt a coldness around hor heart, and it seemed as if she
could not regain all her former love for them until they had
all dropped back into their ordinary ways again.
Dinner seemed very long that evening ; no one spoke, and
Julien did not pay the least attention to his wife. In the
drawing-room, after dinner, Jeanne dozed over the fire
opposite the baroness who was quite asleep, and, when she
was aroused for a moment by the voices of the two men,
raised in argument over something, she wondered if she
would ever become quite content Avith a pleasureless, listless
life hke hor mother. The crackling fire burnt clear and
bright, and throAv sudden gleams on the faded tapestry chairs,
on the fox and the stork, on the melancholy-looking heron,
on the ant and tho grasshopper. The baron came over to
the fireplace, and held his hands to the blaze.
" The fire burns well to-night," he said ; " there is a frost,
I am sure."
He pirt his hand on Jeanne's shoulder, and, pointing to
the fire,
" M y child," he said, " t h e hearth with all one's family
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around it is the happiest spot on e a r t h ; there is no place
like it. But don't you think we had better go to bed ? You
must both be quite Avorn out with fatigue."
Up in her bedroom Jeanne Avondered how this second return to the place she loved so well could be so different from
the first. " Why did she feel so miserable ?" she asked herself ; " why did the chateau, the fields, everything she had
so loved, seem to-day so desolate ?" Her eyes fell on the
clock. The little bee was swinging from left to right and
from right to left OA'or the gilded flowers, with the same
quick, even movement as of old. She suddenly felt a glow of
affection for this little piece of mechanism, which told her
the hour in its silvery tones, and beat like a human heart,
and the tears came into her eyes as she looked at i t ; she
had not felt so moved Avhen she had kissed her father and
mother on her return, but the heart has no rules, or logic, to
guide it.
Julien had made his fatigue the pretext for not sharing
his Avifes chamber that night, so, for the first time since her
marriage, she slept alone. I t had been agreed t h a t henceforth they should have separate rooms, but she Avas not yet
accustomed to sleep alone, and, for a long time, she lay
aAffake Avhile the moaning wind sAvept round the house. In
the morning she Avas aroused by a blood-red light falling on
her bed. Through the frozen windoA\'-panes it looked as if
the whole sky were on fire. ThroAving a big dressing-gown
round her, Jeanne ran to the window and opened it, and in
rushed an icy wind, stinging her skin and bringing the water
to her eyes. In the midst of a crimson sky, the great red
sun Avas rising behind the trees, and the white frost had
made the ground so hard that it rang under the farmservants' feet. In this one night all the branches of the
poplars had been entirely stripped of their feA\- remaining
leaves, and, through the bare trees, beyond the plain ap-
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peared the long, green line of the sea, covered Avith Avhitecrested Avaves. The plane-tree and the linden Avere being
rapidly stripped of their bright coverings, by the cold wind
and showers of leaves fell to the ground as each gust swept
by.
Jeanne dressed herself, and, for want of something better
to do, went to see the farmers. The Martins were very surprised to see her. Madame Martin kissed her on both cheeks,
and she had to drink a little glass of noyau ; then she went
over to the other farm. The Couillards were also very surprised when she came i n ; the farmer's wife gave two jDecks
at her ears and insisted on her drinking a little glass of
cassis; then she Avent in to breakfast.
And that day
passed like the previous one, only it was cold instead of
damp, and the other days of the Aveek Avere like tho first two,
and all the weeks of the month Avere like that first one.
Little by little, Joanne's regrets for those happy, distant
lands vanished; she began to get resigned to her life, to
feel an interest in the many unimportant details of the days,
and to perform hor simple, regular occupations Avith care.
A disenchantment of life, a sort of settled melancholy
gradually took possession of her.
What did she want ?
She did not know herself. She had no desire for society,
no thirst for the excitement of the Avorld, the pleasures she
might have had possessed no attraction for hor, but all hor
dreams and illusions had faded aAvay, leaving her life as
colourless as the old tapestry chairs in the chateau draAvingroom.
Her relations with Julien had completely changed, for
he became quite a different man when they settled doAvn
after their wedding tour, like an actor who becomes himself
again as soon as he has finished playing his part. He hardly
ever took any notice of his wife, or even spoke to h e r ; all
his love seemed to have suddenly disappeared, and it was
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very seldom that he accompanied her to her room of a night.
He had taken the management of the estate and the household into his own hands, and he looked into all the accounts,
saAV that the peasants paid their arrears of rent, and cut
doAvn every expense. No longer the polished, elegant man
Avho had won Jeanne's heart, he looked and dressed like a
well-to-do farmer, neglecting his personal appearance with
tho carelessness of a man who no longer strives to fascinate.
He always wore an old velvet shooting-jacket, covered all
over Avith stains, which he had found one day as he Avas
looking- over his old clothes ; then he left off shaving, and his
long, untrimmed board made him look quite plain, while his
hands never received any attention.
After each meal, he drank four or five small glasses of
brandy, and when Jeanne affectionately reproached him, he
answered so roughly, "LeaA'e me alone, can't y o u ? " that
she never tried to reason with him again.
She accepted all this in a calm way that astonished herself, but she looked upon him now as a stranger who A\'as
nothing Avhatever to her. She often thought of it all, and
Avondered how it was that after having loved and married
each other in a delicious passion of affection they should
suddenly awake from their dream of love as utter strangers,
as if they lij^d never lain in each other's arms. How was it
his indifference did not hurt her more ? Had they been mistaken in each other ? Would she haA'e been more pained
if Julien had still been handsome, elegant and attractive?

I t was understood that at the new year the baron and
baroness Avere to spend a foAv months in their Rouen house,
leaving Les Peuples to the young people who Avould become
settled that winter, and so get accustomed to the place
where they were to pass their IIA'CS. Julien Avanted to pre-
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sent his wife to the Brisevilles, the Couteliers and the
Fourvilles, but they coirld not pay these visits yet because
they had not been able to get the painter to change the
coat-of-arms on the carriage ; for notliing in tho world would
have persuaded Julien to go to the neighbouring chateaux
in the old family carriage, which the baron had given up to
hira, until the arms of tho De Lamares had been quartered
on it with those of tho Loperthius des Vauds. NOAV there
was only one man in the whole province Avho made a speciality of coats-of-arms, a painter from Bolbec, named Bataille,
Avho was naturally in groat request among all the Normandy
aristocracy; so Julien had to Avait some time before he could
secure his services.
At last, one December morning just as they Avere finishing
lunch at Les Peuples, they saw a man, Avitli a box on his
back, open the gate and come up the path ; it Avas Bataille.
He was shown into the dining-room, and lunch was served
to him just as if he had been a gentleman, for his constant
intercourse Avith the provincial aristocracy, his knowledge of
the coats-of-arms, their mottoes and signification, made him
a sort of herald with Avhom no gentleman need be ashamed
to shake hands.
Pencils and paper were brought, and, while Bataille ate
his lunch, the baron and Julien made sketches of their
escutcheons with all the quarters. The baroness, ahvays
delighted when anything of this sort was discussed, gave
her advice, and even Jeanne took part in the conA'ersation,
as if it had aroused some interest in her. Bataille, without
interrupting his lunch, occasionally gave an opinion, took
the pencil to make a sketch of his idea, quoted examples,
described all tho aristocratic carriages in Normandy, and
seemed to scatter an atmosphere of nobility all around him.
He was a little man Avith thin grey hair and paint-daubed
hands which smelt of oil. I t was said that he had once
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committed a grave offence against public morality, but the
esteem in which he was held by all the titled families had
long ago effaced this stain on his character.
As soon as the painter had finished his coffee, he Avas
taken to the coach-house and the carriage was uncovered.
Bataille looked at it, gave an idea of the size he thought
the shield ought to be, and then, after the others had again
given their opinions, he began his work. In spite of the
cold the baroness ordered a chair and a foot-warmer to be
brought out for her that she might sit and watch the
painter. Soon she began to talk to him, asking him about
the marriages and births and deaths of which she had not
yet heard, and adding those fresh details to the genealogical
trees which she already knew by heart. Beside hor, astride
a chair, sat Julien, smoking a pipe and occasionally spitting
on the ground as he watched the growth of this coloured
certificate of his nobility. Soon old Simon on his way to
the kitchen garden stopped, with his spade on his shoulder,
to look at the painting, and the news of Bataille's arrival
having reached the two farms the farmers' wives came
hurrying up also. Standing on eithersido of the baroness, they
went into ecstasies over the drawing and kept repeating :
" He must be clever to paint like that."
The shields on both carriage-doors were finished the next
morning about eleven o'clock. Everyone came to look at
the work now it was done, and the carriage was draAvn out
of the coach-house that they might the better judge of the
effect. The design was pronounced perfect, and Bataille received a great many compliments before he strapped his
box on his back and went off again; the baron, his wife,
Jeanne and Julien all agreed that the painter was a man of
great talent, and would, no doubt, have become an artist, if
circumstances had permitted,
For the sake of economy, Julien had accomplished some
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reforms which brought with them the need of fresh arrangements. The old coachman now performed the duties of a
gardener, the vicomte himself undertaking to drive, and as
he was obliged to have someone to hold the horses when the
family went to make a visit, he had made a groom of a
young cowherd named Marius. The horses had been sold
to do away with the expense of their keep, so he had introduced a clause in Couillard's and Martin's leases by which
the two farmers bound themselves to each provide a horse
once a month, on whatever day the vicomte chose.
When the day came the Couillards produced a big, rawboned, yellowish horse, and the Martins a little, white, longhaired n a g ; the two horses Avero harnessed, and Marius,
buried in an old livery of Simon's, brought the carriage
round to the door. Julien, who was in his best clothes,
would have looked a little like his old, elegant self, if his
long beard had not made him look common. He inspected
the horses, tho carriage, and the little groom, and thought
they looked very well, the only thing of any importance in
his eyes being the new coat-of-arms. The baroness came
downstairs on her husband's arm, got in, and had some
cushions put behind her back ; then came Jeanne. She
laughed first at the strange pair of horses, and her laughter
increased AA'hen she saw Marius Avith his face buried under
his cockaded hat (which his nose alone prevented from
slipping down to his chin), and his hands lost in his ample
sleeves, and the skirts of his coat coming right down to his
feet, which were encased in enormous boots; but when she
saw him obliged to throw his head right back before he
could see anything, and raise his knee at each step as
though he Avere going to take a river in his stride, and moA'e
like a blind man when he had an order given him, she gave
a shout of laughter. The baron turned round, looked for a
moment at the little fellow who stood looking so confused in
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his big clothes, and then he too was overcome with laughter,
and, hardly able to speak, called out to his Avife :
" Lo-lo-look at Ma-Marius ! Does-doesn't he look funfunny ?"
The baroness leant out of the carriage-AvindoAv, and, catching sight of Marius, she was shaken by such a fit of laughter
that the carriage moved up and doAvn on its springs as if it
Avere jolting over some deep ruts.
" What on earth is there to laugh at like that ?" said
Julien, his face pale Avith anger.
" Y o u must be perfect
idiots, all of you."
Joanne sat down on the steps, holding- her sides and quite
unable to contain herself; the baron followed her example,
and, inside tho carriage, convulsive sneezes and a sort of
continual clucking- intimated that tho baroness was suffocating with laughter. At last ^larius' coat began to shake;
no doubt, ho understood the cause of all this mirth, and he
giggled, himself, beneath his big hat. Julien rushed towards
him in a rage; he gave him a box on the ear AA'hich knocked
the boy's hat off" and sent it rolling on to the grass; then,
turning to the bardti, he said, in a voice that trembled Avith
anger:
" I think you ought to be tho last one to laugh. Whose
fault is it that you are ruined ? AVe should not be like this
if you had not squandered your fortune and throAvn away
your money right and left."
All the laughter stopped abruptly, but no one spoke.
Jeanne, ready to cry IIOAV, quietly took her place beside her
mother. The baron, Avithout a word, sat down opposite,
and Julien got up on the box, after lifting up tho crying
boy Avhose cheek Avas beginning to SAvell. The long drive
was performed in silence, for thej' all felt awkward and
unable to converse on ordinary topics. They could only
think of the incident that had just happened, and, rather
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than broach such a painful subject, they piefcrred to sit in
dull silence.
They went past a great many farm-houses startling the
black foAvls and sending them to the hedges for refuge, and
sometimes a yelping dog followed for a little while and then
ran back to his kennel with bristling hair, turning round
every now and then to send another bark after the carriage.
A lad, in muddy sabots, was slouching along with his hands
in his pockets, his blouse bloAvn out by the wind and his
long, lazy legs dragging one after the other, and, as he
stood on one side for the carriage to pass, he aAvkAvardly
pulled off his cap. BetAveen each farm lay meadows with
other farms dotted here and there in the distance, and it
seemed a long Avhile before they turned up an avenue of
firs Avhich bordered the road. Hero tho carriage leant on
one side as it passed over the deep ruts, and the baroness
felt frightened and began to give little screams. At the
end of the avenue there Avas a Avhite gate Avhich Marius
jumped down to open, and then they drove round an immense lawn and dreAV up before a high, gloomy-looking
house Avhich had all its shutters closed.
The hall-door opened, and an old, semi-paralysed servant
(in a red and black striped Avaistcoat, over Avhich Avas tied
an apron) limped sideways down the steps; after asking the
visitors' names he showed them into a large drav>'ing-room,
and drew up the closed Venetian blinds. The furniture Avas
all covei'od up, and the clock and candelabra Avere enveloped
in Avhite cloths; the room pmelt mouldy, and its damp, cold
atmosphere seemed to chill one to the very heart. The
visitors sat doAvn and Avaited. Footsteps could be heard on
the floor above, hurrying along in an unusual bustle, for the
lady of the house had been taken unaAvares and Avas changing
her dress as quickly as possible ; a bell rang several times
and then they could hear more footsteps on the stairs. Tlio
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baroness, feeling thoroughly cold, began to sneeze frequently ;
Julien Avalked up and down the room, Jeanne sat by her
mother, and the baron stood with his back against the
marble mantel-piece.
At last a door opened, and the Vicomte and Vicomtesse de
Briseville appeared. They Avere a little, thin couple of an
uncertain age, both very formal and rather embarrassed.
The vicomtesse Avore a flowered silk gown and a cap trimmed
with ribbons, and when she spoke it Avas in a sharp, quick
voice. Her husband Avas in a tight frock-coat; his hair
looked as if it had been waxed, and his nose, his eyes, his
long teeth and his coat, Avliich was evidently his best one,
all shone as if they had been polished with the gi-eatest
care. He returned his visitors' bow with a bend of the
knees.
AVhen the ordinary complimentary phrases had been exchanged no one knew Avhat to say next, so they all politely
expressed their pleasure at making this noAv acquaintance
and hoped it would be a lasting one ; for, living as they did
in the country all the year round, an occasional visit made
an agreeable change.
The icy air of the drawing-room
froze the very marrow of their bones, and the baroness Avas
seized by a fit of coughing, interrupted at intervals by a
sneeze. The baron rose to go.
" Y o u are not going to leave us already? Pray, stav a
little longer," said the Brisevilles.
But Jeanne foUoAved lier father's example in spite of all
the signs made her by Julien, Avho thought they Avere leaving too soon. Tho vicomtesse Avould have rimg to order the
baron's carriage but the bell was out of order, so the vicomte
went to find a servant. He soon returned, to say that the
horses had been taken out, and the carriage Avould not be
ready for some minutes. Everyone tried to find some subject of conversation ; the rainy winter Avas discussed, and
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Jeanne, who could not prevent herself shivering, try as she
would, asked if their hosts did not find it very dull living
alone all the year round. Such a question astounded the
Brisevilles. Their time was ahvays fully occupied, what
with writing long letters to their numerous aristocratic relations and pompously discussing the most trivial matters, for
in all their useless, petty occupations, they Avere as formally
polite to each other as they Avould have been to utter
strangers. At last the carriage, with its two ill-matched
steeds, drew up before the door, but Marius Avas noAvhere to
be seen ; he had gone for a walk in the fields, thinking he
woirld not be wanted again until the evening. Julien, in a
great rage, left word for him to be sent after them on foot,
and, after a great many bows and compliments, they started
for Les Peuples again.
As soon as they were fairly off, Jeanne and the baron, in
spite of the uncomfortable fooling that Julien's ill-temper
had caused, began to laugh and joke about the Brisevilles'
ways and tones. The baron imitated the husband and
Jeanne the wife, but the baroness, feeling a little hurt in her
reverence for the aristocracy, said to them :
" You should not joke in that way. I'm sure the
Brisevilles are very well-bred people, and they belong to
excellent families."
They stopped laughing for a time, out of respect for tho
baroness's feelings, but every now and then Jeanne
would catch her father's eye, and then they began again.
The baron would make a very stiff bow, and say in a solemn
voice:
" Your chateau at Les Peuples must be very cold, madame,
with the sea-breeze blowing on it all day long."
Then Jeanne put on a very prim look, and said with a
smirk, moving her head all the time like a duck on the
water:
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" Oh, monsieur, I have plenty to fill up my time. You
see we have so many relations to whom letters must be
written, and M. de Briseville leaves all coi-respondence to
nie, as his time is taken up with the religious history of
Normandy that he is writing in collaboration Avith the Ablie
Pelle."
The baroness could not help smiling, but she repeated, in
a half-vexed, half-amused tone :
" It isn't right to laugh at people of our own rank like that."'
All at once the carriage came to a standstill, and Julien
called out to someone on the road behind ; Jeanne and the
baron leant out of the windows, and saw some singular
creature rolling, rather than running, towards them. Hindered by the floating skirts of his coat, unable to see for his
hat, A\hich kept slipping over his eyes, his sleoA'cs waving
like the sails of a windmill, splashing through the puddles,
stumbling over every large stone in his way, hastening,
jumping, covered with mud, Marius Avas running after the
caiTiage as fast as his legs coidd carry him. As soon as he
came up Julien leant doAvn, caught hold of him by the coatcollar, and lifted him up on the box-seat; then, dropiping
the reins, he began to pommel tho boy's hat, which at once
slipped doAvn to his shoulders. Inside the hat, Avhich
sounded as if it had been a drum, Marius yelled at the top
of his voice, but it was in vain that he struggled and tried
to jump down, for his master held him firmly with one hand
while he beat him with the other.
" P a p a ! oh, p a p a ! " gasped Jeanne; and the baroness,
filled with indignation, seized her husband's arm, and exclaimed : " Stop him, Jacques, stop him !" The baron
suddenly let down the front windoAV, and, catching lH)ld of
the vicomte's sleeve :
" A r e you going to stop beating that child?" he said in a
voice that trembled with anger.
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Julien turned round in astonishment.
" But don't you see what a state the little wretch has got
his livery into ?"
" AA'hat does that matter to me ? " exclaimed the baron,
with his head between the two. " You sha'n't be so rough
Avith him,"
Julien got angry.
" Kindly leave me alone," he said; " i t ' s nothing to do
Avith you ; " and he raised his hand to strike the lad again.
The baron caught hold of his son-indaAv's Avrist, and flung
his uplifted hand heavily down against the woodwork of the
seat, crying :
" If you don't stop that, I'll get out and soon make
you."
He spoke in so determined a tone that the vicomt e s rage
suddenly vanished, and, shrugging his shoulders, ho Avhipped
up the horses, and the carriage moved on again. All this
time Jeanne and her mother had sat still, pale Avith fright,
and the beating of the baroness's heart could be distinctly
heard. At dinner that evening Julien Avas more agreeable
than usual, and behaved as if nothing had happened.
Jeanne, her father, and Madame Adelaide easily forgave,
and, touched by his good temper, they joined in his gaiety
Avitli a feeling of relief
AA'hen Jeanne mentioned the
Brisevilles, her husband oven made a joke about them,
though he quickly added :
" But one can see directly that they are gentle-people."
No more visits Avere paid, as everyone dreaded any reference to Marius, but they were going to send cards to their
neighbours on New Year's day, and then Avait to call on
them until spring came, and the weather was warmer.
On Christmas day and New Year's day, the cure, the
mayor, and his Avife dined at Les Peuples, and their two
visits formed the onlv break in the monotonous davs. The
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baron and baroness Avere to leave the chateau on the ninth
of J a n u a r y ; Jeanne wanted them to stay longer, but Julien
did not second her invitation, so the baron ordered the postchaise to be sent from Rouen. The evening before they
went away was clear and frosty, so Jeanne and her father
walked down to Y'port, for they had not been there since
Jeanne's return from Corsica.
They Avent across the wood Avhere she had walked on her
wedding-day with him whose companion she Avas henceforth
to be, where she had received his first kiss, and had caught
her first glimpse of that sensual love which was not fully
revealed to her tiU that day in the valley of Ota when she
had drunk her husband's kisses with the Avater.
There were no leaves, no climbing plants, in the copse
now, only the rustling of the branches, and that dry, crackling noise that seems to fill every wood in winter.
They reached the little village and went along the empty,
silent streets, Avhich smelt of fish and of sea-weed. The big
brown nets were hangiino; before the doors, or stretched out
on the beach as of old; towards Fecamp the green rocks at
the foot of the cliff could be seen, for the tide was going out,
and all along the beach the big boats lay on their sides looking like huge fish.
As night drew on, the fishermen, Avalking heaA'ily in their
big sea-boots, began to come down on the shingle in groups.
their necks well Avrapped up with woollen scarves, and carrying a litre of brandy in one hand, and the boat-lantern in
the other. They busied themselves round the boats,
putting on board, with true Normandy slowness, their nets,
their buoys, a big loaf, a jar of butter, and the bottle of
brandy and a glass. Then they pushed off the boats, which
AA'ent down the beach with a harsh noise, then rushed through
the surf, balanced themselves on the crest of a Avave for a
few seconds, and spread their broAvn Avings and disappeared
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into the night, with their little lights shining at the bottom
of the masts. The sailors' wives, their big, bony frames
shoAvn off by their thin dresses, stayed until the last fisherman had gone off, and then went back to the hushed village,
Avhero their noisy voices roused the sleeping echoes of tho
gloomy streets.
The baron and Jeanne stood Avatching these men go oft'
into the darkness, as they went oft' every night, risking their
lives to keep themselves from starving, and yet gaining so
little that they could never afford to eat meat.
" Wliat a terrible, beautiful thing is the ocean ?" said the
baron. " How many lives are at this very moment in danger
on it, and yet how exquisite it looks now, with the shadows
falling over it ? Doesn't it, Jeannette ? "
" This is not so pretty as the Mediterranean," she answered
with a Avatery smile.
" The Mediterranean ! " exclaimed the baron scornfully.
" W h y , the Mediterranean's nothing but oil or sugared
water, while this sea is terrific with its crests of foam and its
wild waves. And think of those men who have just gone
off' on it, and who are already out of sight."
Jeanne gave in.
" Yes, perhaps you are right," she said Avitli a sigh, for the
Avord " Mediterranean " had sent a pang through her heart,
and turned hor thoughts to those far-away countries Avhere
all hor dreams lay buried.
They did not go back through tho Avood, but walked along
the road ; they Avalked in silence for both were saddened by
the thought of the morrow's ]:)arting. As they passed the
farm-houses, they could smell the crushed apples—that scent
of neAV cider which perA'ades all Normandy at this time of
the year—or the strong odour of cows and the healthy,
Avarm smell of a dung-hill. The dwelling-houses could be
distinguished by their little lighted Avindows, and these tiny
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lights, scattered over the country, made Jeanne think of the
loneliness of human creatures, and how everything tends to
separate and tear them away from those they love, and her
heart seemed to grow bigger and more capable of understanding the mysteries of existence.
" Life is not always gay," she said in tones of resignation.
Tho baron sighed.
" That is true, my child," he replied ; " but we cannot
help it."
The next day the baron and baroness went aAvay, leaving
Jeanne and Julien alone.
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VII.
THE young couple got into the habit of playing cards; every
day after lunch Jeanne played several games of bozique with
her husband, while he smoked his pipe and drank six or
eight glasses of brandy. When they had finished playing,
Jeanne went upstairs to her bedroom, and, sitting by the
window, worked at a petticoat flounce she Avas embroidering,
while the wind and rain beat against the jiaiies. AA^hen her
eyes ached she looked out at the foamy, restless sea, gazed
at it for a few minutes, and then took up her work again.
She had nothing else to do for Julion had taken the entiro management of the house into his hands, that he might
thoroughly satisfy his longing for authority, and his mania
for economy. He was exceedingly stingy ; he never gave
the servants anything beyond their exact Avages, never
alloAved any food that Avas not strictly necessary.
Every
morning, ever since she had been at Les Peuples, the baker
had made Jeanne a little Normandy cake, but Julion cut off
this expense, and Joanne had to content herself with
toast.
Wishing to avoid all arguments and quarrels she never
made any remark, but each fresh proof of her husband's
avarice hurt her like the prick of a needle. I t seemed so
petty, so odious to her, brought up as she had been in a
family Avhere money was never thought of any importance.
HoAV often she had heard her mother say : " Money is made
to be s p e n t ; " but UOAV Julien kejit saying to h e r : " Will
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you never be cured of throwing money away ?" Whenever
he could manage to reduce a salary or a bill by a few pence
he would slip the money into his pocket, saying, Avith a
pleased smile,
" Little streams make big rivers."
Jeanne would sometimes find herself dreaming as she used
to do before she Avas married. She Avould gradually stop
working, and Avith her hands lying idle in her lap and her
eyes fixed on space, she built castles in the air as if she Avcro
a young girl again. But the voice of Julien, giving an
order to old Simon, would call her back to the realities of
life, and she would take up her work, thinking, "Ah, that is
all over and done Avith now," and a tear would fall on hor
fingers as they pushed the needle through the stuff".
Rosalie who used to be so gay and lively, always singing
snatches of songs as she went about her work, had gradually
changed also. Her plump round cheeks had fallen in and
lost their brightened colour, and her skin Avas muddy and
dark. Jeanne often asked her if she Avero ill, but the little
maid always answered with a faint blush, " No, madame,"
and got away as quickly as she could. Instead of tripping
along as she had always done, she now dragged herself painfully from room to room, and seemed not even to care hoAv
she looked, for the pedlars in vain spread out their ribbons,
and corsets and bottles of scent before her, she never bought
anything from them now.
At tho end of January, the heavy clouds came across the
sea from the north, and there was a heavy fall of snow. In
one night the whole plain Avas whitened, and, in the morning, the trees looked as if a mantle of frozen foam had been
cast over them.
Julien put on his high boots, and passed his time in the
ditch between the wood and the plain, watching for the
migrating birds. Every now and then his shots Avould
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lireak the frozen sileiu'(> of tho fields, and hordes of black
crows Hew from the trees in terror. Jeanne, tired of sta}'ing indoors, would go out on the steps of the house, Avhere,
in tho stillness of this snow-covered AvorUl, sho could heav
(he bustle of tho farms, or the far-away inunnur of tho
waves and the soft continual rustle of the falling snow.
On one of thesi' cold, white mornings sho was sitting
by her bedroom tire, while Losalie, Avho looked worse and
worse t'vt'rv ilay, was slowly making the bed. All at once
Jeanne heard a sigh of pain behind her. AVithout turning
her head, she asked,
" W h a t is the matter Avith you, Losalie !"
The maid answered as she always did,
'• Nothing, niadanie," but her voice seemed to die away as
she spoke.
.leanne had left oif thinking about her, when sho suddenly
notieeil that she could not hear the girl moving.
She
called " Rosalie."
Thei'c was no answer. Then she thought that tho maid
must have gone quietly out of the room Avithout her hearing
her, and she cried in a louder tone ; " Hosalie !"' Again
she received no answer, and she was just stretching out her
hand to ring thr bell, when she heard a low moan close beside lier. She started up in terror.
liosalie Avas sitting on the floor with her Inuk against tho
bed, her logs stretched stiffly out, her face livid, and her
eves staring straight before her. Jeanne rushed to her side.
" O h . Rosalie! AVhat is the matter? what is i t ? " she
asked in alVright.
The maid did not ansAver a worii, but fi.'^ed her wild eyes
on her mistress and gasped for breath, as if tortured by
some excruciating pain. Then, stitVening every muscle in
her body, and stilling a cry of anguish between her clenchod
tei^th, slu^ slipped down on her back, ami all at once, some
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thing stirred underneath hor dress, which clung tightly
found hor legs. Joanne heard a strange, gushing noise,
something like the death-rattle of someone who is suffocating,
and then came a long low wail of p a i n ; it was the first cry
of suffering of a child entering the world.
The sound came as a revelation to her, and, suddenly
losing her head, she rushed to the top of the stairs, crying,
" Julien ! Julien ! "
" What do you want ?" he answered, from below.
She gasped out, " It's Rosalie who— who— " but before
she could say any more Julion was rushing up the stairs two
at a time, he dashed into the bedroom, raised the girl's
clothes, and there lay a creased, shrivelled, hideous, little
atom of humanity, feebly whining and trying to move its
limbs. He got up with an evil look on his face, and pushed
his distracted Avife out of the room, saying,
" T h i s is no place for you.
Go away and send me
Ludivine and old Simon."
Jeanne went down to the kitchen trembling all over, to
deliver her husband's message, and then afraid to go upstairs again, she went into the drawing-room, where a fire
was never lighted, noAv her parents Avere away. Soon she
saAV Simon run out of the house, and come back five
minutes after with Widow Dontu, the village midwife.
Next she heard a noise on the stairs Avliich sounded as if
they were caiTying a body, then Julien came to tell her that
she could go back to her room. She went upstairs and sat
down again before her bed-room fire, trembling as if she had
just witnessed some terrible accident.
" How is she ?" she asked.
Julien, apparently in a great rage, was walking about the
room in a preoccupied, nervous Avay. He did not answer
his wife for some moments, but at last he asked, stopping
in his walk;
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" AVell, what do \'ou mean to do Avith this girl?"
Joanne looked at hor husband as if she did not understand
his question.
" What do you moan V she said. " I don't know ; IIOAV
should I ? "
" Well, anyhow we can't keep that child in the house,"
he cried, angrily.
Jeanne looked very perplexed, and sat in silence for some
time. At last sho said,
"But, my dear, Ave could put it out to nurse somewhere?"
He hardly let her finish her sentence.
" And who'll pay for it ? AA^ill you ?"
" But surely the father will take care of it," she said, after
another long silence. " And if ho marries Rosalie, everything Avill bo all right."
" T h e father!" answered Julien, roughly; " t h e father!
Do you know Avho is the father ? Of course you don't. Very
well, then ?"
Jeanne began to get troubled : " But he certainly will
not forsake tho girl, it would be such a cowardly thing to
do. We Avill ask hor his name, and go and see him and
force him to give some account of himself."
Julien had become calmer, and was again Avalking about
the room.
" M y dear girl," he replied, " I don't believe she Avill tell
you the man's name, or me either. Besides, suppose ho
Avouldn't marry her ? You must see that we can't keep a
girl and her illegitimate child in our house."
But Jeanne would only repeat, doggedly,
" Then the man must be a villain ; but we Avill find out
who he is, and then he will have us to deal with instead of
that poor girl."
Julien got very red.
" But until wo know who he is ? " he asked.
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She did not know what to propose, so she asked Julien
Avhat he thought was the best thing to do. He gave his
opinion very promptly.
" Oh, I should give her some money, and let her and her
brat go to the devil."
That made Jeanne very indignant.
" That shall never be done," she declared ; " Rosalie is
my foster-sister, and we have grown up together. She has
erred, it is true, but I Avill never turn her out of doors for
that, and, if there is no other way out of the difficulty, I
will bring up the child myself."
" And wo should have a nice reputation, shouldn't we,
with our name and connections ?" burst out Julien.
"People Avould say that we encouraged vice, and sheltered
prostitutes, and respectable people would never come near
us. Why, what can you be thinking of? You must be
mad ! "
" I Avill never have Rosalie turned out," she repeated,
quietly. "If you will not keep her here, my mother will
take her back again. But we are sure to find out the
name of the father."
At that, he went out of the room, too angry to talk to
her any longer, and as he banged the door after him he
cried,
" 'Women are fools with their absurd notions ! "
In the afternoon Jeanne Avent up to see the invalid. She
was lying in bod, wide aAvake, and the WidoAv Dentu Avas
rocking tho child in hor arms. As soon as she saw her niisti-oss Rosalie began to sob violently, and Avhen Jeanne
Avanted to kiss her, she turned aAvay and hid hor face under
the bed-clothes. The nurse interfered and drew doAvn the
sheet, and then Rosalie made no further resistance, though
the tears still ran down her cheeks.
The room was very cold, for there Avas only a small fire
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in the grate, and the child was crying. Joanne did not dare
make any reference to the little one, for fear of causing
another burst of tears, but she held Rosalie's hand and
kept repeating mechanically,
" I t won't m a t t e r ; it Avon't matter."
Tho poor girl glanced shyly at the nurse from time to
time; the child's cries seemed to pierce her heart, and sobs still
escaped from her occasionally, though she forced herself to
swallow her tears. Jeanne kissed her again, and whispered
in her ear ; " AA'^e'll take good care of it, you may be sure of
that," and then ran quickly out of the room, for Rosalie's
tears Avere beginning tofloAVagain.
After that, Jeanne went up every day to see the invalid,
and every day Rosalie burst into tears Avhon her mistress
came into the room. The child was put out to nurse, and
Julien would hardly speak to his wife for ho could not forgive her for refusing to dismiss the maid. One day he returned to the subject, but Jeanne drew out a letter from her
mother in which the baroness said that if they would not
keep Rosalie at Les Peuples sho Avas to be sent on to Rouen
directly.
" Your mother's as great a fool as you are," cried Julion ;
but he did not say anything more about sending Rosalie
away, and a fortnight later the maid was able to get up and
perform her duties again.
One morning Jeanne made her sit doAvn, and holding both
her hands in hers ;
" Now then, Rosalie, tell me all about it," sho said, looking her straight in the face.
Rosalie began to tremble.
" All about what, madame? " she said, timidly.
" Who is the father of your child ? " asked Jeanne.
A look of despair came over the maid's face, and she
st ruggled to disengage her hands from her mistress's grasp
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but Jeanne kissed hor, in spite of her struggles, and tried to
console her.
" I t is true you have been weak," sho said, " but you are
not the first to Avhom such a misfortune has happened, and,
if only the father of the child marries you, no one will think
anything more about i t ; AVO Avould employ him, and he could
live here with you."
Rosalie moaned as if she were being tortured, and tried
to get her hands free that she might run away.
" I can quite understand how ashamed you feel," went on
Jeanne, " but you see that I am not angry, and that I speak
kindly to you. I Avish to know this man's name for your
own good, for I fear, from your grief, that he means to
abandon you, and I Avant to prevent that. Julien Avill see
him, and we AVIU make him marry you, and we shall
employ you b o t h ; we will see that he makes you happy."
This time Rosalie made so vigorous an effort, that she
succeeded in AA'renching her hands aAvay from her mistress,
and she rushed from the room as if she Avere mad.
" I haA'e tried to make Rosalie toll me her seducer's
name," said Jeanne to her husband at dinner that evening,
" but I did not succeed in doing so. Try and see if she will
tell you, that we may force the Avretch to marry her."
"There, don't let me hear any more about all that," he
said, angrily. " You Avanted to keep this girl, and you have
done so, but don't bother me about her."
Ho seemed still more irritable since Rosalie's confinement
than he had been before. He had got into the habit of
shouting at his wife, Avhenever he spoke to her, as if he Avere
always angry, while she, on the contrary, spoke softly, and
did everything to avoid a quarrel; but she often cried Avhen
she Avas alone in hor room at night. In spite of his bad
temper, Julien had resumed the marital duties he had so
neglected since his wedding-tour, and it Avas seldom noAv
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that he let three nights pass, without accompanying his wife
to her room.
Rosalie soon got quite well again, and with better health
came bettor spirits, b u t she ahvays seemed frightened and
haunted by some strange dread. Jeanne tried twice more
to make her name her seducer, but each time sho ran aAvay,
without saying anything. Julion suddenly became bettertempered, and his young wife began to cherish vague hopes,
and to regain a little of her former gaiety; but she often
felt very unwell, though she never said anything about it.
For five weeks tho crisp, shining snow had lain on the
frozen ground ; in the day-time there was not a cloud to be
seen, and at night the sky was strewn with stars. Standing
alone in their square courtyards, behind the great frosted
trees, the farms seemed dead beneath their snowy shrouds.
Neither men nor cattle could go out, and the only sign of
life about the homesteads and cottages Avas the smoke that
went straight up from the chimueys into the frosty air.
The grass, the hedges and the wall of elms seemed killed
by the cold. From time to time the trees cracked, as if the
fibres of their branches Avere separating beneath the bark,
and sometimes a big branch would break off and fall to the
ground, its sap frozen and dried up by the intense cold.
Jeanne thought the severe weather was the cause of her
ill-health, and she longed for the warm spring breezes.
Sometimes the very idea of food disgusted her, and she
could oat nothing; at other times she vomited after every
meal, unable to digest the little she did eat. She had
violent palpitations of the heart, and she lived in a constant
and intolerable state of nervous excitement.
One evening, when the thermometer was sinking still
lower, Julien shivered as he left the dinner table (for the
dining-room was never sufficiently heated, so careful was he
over the wood), and rubbing his hands together,
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" It's too cold to sleep alone to-night, isn't it, darling ?"
he whispered to his Avife, Avith one of his old good-tempered
laughs.
Jeanne throw her arms round his nock, but she felt so ill,
so nervous, and she had such aching pains that evening,
that, with her lips close to his, she begged him to let her
sleep alone.
" I feel so ill to-night," she said, " but I am sure to bo
better to-morrow."
" Just as you please, my dear," he ansAvered. " If you
are ill, you must take care of yourself." And he began to
talk of something else.
Jeanne went to bod early. Julien, for a wonder, ordered
a fire to be lighted in his OAVU room ; and when the servant
came to tell him that " the fire had burnt up," he kissed
his wife on the forehead and said good-night.
The very walls seemed to feel the cold, and made little
crackling noises as if they were shivering. Jeanne lay
shaking with cold ; twice she got up to put more logs on
the fire, and to pile her petticoats and dresses on the bed,
but nothing seemed to make her any warmer. There were
nervous twitchings in her legs, Avhich made hor toss and
turn restlessly from side to side. Her feet were numbed,
her teeth chattered, her hands trembled, her heart beat so
slowly that sometimes it seemed to stop altogether ; and
she gasped for breath as if she could not draAv the air into
her lungs.
As the cold crept higher and higher up her limbs, sho was
seized A\'ith a terrible fear. She had never felt like this
before; life seemed to bo gradually slipping aAvay from her,
and she thought each breath she droAv Avould be her last.
" I am going to die ! I am going to die ! " sho thought ;
and, in hor terror, she jumped out of bed, and rang for
Rosalie.
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No one came; she rang again, and again waited for an
answer, shuddering and half-frozen ; but she waited in
vain. Perhaps the maid was sleeping too heavily for the
bell to rouse her, and, almost beside herself with fear,
Jeanne rushed out on to tho landing without putting anything round her, and with bare feet. She wont noiselessly
up the dark stairs, felt for Rosalie's door, opened it, and
called " Rosalie !" then wont into the room, stumbled
against tho bod, passed her hands over it, and found it
empty and quite cold, as if no one had slept in it that
night.
"Surely she cannot have gone out in such Avoather as
this," she thought.
Her heart began to beat so violently that it almost
suffocated her, and she went downstairs to rouse Julien, her
legs giving way under hor as sho walked. She burst open
her husband's door, and hurried across the room, spurred on
by the idea that she Avas going to die and the fear that she
would become unconscious before she could see him again.
Suddenly sho stopped with a shriek, for by the light of
the dying fire she saw Rosalie's head on the pillow beside
her husband's. At her cry they both started up, but she
had already recovered from tho first shock of hor discovery,
and fled to her room, while Julien called after her,
" Jeanne ! Joanne !" She felt she could not see him or
listen to his excuses and his lies, and again rushing out of
her room she ran downstairs. The staircase Avas in total
darkness, but filled with the desire of flight, of getting aAvay
without seeing or hearing any more, she never stayed to
think that she might fall and break her limbs on the stone
stairs.
On the last stop she sat down, unable to think, unable to
reason, hor head in a whirl. Julion had jumped out of bed,
and Avas hastily dressing himself. She heard him moving
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about, and she started up to escape from him. He came
downstairs crying, " Jeanne, do listen to me ! "
N.), she Avould not listen ; he should not degrade her by
his touch. Sho dashed iuto tho dining-room as if a murderer
Avere pursuing hor, looked round for a hiding-place or some
dark corner Avhere sho might conceal herself, and then
crouched down under the table. The door opened, and
Julion came in Avith a light in his hand, still calling,
" Jeanne ! Jeanne ! " She started off again like a hunted
hare, tore into the kitchen, round which sho ran tAvice like
some wild animal at bay, then, as he was getting nearer
and nearer to her, she suddenly flung open tho garden door,
and rushed out into tho night.
Her bare legs sank into the snow up to her knees, and
this icy contact gave her new strength. Although she had
nothing on but her chemise she did not feel the bitter cold ;
her mental anguish Avas too great for the consciousness of
any mere bodily pain to reach her brain, and she ran on and
on, looking as white as the snoAv-covered earth. She did
not stop once to take breath, but rushed on across wood and
plain Avithout knoAving or thinking of what she was doing.
Suddenly she found herself at tho edge of the cliff. Sho
instinctively stopped short, and then crouched down in the
snow and lay there with her mind as poAverless to think as
her body to move.
All at once she began to tremble, as does a sail when
caught by the wind. Her arms, her hands, her feet, shook
and twitched convulsively, and consciousness returned to
her. Things that had happened a long time before came
back to her memory: the sail in Lastique's boat with him,
their conversation, tho daAvn of their love, the christening
of tho b o a t ; then her thoughts Avent still farther back till
they reached the night of her arrival from the convent—the
night she had spent in happy dreams. And now, now ! Her
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life was ruined ; she had had all her pleasure; there were
no joys, no happiness, in store for h e r ; and she could see
the terrible future with all its tortures, its deceptions, and
despair. Surely it would be better to die now, at once.
She heard a voice in the distance crying,
"This way! this way! Here are her footmarks." It
was Julien looking for her.
Oh ! she could not, she would not, see him again ! Never
again ! From the abyss before her came the faint sound of
the waves as they broke ou the rocks. She stood up to
throw herself over the cliff, and in a despairing farewell to
life, she moaned out that last cry of the dying—the Avord
that the soldier gasps out as he lies wounded to death on
the battle-field—" Mother I "
Then the thought of hoAv her mother would sob when she
heard of her daughter's death, and hoAv her father would
kneel in agony beside her mangled corpse, flashed across her
mind, and in that one second she realised all the bitterness
of their grief. She fell feebly back on the snovr, and Julien
and old Simon came up, with Marius behind them holding
a lantern. They droAv hor back before they dared attempt
to raise her, so near the edge of the cliff was she ; and they
did with her Avhat they liked, for she could not move a
muscle. Sho knew that they carried her indoors, that she
v.'as put to bed, and rubbed Avith hot flannels, and then she
was conscious of nothing more.
A nightmare—but was it a nightmare ?—haunted her.
She thought she Avas in bed in her own room ; it was broad
daj'light, but she could not get up, though she did not knoAv
Avhy she could not. She heard a noise on tho boards—a
scratching, rustling noise—and all at once a little grey
mouse ran oA'er the sheet. Then another one appeared, and
another Avhich came running toAvards her chest. Jeanne
was not frightened; she Avanted to take hold of the little
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animal, and put out her hand towards it, but she could not
catch it.
Then came more mice—ten, twenty, hundreds, thousands,
sprang up on all sides. They ran up the bed-posts, and
along the tapestry, and covered the whole bed. They got
under the clothes, and Jeanne could feel them gliding over
her skin, tickling her legs, running up and down her body.
She could see them coming from tho foot of the bed to get
inside and creep close to her breast, but when she struggled
and stretched out her hands to catch one, she always clutched
the air. Then she got angry, and cried out, and wanted to
run away; she fancied some one held her down, and that
strong arms wore thrown around her to prevent her moving,
but she could not see anyone. She had no idea of the time
that all this lasted; she only knew that it seemed a very
long while.
At last she became conscious again—conscious that she
was tired and aching, and yot better than she had been.
She felt very, very Aveak. She looked round, and did not
feel at all surprised to see her mother sitting by her bed-side
with a stout man whom she did not know. She had forgotten how old she was, and thought she was a little child
again, for her memory was entirely gone.
"See, she is conscious," said the stout man.
The baroness began to cry, and the big man said,
" Come, come, madame la baronne ; I assure you there is
no longer any danger, but you must not talk to h e r ; just
let her sleep."
I t seemed to Jeanne that she lay for a long time in a
doze, which became a heavy sleep if she tried to think of
anything. She had a vague idea that the past contained
something dreadful, and she was content to lie still Avithout
trying to recall anything to her memory. But one day,
when she opened her eyes, she saw Julien standing beside
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the bed, and the curtain which hid everything fi-om her was
suddenly draAvn aside, and she remembered what had
happened.
She throw back tho clothes and sprang out of bed to
escape from her husband; but as soon as her feet touched
the floor she fell to the ground, for she was too Aveak to
stand. Julien hastened to her assistance, but Avhen he
attempted to raise her, sho shrieked and rolled from side to
side to avoid the contact of his hands. Tho door opened,
and Aunt Lison and the Widow Dentu hurried in, closely
followed by the baron and his wife, tho latter gasping for
breath.
They put Joanne to bed again, and she closed her eyes
and pretended to be asleep that sho might think undisturbed.
Her mother and aunt busied themselves around her, saying
from time to time :
" Do you know us now, Jeanne, dear ?"
She pretended not to hoar them, and made no answer;
and in tho evening thoy Avont away, leaving her to the care
of the nurse. She could not sleep all that night, for she
Avas painfully trying to connect the incidents she could
remember, one with the other ; but there seemed to bo gaps
in her memory which she could not bridge over. Little by
little, however, all the facts came back to hor, and then she
tried to decide what she had better do. She must have
been very ill, or her mother and Aunt Lison and the baron
would not have been sent for; but Avhat had Julion said?
Did her parents know everything? And whore was Rosalie ?
The only thing she could do was to go back to Rouen
with her father and m o t h e r ; they could all live there
together as they used to do, and it would be just the same
as if she had not been married.
The next day she noticed and listened to all that Avent
on around liei-, but she did not let anyone see that she
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understood everything and had recovered her full senses.
ToAvards evening, when no one but the baroness Avas in her
room, Jeanne Avhispered softly :
" Mother, dear ! "
She was surprised to hoar how changed her own voice
was, but the baroness took her hands, exclaiming :
" My child ! my dear little Jeanne ! Do you know me,
my pet ?"
" Yes, mother. But you mustn't cry ; I want to talk to
you seriously. Did Julien tell you why I ran out into the
snow ?"
" Yes, my darling. You have had a very dangerous
fever."
" That was not the reason, m a m m a ; I had the fevei
afterwards. Hasn't he told you why I tried to run away,
and what Avas the cause of the fever ? "
" No, dear."
" I t was because I found Rosalie in his bed."
The baroness thought sho Avas still delirious, and tried to
soothe her.
" There, there, my darling; lie doAvn and t r y to go tr
sleep."
But Jeanne would not be quieted.
" I am not talking nonsense now, mamma dear, though 1
daresay I have been lately," she said. " I felt very ill one
night, and I got up and Avent to Julien's room ; there I saAV
Rosalie lying beside him. My grief nearly drove me mad,
and I ran out into the snow, riieaning to throw myself over
the chff."
" Y e s , darling, you have been ill, very ill indeed,"
answered the baroness.
" I t wasn't that, mamma. I found Rosalie in Julien's
bed, and I will not stay Avith him any longer. You shall
take me back to Rouen with you."
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The doctor had told the baroness to let Jeanne have her
OAvn Avay in everything, so sho ansA\'ered :
" Very well, my pet."
Jeanne began to lose patience.
" I see you don't believe me," she said pettishly. " Go
and find papa ; perhaps he'll manage to understand that I
am speaking tho truth."
The baroness rose slowly to her feet, dragged herself out
of the room with the aid of two sticks, and came back in a
few minutes with the baron. They sat down by the bedside, and Jeanne began to speak in her weak voice. She
spoke quite coherently, and she told them all about Julien's
odd ways, his harshness, his avarice, and, lastly, his
infidelity.
The baron could see that her mind was not wandering,
but he hardly knew what to say or think. He affectionately
took her hand, like he used to do when sho was a child and
he told her fairy tales to send her to sleep.
" Listen, my dear," he said. " We must not do anything
rashly. Don't let us say anything till we have thought it
Avell over. Will you promise me to try and bear with your
husband until Ave have decided what is best to be done ?"
"Very well," she answered; " b u t I Avill not stay here
after I get well."
Then she added, in a Avhispei", " Where is Rosalie now ?"
"You shall not see her any more," replied the baron.
But she persisted ; " Where is she ? I want to knoAV."
He OAvned that she was still in the house, but he declared
she should go at once.
Directly he left Jeanne's room, his heart full of pity for
his child and indignation against her husband, the baron
Avent to find Julien, and said to him sternly :
" Monsieur, I have come to ask for an explanation of your
behaviour to my daughter. You have not only been false
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to her, but you havo deceived Jier with your servant, which
makes your conduct doubly infamous."
Julion swore he was innocent of such a thing, and called
Heaven to witness his denial. AVhat proof was there ?
Jeanne was just recovering from brain fever, and of course
her thoughts were still confused, ^ h e had rushed out in
the snoAv one night at the beginning of her illness, in a fit of
delirium, and hoAv could her statement be believed when, on
the very night that she said she had surprised her maid in
her husband's bed, she Avas dashing over the house nearly
naked, and quite unconscious of Avhat she was doing !
Julien got very angry, and threatened the baron with an
action if he did not withdraAv his accusation ; and the baron,
confused by this indignant denial, began to make excuses and
to beg his son-in-law's pardon; but Julien refused to take
his outstretched hand.
Jeanne did not seem vexed Avhen she heard what her
husband had said.
" He is telling a lie, papa," she said, quietly ; " but we
will force him to OAVU the truth."
For two days she lay silent, turning over all sorts of
things in her m i n d ; on the third morning she asked for
Rosalie. The baron refused to let the maid go up and told
Jeanne that she had left. But Jeanne insisted on seeing
her, and said :
" Send someone to fetch her then."
AVhen the doctor came she Avas very excited because they
would not let her see the maid, and they told him what Avas
the matter. Jeanne burst into tears and almost shrieked ;
" I Avill see her ! I will see her ! "
The doctor took her hand and said in a IOAV voice :
" Calm yourself, madame. Any violent emotion might
have very serious results just now ; for jov. ai-e enceinte."
Jeanne's tears ceased directly ; oven as the doctor spoke
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she fancied she could feel a movement within her, and she
lay still, paying no attention to Avhat Avas being said or done
around her. She could not sleep that night; it seemed so
strange to think that Avithin her was another life, and she
felt sorry because it was Julien's child, and full of fears in
case it should resemble its father.
The next morning she sent for the baron.
" Papa dear," she said; " I have made up my mind to
know tho whole truth ; especially now. You hear, I will
know it, and you know, you must let me do as I like, because of my condition. Now listen; go and fetch M. le
cure; he must be hero to make Rosalie tell the truth.
Then, as soon as he is here, you must send her up to me,
and you and mamma must come t o o ; but, whatever you
do, don't let Julien knoAv what is going on."
The priest came about an hour afterAvards.
He Avas
fatter than over, and panted quite as much as the baroness.
Ho sat down in an arm-chair and began joking, while he
wiped his forehead Avith his checked handkerchief from sheer
habit.
" Well, Madame la baronne, I don't think AVO are either
of us getting thinner ; in my opinion we make a very handsome pair." Then turning to the invalid, he said : " Ah, ah !
my young lady, I hoar we're soon to have a christening, and
that it won't be the christening of a boat either, this time,
ha, ha, ha ! " Then he Avent on in a grave voice, " It Avill be
one more defender for the country, or," after a short silence,
"another good wife and mother like you, madame," with a
boAV to the baroness.
The door flew open and there stood Rosalie, crying
struggling, and refusing to move, while the baron tried to
push her in. At last he gave her a sudden shake, and threw
her into the room with a jerk, and sho stood in the middle
of the floor, with her face in her hands, sobbing violently.
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Jeanne started up as white as a sheet, and her heart could
be seen beating under her thin night-dress. It was some
time before she could speak, but at last she gasped out :
" There—there—is no—need for me to—question you.
Your confusion in my presence—is—is quite sufficient—
proof—of your guilt."
She stopped for a few moments for want of breath, and
then wont on again :
" But I wish to know all. You see that M. le cure is
here, so you understand you Avill have to answer as if you
were at confession."
Rosalie had not moved from where the baron had pushed
hor; she made no answer but her sobs became almost
shrieks. The baron, losing all patience with her, seized her
bauds, drew them roughly from her face and threw her on
her knees beside the bed, crying:
" AVhy don't you say something ? Answer your mistress."
She crouched doA\'n on the ground in the position in
Avhich Mary ^lagdalene is generally depicted; her cap was
on one side, her apron on the floor, and as soon as her hands
Avere free she again buried her face in them.
" Come, come, my girl," said the cure, " we don't want to
do you any harm, but we must know exactly what has
happened. Now listen to what is asked you and answer
truthfully."
Jeanne was leaning over tho side of the bed, looking at
the girl.
" I s it not true that I found you in Julien's bed ?" she
asked.
" Yes, madame," moaned out Rosalie through her fingers.
At that the baroness burst into tears also, and the
sound of hor sobs mingled Avith the maid's.
" H o w long had that gone o n ? " asked Jeanne, her eyes
fixed on the maid.
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" Ever since he came here," stammered Rosalie.
" Since he came hero," repeated Jeanne, hardly understanding what the words meant. " Do you mean since—
since the spring ?"
"Yes, madame."
" Since he first came to the house ? "
" Yes, madame."
" B u t hoAv did it happen? How did he come to say anything to you about it ?" burst out Jeanne, as if she could
keep back the questions no longer. " Did he force you, or
did you give yourself to him ? How could you do such a
thing ?"
" I don't knoAv," answered Rosalie, taking her hands from
hor face and speaking as if the words Avere forced from her
by an irresistible desire to talk and to tell all. " The day
he dined 'ere for tho first time, 'e came up to my room.
Ho 'ad 'idden in the garret and I dursn't cry out for fear of
what everyone would say. He got into my bed, and I
dunno' how it was or what I did, but he did just as 'o liked
with me. I never said nothin' about it because I thought
he was nice."
" But your—your child ? Is it his ?" cried Jeanne.
"Yes, madame," answered Rosalie, between her sobs.
Then neither said anything more, and the silence was only
broken by the baroness's and Rosalie's sobs.
The tears rose to Jeanne's eyes, and floAved noiselessly
down her cheeks. So her maid's child had the same father
as her own ! All her anger had evaporated and in its place
was a dull, gloomy deep despair. After a short silence she
said in a softer, tearful voice :
"After we returned from—from our wedding-tour—when
did he begin again ?"
" The—the night you came back," answered the maid
Avho was noAV almost lying on the floor.
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Each AA'ord rung Jeanne's heart. He had actually left
her for this girl the very night of their return to Les
Peuples ! That then, was Avhy he had let her sleep alone.
She had heard enough UOAV, she did not want to know anything more and sho cried to the girl :
" Go away ! go away ! "
As Rosalie, overcome by her emotion, did not move, she
called to her father :
" Take her away ! Carry her out of tho room ! "
But the cure, Avho had said nothing up to now, thought
the time had come for a little discourse.
" You have behaved vory AA'ickedly," he said to Rosalie,
" very Avickedly indeed, and the good God Avill not easily
forgiA'e you. Think of tho punishment which aAvaits you
if you do not live a better life henceforth. NOAV you are
young is the time to train yourself in good ways. No doubt
Madame la baronne Avill do something for you, and wo shall
be able to find you a husband—"
He would have gone on like this for a long time had not
the baron seized Rosalie by the shoulders, dragged her to
the door and thrown her into tho passage like a bundle of
clothes.
AVhen he came back, looking whiter even than his
daughter, the cur^ began again :
" Well, you know, all the girls round here are the same.
I t is a very bad state of things, but it can't be helped, and
we must make a little allowance for the weakness of human
nature. Thoy never marry until they are enceintes ; never,
madame. One might almost call it a local custom," he
added, Avith a smile. Then he Avent on indignantly : " E v e n
the children are the same. Only last year I found a little
boy and girl from my class in the cemetery together. I
told their parents, and Avhat do you think the}' replied :
' Well, M'sieu I'cure, we didn't teach it t h e m ; Ave can't help
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it.' So you see, monsieur, your maid has only done like the
others—"
" T h e m a i d ! " interrupted the baron, trembling with excitement. " T h e maid! What do I care about her? It's
Julien's conduct which I think so abominable, and I shall
certainly take my daughter away Avith me." Ho walked up
and doAvn tho room, getting more and more angry with
every step ho took. " I t is infamous the way he has deceived
my daughter, infamous! He's a wretch, a villain, and I
will tell him so to his face. I'll horsewhip him within an
inch of his life."
The cure was sloAvly enjoying a pinch of snuff as he sat
beside the baroness, and thinking how he could make peace.
" Come now, M. le baron, betAveen ourselves he has only
done like everyone else. I am quite sure you don't knoAV
many husbands Avho aro faithful to their wives, do you now?"
And he added in a sly, good-natured Avay : " I bet you,
yourself, have played your little games; you can't say conscientiously that you haven't, I know ! Why of course you
have ! And who knows but Avhat you have made tho acquaintance of some little maid just like Rosalie. I tell you
every man is the same. And your escapades didn't make
your wife unhappy, or lesson your affection for h e r ; did
they?"
The baron stood still in confusion. I t Avas true that he
had done the same himself, and not only once or twice but
as often as he had got the chance; his wife's presence in the
house had never made any difference, when the servants
Avere pretty. And Avas he a villain because of that ? Then
why should he judge Julien's conduct so severely Avhen he
had never thought that any fault could be found with his
own.
Though her tears were hardly dried, the idea of her husband's pranks brought a slight smile to the baroness's lips.
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for she was one of those good-natured, tender-hearted,
sentimental women to whom loA'e-adventures are an essential
part of existence.
Jeanne lay back exhausted, thinking, with open unseeing
eyes, of all this painful episode. The expression that had
wounded her most in Rosalie's confession was : " I never
said anything about it because I thought he was nice." She,
his wife, had also thought him " nice," and that Avas the sole
reason Avhy she had united herself to him for life, had given
up every other hope, every other project to join her destiny
to his. She had plunged into marriage, into this pit from
which there Avas no escape, into all this misery, this grief,
this despair, simply because, like Rosalie, she had thought
him " nice."
The door was flung violently open and Julien came in,
looking perfectly wild with rage. He had seen Rosalie
moaning on the landing, and guessing that sho had been
forced to speak, he had come to see what was going o n ;
but at the sight of tho priest he was taken thoroughly
aback.
" What is it ? AA'hat is tho matter ? " he asked, in a voice
Avhich trembled in spite of his efforts to make it sound
calm.
The baron, Avho had been so violent just before, dared say
nothing after tho cure's argument, in case his son-in-laAv
should quote his OAVII example ; the baroness only wept more
bitterly than before, and Jeaniie raised herself on her hands
and looked steadily at this man Avho was causing her so
much sorrow. Her breath came and went quickly, but she
managed to answer :
" The matter is that we knoAv all about your shameful
conduct over since—ever since the day you fii-st came here;
Ave know that—that—Rosalie's child is yours—like—like
mine, and that they Avill be—brothers. "
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Her grief became so poignant at this thought that she hid
herself under the bedclothes and sobbed bitterly. Julien
stood open-mouthed, not knowing what to say or do. Tho
cure again interposed.
" Come, como, my dear young lady," he said, " you
mustn't give AA'ay like that. See now, be reasonable."
He rose, Avent to tho bedside, and laid his cool hand on
this despairing woman's forehead. His simple touch seemed
to soothe hor wonderfully ; she felt calmer at once, as if the
large hand of this country priest, accustomed to gestures of
absolution and sympathy, had borne with it some strange,
peace-giving power.
" Madame, we must always forgive," said the good-natured
priest. " You are borne down by a great grief, but God, in
His mercy, has also sent you a great joy, since He has permitted you to have hopes of becoming a mother.
This
child will console you for all your trouble and it is in its
name that I implore, that I adj ure, you to forgive M. Julien,
I t Avill be a fresh tie between you, a pledge of your husband's
future fidelity. Can you steel your heart against the father
of your unborn child ? "
Too weak to feel either anger or resentment, and only
conscious of a crushed, aching, exhausted sensation, she
made no answer.
Hor nerves Avere thoroughly unstrung,
and she clung to life but by a very slender thread.
The baroness, to whom resentment seemed utterly impossible and Avhose mind was simply incapable of bearing
any prolonged strain, said in a IOAV tone :
" Come, Jeanne ! "
The cure drew Julien close to tho bed and placed his hand
in his wife's, giving it a little tap as if to make the union
more complete. Then, dropping his professional pulpit tone,
he said, Avitli a satisfied air :
" There ! that's done. Believe me, it is bettor so."
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The tAVO hands, united thus for an instant, loosed their
clasp directly. Julien, not daring to embrace Joanne, kissed
his mother-in-laAV, then turned on his heel, took the baron
(who, in his heart, Avas not sorry that everything had finished
so quietly) by the arm, and drew him from the room to go
and smoke a cigar.
'i'heii the tired invalid went to sloop and the baroness and
the priest began to chat in low tones. The abbe talked of
Avhat had just occurred and proceeded to explain his ideas on
the subject, Avhile the baroness assented to everything he
said with a nod.
" Vory AvoU, then, it's understood," he said, in conclusion.
" Y o u give the girl the farm at Barville and I will undertake to find her a good, honest husband. Oh, you may be
sure that with twenty thousand francs AVO shall not Avant
candidates for her hand.
We shall have an embarras de
choix."
The baroness Avas smiling happily now, though two tears
still lingered on her cheeks.
" Bar 7ille is worth tAventy thousand francs, at the very
least," she said ; " and you understand t h a t it is to be
settled on the child though the parents Avill have it as long
as they live."
Then the cure shook hands Avith the baroness, and rose to
go" Don't get up, Madame la baronne, don't get up," lie
exclaimed. " I know the value of a step too well myself."
As he went out he met Aunt Lison coming to see her
patient. She did not notice that anything extraordinarv had
happened. No one had told her anything, and, as usual,
she had not the slightest idea of what Avas going on.
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ROSALIE had left the house and the time of Jeanne's confinement was drawing near. The sorrow she had gone through
had taken away all pleasure from the thought of becoming
a mother, and she Avaited for the child's birth without any
impatience or curiosity, her mind entirely filled Avith a presentiment of coming evils.
Spring was close at hand. The bare trees still trembled in
the cold wind, but, in the damp ditches, tho yellow primroses
were already blossoming among the decaying autumn leaves.
The rain-soaked fields, tho farm-yards and the commons exhaled a damp odour, as of fermenting liquor, and little green
leaves peeped out of tho browJi earth and glistened in the
sun.

A big, strongly-built woman had been engaged in Rosalie's
place, and she now supported the baroness in her dreary
Avalks along the avenue, Avhere the track made by her foot
was always damp and muddy.
Jeanne, low-spirited and in constant pain, leant on her
father's arm when sho went out, while on her other side
walked Aunt Lison, holding hor niece's hand, and thinking
nervously, of this mysterious suff'ering that she would never
know. They would all three walk for hours without speaking a Avord, and, while thoy were out, Julion went all over
the country on horseback, for he had suddenly become very
fond of riding.
The baron, his wife, and the vicomte, paid a visit to the
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FourviUes (whom Julien seemed to know very Avell, though
no one at tho chateau knew exactly how the acquaintance^
had begun), and another duty-call was paid to the Brisevilles,
and those two visits were the only break in their dull, monotonous life.
One afternoon, about four o'clock, two people on horseback trotted up to the chateau. Julien rushed into his wife's
room in great excitement:
" Make haste and go down," he exclaimed.
" Here are
the Fourvilles. They have come simply to make a neighbourly call as they know the condition you are in. Say I
am out but that I shall be in soon. I am just going to
change my coat."
Jeanne went doAvnstairs and found in the drawing-room a
gigantic man Avith big, rod moustaches, and a pale, pretty
woman with a sad-looking face, sentimental eyes and hair of
a dead gold that looked as if the sun had never caressed it.
When the fair-haired woman had introduced the big man as
her husband, she said :
" M. do Lamare, Avhom we have met several times, has
told us how unAvoll you are, so we thought we would not
put off coming to see you any longer. You see Ave have
come on horseback, so you must look upon this simply as a
neighbourly call; besides, I have already had the pleasure
of receiving a visit from your mother and the baron."
She spoke easily in a refined, familiar way, and Jeanne
fell in love Avith hor at once. " In her I might, indeed, find
a friend," she thought.
Tho Comte de Fourville, unlike his wife, seemed as much
out of place in a draAving-room as a bull in a china shop.
When he sat down he put his hat on a chair close by him,
and then the problem of what he should do Avith his hands presented itself to him. First he rested them on his knees, then on
the arms of his chair, and finally joined them as if in prayer.
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Julien came in so changed in appearance that Jeanne
stared at him in mute surprise. He had shaved himself and
looked as handsome and charming as Avhen he was Avooing
her. His hair, just now so coarse and dull, had been brushed
and sprinkled with perfumed oil till it had recovered its soft
shining waves, and his large eyes, which seemed made to
express nothing but love, had their old winning look in
them.
He made himself as amiable and fascinating as he
had been before his marriage. He pressed the hairy paw of
the comte, who seemed much relieved by his presence, and
kissed tho hand of the comtesse, Avliose ivory cheek became
just tinged with pink.
When the Fourvilles were going aAvay the comtesse
said:
" Will you come for a ride on Thursday, vicomte ?" And
as Julion bowed and replied, " I shall be very pleased,
madame," she turned and took Jeanne's hand, saying to
hor, affectionately :
" When you are well again Ave must all three go for long
rides together. We could make such delightful excursions
if you would."
Then she gracefully caught up the skirt of her ridinghabit and sprang into the saddle as lightly as a bird, and
her husband, after awkwardly raising his hat, leapt on to
his huge horse, feeling and looking at his ease as soon as he
was mounted.
" What charming people ! " cried Julien, as soon as they
were out of sight.
" We may, indeed, think ourselves
lucky to have made their acquaintance."
" The little comtesse is delightful," answered Joanne,
fooling pleased herself though she hardly know Avhy. " I
am sure I shall like h e r ; but tho husband seems a bear.
How did you get to know them ? "
" I met them one day at the Brisevilles," he replied^ i-ub-
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bing his hands together cheerfully.
" The husband certainly is a little rough, but he is a true gentleman. He i s
passionately fond of shooting."
Nothing else happened until the end of July. Then, one
Tuesday evening, as they were all sitting under the plane-tree
beside a little table, on which stood two liqueur glasses and
a decanter of brandy, Jeanne suddenly turned very white
and put both her hands to her side with a cry. A sharp
pain had shot through her and at once died away. In about
ton minutes came another one, hardly so severe but of
longer duration than the first. Her father and husband
almost carried her indoors, for the short distance between
tho plane-tree and her room seemed miles to h e r ; she could
not stifle her moans, and, overpowered by an intolerable
sense of heaviness and weight, she implored them to let her
sit down and rest.
The child was not expected until September but, in case
of accident, a horse Avas harnessed and old Simon galloped
off for the doctor. He came about midnight and at once
recognised the signs of a premature confinement.
The
actual pain had a little diminished but Jeanne felt an awful
deathly faintness, and she thought she was going to die, for
Death is sometimes so close that his icy breath can almost
be felt.
Tho room was full of people. The baroness lay back in
an armchair gasping for breath ; the baron ran hither and
thither, bringing all manner of things and completely losing
his head ; Julien walked up and down looking very troubled
but really feeling quite calm, and the WidoAV Dentu, Avhom
nothing could surprise or startle, stood at the foot of tho
bed with an expression suited to the occasion on her
face.
Nurse, mid-wife and watcher of the dead, equally ready to
welcome the new-born infant, to receive its first cry, to im-
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merse it in its first bath and to wrap it in its first covering,
or to hear the last word, tho last death-rattle, the last moan
of the dying, to clothe them in their last garment, to sponge
their wasted bodies, to draw the sheet about their still faces,
the AVidow Dentu had become utterly indifferent to any of
the chances accompanying a birth or a death.
Every now and then Jeanne gave a low moan. For two
hours it seemed as if the child would not bo born yot, after
all; but about daybreak the pains recommenced and soon
became almost intolerable.
As the involuntary cries of
•mguish burst through her clenched teeth, Joanne thought
of Rosalie who had hardly oven moaned, and whoso bastard
child had boon born without any of the torture such as she
Avas suffering. In her Avretched, troubled mind she drew
comparisons botAveen hor maid and herself, and she ciursed
God AYliom, until now, she had believed just. She thought
in angry astonishment of how fate favours tho wicked, and
of tho unpardonable lies of those Avho hold forth inducements to be upright and good.
Sometimes the agony was so great that she could think of
nothing else, her suffering absorbing all her strength, her
reason, her consciousness.
In the intervals of relief her
eyes Avere fixed on Julien, and then she Avas filled with a
mental anguish as she thought of the day hor maid had
fallen at tho foot of this A'ory bed Avith her iieAV-born child—
the brother of the infant that was now causing her such
terrible pain. She remembered perfectly every gesture,
every look, every word of her husband as he stood beside the
maid, and now she could see in his movements the same
ennui, the same indifference for her suffering as he had felt
for Rosalie's ; it was the selfish carelessness of a man whom
the idea of paternity irritates.
Sho was seized by an excruciating pain, a spasm so agonising that she thought, " I am going to die ! I am dying ! "
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And her soul was filled Avith a fnrious h a t r e d ; she felt she
must curse this man who Avas the cause of all her agony, and
this child which Avas killing her. She strained every muscle
in a supreme effort to rid herself of this aAvful burden, and
then it felt as if her whole inside were pouring away from
her, and her suffering suddenly became less.
The nurse and the doctor bent over hor and took something away ; she heaiff the choking noise she had heard once
before, and then the low cry of pain, the feeble whine of the
noAv-born child filled her ears and seemed to enter her poor,
exhausted body till it reached her very soul ; and, in an
unconscious movement, she tried to hold out her arms.
With the child AA'as born a new joy, a fresh rapture. In
one second she had been deliA'ered from that terrible pain
and made happier than she had ever been before, and she
revived in mind and body as she realised, for the first time,
the pleasure of being a mother.
She Avanted to see her child. I t had not any hair or
nails, for it had come before its time, b u t when she saw
this human larva move its limbs and open its mouth, and
Avhen she touched its Avrinkled little face, her heart overflowed with happiness, and she knew that she would never
feel weary of life again, for her love for the atom she held
in her arms Avould be so absorbing that it Avould make her
indifferent to everything else.
From that time hor child Avas hor chief, her only care,
and she idolised it the more, perhaps, because she had been
so deceived in her love and disappointed in her hopes.
She insisted on having the cot close to her bed, and, AA'hen
she could get up, she sat by the windoAV the Avhole day
rocking the cradle with hor foot. She Avas even jealous of
the wet-nurse, and Avhen the hungry baby held out its arms
and mouth towards the big blue-veined breast, she felt as if
she would like to tear hor son from this strong, quiet
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peasant woman's arms, and strike and scratch the bosom to
which he clung so eagerly.
She embroidered his fine robes herself, putting into them
the most elaborate Avork; he was ahvays surrounded by a
cloud of lace and Avore the handsomest caps. The only
thing she could talk about Avas the baby's clothes, and she
was always interrupting a conversation to hold up a band,
or bib, or some especially pretty ribbon for admiration, for
she took no notice of what was being said around her as she
turned and twisted some tiny garment about in her hands,
and held it up to the light to see better how it looked.
" Don't you think he will look lovely in that ? " she was
always asking, and her mother and the baron smiled at this
all-absorbing affection; but Julien would exclaim, impatiently,
" What a nuisance she is with that b r a t ! " for his habits
had been upset and his overweening importance diminished
by the arrival of this noisy, imperious tyrant, and he was
half-jealous of the scrap of humanity who now held the
first place in the house. Jeanne could hardly bear to be
away from hor baby for an instant, and she even sat Avatching him all night through as he lay sleeping in his cradle.
These vigils and this continual anxiety began to tell upon
her health. The want of sleep Aveakened hor and sho grow
thinner and thinner, until, at last, the doctor ordered the
child to bo separated from hor.
It Avas in vain that she employed tears, commands and
entreaties. Each night the baby slept Avith his nurse, and
each night his mother rose from her bed and wont, barefooted, to put her ear to the keyhole and listen if he was
sleeping quietly. Julien found her there one night as he
was coming in late from dining at the Fourvilles, and after
that she Avas locked into her room every evening to compel
her to stay in bed.
The child was to be named Pierre Simon Paul (they were
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going to call him Paul) and at the end of August he Avaa
christened, the baron being godfather, and Aunt Lison godmother. At the beginning of September Aunt Lison Aventaway,
and her absence was as unnoticed as hor presence had been.
One evening, after dinner, the cure called at the chateau.
There seemed an air of mystery about him, and, after a foAv
commonplace remarks, he asked the baron and baroness if
he could speak to them in private for a few moments.
They all three walked sloAA'ly doAvn the avenue talking
eagerly as they wont, Avhilo Julien, feeling uneasy and
irritated at this secrecy, was left behind with Jeanne. He
offered to accompany the priest when he A\'ont away, and
they walked off towards the church where the augelus Avas
ringing. I t was a cool, almost cold, evening, and the others
soon went into the house. They were all beginning to feel
a little drowsy when the drawing-room door was suddenly
thrown open and Julien came in looking very vexed.
AVithout stopping to see whether Jeanne Avas there or not,
he cried to the baron, as soon as he entered the room:
" Upon my soul you must be mad to go and give twenty
thousand francs to that girl ! "
They wore all taken too much by surprise to make any
answer, and he Avent on, too angry to speak distinctly : " I
can't understand hoAv you can be such fools ! But there
I suppose you will keep on till wo haven't a sou left! "
The baron, recovering himself a little, tried to check his
son-in-laAV:
" Be quiet! " he exclaimed. " Don't you see that your
Avife is in the room ? "
" I don't care if she is," answered Julien, stamping his
foot. " Besides, she ought to know about it. It is depriving her of her rightful inheritance."
Joanne had listened to her husband in amazement,
utterly at a loss to know Avhat it was all a b o u t ;
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" Whatever is the matter ?" she asked.
Then Julien turned to her, expecting her to side with
him, as the loss of the money would affect her also. He
told her in a few words how her parents were trying to
arrange a marriage for Rosalie, and how the maid's child
was to have the farm at Barville, which was worth twenty
thousand francs at the very least. And he kept on repeating :
" Your parents must be mad, my dear, raving mad !
Twenty thousand francs ! Twenty thousand francs! They
can't be in their right senses ! Twenty thousand francs for
a bastard!"
Jeanne listened to him quite calmly, astonished herself
to find that she felt neither anger nor sorroAv at his meanness, but she was perfectly indifferent now to everything
which did not concern her child. The baron was choking
with anger, and at last he burst out, with a stamp of the
foot:
" Really, this is too much ! Whose fault is it that this
girl has to have a dowry ? You seem to forget Avho is her
child's father ; but, no doubt, you would abandon her altogether if you had your way I "
Jidien gazed at tho baron for a few moments in silent
surprise. Then he went on more quietly :
" B u t fifteen hundred francs would have been ample to
give her. All the peasant-girls about here have children
before they marry, so what does it matter who they have
them by ? And then, setting aside the injustice you AVIU
be doing Jeanne and me, you forget that if you give Rosalie
a farm worth twenty thousand francs everybody will see at
once that there must be a reason for sirch a gift. You
should think a little of what is due to our name and position."
He spoke in a calm, cool way as if he Avore sure of his
logic and the strength of his argument. The baron, disconG
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certed by this fresh view of the matter, could find nothing
to say in reply, and Julien, feeling his advantage, added :
" But fortunately, nothing is settled. I know the man
who is going to marry her and he is an honest follow with
whom everything can yet be satisfactorily arranged. I will
see to the matter myself."
With that he went out of the room, wishing to avoid any
further discussion, and taking the silence Avith which his
Avords were received to mean acquiescence.
As soon as the door had closed after his son-in-law, the
baron exclaimed :
" Oh, this is more than I can stand ! "
Jeanne, catching sight of hor father's horrified expression,
burst into a clear laugh which rang out as it used to do
Avhenever she had seen something vory funny :
" Papa, papa ! " she cried. " Did you hear the tone in
which he said ' twenty thousand francs !' "
The baronoss, whose smiles lay as near the surface as her
tears, quivered Avith laughter as she saw Jeanne's gaiety,
and thought of her son-in-law's furious face, and his indignant exclamations and determined attempt to prevent this
money, which was not his, being given to the girl he had
seduced. Finally the baron caught tho contagion and they
all three laughed till they ached as in the happy days of
old. When they Avere a little calmer, Jeanne said :
" I t is very funny, but really I don't seem to mind in the
least what he says or does noAV. I look upon him quite as
a stranger, and I can hardly believe I am his wife. You
see I am able to laugh at his—his Avant of delicacy."
And the parents and child involuntarilv kissed each
other, Avith smiles on their lips, though the tears were not
very far from their eyes.
TAVO days after this scene, Avhen Julien had gone out for
a ride, a tall, young fellow of about four or five-and-
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twenty, dressed in a brand-new blue blouse, Avhich hung in
stiff folds, climbed stealthily over the fence, as if ho had
been hiding there all the morning, crept along the Couillards' ditch, and Avent round to the other side of the
chateau Avhere Jeanne and her father and mother were
sitting under the plane tree.
He took off his cap and
awkwardly bowed as he came towards them, and, Avhen he
was within speaking distance, mumbled :
"Your servant, monsieur lo baron, madame and company." Then, as no one said anything to him he introduced himself as " Desire Lecoq."
This name failing to explain his presence at the chateau,
the baron asked :
" What do you want ?"
The peasant was very disconcerted when he found ho
had to state his business. He hesitated, stammered, cast
his eyes from the cap he hold in his hands to the chateau
roof and back again, and at last began :
" M'sieu I'cure has said somethin' to me about this business—" then, fearing to say too much and thus injure his
own interests, he stopped short.
" W h a t business?" asked the baron. " I don't know what
you mean."
"About your maid—what's her name—Rosalie," said the
man in a low voice.
Jeanne, guessing what he had come about, got up and
went away with her child in her arms.
" Sit down," said the baron, pointing to the chair his
daughter had just left.
The peasant took the seat with a " Thank you, kindly,"
and then waited as if he had nothing whatever to say.
After a few moments, during Avhich no one spoke, he
thought he had better say something, so he looked up to
the blue sky and remarked:
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" W h a t fine weather for this time of year to be sure.
It'll help on the crops finely." And then he again relapsed
into silence.
The baron began to get impatient.
" Then you are going to marry Rosalie?" he said in a dry
tone, going straight to the point.
A-t that all the crafty, suspicious nature of the Normandy
peasant was on the alert.
" That depends," he answered quickly. " Perhaps I am
and perhaps I ain't, that depends."
All this beating about the bush irritated the baron.
" Can't you give a straightforward ' answer ?" he exclaimed. " Have you come to say you will marry the girl
or not ? "
The man looked at his feet as though he expected to find
advice there :
" If it's as M'sieu I'cur^ says," he replied, '' I'll have her ;
but if it's as M'sieu Julien says, I won't."
" W h a t did M. Julien tell you ? "
" M'sieu Julien told me as how I should have fifteen
hundred francs ; but M'sieu I'cur^ told me as how I should
'ave twenty thousand. I'll have her for twenty thousand,
but I won't for fifteen hundred."
The baroness Avas tickled by the perplexed look on the
yokel's face and began to shake with laughter as she sat in
her arm-chair.
Hor gaiety surprised the peasant, Avho
looked at her suspiciously out of the comer of his eye as
he Avaited for an ansAver.
The baron cut short all this haggling.
" I have told M. le cure that you shall have the farm at
Barville, which is Avortli twenty thousand francs, for life,
and then it is to become the child's. That is all I havo to
say on the matter, and I ahvays keep.'my word. Now is
your answer yes or no ? "
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A satisfied smile broke over the man's face, and, with a
sudden loquacity:
" Oh, then, I don't say no," he replied. " That was the
only thing that pulled me up. When M'sieu I'cure said
somethin' to me about it in the first place, I said yes at
once, 'specially as it was to oblige M'sieu I'baron who'd be
sure to pay me back for it, as I says to myself. Ain't it
ahvays the way, and doesn't one good turn always deserve
another? But M'sieu Julien comes up and then it was only
fifteen 'undred francs.
Then I says to myself, ' I must
find out the rights 'o this,' and so I came 'ere. In coorse I
b'lieved your word, M'sieu I'baron, but I wanted to find out
the rights 'o the case. Short reck'nings make long friends,
don't they, M'sieu I'baron ? "
He would have gone on like this till dinner-time if no
one had interrupted him, so the baron broke in with:
" When will you marry her 1"
The question aroused the peasant's suspicions again
directly.
" Couldn't I have it put down in writin' first ? " he asked
in a halting way.
" Why, bless my soul, isn't the marriage-contract good
enough for you ?" exclaimed the baron, angered by the
man's suspicious nature.
" B u t until I got that I should like it wrote down on
paper," persisted the peasant. " Haviii' it down on paper
never does no harm."
" Give a plain answer, now at once," said the baron, rising
to put an end to tho intorvioAV. " If you don't choose to
marry the girl, say so. I know someone else Avho would be
glad of the chance."
The idea of the twenty thousand francs slipping from his
hands into someone else's, startled the peasant out of his
cautiousness and h e a t once decided to say " y e s " :
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" Agreed, M'sieu I'baron !" he said, holding out his hand
as if he Avero concluding the purchase of a cow.
" It's
done, and there's no going back from the bargain."
The baron took his hand and cried to the cook :
" Ludivine ! Bring a bottle of wine."
The wine was drunk and then tho peasant Avent away,
feeling a groat deal lighter-hearted than when he had come.
Nothing was said about tthis visit to Julien. The drawing
up of the marriage-contract was kept a great secret; then
the bans were published and Rosalie was married on the
Monday morning. At the church a neighbour stood behind
the bride and bridegroom Avith the child in her arms as an
omen of good luck, and everyone thought Desire Lecoq very
fortunate. " He was born with a caul," said the peasants
with a smile.
When Julien heard of the marriage he had a violent
quarrel with the baron and baroness and they decided to
shorten their visit at Les Peuples. Jeanne was sorry but
she did not grieve as before Avhen her parents went away,
for now all her hopes and thoughts were centred on her son.
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IX.
Now Jeanne was quite well again she thought she should
like to return the Fourvilles' visit, and also to call on the
Couteliers. Julien had just bought another carriage at a
sale, a phaeton. I t only needed one horse so thoy could go
out twice a month, now, instead of once, and thoy used it
for the first time one bright December morning.
After driving for two hours across the Normandy plains,
they began to go down to a little valley, Avhose sloping
sides were covered with trees, while the level ground jat the
bottom was cultivated. The ploughed fields wore foUoAved
by meadows, the meadows by a fen covered with tall reeds,
which waved in the wind like yellow ribbons, and then tho
road took a sharp turn and the Chateau do la Vrillette
came in sight. I t was built botAveen a wooded slope on the
one side and a large lake on tho other, the water stretching
from the chateau wall to the tall fir-trees which covered the
opposite acclivity.
The carriage had to pass over an old draAV-bridgo and
under a vast Louis XIII. arcliAvay before it droAV up in front
of a handsome building of tho same period as the archAvay.
with brick frames round the A\'indows and slated turrets,
Julien pointed out all the different beauties of the mansion
to Jeanne as if ho Avere thoroughly acquainted with every
nook and corner of it.
" I s n ' t it a superb place?" he exclaimed. " J u s t look at
that archway ! On the other side of the house, which looks
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on to the lake, there is a magnificent flight of steps leading
right down to the water. Four boats are moored at the
bottom of the steps, two for the comte and two for the
comtesse. The lake ends down there, on the right, where
you can see that row of poplars, and there the river, which
runs to Fecamp, rises. The place abounds in wild-fowl, and
the comte passes all his time shooting. Ah ! it is indeed a
lordly residence."
The hall door opened and the fair-haired comtesse came
to meet her visitors with a smile on her face. She wore a
trailing dress like a chS,telaine of the middle ages, and,
exactly suited to the place in which she lived, she looked
like some beautiful Lady of the Lake.
Four out of the eight drawing-room windows looked on to
the lake, and the Avater looked dull and dismal, overshadowed as it was by the gloomy fir-trees which covered
the opposite slope.
The comtesse took both Jeanne's hands in hers as if she
had known her for ages, placed her in a seat and then drew
a low chair beside her for herself, while Julien, who had
regained all his old refinement during the last five months,
smiled and chatted in an easy, familiar way. The comtesse
and ho talked about the rides they had had together. She
laughed a little at his bad horsemanship, and called him
" The Tottering Knight," and he too laughed, calling her in
return " Tho Amazon Queen."
A gun Avent oft" just under the window, and Jeanne gave
a little cry. It was the comte shooting teal, and his Avife
called him in. There was the splash of oars, tho gratinw of
a boat against the stone steps and then the comte came in
followed by two dogs of a reddish hue, Avhich lay down on
the carpet before the door, while the water dripped from
their shaggy coats.
The comte seemed more at his ease in his own house, and
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was delighted to see the vicomte and Jeanne. He ordered the
fire to be made up, and Madeira and biscuits to be brought.
" Of course you wiU dine with us," he exclaimed.
Jeanne refused the invitation, thinking- of Paul; and as
he pressed hor to stay and she stiU persisted in her refusal,
Julien made a movement of impatience. Then, afraid of
arousing her husband's quarrelsome temper, she consented
to stay, though the idea of not seeing Paul till the next day
was torture to her.
They spent a delightful afternoon. First of all the
visitors were taken to see the springs which flowed from the
foot of a moss-covered rock into a crystal basin of water
which bubbled as if it were boiling, and then they went in
a boat among the dry reeds, where paths of water had been
formed by cutting down the rushes.
The comte rowed (his two dogs sitting each side of him
with their noses in the air) and each vigorous stroke of the
oars lifted tho boat half out of the water and sent it rapidly
on its way. Jeanne let her hand trail in the water, enjoying the icy coolness which seemed to soothe her, and
Julien and the comtesse, well wrapped up in rugs, sat in
smiling silence in the stern of the boat, as if they were too
happy to talk.
The evening drew on, and with it the icy, northerly wind
came over the withered reeds. The sun had disappeared
behind the firs, and it made one cold only to look at the
crimson sky, covered with tiny, red, fantastically-shaped
clouds.
Thoy all went in to the big drawing-room where au
enormous fire was blazing. The room seemed to be filled
with an atmosphere of warmth and comfort, and the comte
gaily took up his wife in his strong arms like a child, and
gave her two hearty kisses on her cheeks.
Jeanne could not help smiling at this good-natured giant
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to whom his moustaches gave the appearance of an ogre.
"AVhat wrong impressions of people one forms every day,"
she t h o u g h t ; and, almost involuntarily, she glanced at
Julien. He was standing in tho doorway his ejes fixed on
tho comte and his face very pale. His expression frightened
her and, going up to him, she asked :
"AAdiat is the matter? are you i l l ? "
"There's nothing tho matter Avith me," he ansAverod,
churlishly. " Leave me alone. I only feel cold."
Dinner Avas announced and the comte begged permission
for his dogs to come into the dining-room.
They came
and sat one on each side of their master Avho every
minute threw them some scrap of food.
The animals
stretched out their heads, and Avagged their tails, quivering
Avith pleasure as he drew their long silky ears through his
fingers.
After dinner, when Jeanne and Julien began to say
good-bye, the comte insisted on their staying to see some
fishing by torchlight. Thoy and the comtesse stood on the
steps leading down to the lake, while the comte got into hia
boat with a servant carrying a lighted torch and a n e t
The torch cast strange trembling reflections over tho water,
its dancing glimmers even lighting up the firs beyond the
reeds ; and suddenly, as the boat turned round, an enormous
fantastic shadow Avas throAvn on tho background of the
illumined wood. It was the shadoAV of a man, but the head
rose above the trees and was lost against the daik sky,
Avhile the feet seemed to bo down in the lake. This huo-e
creature raised its arms as i f it would grasp tho s t a r s ; the
movement was a rapid one, and the spectators on tho steps
hoard a little splash.
The boat tacked a little, and t:ie gigantic shadow seemed
to run along the Avood, Avhich Avas lighted up as the torch
moved with the boat; then it was lost in the darkness, then
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reappeared on the chateau Avail, smaller, but more distinct;
and the loud voice of the comte Avas heard exclaiming:
" Gilberte, I have caught eight! "
The oars splashed, and the enormous shadow remained
standing in the same place on the Avail, but gradually it
became thinner and shorter; the head seemed to sink lower
and the body to get narroAver, and when M. de Fourville
came up the steps, followed by the servant can-ying the
torch, it Avas reduced to his exact proportions, and faithfully
copied all his movements. In the net he had eight big fish
which were still quivering.
As Jeanne and Julien Avere driving home, well wrapped
up in cloaks and rugs which the Fourvilles had lent them.
" AVhat a good-hearted man that giant is," said Jeanne,
almost to herself.
" Yes," answered Julien ; " b u t he makes too much shoAv
of his affection, sometimes, before people."
A week after their visit to the Fourvilles, they called on
the Couteliers, who were supposed to be the highest family
in the province, and Avhose estate lay near Cany.
The
iioAv chateau, built in the reign of Louis XIV., lay in a magnificent park, entirely surrounded by walls, and the ruins of
the old chateau could be seen from the higher parts of the
grounds.
A liveried servant showed the visitors into a large, handsome room. In the middle of the floor an enormous Sevres
vase stood on a pedestal, into which a crystal case had been
let containing the king's autograph letter, offering this gift to
the Marquis Leopold Herve Joseph Germer de Varneville, do
Rollebosc de Coutelior. Jeanne and Julien Avere looking at
this royal present Avhen tho marquis and marquise came in,
the latter wearing her hair powdered.
The marquise thought her rank constrained her to be
amiable, and her desire to appear condescending made hor
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affected. Her husband was a big man, with white hair
brushed straight up all over his head, and a haughtiness in
his voice, in all his movements, in his every attitude which
plainly showed the esteem in which he held himself. They
were people Avho had a strict etiquette for everything, and
whoso feelings seemed always stilted, like their words.
They both talked on without waiting for an answer,
smiled with an air of indiff"erence, and behaved as if they
were accomplishing a duty imposed upon them by their
superior birth, in receiving the smaller nobles of the province with such politeness. Jeanne and Julien tried to
make themselves agi-eeablo, though they felt ill at ease, and
when the time came to conclude their visit they hardly
knew how to retire, though they did not want to stay any
longer. However, the marquise, herself, ended the visit
naturally and simply by stopping short the conversation,
like a queen ending an audience.
" I don't think we will call on anyone else, unless you
want to," said Julien, as they were going back.
" The
Fourvilles are quite as many friends as I want."
And Jeanne agreed with him.
Dark, dreary December passed slowly away.
Everyone
stayed at home like the winter before, but Jeanne's thoughts
were too full of Paul for her ever to feel dull. She would
hold him in her arms covering him with those passionate
kisses which mothers lavish on their children, then offering
the baby's face to his father :
" W h y don't you kiss h i m ? " she would say.
"You
hardly seem to love him."
Julien would just touch the infant's smooth forehead with
his lips, holding his body as far away as possible, as if he
were afraid of the little hands touching him in their aimless
movements. Then he would go quickly out of the roora
almost as though the child disgusted him.
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The mayor, the doctor, and tho cure came to dinner occasionally, and sometimes the Fourvilles, who had become very
intimate with Jeanne and her husband. The comte seemed
to worship Paul. He nursed the child on his knees from
the time he entered Les Peuples to the time he loft, sometimes holding him the whole afternoon, and it was marvellous to see how delicately and tenderly ho touched him
with his huge hands. He Avould tickle the child's nose with
the ends of his long moustaches, and then suddenly cover
his face with kisses almost as passionate as Jeanne's. It
was the great trouble of his life that he had no children.
March was bright, dry, and almost mild. The Comtesse
Gilberte again proposed that they should all four go for
some rides together, and Jeanne, a little tired of the longweary evenings and the dull, monotonous days, was only too
pleased at the idea and agreed to it at once. It took her a
week to make her riding-habit, and then they commenced
their rides.
They always rode two and two, the comtesse and Julien
leading the way, and the comte and Jeanne about a hundred
feet behind. The latter couple talked easily and quietly as
they rode along, for, each attracted by the other's straightforward ways and kindly heart, they had become fast
friends. Julien and the comtesse talked in whispers alternated by noisy bursts of laughter, and looked in each other's
eyes to read there the things their lips did not utter, and
often thoy would break into a gallop, as if impelled by a
desire to escape alone to some country far away.
Sometimes it seemed as if something irritated Gilberte.
Her sharp tones would be borne on the breeze to the ears off
the couple loitering behind, and the comte would say to
Jeanne, with a smile :
" I don't think my Avife got out of bed the right side,
this morning."
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One evening, as they were returning home, the comtesse
began to spur her mare, and then pull her in with sudden
jerks on the rein.
" T a k e care, or she'll run away with you," said Julien two
or three times.
" S o much the worse for m e ; it's nothing to do with
you," she replied, in such cold, hard tones that the clear
Avords rang out over the fields as if they were actually floating in the air.
The mare reared, kicked, and foamed at the mouth, and
the comte cried out anxiously:
" Do take care what you are doing, Gilberte !"
Then, in a fit of defiance, for she was in one of those
obstinate moods that will brook no word of advice, she
brought her Avhip heavily down between the animal's ears.
The mare reared, beat the air with her fore legs for a
moment, then, with a tremendous bound, set off over the
plain at the top of hor speed. First she crossed a meadow,
then some ploughed fields, kicking up the wet heavy soil behind her, and going at such a speed that in a few moments the
others could hardly distinguish the comtesse from her horse.
Julien stood stock still crying " M a d a m e ! M a d a m e ! "
The comte gave a groan, and, bending doAvn over his powerful steed, galloped after his wife. He encouraged his steed
with voice and hand, urged it on with Avhip and spur, and it
seemed as though he carried the big animal between his legs,
and raised it from the ground at every leap it took. The
horse went at an inconceivable speed, keeping a straight line
regardless of all obstacles; and Jeanne could see the two
outlines of the husband and wife diminish and fade in tho
distance, till they vanished altogether, like two birds chasing each other till they are lost to sight beyond the horizon.
Julien walked his horse up to his wife, murmuring angrily:
"She is mad to-day." And they both went off after their
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friends who were hidden in a dip in the plain. In about a
quarter of an hour they saw them coming back, and soon
they came up to them.
The comte, looking- red, hot and triumphant, was leading
his wife's horse. The comtesse was very pale ; her features
looked drawn and contracted, and she leant on her husband's shoulder as if she Avere going to faint. That day
Jeanne understood, for the first time, how madly the comte
loved his wife.
All through the following month the comtesse was merrier
than she had ever been before. She came to Les Peuples as
often as sho could, and Avas always laughing and jumping
up to kiss Jeanne. She seemed to have found some unknown source of happiness, and her husband simply worshipped her noAv, following her about Avith his eyes afid
seeking every pretext for touching her hand or her dress.
" We are happier now than we have ever been before," he
said, one evening, to Jeanne. " Gilberte has never been so
affectionate as she is now; nothing seems to vex her or make
hor angry. Until lately I was never quite sure that she
loved me, but now I know she does."
Julien had changed for the better also ; he had become
gay and good-tempered, and their friendship seemed to have
brought peace and happiness to both families
The spring was exceptionally warm and forward. The
sun cast his Avarm rays upon the budding trees and flowers
from early morn until the sweet soft evening. I t was one
of thos^avoured years when the world seems to have groAvn
young again, and nature to delight in bringing everything
to life once more.
Jeanne felt a vague excitement in the presence of this
reawakening of the fields and woods. She gave way to a SAveet
melancholy and spent hours languidly dreaming. All tho
tender incidents of her first hours of love came back to her,
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not that any renoAval of affection for her husband stirred her
heart, that had been completely destroyed, but the soft breeze
which fanned her cheek and the sweet perfumes which filled
he air, seemed to breathe forth a tender sigh of love whici
made her pulse boat quicker. She liked to be alone, and in
the warm sunshine, to enjoy these vague, peaceful sensations
Avhich aroused no thoughts.
One morning she was lying thus half-dormant, when
suddenly she saAV in her mind that sunlit space in the little
wood near Etretat where for the first time she had felt
thrilled by the presence of the man who loved her then,
(vhero he had for the first time timidly hinted at his hopes,
and where she had believed that she was going to realise
the radiant future of her dreams. She thought she should
like to make a romantic, superstitious pilgrimage to the
wood, and she felt as if a visit to that sunny spot would in
some way alter the course of her life.
Julien had gone out at daybreak, she did not know
whither, so she ordered the Martins' little white horse, which
she sometimes rode, to be saddled and set off.
It A\'as one of those calm days when there is not a leaf
nor a blade of grass stirring. The wind seemed dead, and
everything looked as though it would remain motionless until the end of t i m e ; even the insects had disappeared. A
burning, steady heat descended from the sun in a golden
mist, and Jeanne walked her horse along, enjoying the stillness, and every now and then looking up at a tiny Avhite
cloud Avhich hung like a snowy fleece in the midstf of the
bright blue sky. She went down into the valley leading to
the sea, between the tAvo great arches Avhich are called the
gates of Etretat, and went slowly toAvards the Avood.
The sunlight poured down through the foliage Avhich, as
jet, Avas not vory thick, and Jeanne Avandered along the
little paths unaljle to find tho spot Avhore she had sat with
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Julien. She turned into a long alley and, at the other end
of it, saw two saddle-horses fastened to a tree ; she recognised them at once ; they were Gilberte's and Julien's. Tired
of being alone and pleased at this unexpected meeting, she
trotted quickly up to them, and when she reached the two
animals, which wore waiting quietly as if accustomed to
stand like this, she called aloud. There was no answer.
On the grass, which looked as if someone had rested there,
lay a woman's glove and two whips. Julien and Gilberte
had evidently sat down and then gone farther on, leaving
the horses tied to the tree. Jeanne wondered what they
could bo doing, and getting off her horse, she leant against
the trunk of a tree and waited for a quarter of an hour
or twenty minutes. She stood quite motionless, and two
little birds flew down on to the grass close by her. One of
them hopped round the other, fluttering his outstretched
Avings, and chirping and nodding his little head; all at once
they coupled. Jeanne watched them, as surprised as if she
had never known of such a thing before ; then she thought;
" Oh, of course ! It is springtime."
Then came another thought—a suspicion. Sho looked
again at the glove, the whips and the two horses standing
riderless; then she sprang on her horse with an intense
longing to leave this place. She started back to Les
Peuples at a gallop. Her brain was busy reasoning, connecting different incidents and thinking it all out.
How was it that she had never noticed anything, had
never guessed this before ? HOAV Avas it that Julien's frequent absence from home, his renewed attention to his
toilette, his better temper had told her nothing? NOAV she
understood Gilberte's nervous irritability, her exaggerated
affection for herself and tho bliss in which she had appeared to be living lately, and which had so pleased the
comte.
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She pulled up her horse for she Avanted to think calmly,
and the quick movement confused her ideas. After the
first shock she became almost indifferent ; she felt neither
jealousy nor hatred, only contempt. She did not think
about Julien at all, for nothing that he could do would have
astonished her, but the twofold treachery of the comtesse,
who had deceived her friend as well as her husband, hurt her
deeply. So everyone was treacherous, and untrue and faithless!
Her eyes filled Avith tears, for sometimes it is as bitter to
see an illusion destroyed as to witness the death of a friend.
Sho resolved to say nothing about her discovery. Her heart
would be dead to everyone but Paul and her parents, but
she Avould bear a smiling face.
When she reached home she caught up her son in her
arms, carried him to her room and pressed her lips to his
face again and again, and for a whole hour she played with
and caressed him.
Julien came in to dinner in a very good temper and full
of plans for his Avife's pleasure.
" AVon't your father and mother come and stay Avith us
this year ? " he said.
Jeanne almost forgave him his infidelity, so grateful Avas
she to him for making this proposal. She longed to see the
tAVO people she loved best after Paul, and sho passed tho
Avholo evening in writing to them, and urging them to come
as soon as possible.
They Avroto to say they AA'ould come on the tAventieth of
May ; it Avas then the seventh, and Joanne awaited their
arrival Avith intense impatience. Besides her natural desire
to see her parents, she felt it Avould be such a relief to have
near her two honest hearts, two simple-minded beings whose
life and every action, thought and desire had ahvays been
upright and pure. She felt she stood alone in her honesty
amongst all this guilt. She had learnt to dissimulate her
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feelings, to meet the comtesse with an outstretched hand
and a smiling face, but her sense of desolation increased
with her contempt for her fellow-men.
Every day some village scandal reached her ears which
filled her Avith still greater disgust and scorn for human
frailty. The Couillards' daughter had j u st had a child and was
therefore going to be married. The Martins' servant, who
was an orphan, a little girl only fifteen years old, who lived
near, and a widow, a lame, poverty-stricken woman AA'IIO was
so horribly dirty that she had been nicknamed La Crotte, were
all pregnant; and Jeanne Avas continually hearing of tho
misconduct of some girl, some married Avoman Avith a family,
or of some rich farmer Avho had been held in general respect.
This warm spring seemed to revive the passions of man
kind as it revived the plants and the flowers; but to Jeanne
Avhose senses were dead, and whose Avounded heart and
romantic soul wore alone stirred by the warm spring-tide
breezes, and who only dreamed of the poetic side of love,
these bestial desires Avere revolting and hateful. She was
angry with Gilberte, not for having robbed her of her husband, but for having bespattered herself with this filth.
The comtesse was not of the same class as the peasants Avho
could not resist their brutal desires; then hoAv could she
have fallen into the same abomination ?
The very day that her parents were to arrive, Julien increased his wife's disgust by telling her laughingly, as
though it were something quite natural and vory funny,
that the baker having heard a noise in his oven the day be
fore, Avhich was not baking day, had gone to see what it
was, and instead of finding the stray cat he expected to see,
had surprised his wife " who was certainly not putting
bread into the oven. The baker closed the mouth of the
oven," went on Julien, " and they would have been suffo-
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cated if the baker's little boy, who had seen his mother go
into the oven with tho blacksmith, had not told the neighbours what was going on." He laughed as he added,
" T h a t will give a nice flavour to the bread. I t is just like
a tale of La Fontaine's."
For some time after that Jeanne could not touch bread.
AVhen the post-chaise drew up before tho door with the
baron's smiling face looking out of the window, Jeanne felt
fonder of her parents and more pleased to see them than
she had ever been before; but when she saw her mother
she Avas overcome with surprise and grief. The baroness
looked ten yeai-s older than when she had left Les Peuples
six nionths before. Her huge, flabby cheeks were suffused
Avith blood, her eyes had a glazed look, and she could not
move a step unless she was supported on either side; she
drew her breath with so much difficulty that only to hear
her made everyone around her draw theirs painfully also.
The baron, who had lived with her and seen her every day,
had not noticed the gradual change in his wife, and if she
had complained or said her breathing and the heavy feeling
about her heart wore getting worse, he had answered :
" O h no, my dear. You have always been like this."
Joanne went to her own room and cried bitterly when
she had taken her parents upstairs. Then she went to her
father and, throwing herself in his arms, said, with her eves
still full of tears ;
" Oh, how changed mother is ! What is the matter with
her ? Do tell me Avhat is the matter with her ? "
" Do you think she is changed!" asked the baron in
surprise. " I t must be your fancy. You knoAv I have been
with her all this time, and to me she seenis just the same
as she has always been ; sho is not any worse."
" Y o u r mother is in a bad way," said Julien to his Avife
that evening. " I don't think she's good for much now."
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Jeanne burst into tears.
"Oh, good gracious!" went on Julien irritably.
"I
don't say that sho is dangerously ill. You always see so
much more than is meant. She is changed, that's all; it's
only natural she should begin to break up at her age."
In a week Jeanne had got accustomed to her mother's
altered appearance and thought no more about it, thrusting
her fears from her, as people always do p u t aside their fears
and cares, with an instinctive and natural, though selfish?
dislike of anything unpleasant.
The baroness, unable to walk, only went out for about
half an hour every day. When she had gone once up and
down " h o r " avenue, she could not move another step and
asked to sit down on " h e r " seat. Some days she could
not walk even to the end of the avenue and would s a y ;
" Let us s t o p ; my hypertrophy is too much for me today."
She never laughed as she used t o ; things which, the year
before, would have sent her into fits of laughter, only brought
a faint smile to her lips now. Her eyesight was still excellent, and she passed her time in reading- Corinne and
Lamartine's Meditations over again, and in going through
her " Souvenir-drawer." She would empty on her knees the
old letters, which were so dear to her heart, place the drawer
on a chair beside her, look slowly over each " relic," and then
put it back in its place. When she was quite alone
she kissed some of the letters as she might have kissed the
hair of some loved one who was dead.
Jeanne, coming into the room suddenly, sometimes found
her in tears.
" What is the matter, mamma, dear ? " she would ask.
" My souvenirs have upset me," the baroness would
answer, with a long-draAvn sigh. " They bring to my mind
so vividly the happy times Avhicli are all over now, and
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make me think of people whom I had almost forgotten. I
seem to see them, to hear their voices, and it makes me sad.
You Avill feel the same, later on."
If the baron came in and found them talking like this, he
would say,
" Jeanne, my dear, if you take my advice, you will burn
all your letters—those from your mother, mine, everyone's.
There is nothing more painful than to stir up the memories
of one's youth when one is old."
But Jeanne, Avho had inherited her mother's sentimental
instincts though she differed from her in nearly everything
else, carefully kept all her old letters to form a " souvenirbox " for her old age, also.
A few days after his arrival, business called the baron
away again. The baroness soon began to get better, and
Joanne, forgetting Julien's infidelity and Gilberte's treachery^
was almost perfectly happy. The weather was splendid.
Mild, starlit nights followed the soft evenings, and dazzling
sunrises commenced the glorious days. The fields were
covered Avitli bright, sweet-smelling floAvers, and the vast
calm sea glittered in the sun from morning till night.
One afternoon Jeanne went into the fields with Paul in
her arms. She felt an exquisite gladness as she looked now
at her son, noAv at the floAvery hedgerows, and every minute
she pressed her baby closely to her and kissed him. The
earth exhaled a faint perfume, and, as she walked along, she
felt as though her happiness Avere too great for her. Then
she thought of her child's future. AA'hat Avould he be ?
Sometimes she hoped ho would become a great and famous
man. Sometimes she felt she Avould rather he remained
Avith her, passing his life in tender devotion to his
mother and unknoAvn to the world. AA'IK n she listened to
the proraijtings of her mother's heart, sho Avished him to
remain simply her adored son ; but when she listened to
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her reason and her pride she hoped he would make a name
and become someone of importance in the world.
She sat down at the edge of a ditch and studied the child's
face as if she had never really looked at it before. It
seemed so strange to think that this little baby would grow
up, and walk with manly strides, that these soft cheeks
would become bearded, and the feeble murmur change to a
deep-toned voice.
Someone called her, and, looking up, she saw xMarius
running towards her. Thinking he had como to announce
some visitor, she got up, feeling vexed at being disturbed.
The boy was running as fast as his legs could carry him.
" Madame ! " he cried, when he was near enough to be
heard. "Madame la baronne is very ilk"
Jeanne ran quickly towards the house, feeling as if a
douche of cold Avater had boon poured down hor spine.
There Avas quite a little crowd standing under the plane-tree,
Avhich opened to let her through as she rushed forAvard.
There, in the midst, lay the baronoss on the ground, her
head supported by two pillows, her face black, her eyes closed,
and her chest, Avhich for the last twenty years had heaved
so tumultuously, motionless. The child's nurse Avas standing t h e r e ; she took him from his mother's arms, and
carried him aAvay.
" How did it happen ? What made her fall ?" asked
Jeanne, looking up with haggard eyes. " Send for the
doctor immediately."
As she turned she saw the cure ; he at once off'ered his
services, and, turning up his sleeves, began to rub the
baroness with Eau de Cologne and vinegar; but she showed
no signs of returning consciousness.
" Sho ought to be undressed and put to bed," said the
priest; and, Avith his aid, Joseph Couillard, old Simon and
Ludivine tried to raise the baroness.
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As they lifted her, her head fell backwards, and her dress,
Avhich thoy were grasping, gave way under the dead weight
of her huge body. They were obliged to lay her down
again, and Joanne shrieked with horror.
At last an armchair Avas brought from the drawing-room ;
the baroness Avas placed in it, carried slowly indoors, then
upstairs, and laid on the bed. The cook was undressing
her as best she could when the Widow Dentu came in, as if,
like the priest, she had, " s m e l t death," as the servants
said. Joseph Couillard hurried off for the doctor, and the
priest was going to fetch the holy oil, when the nurse
whispered in his ear,
" Y o u needn't trouble to go. Monsieur lo cure. I have
eeen too much of death not to know that she is gone."
Jeanne, in desperation, begged them to tell her what she
could do, what remedies they had better apply. The cure
thought that anyhow he might pronounce an absolution, and
for two hours they watched beside the lifeless, livid body,
Jeanne, unable to contain her grief, sobbing aloud as she
knelt beside the bed. When the door opened to admit the
doctor, she thought t h a t with him came safety and consolation and hope, and she rushed to meet him, trying to
tell him, in a voice broken with sobs, all the details of the
catastrophe.
" S h e was walking—like she does every day—and she
seemed quite well, better even— than usual. She had eaten
some soup and two eggs for lunch, and—quite suddenly,
Avithout any warning she fell—and turned black, like she
is now; she has not moved since, and we have—tried
everything to restore her to consciousness—everything—"
She stopped abruptly for she saw the nurse making a
sign to the doctor to intimate that it Avas all over. Then
she refused to understand the gesture, and went on
anxiously.
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" Is it anything serious ? Do you think there is any
danger ?"
He answered at last,
" I very much fear that—that life is extinct. Be brave
and try to bear up."
For all answer Jeanne opened her arms, and threAv herself on her mother's body. Jidien came in. He made no
sign of grief or pity, but stood looking simply vexed; he
had been taken too much by surprise to at once assume an
expression of sorrow.
" I expected it," he whispered. " I knew she could not
live long."
He drew out his handkerchief, wiped his eyes, knelt down
and crossed himself as he mumbled something, then rose
and attempted to raise his wife. She was clinging to the
corpse, almost lying on it as she passionately kissed i t ;
they had to drag her away for she was nearly mad with
grief, and she was not allowed to go back for an hour.
Then ovory shadow of hope had vanished, and the room
had been arranged fittingly for its dead occupant. The day
was drawing to a close, and Julien and the priest were
standing near one of the windows, talking in whispers.
The AVidow Dentu, thoroughly accustomed to death, was
already comfortably dozing in an armchair. The cure went
to meet Jeanne as she came into the room, and taking both
her hands in his, he exhorted her to be brave under this
sorrow, and attempted to comfort her with the consolation of
religion. Then he spoke of her dead mother's good life, and
offered to pass tho night in prayers beside the body.
But Jeanne refused this offor as well as she could for her
tears. She wanted to be alone, quite alone, with her mother
this last night.
" That cannot be," interposed Julien; " we Avill watch
beside her together."
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She shook her head, unable to speak for some moments,
then she said ;
" She was my mother, and I want to watch beside her
alone."
" Let her do as she wants," whispered the doctor;
" t h e nurse can stay in the next room," and Julion and the
priest, thinking of their night's rest, gave in.
The Abb^ Picot knelt down, prayed for a few moments,
then rose and went out of the room, saying, " She was a
saintly woman," in the same tone as he always said,
' Dominus vobiscum."
" Won't you havo some dinner ? " asked the vicomte in a
perfectly ordinary voice.
Jeanne, not thinking he was speaking to her, made no
ansAver.
" You would feel much better if you would eat something,"
he went on again.
" L e t someone go for papa, directly," she said as if she
had not heard what he said; and he went out of the room
to dispatch a mounted messenger to Rouen.
Jeanne sank into a sort of stupor, as if she were Avaiting
to give way to hor passion of regret until she should be alone
with her mother. The room became filled A\'ith shadoAA's.
The Widow Dontu moved noiselessly about, arranging
everything for the night, and at last lighted tAvo candles
which she placed at the head of the bed on a small table
covered with a Avhite cloth. Jeanne seemed unconscious of
everything; sho was waiting until she should be alone.
AVhen he had dined, Julien came upstairs again and
asked for the second time,
" Won't you have something to eat ?"
His wife shook her head, and he sat doAvn lookin-j; more
resigned than sad, and did not say anything more. They all
three sat apart from one another; the nurse dropped off to
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sleep every noAV and then, snored for a little while, then
aAvoke with a start. After some time Julien rose and went
over to his wife.
" D o you still want to be left alone ?" he asked.
She eagerly took his hand in hers ; " Oh, yes ; do leaA'e
me," she answered.
Ho kissed hor on tho forehead, whispered, " I shall come
and see you during the night," then went away Avith the
AA^idow Dentu, who wheeled hor armchair into the next
room.
Jeanne closed the door and put both windows Avide open.
A Avarm breeze, laden with tho sweet smell of the hay, bloAv
into the room, and on the lawn, which had been moAvn the
day before, she could see the heaps of dry grass lying in the
moonlight. She turned away from the windoAv and Avent
back to the bed, for the soft, beautiful night seemed to
mock hor grief.
Her mother was no longer SAvoUen as she had been Avheii
she died ; she looked simply asleep, only her sleep was more
peaceful than it had ever been before; the wind made the
candles flicker, and the changing shadows made the dead
face look as though it moved and lived again. As Jeanne
gazed at it the memories of her early childhood came crowding into her mind. She could see again her mother sitting
in the convent parlour, holding out the bag of cakes sho
had brought for hor little girl; she thought of all her little
ways, her aff'ectionate words, the way she used to move, the
Avrinkles that came round her eyes when she laughed, the
deep sigh she always heaved when she sat doAvn, and all her
little, daily habits, and as she stood gazing at the dead body
she kept repeating, almost mechanically; " S h e is dead;
she is dead ; " until at last she realised all the horror of that
word.
TheAvoman who waslying there—mamma—little mother—
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Madame Adelaide, was dead ! She Avoidd never move, never
speak, never laugh, never say, " Good morning, Jeannette ; "
never sit opposite her husband at the dinner-table again.
She was dead! She would be enclosed in a coffin, placed
beneath the ground, and that would be the e n d ; they
would never see her again. I t could not be possible ! W h a t !
She, her daughter, had now no mother ! Had she indeed
lost for ever this dear face, the first she had ever looked
upon, the first she had ever loved, this kindly loving
mother, whose place in her heart could never be filled?
And in a few hours even this still, unconscious face would
havo vanished, and then there would be nothing left her
but a memory. She fell on h e r knees in despair, wringing
her hands and pressing her lips to the bed.
" Oh, mother, mother ! My darling mother ! " she cried
in a broken voice which was stifled by the bed-covering.
She felt she was going m a d ; mad, like the night sho had
fled into the snow. She rushed to the window to breathe
tho fresh air which had not passed over the corpse or the
bed on which it lay. The new-mown hay, the trees, tho
waste land and the distant sea lay peacefully sleeping in
the moonlight, and the tears welled up into Jeanne's eyes as
sho looked out into the clear, calm night. She went back
to her seat by the bedside and held her mother's dead hand
in hers, as if she were lying ill instead of dead. Attracted
by tho lighted candles, a big, winged insect had entered
through the open Avindow and was flying about the room,
dashing against the wall at every moment with a faint thud.
It disturbed Jeanne, and she looked up to see where it was,
but sho could only see its shadow moving over the white
ceiling.
Its buzzing suddenly ceased, and then, besides the reo'ular ticking of the clock, Jeanne noticed another fainter,
rustling noise. It was tho ticking of her mother's Avatch,
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which had been forgotten when her dress had been taken oQ
and thrown at the foot of the bed, and the idea of this little
piece of mechanism still moving while her mother lay dead,
sent a fresh pang of anguish through her heart. She looked
at the time. It was hardly half-past ten, and as she
thought of the long night tc come, she was seized with a
horrible dread.
She began to think of her own life—of Rosalie, of Gilberte
—of all her illusions which had been, one by one, so cruelly
destroyed. Life contained nothing but misery and pain,
misfortune and d e a t h ; there was nothing true, nothing
honest, nothing but what gave rise to suffering and tears.
Repose and happiness could only be expected in another
existence, when the soul had been delivered from its earthly
trials. Her thoughts turned to the unfathomable mystery
of the soul, but, as she reasoned about it, her poetic theories
were invariably upset by others, just as poetic and just as
unreal. Where was now her mother's soul, the soul which
had forsaken this still, cold body ? Perhaps it was far away,
floating in space. But had it entirely vanished like tho perfume from a withered flower, or was it wandering like some
invisible bird freed from its cage ? Had it returned to
God, or was it scattered among the new germs of creation ? I t
might be very n e a r ; perhaps in this very room, hovering
around the inanimate body it had left, and at this thought
Jeanne fancied she felt a breath, as if a spirit had passed
by hor. Her blood ran cold with terror ; sho did not dare
turn round to look behind her, and she sat motionless, her
heart beating vvildly.
At that moment the invisible insect again commenced its
buzzing, noisy flight, and Jeanne trembled from head to foot
at the sound. Then, as she recognised the noise, she felt a
little reassured, and rose and looked around. Her eyes fell
on the escritoire with the sphinxes' heads, the guardian of
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the ''souA'enirs." As she looked at it she thought it would
be fulfilling a sacred, filial duty, which Avould please her
mother as she looked down on her from another world, to
read these letters, as she might have done a holy book,
during this last watch.
She know it Avas the correspondence of her grandfather
and grandmother, whom she had never k n o w n ; and it
seemed as if her hands would join theirs across her mother's
corpse, and so a sacred chain of affection would be formed
betAveen those who had died so long ago, their daughter who
had but just joined them, and her child who was still on earth.
She opened the escritoire and took out the letters ; tbey
had been carefully tied into ton little packets which were
laid side by side in the lowest draAver. A refinement of
sentimentality prompted her to place them all on the bed in
the baroness's arms ; then she began to read.
They were old-fashioned letters with the perfume of
another century about them, such as are treasured up in
every family. The first commenced " My dearie ; " another,
" My little darling ; " then came some beginning, " My pet "
— " M y beloved daughter," then " M y dear child"—-"My
dear Adelaide "—" My dear daughter," the commencements
varying as the letters had been addressed to the child, the
young girl, and, later on, to the young wife. They were all
full of foolish, loving phrases, and news about a thousand
insignificant, homely events, which, to a stranger, would
have seemed too trivial to mention : " Father has an influenza ; Hortense has burnt her finger; Croquerat, the cat,
is dead ; the fir-tree which stood on the right hand side of
the gate has been cut doAvn ; mother lost her mass-book as
she Avas coming homo from church, she thinks someone
must have stolen it," and they talked about people Avhom
Jeanne had never knoAvn, but Avhose names were va-uuhfamiliar to her.
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She was touched by these simple details which seemed to
reveal all her mother's life and inmost thoughts to her.
She looked at the corpse as it lay there, and suddenly she
began to read the letters aloud, as though to console and
gladden the dead heart once more ; and a smile of happiness
seemed to light up the face. As she finished reading them,
Jeanne threw the letters on the foot of the bed, resolving to
place them all in her mother's coffin.
She untied another packet. These were in another handAvriting, and the first ran thus :
" I cannot live without your kisses. I love you madly."
There was nothing more, not even a signature. Joanne
turned the paper over, unable to understand it. It Avas
addressed clearly enough to "Madame la baronne Lo
Perthuis des Vauds."
She opened the n e x t ;
" Come to-night as soon as he has gone out. AA'e shall
have at least one hour together. I adore you."
A third;
" I have passed a night of longing and anguish. I fancied
you in my arms, your mouth quivering beneath mine, your
eyes looking into my eyes. And then I could have dashed
myself from the window, as I thought that, at that very
moment, you were sleeping beside him, at the mercy of his
caresses."
Jeanne stopped in amazment.
What did it all mean?
To whom were these words of love addressed ? Sho read on,
finding in every letter the same distracted phrases, the same
assignations, tho same cautions, and, at the end, ahvays the
five words : " Above all, burn this letter." At last she came
to an ordinary note, merely accepting an invitation to
dinner; it was signed " Paul d'Ennemare." Why, that Avas
the man of whom the baron still spoke as " Poor old Paul,"
and whose Avife had been the baroness's dearest friend !
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Then into Jeanne's mind came a suspicion which at once
changed to a certainty—he had been her mother's lover !
With a sudden gesture of loathing, she threw from her all
these odious letters, as she Avould have shaken off some
venomous reptile, and, running to the window, she wept
bitterly. All her strength seemed to have left h e r ; she
sank on the ground, and, hiding her face in the curtains to
stifle her moans, she sobbed in an agony of despair. She
would have crouched there the Avhole night if the sound of
someone moving in the next room had not made her start
to hor feet. Perhaps it was her father! And all these
letters were lying on the bed and on the floor ! He had only
to come in and open one, and he would know all!
She seized all the old, yellow papers—her grandparents'
epistles, tho love-letters, those she had not unfolded, those
that were still lying in the drawer—and threw them all into
the fireplace. Then she took one of the candles which were
bimiing on the little table, and set fire to this heap of
paper. A brighl flame sprang up at once, lighting up
the room, the bed and the corpse with a bright, flickering
light, and casting on the white bed-curtain a dark, trembling
shadow of the rigid face and huge body.
AVhen there AA-as nothing left but a heap of ashes in the
bottom of the grate, Jeanne went and sat by the window, as
though now she dare not sit by the corpse. The tears
streamed from her eyes, and, hiding her face in her hands
she moaned out in heart-broken tones : " Oh, poor mamma !
Poor m a m m a ! "
Then a terrible thought came to her :—Suppose her
mother, by some strange chance, was not dead; suppose she
was only in a trance-like sleep and should suddenly rise and
speak ! Would not the knowledge of this horrible secret
lessen her, Jeanne's, love for her mother ? Should she be
able to kiss her with the same respect, and regard her with
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the same esteem as before ? No ! She knew it would be
impossible ; and tho thought almost broke her heart.
The night Avore o n ; the stars were fading, and a cool
breeze sprang up. The moon was sloAvly sinking towards
the sea over which sho was shedding hor silver light, and
the memory of that other night she had passed at tho
Avindow, tho night of her return from the convent, came
back to Jeanne. Ah ! how far away was that happy time !
How changed everything was, and Avhat a different future
lay before her from what she had pictured then ! Over the
sky crept a faint, tender tinge of pink, and the brilliant
dawn seemed strange and unnatural to hor, as she wondered
how such glorious sun-rises could illumine a world in which
there was no joy or happiness.
A slight sound startled her, and looking round she saAv
Julien.
" Well, are you not very tired 1" he asked.
" No," she answered, fooling glad that her lonely vigil had
come to an end.
" Now go and rest," said her husband.
She pressed a long sorrowful kiss on her mother's face;
then left the room.
That day passed in attending to those melancholy duties
that always surround a death ; the baron came in the evening, and cried a great deal over his wife. Tho next day the
funeral took place ; Jeanne pressed her lips to the clammy
forehead for the last time, drew the sheet once more over
tho still face, saw the coffin fastened down, and then Avent to
await the people who were to attend the funeral.
Gilberte arrived first, and threw herself into Jeanne's
arms, sobbing violently. The carriages began to drive up,
and voices were heard in the hall. The room gradually
filled with women with Avhom Jeanne Avas not acquainted;
then the Marquisede Coutelior andtheViconitessede Briseville
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arrived, and Avent up to her and kissed her. She suddenly
perceived that Aunt Lison Avas in the room, and sho gave
her such an affectionate embrace, that the old maid A\'as
nearly overcome. Julien came in dressed in deep mourning ; he seemed very busy, and very pleased that all these
people had come. He Avhispered some question to his wife
about the arrangements, and added in a IOAV tone :
" It Avill be a vory grand funeral; all the best families
aro here."
Then he went away again, bowing to tho ladies as he
passed down the room.
Aunt Lison and the Comtesse Gilberte stayed with Joanne
while the burial Avas taking place. The comtesse repeatedly
kissed her, murmuring : "Poor darling, poor darling," and
Avhen the Comte de Fourville came to take his wife home,
he wept as if he had lost his own mother.

1G3

T H E next few days were very sad, as they always must be
directly after a death. The absence of the familiar face
from its accustomed place makes the house seem empty,
and each time the eye falls on anything the dear, dead one
has had in constant use, a fresh pang of sorroAv darts
through the heart. There is the empty chair, the umbrella
still standing in the hall, the glass which the maid has not
yet Avashed. In every room there is something lying just
as it was left for the last time ; tho scissors, an odd glove,
tho fingered book, the numberless other objects, which,
insignificant in themselves, become a source of sharp pain
because they recall so vividly the loved one who has passed
away. And the voice rings in one's ears till it seems almost
a reality, but there is no escape from the house haunted
by this presence, for others are suffering also, and all must
stay and suffer Avith each other.
In addition to her natural grief, Jeanne had to bear the
pain of her discovery. She Avas ahvays thinking of it, and
the terrible secret increased her former sense of desolation
tenfold, for noAv she felt that she could never put her trust
or confidonce in any one again.
Tho baron soon Aveut aAvay, thinking to find relief from
the grief which Avas deadening all his faculties in change
of air and change of scene, and the household at Les
Peuples resumed its quiet regular life again.
Then Paul fell ill, and Jeanne passed tAvelve days in an
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agony of fear, unable to sleep and scarcely touching food
The boy got Avell, but there remained the thought that he
might die. What should she do if he did ? W'hat would
become of her ? Gradually there came a vague longing for
another child, and soon she could think of nothing else;
she had always fancied she should like tAvo children, a boy
and a girl, and the idea of having a daughter haunted her.
But since Rosalie had been sent away, she had lived quite
apart from her husband, and at the present moment it
seemed utterly impossible to renew their former relations.
Julien's affections were centred elsewhere; she knew t h a t ;
and, on her side, the mere thought of having to submit to
his caresses again, made hor shudder Avith disgust.
Still, she would have overcome her repugnance (so tormented was she by the desire of another child) if she could
have seen any way to bring about the intimacy she desired;
but she would have died rather than let her husband guess
what was in her thoughts, and he never seemed to dream
of approaching hor UOAV. Perhaps she Avould have given
up the idea had not each night the vision of a daughter
playing with Paul under the plane-tree appeared to her.
Sometimes she felt she must get up and join her husband
in his room; twice, in fact, she did glide to his door, but
each time she came back, without having turned the
handle, her face burning Avith shame.
The baron was aAvay, her mother was dead, and she had
no one to whom she could confide this delicate secret. She
made up her mind, at last, to tell the Abbe Picot her
difficulty, under the seal of confession. She went to him
one day and found him in his little garden, reading his
breviary amongst the fruit-trees. Sho talked to him for a
few minutes about one thing and another, then : "Monsieur
I'abbe, I want to confess," sho said, Avith a deep blush.
Ho put on his spectacles to look at her better, for the
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request astonished him. " I don't think you can have
any very heavy sins on your conscience," he said, Avith a
smile.
" N o , but I want to ask your advice on a subject so—so
painful to enter upon, that I dare not talk about it in an
ordinary way," sho replied, feeling very confused.
He put on his priestly air immediately.
" Very well, my daughter, come to the confessional, and
I will hear you there."
But she suddenly felt a scruple at talking of such things
in tho quietness of an empty church.
" No, Monsieur le cur6—after all—if you Avill let me—I
can tell you here what I want to say. See, we will go and
sit in your little arbour over there."
As they walked slowly over to tho arbour she tried to
find the words in Avhich she could best begin her confidence.
Thoy sat down, and sho commenced, as if she Avere confessing; " M y father," then hesitated, said again, " M y
father," then stopped altogether, too ashamed to continue.
The priest crossed his hands over his stomach and waited
for her to go on. " Well, my daughter," he said, perceiving
her embarrassment, " y o u seem afraid to say what it i s ;
come now, be brave."
" M y father, I want to have another child," sho said
abruptly, like a coward throwing himself headlong into the
danger he dreads.
The priest, hardly understanding Avhat she meant, made
no answer, and she tried to explain herself, but, in her
confusion, her words became more and more difficult to
understand.
" I am quite alone in life now; my father and my husband
do not agree; my mother is dead, and—and—the other
day I almost lost my son," sho whispered with a shudder.
" What would have become of me if he had died ?"
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The priest looked at her in bewilderment; " There,
there; come to the point," he said.
" I want to have another child," she repeated.
The abbe was used to the coarse pleasantries of the
peasants, who did not mind what they said before him, and
ho answered, with a sly smile and a knowing shake of the
head; " AVell, I don't think there need be much difficulty
about that.'
Sho raised her clear eyes to his and said, hesitatingly :
" But—but—don't you understand that since—since that
trouble Avith—the maid—my husband and I live—quite
apart."
Those words came as a revelation to the priest, accustomed as he Avas to the promiscuity and easy morals of the
peasants. Then he thought he could guess what the young
wife really wanted, and he looked at her out of the corner of
his eye, pitying her, and sympathising with her distress.
" Yes, yes, I know exactly what you moan. I can quite
understand that you shorUd find your—your Avidowhood
hard to bear. You are young, healthy, and it is only
natiu-al; very n a t u r a l " He began to smile, his liA'ely
nature getting the better of him. " Besides, the church
alloAvs these feelings, sometimes," he went on, gently
tapping Jeanne's hand. " What aro AVO told ? That carnal
desires may be satisfied lawfully in Avedlock only. Well,
you are married, aro you not ?"
She, in hor turn, had not at first understood Avhat his
words implied, but Avlien his meaning dawned on her, her
face became crimson, and her eyes filled Avith tears.
" Oh ! monsieur le cure, Avhat do you mean 1 AA'hat do
you think? I assure you—I assure—" and she could not
continue for her sobs.
Her emotion surprised the abbe, and he tried to console
her.
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" There, there," ho said; " I did not mean to pain you. I
was only joking, and there's no harm in a joke between
honest people. But leave it all in my hands, and I Avill
speak to M. Julien."
She did not know Avhat to say. She Avished, now, that sho
could refuse his help, for she feared his want of tact would
only increase her difficulties, but she did not dare say anything.
" Thank you, monsieur le cure," sho stammered; and
then hurried away.
The next week was passed by Jeanne in an agony of
doubts and fears. Then one evening, Julien Avatched her
all through dinner with an amused smile on his lips, and
evinced towards her a gallantry which was faintly tinged
Avith irony. After dinner they walked up and down the
baroness's avenue, and he whispered in hor ear,
" Then we are going to be friends again ?"
She made no answer, and kept her eyes fixed on tho
ground, Avhere there was a straight line, hardly so thickly
covered with grass as the rest of the path. I t was the line
traced by the baroness's foot, Avhich was gradually being
effaced, just as her memory was fading, and, as she looked
at it, Jeanne's heart felt bursting Avith grief; she seemed so
lonely, so separated from everybody.
" For my part, I am only too pleased," continued Julien.
" I should have proposed it before, but I was afraid of displeasing you."
The sun was s e t t i n g ; it was a mild, soft evening, and
Jeanne longed to rest her head on some loving heart, and
there sob out her sorrows. She threAV herself into Julien's
arms, her breast heaving, and the tears streaming from her
eyes. He looked at her in surprise, thinking this outburst
was occasioned by the love sho still felt for him, and, unable
to see her face, he dropped a condescending kiss upon her
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hair. Then they went indoors in silence and he followed
her to her room.
To him this renewal of their former relations was a duty,
though hardly an unpleasant one, while she submitted to
his embraces as a disgusting, painful necessity, and resolved
to put an end to them for ever, as soon as her object was
accomplished. Soon, however, sho found that her husband's
caresses were not like they used to be ; they may have been
more refined, they certainly were not so complete. He treated
her like a careful lover, instead of being an easy husband.
" W^hy do you not give yourself to me as you used to do ?"
she whispered one night, her lips close to his.
" T o keep you out of the family way, of course," he
answered, with a chuckle.
She started.
" Don't you wish for any more children, then ? " she asked.
His amazement was so great, that, for a moment he was
silent; then :
" Eh ? What do you say ! " he exclaimed. " Are you in
your right senses ? Another child ? I should think not
indeed! We've already got one too many, squalling and
costing money, and bothering everybody. Another child !
No, thank you !"
Sho clasped him in her arms, pressed her lips to his and
murmured:
" Oh ! I entreat you, make me a mother once more."
" D o n ' t be so foolish," he replied, angrily. " P r a y don't
let me hear any more of this nonsense."
She said no more, but she resolved to trick him into
giving her the happiness she desired. She tried to prolong
her kisses, and thi-OAv hor arms passionately around him,
pressing him to her, and pretending a delirum of love she
was very far from feeling. She tried every means to make
him lose control over himself, but she never once succeeded.
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Tormented more and more by her desire, driven to extremities, and ready to do or dare anything to gain her ends,
she went again to the Abb6 Picot. She found him just
finishing lunch, with his face crimson from indigestion. Ho
looked up as she came in, and, anxious to hear the result of
her mediation,
" Well ?" he exclaimed.
" My husband does not want any more children," she
answered at once, without any of the hesitation or shamefaced timidity she had shown before.
The abb6 got very interested, and turned towards her,
ready to hear more of those secrets of Avedded life, the revelation of which made the task of confessing so pleasant to
him.
" How is that ? " he asked
In spite of her determination to tell him all, Jeanne
hardly knew how to explain herself.
" He—he refuses—to make me a mother."
The priest understood at once, it was not the first time
he had hoard of such things, but he asked for all the details,
and enjoyed them as a hungry man would a feast. When
he had heard all, he reflected for a few moments, then said
in the calm, mattoi'-of-fact tone he might have used if he
had been speaking of the best way to ensure a good harvest;
" My dear child, the only thing you can do is to make
your husband believe you are pregnant; then he will cease
his precautions, and you will become so in reality."
Jeanne blushed to the roots of her hair, but, determined
to be ready for every emergency, she argued :
" But—but suppose he should not believe me ?"
The cure knew too Avell the ins and outs of human nature
not to have an ansAvor for that.
" Toll everybody you are enceinte. When he sees that
everyone else believes it, he will soon believe it himself.
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You Avill be doing no wrong," he added, to quiet his conscience for advising this deception ; " the Church does not
permit any connection botAveen man and woman, except for
the purpose of procreation."
Jeanne followed the priest's artful advice, and, a fortnight later, told Julien she thought she was enceinte.
He
started u p .
" I t isn't possible ! You can't be ! "
She gave him her reasons for thinking so.
" Bah ! " he answered. " Y o u Avait a little while."
Every morning he asked, " Well 1" but she ahvays replied:
" No, not y e t ; I am very much mistaken if I am not
enceinte."
He also began to think so, and his surprise was only
equalled by his annoyance.
'• Well, I can't understand it," was all he could say. " I'll
be hanged if I know how it can have happened."
At the end of a month she began to tell people the news,
but sho said nothing about it to the Comtesse Gilberte, for
she felt an old feeling of delicacy in mentioning it to her.
At the very first suspicion of his Avifo's pregnancy, Julion
had ceased to touch her, then, angrily thinking, " Well, at
any rate, this brat Avasn't Avanted," he made up his mind to
make the best of it, and recommenced his visits to his wife's
room. Everything happened as the priest had predicted,
and Jeanne found she would a second time become a mother.
Then, in a transport of joy, sho took a vow of eternal
chastity as a token of her rapturous gratitude to the distant
divinity sho adored, and thenceforth closed her door to her
husband.
She again felt almost happy. She could hardly believe
that it Avas barely IAVO months since her mother had died,
and that only such a short time before she had thought herself
inconsolable. Now her wounded heart was nearlv licaled
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and her grief had disappeared, while, in its place, was
merely a vague melancholy, like the shadow of a great
sorrow resting over her life. It seemed impossible that any
other catastrophe could happen now ; her children Avould
grow up and surround her old ago Avith their affection, and
her husband could go his way Avhile sho Avont hers.
Towards the end of September the Abb6 Picot came to
tlie chateau, in a new cassock which had only one week's
stains upon it, to introduce his successor, the Abbe Tolbiac.
The latter Avas small, thin, and very young, Avith hollow,
black-encircled eyes Avhich betokened tho depth and violence
of his feelings, and a decisive Avay of speaking as if there
could be no appeal from his opinion. The Abbe Picot had
boon appointed doyen of Goderville. Jeanne felt very sad
at the thought of his departure ; he was connected, in her
thoughts, with all the chief events of her life, for he had
married her, christened Paul, and buried the baroness.
She liked him because he was always good-tempered and
unaffected, and she could not imagine Etouvent without
the Abbe Picot's fat figure trotting past the farms. He
himself did not seem very rejoiced at his advancement.
" I have boon hero eighteen years, Madame la Comtesse,"
he said, " and it grieves mo to go to another place. Oh ! this
living is not worth much, I know, and as for tho people—
A\'ell, tho men have no more religion than they ought to
have, the Avomon are not so moral as they might be, and the
girls noA'er dream of being married until it is too late for them
to Avear a wreath of orange blossoms ; still, I love the place."
The new cure had been fidgetting impatiently during this
speech, and his face had turned vory red.
" I shall soon havo all that changed," he said, abruptly, as
soon as the other priest had finished speaking ; and he looked
like an angry child in his worn but spotless cassock, so thin
and small Avas he.
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The Abb^ Picot looked at him sideways, as he always
did when anything amused him.
"Listen, I'abbe," he said. "You will have to chain up
your parishioners if you want to prevent that sort of thing ;
and I don't believe even that would be any good."
" Wo shall see," answered the little priest in a cutting
tone.
The old cure smiled and slowly took a pinch of snuff.
" Age and experience will alter your views, I'abbe; if
they don't you will only estrange the few good Churchmen
you have. AVhen I see a girl come to mass with a waist
bigger than it ought to be, I say to myself—' Well, she is
going to give me another soul to look after;'—and I try
to marry her. You can't prevent them going -wrong, but
you can find out the father of the child and prevent him
forsaking the mother. Marry them, I'abbe, marry them,
and don't trouble yourself about anything else."
" We will not argue on this point, for we should never
agree," answered the new cure, a little roughly; and the
Abb^ Picot again began to express his regret at leaving the
village, and the sea which he could see from the vicarage
windows, and the little funnel-shaped valleys, where he
went to read his breviary and where he could see the boats
in the distance. Then the two priests rose to go, and tho
Abbe Picot kissed Jeanne, who nearly cried Avhen she said
good-bye.
A week afterwards, the Abb^ Tolbiac called again. Ho
spoke of the reforms ho was bringing about as if he were
a prince taking possession of his kingdom. He beo'o-ed
the vicomtesse to communicate on all the days appointed by tho Church, and to attend mass regularly on
Sundays.
"You and I are at the head of the parish," he said,
" and we ought to rule it, and always set it a good ex-
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ample; but, if we wish to have any influence, we must
bo united. If the Church and the chateau support each
other, the cottage will fear and obey us."
Jeanne's religion was simply a matter of sentiment; she
had merely the dreamy faith that a woman never quite
loses, and if she performed any religious duties at all it was
only because she had been so used to them at the convent,
for the baron's carping philosophy had long ago overthrown
all her convictions. The Abbe Picot had ahvays been contented with the little she did do, and never chid hor for
not confessing or attending mass oftoner; but when the
Abbe Tolbiac did not see her at church on the Sunday, he
hastened to the chateau to question and reprimand her.
Sho did not wish to quarrel with the cure, so she promised
to be more attentive to the services, inwardly resolving to
go regularly only for a foAv weeks, out of good nature.
Little by little, however, she fell into the habit of frequenting the church, and, in a short time, she was entirely under
the influence of the delicate-looking, strong-willed priest.
His zeal and enthusiasm appealed to her lovo of everything
pertaining to mysticism, and he seemed to make the chord
of religious poetry, Avhich she possessed in comraon Avith
every woman, vibrate within hor. His austerity, his contempt for every luxury and sensuality, his disdain for the
things that usually occupy the thoughts of men, his lovo
of God, his youthful, intolerant inexperience, his scathing
AA'ords, his inflexible will made Jeanne compare him, in her
mind, to the early m a r t y r s ; and she, Avho had already
suffered so much, AVIIOSO eyes had been so rudely opened to
the deceptions of life, let herself be completely ruled by
the rigid fanaticism of this boy who Avas the minister of
Heaven. Ho led her to tho feet of Christ the Consoler,
teaching her how the holy joys of religion could alleviate
all her sorrows, and, as she knelt in the confessional, sho
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humbled herself and felt little and weak before this priest
who looked about fifteen years old.
Soon ho was detested by the whole country-side. AA'ith
no pity for his own weaknesses, he shoAved a violent intclorance for those of others. The thing above all others
that roused his anger and indignation AA'as—love. He
denounced it from the pulpit in crude, ecclesiastical terms,
thundering out terrible judgments against concupiscence
over the heads of his rustic audience ; and, as the pictures
he portrayed in his fury persistently haunted his mind, he
trembled with rage and stamped his foot in anger. The
grown-up girls and the young fellows cast side-long glances
at each other across the aisle ; and the old peasants, who
liked to joke about such matters, expressed their disapproval of the little cure's intolerance as they walked
back to their farms after service with their wives and
sons.
The whole country was in an uproar. The priest's severity
and the harsh penances he inflicted at confession were rumoured
about, and, as he obstinately refused to grant absolution to
the girls Avhose chastity was not immaculate, smiles accompanied the whispers. When, at the holy festivals,
several of tho youths and girls stayed in their seats instead
of going to communicate with the others, most of the congregation laughed outright as they looked at them. Ho
began to watch for lovers like a keeper on the look-out for
poachei's, and on moonlight nights he hunted up the couples
along the ditches, behind the barns and amongst the
long grass on the hill-sides.
One night he came upon
two who did not cease their love-making even before him ;
thoy were strolling along a ditch filled Avith stones, with
their arms i-ound one another, kissing each other as they
walked.
" Will you stop tliat, you vagabonds ? " cried the abbe.
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" You mind yor own bus'ness, M'sieu I'cure,' replied the
lad, turning round. " This ain't nothin' to do with you."
The abbe picked up some stones and threw them at the
couple as he might have done at stray dogs, and they both
ran off, laughing. The next Sunday the priest mentioned
them by name before the whole congregation. All the
young felloAvs soon ceased to attend mass.
The cure dined at the chateau every 'Ihursday, but he
very often went there on other days to talk to his penitente.
Jeanne became as ardent and as enthusiastic as he as she
discussed the mysteries of a future existence, and grew
familiar with all the old and complicated arguments employed in religious controversy. They would both walk
along the baroness's avenue talking of Christ and the
Apostles, of the Virgin Mary and of the Fathers of the
Church as if they had really known them.
Sometimes
they stopped their walk to ask each other profound questions,
and then Jeanne would wander off into sentimental arguments, and the cure would reason like a lawyer possessed
with the mania of proving the possibility of squaring the
circle.
Julien treated the new cure with great respect. " That's
the sort of priest I like," he was continually saying. "Halfmeasures don't do for him," and he zealously set a good
example by frequently confessing and communicating.
Hardly a day passed now without the vicomte going to
the Fourvilles, either to shoot with the comte, who could
not do without him, or to ride Avith the comtesse regardless
of rain and bad weather.
" They are riding-mad," remarked the comte; " b u t the
exercise does my wife good."
The baron returned to Les Peuples about the middle of
November. He seemed a different man, he had aged so
much and was so low-spirited ; he was fonder than ever of
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his daughter, as if the last foAV months of melancholy
solitude had caused in him an imperatiA'o deed of affection
and tenderness. Jeanne told him nothing about her new
ideas, her intimacy with the Abbe Tolbiac, or her religious
enthusiasm, but the first time he saw the priest, he felt an
invincible dislike for him, and when his daughter asked him,
in tho evening : " WeU, what do you think of h i m ? "
" He is like an inquisitor ! " he ansAvered. " He seems to
me a very dangerous man."
W^hen the peasants told him about the young priest's harshness and bigotry and the sort of war of persecution he Avaged
against natural laws and instincts, his dislike changed to a
violent hatred. He, the baron, belonged to the school of
philosophers who worship n a t u r e ; to him it seemed something touching, when he saAV two animals unite, and he was
always ready to fall on his knees before the sort of
pantheistic God he worshipped; but he hated the catholic
conception of a God, Who has petty schemes, and gives way
to tryannical anger and indulges in mean revenge ; a God, in
fact, Who seemed less to him than t h a t boundless omnipotent
nature, which is at once life, light, earth, thought, plant,
rock, man, air, animal, planet, god and insect, that nature
which produces all things in such bountiful profusion, fitting
each atom to the place it is to occupy in space, be that
position close to or far from the suns which heat the
Avorlds. Nature contained the germ of everything, and
she brought forth life and thought, as trees bear floAvers and
fruit.
To the baron, therefore, reproduction Avas a great law of
Nature, and to be respected as the sacred and divine act which
accomplished the constant, though unexpressed, will of this
Universal Being; and he at once began a campaign against
this priest who opposed the laAvs of creation. It grieved
Jeanne to the heart, and sho prayed to the Lord, and im-
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plored her father not to run counter to the cur6, but the
baron ahvays answered :
" It is everyone's right and duty to fight against such men,
for they are not like human creatures. They are not human,"
he repeated, shaking his long white hair. " They understand
nothing of life, and their conduct is entirely influenced by their
harmful dreams, which are contrary to Nature." And he pronounced " contrary to Nature " as if he were uttering a curse.
The priest had at once recognised in him an enemy, and,
as he wished to remain master of the chateau and its young
mistress, he temporised, feeling sure of victory in the end.
By chance he had discovered the liaison between Julien and
Gilberte, and his one idea was to break it off by no matter
Avhat moans. He came to see Jeanne one day towards the
end of tho wet, mild winter, and, after a long talk on the
mystery of life, he asked her to unite with him in fighting
against and destroying the Avickedness which was in hor own
family, and so save two souls which were in danger. She
asked him what he meant.
" The hour has not come for me to reveal all to you," he
replied ; " but I will see you again soon," and with t h a t he
abruptly left her.
He came again in a few days, and spoke in vague terms of
a disgraceful connection between people whoso conduct ought
to be irreproachable. It was the duty, he said, of those who
were aware of what Avas going on, to use every moans to put
an end to it. He used all sorts of lofty arguments, and then,
taking Joanne's hand, adjured her to open her eyes, to understand and to help him.
This time Jeanne saAV what he meant, but, terrified at the
thought of all the trouble that might be brought to her
home, which was now so peaceful, she pretended not to knoAv
to Avhat he Avas alluding. Then he hesitated no longer, but
spoke in terms there could be no misunderstanding.
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" I am going to perform a vory painful duty, ^Madame la
comtesse, but I cannot leave it undone. The position I hold
forbids me to leaA'O you in ignorance of the sin you can
prevent. Learn that your husband cherishes a criminal
affection for Madame de Fourville."
Jeanne only bent her head in feeble resignation.
'• What do you intend to do ? " asked the priest.
" W^hat do you Avish me to do. Monsieur I'abbe ? " she murmured.
" Throw yourself in the way as au obstacle to this guilty
love," he answered, violently.
She began to cry, and said in a broken voice :
" But he has deceived me before with a servant; ho
wouldn't listen to me ; he doesn't love me now ; he ill-treats
me if I manifest any desire that does not please him, so what
can I do ?"
The cure did not make any direct answer to this appeal.
" Then you boAV before this sin ! You submit to i t ! " he
exclaimed. " You consent to and tolerate adultery under
your OAvn roof ! The crime is being perpetrated before your
eyes, and you refuse to see i t ! Are you a Christian woman ?
Are you a wife and a mother 1"
" AVhat Avould you have me do ? " she sobbed.
" Anything, rather than allow this sin to continue," he
replied. " Anything, I tell you. Leave him. Flee from
this house Avhich has been defiled."
" B u t I have no money. Monsieur I'abbe," sho replied.
" A n d I am not brave now like I used to be. Besides, hoAv
can I leave Avithout any proofs of Avhat you aro saying ? I
havo not the right to do so."
The priest rose to his feet, quivering with indignation.
" You are listening to the dictates of your cowardice,
madame. I thought you Avere a different woman, but you
are unworthy of God's mercy."
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Sho fell on her knees :
" Oh ! Do not abandon me, I implore you. Advise mo
what to do."
" Open M. do Fourville's eyes," he said, shortl}'. " It is
his duty to end this liaison."
She was seized with terror at this advice.
" But he would kill them. Monsieur I'abbe ! And shoidd
I be the one to teU him ? Oh, not t h a t ! Never, novor ! "
He raised his hand as if to curse her, his whole soul stirred
with anger.
" Live on in your shame and in your wickedness, for you
are more guilty than they are. You are the wife who
condones her husband's sin ! My place is no longer here."
He turned to go, trembling all over with Avrath. She
followed him distractedly, ready to give in, and beginning to
promise; but he would not listen to her and strode rapidly
along, furiously shaking his big blue umbrella which was
nearly as high as himself. He saAV Julien standing near the
gate superintending the pruning of some trees, so he turned
off to the left to reach the road by way of tho Couillards'
farm, and as he walked he kept saying to Jeanne :
•'Leave me, madame. I have nothing further to say to
you."
In the middle of the yard, and right in his path, some
children were standing around the kennel of the dog Mirza,
their attention concentrated on something which the baron
was also carefully considering as he stood in their midst Avith
his hands behind his back, looking like a school-master.
" Do come and see me again. Monsieur rabb6," pleaded
Jeanne. " If you Avill return in a foAv days, I shall be able to
tell you then what I think is the best course to take, and AVC
can talk it over together."
By that time they had almost reached the group of children
(Avhich the baron had left, to avoid meeting and speaking
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to his enemy, the priest) and the cure Avent to see what it
was that was interesting them so deeply. I t was the dog
whelping; five little pups were already crawling round the
mother, who gently licked them as she lay on her side before
the kennel, and just as the cur^ looked over the children's
heads, a sixth appeared. When they saw it, all the boys
and girls clapped their hands, crying :
" There's another ! There's another ! "
To them it was simply a perfectly pure and natural amusement, and they watched these pups being born as they might
have watched the apples falling from a tree.
The Abb4 Tolbiac stood still for a moment in horrified
surprise, then, giving way to his passion, he raised his
umbrella and began to rain down blows on the children's
heads. The startled urchins ran off as fast as they could go,
and the abbe found himself left alone with the dog, which
was painfully trying to rise. Before she could stand up, he
knocked her back again, and began to hit her with all his
strength. The animal moaned pitifully as she Avrithed under
those blows from which there was no escape (for she was
chained up) and at last the priest's umbrella broke. Then,
unable to beat the dog any longer, he jumped on her, and
stamped and crushed her under-foot in a perfect frenzy of
anger. Another pup was born beneath his feet before he
dispatched the mother with a last furious kick, and then the
mangled body lay quivering in the midst of the whining
pups, Avhich were awkwardly groping for their mother's teats.
Jeanne had escaped, but the baron returned and, almost as
enraged as the priest, suddenly seized the abbe by the
throat, and giving him a blow which knocked his hat
off, carried him to the fence and threw him out into the
road.
When he turned round, M. Le Perthuis saiv his dauj^hter
kneeling in the midst of the pups, sobbing as she picked
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them up and put them in her skirt. He strode up to her,
gesticulating Avildly.
" There ! " he exclaimed. " What do you think of that
surpliced wretch, now ?"
The noise had brought the farmpeople to the spot, and
they all stood round, gazing at the remains of the dog.
" Could one have believed that a man would be so cruel as
that I" said Couillard's Avife.
Jeanne picked up the pups, saying she would bring thera
up by h a n d ; sho tried to give them some milk, but three
out of the seven died the next day. Then old Simon wont
all over tho neighbourhood trying to find a foster-mother for
the others; he could not get a dog, but he brought back a
cat, asserting that she would do as well. Three more pups
were killed, and the seventh was given to the cat, Avho took
to it directly, and lay down on her side to suckle it. That
it might not exhaust its foster-mother the pup was weaned a
fortnight later, and Jeanne undertook to feed it herself Avith
a feeding-bottle; she had named it Toto, but the baron
rechristened it, and called it Massacre.
Tho priest did not go to see Jeanne again. The next
Sunday he hurled curses and threats against the chateau,
denouncing it as a plague-spot Avhich ought to be removed,
and going on to anathematize the baron (who laughed at
him) and to make veiled, half-timid allusions to Julien's
latest amour. The vicomte was vory vexed at this, but he
did not dare say anything for fear of giving rise to a scandal;
and the priest continued to call doAvn vengeance on their
heads, and to foretell the downfall of God's enemies in every
sermon. At last, Julion wrote a decided, though respectful,
letter to the archbishop, and the Abbe Tolbiac, finding himself threatened with disgi-ace, ceased his denunciations. He
began to take long solitary walks; often he was to be met
striding along the roads Avith an ardent, excited look on his
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face. Gilberte and Julien were always seeing him when
they were out riding, sometimes in the distance, on the
other side of a common, or on the edge of the cliff, sometimes
close at hand, reading his breviary in a narrow valley they
Avere just about to pass through; thoy always turned another
Avay to avoid passing near him. Spring had come, enflaming
their hearts with fresh desires, and urging them to seek each
other's embraces in any secluded spot to which their rides,
might lead t h e m ; but the leaves v^oro only budding, the
grass was still damp from the rains of winter, and they could
not, as in the height of summer, hide themselves amidst the
undergrowth of the woods.
Lately, they had generally
sheltered their caresses within a moveable shepherd's hut
which had been left since autumn, on the very top of the
Vaucotte hill. I t stood all alone on the edge of the precipitous descent to the valley, five hundred yards above the cliff.
There they felt quite secure, for they overlooked the whole
of tho surrounding country, and thoy fastened their horses
to the shafts to wait until their masters were satiated Avith
love.
One evening, as they were leaving the hut, they saAv the
Abb6 Tolbiac sitting on the hill-side, nearly hidden by the
rushes.
" We must leave our horses in that ravine, another time,"
said J u l i e n ; " in case they should tell our whereabouts,"
and thenceforth they always tied their horses up in a kind of
recess in the valley, Avliich was hidden by bushes.
Another evening, they were both returning to La A'rillette,
where the comte was expecting Julien to dinner, AA'hen they
met the cure coming out of the chateau. He bowed, without looking- them in the face, and stood on one side to let
them pass. For the moment his visit made them uneasy, but
their anxiety was soon dispelled.
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Jeanne was sitting by the fire, reading, one Avindy afternoon at the beginning of May, when she suddenly saAV tho
Comte do Fourville rimning toAvards the chateau at such a
rate as to make her fear he Avas the bearer of bad news.
Sho hastened downstairs to meet him, and when she saw
him close to, sho thought he must have gone mad. He
had on his shooting-jacket and a big fur cap, that he
generally only wore in his own grounds, and he was so pale
that his red moustaches (which, as a rule, hardly showed
against his ruddy face) looked the colour of flame. His
eyes were haggard and stared vacantly or rolled from side
to side.
" My wife is here, isn't she ? " he gasped.
" No," answered Jeanne, too frightened to think of what
she was saying ; " I have not seen her at aU to-day."
The comte dropped into a chair, as if his legs had no
longer strength to support him, and, taking off his cap, he
mechanically passed his handkerchief several times across
his forehead ; then he started to his feet, and went towards
Jeanne with outstretched hands, and mouth opened to speak
and toll her of his terrible grief. But suddenly he stopped
short, and fixing his eyes on her, murmured, as if he were
delirious : " But it is your husband—you also—" and
breaking off abruptly, he rushed out towards the sea.
Jeanne ran after him, calling him and imploring him to
stop. " H e knows a l l ! " sho thought, in terror. " W h a t
Avill he do ? Oh, pray Heaven he may not find them."
Ho did not listen to her, and evidently knowing Avhither
to direct his steps, ran straight on without any hesitation as
to tho path he should take. Already he had leapt across
tho ditch, and Avas rapidly striding across the reeds towards
the cliff. Finding she could not catch him up, Jeanne
stood on the slope beyond the wood, and watched him as
long as he was in sight; then, Avhen she could see him no
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longer, she went indoors again, tortured Avith fear and
anxiety.
AAlien he reached the edge of the cliff, the comte turned
to the right, and again began to run. The sea Avas very
rough, and one after the other the heavy clouds came up
and poured their contents on the land. A Avhistling moaning wind swept over the grass, laying low the young barley,
and carrying the great, white sea-gulls inland like sprays of
foam. The rain, which came in gusts, beat in the comte's
face, and drenched his cheeks and moustaches, and the
tumult of the elements seemed to fill his heart as weU as his
ears. There, straight before him in the distance, lay the
Vaucotte valley, and between it and him stood a solitary
shepherd's hut, with two horses tied to the shafts. (What
fear could there be of anyone seeing them on such a day as
this ?)
As soon as he caught sight of the animals, the comte
throAV himself flat on the ground, and dragged himself along
on his hands and knees, his hairy cap and mud-stained clothes
making him look like some monstrous animal. He crawled
to the lonely hut, and, in case its occupants should see him
through the cracks in the planks, hid himself beneath it.
Tho horses had seen him and were pawing the ground. Ho
slowly cut the reins by which they were fastened with a
knife that ho held open in his hand, and, as a fresh gust of
Aviiid SAvept by, the two animals cantered off, their backs
stung by the hail which lashed against tho sloping roof of
tho shepherd's cot, and made the frail abode tremble on its
wheels.
Then tho comte rose to his knees, put his eye to the slit
at the bottom of the door, and remained jierfectly motionless
while he watched and waited.
Some time passed thus,
and then he suddenly leapt to his feet, covered with mire
from head to foot. Furiously he fastened the bolt, Avhich
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secured the shelter on the outside, and, seizing the shafts,
he shook the hut as if ho would have broken it to atoms.
After a moment ho begun to drag it along—exerting the
strength of a bull, and bending nearly double in his
tremendous effort,—and it was towards the almost perpendicular slope to the valley that he hurried the cottage and its
human occupants who wore desperately shouting and trying
to burst open the door, in their ignorance of what had
happened.
At the extreme edge of the slope, the comte let go of tho
hut, and it at once begun to run down towards the valley.
At first it moved but slowly, but, its speed increasing as it
Avent, it moved quicker and quicker, until soon it Avas rushing doAvn the hill at a tremendous rate. Its shafts bumped
along the ground and it leapt over and dashed against the
obstacles in its path, as if it had been endowed with life; it
bounded over the head of an old beggar who was crouching
in a ditch, and, as it passed, the man hoard frightful cries
issuing from within it. All at once one of the wheels was
torn off, and the hut turned over on its side. That, however, did not stop it, and now it rolled over and over like a
ball, or like some house uprooted from its foundations and
hurled from the summit of a mountain. I t rolled on and on
until it reached tho edge of the last ravine ; there it took a
final leap, and after describing a curve, fell to the earth,
and smashed like an egg-shell.
Directly it had dashed upon the rocks at the bottom of the
valley, the old beggar, who had seen it falling, began to make
his Avay down through the brambles. He did not go straight
to the shattered hut, but, like the cautious rustic that ho was,
wont to announce the accident at the nearest farm-house.
Tho farm people ran to the spot the beggar pointed out, and
beneath the fragments of the hut, found two bruised and
mangled corpses. The man's forehead was split open, and
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his face crushed ; the woman's jaAv was almost separated
from hor head, and their broken limbs were as soft as if
there had not been a bone beneath the flesh. Still the
farmers could recognise them, and tliey began to make all
sorts of conjectures as to the cause of the accident.
" What could they have been doin' in the cabin ? " said a
woman.
The old beggar replied that apparently they had taken
refuge from the weather, and that the high Avind had overturned the hut, and blown it down the precipice. He added
that he himself was going to take shelter in it when he saAv
the horses fastened to the shafts and concluded that the
place was already occupied.
" If it hadn't been for that, I should have been where
they aro now," he said with an air of self-congi-atulation.
"Perhaps it would have been aU the better if you had
been," said some one.
" Why would it have been better ?" exclaimed the beggar
in a great rage. " 'Cause I'm poor and they're rich ? Look
at them noAv ! " he said, pointing to the two corpses Avith his
hooked stick, as he stood trembling and ragged, with the
water dripping from him, and his battered hat, his matted
beard, his long unkempt hair, making him look terribly
dirty and miserable. " We're all equal when we're
dead."
The group had grown bigger, and the peasants stood
round with a frightened, cowardly look on their faces.
After a discussion as to what they had better do, it A\'as
finally decided to carry the bodies back to their homes, in
the hope of getting a reward. Two carts were got ready,
and then a fresh difficulty arose; some thought it would be
quite enough to place straAv at the bottom of the carts,
others thought it would look better to put mattresses.
" But the mattresses would be soaked Avith blood," cried
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the Avomau who had spoken before. " They'd have to be
washed with eau de javelle."
" The chateau people'll pay for that," said a jolly-faced
farmer. " They can't expect to get things for nothing."
That decided the matter, and the two carts set off, one to
the right, tho other to the left, jolting and shaking tho
remains of these two beings who had so often been clasped
in each other's arms, but Avho would never meet again.
When the comte had seen the hut set off on its terrible
journey, he had fled away through tho rain and tho Avind,
and had run on and on across the country like a madman.
He ran for several hours, heedless of which Avay his steps
were taking him, and, at nightfall, he found himself at his
OAVU chateau.
The servants were anxiously awaiting his
return, and hastened to tell him that the two horses had
just returned riderless, for Julien's had followed the other
one.
M. de Fourville staggered back.
"Some accident must
have hajipenod to my wife and the vicomte," he said in
broken tones. " Let everyone go and look for them."
He started off again, himself, as though he wore going to
seek them, but, as soon as he was out of sight, he hid
behind a bush, and watched the road along which tho
Avoman he still loved so dearly would be brought dead or
dying, or perhaps maimed and disfigured for life. In a little
Avhilo a cart passed by, bearing a strange load; it drew up
before the chateau-gates, then passed through them. Yes,
he knew it was s h e ; but the dread of hearing tho horrible
truth forced him to stay in his hiding-place, and he crouched
down like a hare, trembling at the faintest rustic.
He Avaited for an hour—perhaps two—and yet the
did not come back again. He Avas persuaded that his
Avas dying, and the thought of seeing her, of meeting
eyes was such torture to him, that, seized with a sudden
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of being discovered and compelled to witness her death, he
again set off running, and did not stop till he was hidden in
the midst of a wood. Then, he thought, that perhaps she
needed help and that there was no one to take care of her
as ho could, and he sped back in mad haste.
As he Avas going in to the house, he met his gardener.
" Well ?" he cried, excitedly.
The man dared not answer the truth.
" Is she dead ?" almost yelled M. de Fourville.
" Yes, Monsieur le comte," stammered the servant.
The comte experienced an intense relief at the answer;
all his agitation left him, and he went quietly and fii-mly
up the steps.
In the meantime, the other cart had arrived at Les
Peuples. Jeanne saw it in the distance, and, guessing that
a corpse lay upon the mattress, understood at once what had
happened; the shock was so great that she fell to the
ground unconscious. When she came to herself again she
found her father supporting her head, and bathing her
forehead with vinegar.
" Do you knoAv— ? " he asked hesitatingly.
" Ye.s, father," she whispered, trying to rise; but she was
in such pain that she was forced to sink back again.
That evening she gave birth to a dead child—a girl.
She did not see or hear anything of Julien's funeral for
sho was delirious when he was buried. In a few days she was
conscious of Aunt Lison's presence in her room, and, in the
midst of the feverish nightmares by which she was haunted,
she strove to recall Avlien, and under what circumstances, tho
old maid had last loft Les Peuples. But even in hor lucid
moments she could not remember, and she could only feel
sure she had seen her since the baroness's death.
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was confined to her room for three months and
everyone despaired of her life, but very, very gradually
health and strength returned to her. Her father and Aunt
Lison had como to live at the chateau, and they nursed her
day and night.
The shock she had sustained had entirely
upset her nervous system ; she started at the least noise, and
the slightest emotion caused her to go off into long sAvoons.
She had never asked the details of Julien's death. Why
should she ? Did she not already know enough ? Everyone
except herself thought it had been an accident, and she
never revealed to anyone the terrible secret of her husband's
adultery, and of the comte's sudden, fearful visit the day of
the catastrophe.
Her soul Avas filled with the sweet, tender memories of the
few, short hours of bliss she owed to her husband, and sho
always pictured him to herself as he had been Avlieii they
were betrothed, and Avhen sho had adored him in the only
moments of sensual passion of her life.
She forgot all
his faults and harshness; even his infidelity seemed more
pardonable now that death stood between him and her.
She felt a sort of vaguo gratitude to this man who had
clasped her in his arms, and she forgave him tho sorrows ho
had caused her, and dwelt only on the happy moments they
had passed together.
As time wore on and month followed month, covering her
grief and memories with the dust of forgotfulness, Jeanne
JEANNE
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devoted herself entirely to her son. The child became the
idol, the one engrossing thought, of the three beings over
whom he ruled like any despot; there was even a sort of
jealousy between his three slaves, for Jeanne grudged the
hearty kisses he gave the baron when the latter rode him on
his knees, and Aunt Lison, who was neglected by this baby,
as sho had always been by everyone, and was regarded as a
servant by this master who could not talk yet, would go to
her room and cry as she compared the few kisses, which
she had so much difficulty in obtaining, with the embraces the child so freely lavished on his mother and grandfather.
Two peaceful, uneventful years were passed thus in devoted attention to the child ; then, at the beginning of the
third winter, it was arranged t h a t they should all go to
Rouen until the spring. But they had hardly arrived at the
damp, old house before Paul had such a severe attack of
bronchitis, t h a t pleurisy was feared. His distracted mother
Avas convinced t h a t no other air but that of Les Peuples
agreed with him, and they all went back there as soon as ho
was well.
Then came a series of quiet, monotonous years. Jeanne,
her father, and Aunt Lison spent all their time with the
child, and Avere continually going into raptures over the way
he lisped, or over his funny sayings and doings. Joanne
lovingly called him " Paulet," and, when he tried to repeat
the word, he made them all laugh by pronouncing it
" Poulet," for he could not speak plainly. The nickname
" P o u l o t " clung to him, and henceforth ho Avas never called
anything olso. He grow very quickly, and one of the chief
amusements of his " t h r e e mothers," as the baron called
them, was to measure his height. On the wainscotting, by
the drawing-room door, Avas a series of marks made Avith a
penknife, shoAV ing how much the boy had grown every month.
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and these marks, which were called "Poulet's ladder," vA'ore
of great importance in everyone's eyes.
Then there came a very unexpected addition to the important personages of the household—the dog Massacre,
which Jeanne had neglected since all her attention had been
centred in her son. Ludivine fed him, and he lived quite
alone, and ahvays on the chain, in an old barrel in front of
the stables. Paul noticed him one morning, and at once
wanted to go and kiss him. The dog made a great fuss over
the child, who cried when he was taken away, so Massacre
Avas unchained, and henceforth lived in tho house. He became Paul's inseparable friend and companion ; they played
together, and lay down side by side on tho carpet to go to
sleep, and soon Massacre shared the bed of his playfelloAV,
who Avould not let the dog leave him. Jeanne lamented
sometimes over the fleas, and Aunt Lison felt angry Avith the
dog for absorbing so much of tho child's affection, affection
for Avhich she longed, and Avhich, it seemed to hor, this
animal had stolen.
At long intervals visits were exchanged with the Brisevilles
and the Couteliers, but the mayor and the doctor Avere the
only regular visitors at the chateau.
The brutal way in which the priest had killed the dog,
and the suspicions he had instilled into her mind about the
time of Julien's and Gilberte's horrible death, had roused
Jeanne's indignation against the God Who could have such
ministers, and she had entirely ceased to attend church.
From time to time the abbe inveighed in outspoken terms
against the chateau, which, he said, was inhabited by the
Spirit of Evil, the Spirit of Everlasting Rebellion, the Spirit
of Errors and of Lies, the Spirit of Iniquity, the Spirit of
Corruption and Impurity; it was by all those names that
he alluded to the baron.
The church was deserted, and when the cure happened to
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walk past any fields in Avhich the ploughmen were at work,
the men never ceased their task to speak to him, or turned
to touch their hats. He acquired the reputation of being a
wizard because he cast out the devil from a woman who was
possessed, and the peasants believed he knew words to dispel charms. He laid his hands on cows that gave thin milk,
discovered the whereabouts of things Avhich had been lost
by means of a mysterious incantation, and devoted his
narrow mind to the study of all the ecclesiastical books in
which he could find accounts of the devil's apparitions upon
earth, or descriptions of his resources and stratagems, and
the various Avays in which he manifested his poAver and exercised his influence.
Believing himself specially called to combat this invisible,
harmful Power, the priest had learnt all the forms given in
religious manuals to exorcise the devil. He fancied Satan
lurked in every shadow, and the phrase Sie^it leo rugiens
circuit, (fuwrens quern devoret was continually on his lips.
People began to be afraid of his strange power; even his
fellow-clergy (ignorant country priests to whom Beelzebub
was an article of their faith, and who, perplexed by the
minute directions for the rites to be observed in case of any
manifestations of the Evil One's power, at last confounded religion with magic) regarded the Abbe Tolbiac as somewhat
of a wizard, and respected him as much for the supernatural
power he Avas supposed to possess as for the irreproachable
austerity of his life.
The cur^ never bowed to Jeanne if he chanced to meet her,
and such a state of things worried and grieved Aunt Lison,
who could not understand how anyone could systematically
stay away from church. Everyone took it for granted that
she was religious and confessed and communicated at proper
intervals, and no one ever tried to find out Avhat her views on
religion really were. Whenever she Avas quite alone Avith Paul.
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Lison talked to him, in whispers, about the good God. The
child listened to her Avith a faint degree of interest when sho
related the miracles which had been performed in the old
times, and, when she told him he must love the good God
very, very dearly, he sometimes asked :
" Where is He, auntie ?"
She Avould point upwards and answer : " Up there, above
the sky, Poulet; but you must not say anything about it,"
for she feared the baron would be angry if he knew what she
was teaching the boy. One day, however, Poulet startled
her by asserting : " T h e good God is everywhere except in
church," and she found he had been talking to his grandfather about what she had told him.
Paul was now ten years old ; his mother looked forty.
He was sti'ong, noisy, and boldly climbed the trees, but his
education had, so far, been very neglected. He disliked
lessons, would never settle down to them, and, if ever the
baron managed to keep him reading a little longer than
usual, Jeanne would interfere, saying :
" Let him go and play, now. He is so young to be tired
with books."
In her eyes he was still an infant, and she hardly noticed
that he walked, ran, and talked like a man in miniature.
She lived in constant anxiety lest he should fall down, or get
too cold or too hot, or overload his stomach, or not eat as
much as his growth demanded.
When the boy was twelve years old a great difficulty
arose about his first communion. Lise went to Jeanne's room
one morning, and pointed out to her that the child could not
be permitted to go any longer without religious instruction,
and without performing the simplest sacred duties. She
called every argument to her aid, and gave a thousand reasons
for the necessity of what she was urging, dwelling chiefly upon
tho danger of scandal. Tho idea worried Jeanne, and, unI
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able to give a decided answer, she replied that Paul could
very well go on as he was for a little while longer. A month
after this discussion with Lise, Jeanne called on the Vicomtesse de Briseville.
" I suppose it Avill be Paul's first communion this year,"
said the vicomtesse, in the course of conversation.
"Yes, madame," ansAA'ored Jeanne, taken unavA-ares.
These few words had the eff"ect of deciding her, and, without saying anything about it to her father, she asked Lise to
take the child to the catechism class. Everything went on
smoothly for a month ; then Poulet came back, one evening,
Avith a sore throat, and the next day ho began to cough.
His frightened mother questioned him as to the cause of his
cold and he told hor that ho had not behaved very well in
class, so the cure had sent him to wait at the door of the
church, where there Avas a draught from the porch, until the
end of the lesson. After that Jeanne kept him at home, and
taught him his catechism herself; but the Abbe Tolbiac refused to admit him to communion, in spite of all Lison's
entreaties, alleging, as his reason, that the boy had not been
properly prepared.
The folloAving year he refused him again, and the baron
was so exasperated that he said plainly there A\'as no need
for Paul to believe in such foolery as this absurd symbol of
transubstantiation, to become a good and honest man. So it
Avas resolved to bring the boy up in the Christain faith, but
not iu the Catholic Church, and that he should decide his
religion for himself Avhen he reached his majority.
A short time afterAvards, Joanne called on the Brisevilles
and received no visit in return. Knowing how punctilious
they were in all matters of etiquette, sho felt verv much
surprised at the omission, until the Marquise de Coutelior
haughtily told her tho reason of this neglect. Aware that
her husband's rank and wealth made her the queen of the
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Normandy aristocracy, tho marquise ruled in queen-like
fashion, showing herself gracious or severe as occasions
demanded. Sho never hesitated to speak as she thought,
and reproved, or congratulated, or corrected whenever she
thought fit. AVhen Jeanne called on her she addressed a
foAv icy Avords to her visitor, then said in a cold tone ;
" Society divides itself naturally into tAvo classes; those AVIIO
believe in God. and those Avho do not. The former, however
loAvly they may be, are our friends and equals ; Avith the
latter we can have nothing to do."
Jeanne felt that she was being attacked, and replied :
" But cannot one believe in God without constantly
attending church ?"
" No, madame. Believers go to pray to God in His
church, as they would go to visit their friends at their
houses."
" God is everywhere, madame, and not only in the
churches," ansAvered Jeanne, feeling very hurt. " I believe
iu His goodness and mercy from the bottom of my heart,
but when there are certain priests between Him and me, I
can no longer realise His presence."
" Tho priest is the standard-bearer of the church,
madame," said the marquise, rising, " and, Avhoever does
not follow that flag is as much our enemy as the church's."
Jeanne had risen also. " You believe in the God of a sect,
madame," she replied, quivering with indignation. / believe
in the God Whom every upright man reveres," and, with a
bow, she left the marquise.
Amongst themselves the peasants also blamed Jeanne for
not sending Poulet to his first communion. They themselves did not go to mass, and noA'cr took the sacrament, or
at least, only at Easter when the church formally commanded i t ; but Avhen it came to tho children, that was
a dift'erent matter, and not one of them would have dared to
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bring a child up outside the common faith, for, after all,
" Religion is Religion."
Jeanne was quite conscious of the disapproval with which
everyone regarded her conduct, but such inconsistency only
roused her indignation, and she scorned the people who
could thus quiet their consciences so easily, and hide the
coAvardly fears which lurked at the bottom of their hearts
under the mask of righteousness.
The baron undertook to direct Paul's studies, and began
to instruct him in Latin. The boy's mother had but one
word to say on the subject—" Whatever you do, don't tire
him," and, while lessons Avere going on, she would anxiously
hang round the door of the schoolroom, which her father
had forbidden her to enter because, at every moment, she
interi-upted his teaching to ask : " You're sure your feet are
not cold, P o u l e t ? " or " Y o u r head does not ache, does it
Poulet?" or to admonish the master Avith : " Don't make him
talk so much, he will have a sore throat."
As soon as lessons were over the boy went into the garden
with his mother and aunt. They were all three very fond
of gardening, and took great pleasure and interest in planting
and pruning, in watching the seeds they had sown come up
and blossom, and in cutting floAA'ors for nosegays. Paul
devoted himself chiefly to raising salad-plants. He had the
entire care of four big beds in the kitchen-garden, and there
he cultivated lettuce, endive, cos-lettuce, mustardcress, and
every other known kind of salad. He dug, watered, weeded,
and planted, and made his tAvo mothers Avork like daylabourers, and for hours together they knelt on the borders,
soiling their hands and dresses as they planted the seedlings
in the holes they made with their forefingers in the mould.
Poulet was almost fifteen; he had groAvii AvonderfuUy, and
the highest mark on the di-awing-room wall was over five feet
from the ground, but in mind he Avas still an ignorant foolish
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child, for he had no opportunity of expanding his intellect,
confined as he Avas to the society of these two Avomen and
the good-tempered old man who was so far behind the times.
At last one evening the baron said it was time for the boy
to go to college. Aunt Lison withdrew into a dark
corner in horror at the idea, and Jeanne began to sob.
" W h y does he want to knoAV so m u c h ? " she replied.
" We will bring him up to bo a gentleman farmer, to devote
himself to the cultivation of his property, as so many
noblemen do, and he will pass his life happily in this house,
where we have lived before him and where we shall die.
What more can he want ?"
The baron shook his head.
" What answer Avill you make if he comes to you a few
years hence, and says : ' I am nothing, and I know nothing
through your selfish love. I feel incapable of working or of
becoming anyone now, and yet I know I was not intended to
lead the dull, pleasureless life to which your short-sighted
affection has condemned mo.' "
Joanne turned to her son with the tears rolling down her
cheeks.
"Oh, Poulet, you will never reproach me for having
loved you too much, Avill you ? "
" No, mamma," promised the boy in surprise.
" You SAvear you will not ?"
" Yes, mamma."
" You want to stay here, don't you? "
" Yes, mamma."
" Joanne, you have no right to dispose of his life in that
way," said tho baron, sternly. " S u c h conduct is coAvarclly
—almost criminal. You are sacrificing your child to your
OAVU personal happiness."
Jeanne hid her face in her hands, while her sobs came in
quick succession.
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•' I have been so unhappy—so unhappy," she murmured,
through her tears. " And noAV my son has brought peace
and rest into my life, you AA'ant to take him from me.
What Avill become of me—if I am left—all alone now ? "
Her father went and sat doAvn by her side. " And am I
no one, Jeanne ? " he asked, taking her in his arms. She
throAv her arms round his neck, and kissed him fondly.
Then in a voice still choked with tears and sobs :
" Yes, perhaps you are right, papa dear," she answered;
" and I was foolish ; but I have had so much sorrow. I am
quite Avilling for him to go to college now."
Then Poulet, Avho hardly understood what was going to
be done with him, began to cry too, and his three mothers
kissed and coaxed him and told him to be brave. They all
went up to bed Avith heavy hearts, and even tho baron wept
when he was alone in his own room, though he had controlled his emotion downstairs. I t was resolved to send
Paul to tho college at Havre at tho beginning of the next
term, and during tho summer he Avas more spoilt than ever.
His mother moaned as she thought of tho approaching
separation and she got ready as many clothes for the boy as
if he had been about to start on a ten years' journey.
One October morning, after a sleepless night, the baron,
Joanne, and Aunt Lison went away Avith Poulet in the
landau. They had already paid a visit to fix upon the bed
he Avas to havo in the dormitory and the seat he was to
occupy ill class, and this tirae Jeanne and Aunt Lison passed
tho Avliole day in unpacking his things and arranging them
in the little chest of drawers. As the latter wo'ald not contain the quarter of Avhat she had brought, Jeanne went to
the head-master to ask if the boy could not have another.
The steward was sent for, and ho said that so much linen
and so many clothes Avere simply in the Avay, instead of
being of any use, and that the rules of the house forbade
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him to allow another chest of draAvers, so Jeanne made up
her mind to hire a room in a little hotel close by, and to
ask tho landlord himself to take Poulet all he wanted,
directly the child found himself in need of anything.
They all went on the pier for the rest of the afternoon
and watched the ships entering and leaving the harbour ;
then, at nightfall, they went to a restaurant for dinner.
But they were too unhappy to eat, and the dishes wore
placed before them and removed almost untouched as they
sat looking at each other with tearful eyes. After dinner
they walked slowly back to the college. Boys of all ages
were arriving on every side, some accompanied by their
parents, others by servants. A great many were crying, and
the big, dim courtyard was filled Avith the sound of tears.
When the time came to say good-bye, Joanne and Poulet
clung to each other as if they could not part, while Aunt
Lison stood, quite forgotten, in the background, with her
face buried in her handkerchief. The baron felt he too was
giving way, so he hastened the farcAvells, and took his
daughter from the college. The landau was waiting at the
door, and thoy drove back to Les Peuples in a silence that
was only broken by an occasional sob.
Jeanne wept the whole of the following day, and the next
she ordered the phaeton and drove over to Havre. Poulet
seemed to have got over the separation already; it Avas tho
first time he had ever had any companions of his own age,
and, as he sat beside his mother, ho fidgetted on his chair
and longed to run out and play. Every other day Jeanne
went to see him, and on Sundays took him out. She felt
as though she had not energy enough to leave the college
between the recreation-hours, so she waited in the parloir
while the classes were going on until Poulet could come to
her again. At last the head master asked her to go up and
see him, and begged her not to come so often. She did not
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take any notice of his request, and he warned her that if
she still persisted in preventing her son from enjoying hia
play-hours, and in interrupting his Avork, he Avould be
obliged to dismiss him from the college. He also sent a
note to the baron, to the same effect, and thenceforth
Jeanne was always kept in sight at Les Peuples, like a
prisoner. She lived in a constant state of nervous anxiety,
and looked forAvard to the holidays with more impatience
than her son. She began to take long walks about the
country, with Massacre as her only companion, and would
stay out of doors all day long, dreamily musing. Sometimes
she sat on the cliff the whole afternoon watching the sea ;
sometimes she walked, across the wood, to Yport, thinking,
as she went, of how she had walked there when she was
young, and of the long, long years which had elapsed since
she had bounded along these very paths, a hopeful, happy
girl.
Every time she saw her son, it seemed to Joanne as if ten
years had passed since she had seen him l a s t ; for every
month he became more of a man, and every month she became more aged. Her father looked like her brother, and
Aunt Lison (who had been quite faded Avhen she was twentyfive, and had never seemed to get older since) might have
been taken for her elder sister.
Poulet did not study very hard ; he spent two years in
the fourth form, managed to get through tho third in one
twelvemonth, then spent tAvo more in the second, and was
nearly tAventy when he reached the rhetoric class. He had
grown into a tall, fair youth, with whiskered cheeks and a
budding moustache. He came over to Les Peuples every
Sunday now, instead of his mother going to see him ; and
as he had been taking riding-lessons for some time past, he
hired a horse and accomplished the journey from Havre in
two hours.
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Every Sunday Jeanne started out early in the morning to
go and meet him on the road, and with her went Aunt
Lison and the baron, who was beginning to stoop, and who
walked like a little old man, with his hands clasped behind
his back as if to prevent himself from pitching forward on
his face. The three walked slowly along, sometimes sitting
down by the wayside to rest, and all the while straining
their eyes to catch the first glimpse of the rider. As soon
as he appeared, looking like a black speck on the white
road, they waved their handkerchiefs, and he at once put
his horse at a gallop, and came up like a whirlwind,
frightening his mother and Aunt Lison, and making his
grandfather exclaim, " B r a v o ! " in the admiration of impotent old age.
Although Paul was a head taller than his mother, she
always treated him as if he were a child and still asked him,
as in former years : " Your feet are not cold, are they,
Poulet ?" If he went out of doors, after lunch, to smoke a
cigarette, she opened tho window to c r y : "Oh, don't go out
without a hat, you will catch cold in your head; " and
when, at night, he mounted his horse to return, she could
hardly contain herself for nervousness, and entreated her
son not to be reckless.
" Do not ride too quickly, Poulet, dear," she would say.
" Think of your poor mother, who would go mad if anything happened to you, and be careful."
One Saturday morning she received a letter from Paul to
say ho should not come to Les Peuples as usual, the following day, as he had been invited to a party sorae of his
college friends had got up. Tho whole of Sunday Jeanne
Avas tortured by a presentiraent of evil, and Avhen Thursday
came, she was unable lo bear her suspense any longer, and
went over to Havre.
Paul bcenied changed though she could hardly tell iu
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what way. He seemed more spirited, and his words and
tones wore more manly.
" By the Avay, mamma, we are going on another excursion
and I sha'n't come to Les Peuples next Sunday, as you have
como to see rae to-day," he said, all at once, as if it were the
most natural thing in the Avorld.
Jeanne felt as much surprised and stunned as if he had
told her he Avas going to America ; then, Avhen she Avas again
able to speak:
" Oh, Poulet :" she exclaimed, " what is the matter Avith
you ? Tell me Avhat is going on ?"
He laughed and gave her a kiss.
"AVhy, nothing at all, mamma. I am only going to
enjoy myself Avith some friends, as everyone does at my age."
She made no reply, but Avhon she Avas alone in the
carriage, her head was filled with noAV and strange ideas.
She had not recognised hor Poulot, her little Poulet, as of
old ; she perceived for the first time that he was groAvii up,
that he Avas no longer hers, that henceforth he Avas going to
live his OAVU life, independently of the old people. To her
he seemed to have changed entirely in a day. AA^hat !
AA^as this strong, bearded, firm-willed lad her son, her little
child Avho used to make her help him plant his lettuces ?
Paul only came to Les Peuples at very long intervals for
the next three nionths, and even Avhen he Avas there, it Avas
only too plain that he longed to get aAvay again as soon as
possible, and that, each evening, he tried to leave an hour
earlier. Jeanne imagined all sorts of things, while the
baron tried to console her by saying ; " There, let him alone
the boy is twenty years old, you know."
One morning, a shabbily dressed old man who spoke
Avitli a German accent asked for, "Matame la vicomtesse."
He Avas sliOAvn in, and, after a great many ceremonious boAvs
pulled out a dirty pocket-book, saying •
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" I have a leetle paper for you," and then unfolded, and
held out a greasy scrap of paper.
Jeanne read it over twice, looked at the JOAV, read it over
again, then asked :
" What does it mean ? "
" I vill toll you," replied the man, obsequiously. " Your
son wanted a leetle money, and, as I know what a goot
mother you are, I lent him joost a leetle to go on vith."
Jeanne was trembling.
" But why did ho not come to
me for it 1"
The Jew entered into a long explanation about a gambling
debt which had had to be paid on a certain morning before
mid-day, that no one would lend Paul anything as he was
not yet of age, and that his " honour would have been compromised," if he, the Jew, had not " rendered this little service " to the young man. Jeanne Avanted to send for the
baron, but her emotion seemed to have taken all the strength
from hor limbs, and she could not rise from her seat.
" Would you be kind enough to ring ? " she said to tho
monev-lender, at last.
He feared some trick, and hesitated for a moment.
" If I inconvenience you, I vill call again," he stammered.
She answered him by a shake of the head, and when he
had rung they waited in silence for tho baron. The latter
at once understood it all. The bill was for fifteen hundred
francs. He paid the JOAV a thousand, saying to him :
" Don't let me see you here again," and the man thanked
him, boAved, and Avent away.
Jeanne and the baron at once went over to Havre, but
when they arrived at the college they learnt that Paul had
not been there for a month. The principal had received
four letters, apparently from Jeanne, the first telling him
that his pupil was ill, the others to say hoAV he was getting
on, and each letter was accompanied by a doctor's certificate :
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of course they were all forged.
Jeanne and her father
looked at each other in dismay when they heard this news,
and the principal feeling very sorry for them took them to
a magistrate t h a t the police might be set to find the young
man.
Jeanne and the baron slept at an hotel that night, and
the next day Paul was discovered at the house of a fast
woman. His mother and grandfather took him back with
them to Les Peuples and tho whole of the Avay not a word
was exchanged. Jeanne hid her face in her handkerchief
and cried, and Paul looked out of the window with an air of
indifference.
Before the end of the week they found out that, during
the last three months, Paul had contracted debts to the
amount of fifteen thousand francs, but the creditors had not
gone to his relations about the money, because they knew
the boy would soon be of age. Poulet was asked for no explanation and received no reproof, as his relations hoped to
reform him by kindness. He was pampered and caressed in
every way; the choicest dishes were prepared for him, and,
as it was springtime, a boat was hired for him at Yport, in
spite of Jeanne's nervousness, that he might go sailing
whenever he liked ; the only thing t h a t was denied him Avas
a horse, for fear he should ride to Havre. He became very
irritable and passionate and lived a perfectly aimless life.
The baron grieved over his neglected studies, and even
Jeanne, much as she dreaded to be parted from him again,
began to wonder what was to be done with him.
One evening he did not come home. I t was found, ou
inquiry, that he had gone out in a boat with two sailors, and
his distracted mother*hurried down to Yport, without stopping even to p u t anything over her head. On the beach
she found a few men awaiting the return of the boat, and
out on the sea was a little swaying light, which was draAvin<i-
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nearer and nearer to the shore. The boat came in but
Paul was not on board; he had ordered the men to take
him to Havre, and had landed there.
The police sought him in vain; he was nowhere to be
found, and the woman who had hidden him once before had
sold all her furniture, paid her rent, and disappeared also,
without leaving any trace behind her. I n Paul's room at
Les Peuples two letters were found from this creature (who
seemed madly in love with him) saying that she had obtained
the necessary money for a journey to England. The three
inmates of the chateau lived on, gloomy and despairing,
through all this mental torture. Jeanne's hair, which had
been grey before, was now quite white, and she sometimes
asked herself what she could havo done, that Fate should so
mercilessly pursue her. One day she received the following
letter from the Abb6 Tolbiac :
" MADAME—The hand of God has been laid heavily upon
you. You refused to give your son to Him, and He has
delivered him over to a prostitute ; will you not profit by
this lesson from Heaven ? God's mercy is infinite, and perhaps He will pardon you if you throw yourself at His feet.
I am His humble servant, and I will open His door to you
when you come and knock."
Joanne sat for a long time with this letter lying open on
her knees. Perhaps, after all, the priest's words Avere t r u e ;
and all her religious doubts and uncertainties returned to
harass her mind. Was it possible that God could be vindictive and jealous like men ? But if He Avere not jealous. Ho
would no longer be feared and loved, and, no doubt, it was
that Ave might the better know Him, that He manifested
Himself to raen, as influenced by the same feelings as themselves. Then sho felt the fear, the cowardly dread, which
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urges those who hesitate and doubt to seek the safety of the
Church, and one evening, when it Avas dark, sho stealthily
ran to the vicarage, and knelt at the foot of the fragilelooking priest to solicit absolution. He only promised her
a semi-pardon, as God could not shower all His favours on a
house Avliich sheltered such a man as the baron. " Still you
will soon receive a proof of the Divine mercy," said the
priest.
Two days later, Jeanne did indeed receive a letter from
her son, and in the excess of her grief, sho looked upon it as
the forerunner of the consolation promised by the abb^.
The letter ran thus :
" MY DEAR MOTHER—Do not be uneasy about me. I am at

London, and in good health, b u t in great need of money. AA'e
have not a sou,and some days we have to go without anything
to eat. She who is with me, and whom I lovo with all my
heart, has spent all she had (some five thousand francs) that
she might remain with me, and you Avill, of course, understand that I am bound in honour to discharge m y debt to
her at the very first opportunity. I shall soon be of age,
but it would be very good of you if you would advance me
fifteen thousand francs of what I inherit from p a p a ; it
would relieve mo from great embarrassments.
" Goodbye, mother d e a r ; I hope soon to see you again,
but in the meantime, I send much love to grandfather.
Aunt Lison and yourself,—Your son,
"VICOMTE PAUL DE LAMARE."

Then he had not forgotten her, for he had written to her !
She did not stop to think that it Avas simply to ask her for
money ; he had not any and some should be sent hira ; what
did money matter ? He had Avritten to her !
She ran to shoAv the letter to the baron, the tears stream-
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ing from her eyes. Aunt Lison was called, and, word by
Avord, they read over this letter which spoke of their loved
one, and lingered over every sentence. Jeanne, transported
from the deepest despair to a kind of intoxication of hope,
began to take Paul's part.
" N o w he has written, he will come back," she said. I
am sure ho Avill come back."
" Still he left us for this creature," said tho baron, who
was calm enough to reason; " and he must love her better
than he does us, since he did not hesitate in his choice between her and his home."
The words sent a pang of anguish through Jeanne's
heart, and within her sprang up the fierce, deadly hatred of
a jealous mother against the woman Avho had robbed her of
her son. Until then her every thought had been for Paul,
and she had hardly realised that this creature was the cause
of all his errors; but the bai'on's argument had suddenly
brought this rival who possessed such fatal influence vividly
to her mind, and she felt that betAveen this woman and herself, there must be a determined, bitter warfare. With that
thought carae another one as terrible—that she would rather
lose her son than share him with this other ; and all her joy
and delight vanished.
The fifteen thousand francs Avere sent, and for five
months nothing more was heard of Paul. At the end of that
time a lawyer came to the chateau to see about his inheritance.
Jeanne and the baron acceded to all his demands without
any dispute, even giving up the money to which the mother
had a right for her life-time, and when he returned to Paris^
Paul found himself the possessor of a hundred and twenty
thousand francs. During the next six months only four short
letters Avere received from him, giving UCAVS of his doings in a
foAV, concise sentences, and ending Avitli formal protestations
of affection.
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" I am not idle," he said. " I have obtained a post in connection with the Stock Exchange, and I hope some day to
see my dear relations at Les Peuples."
He never mentioned his mistress, but his silence was
more significant than if ho had written four pages about
h e r ; and, in these icy letters, Jeanne could perceive the influence of this unknoAvn Avonian who was, by instinct, the
implacable enemy of every mother.
Ponder as they Avould, the three lonely beings at the
chateau could think of no means by which thoy might
rescue Paul from his present life. They would have gone to
Paris, but they knew that Avould be no good.
" AA^e must let his passion wear itself out," said the baron ;
" sooner or later he will return to us of his own accord." And
the mournful days dragged on.
Joanne and Lison got into the habit of going to church
together without letting the baron k n o w ; and a long time
passed without any news from Paul. Then, one morning
they received a desperate letter which terrified them.
" MY DEAR M O T H E R . — I am l o s t ; I shall have no
resource left but to blow out my brains if you do not help
me. A speculation which held out every hope of success
has turned the wrong way, and I owe eighty-five thousand
francs. It means dishonour, ruin, the destruction of all my
future if I do not pay, and, I say again, rather than survive
the disgrace, I will blow my brains out. I should, perhaps,
have done so already, had it not been for the brave and
hopeful words of a woman, whose name I never mention to
you, but who is the good genius of my life.
" I send you my very best love, dear mother. Good-bye
perhaps for ever.
"PAUL."

Enclosed in the letter Avas a bundle of business-pajiers

A WOMAN'S LIFE.

209

giving the details of this unfortunate speculation. The
baron answered by return post that they would help as
much as they could. Then he went to Havre to get legal
advice, mortgaged some property and forwarded the money
to Paul. The young man Avrote back three letters full of
hearty thanks, and said they might expect him almost
immediately. But he did not come, and another year
passed away.
Jeanne and the baron were on the point of starting for
Paris, to find him and make one last effort to persuade him to
return, when they received a feAv lines saying he was again
in London, starting a steamboat company which was to
trade under the name of " Paul Delamare & Co." " I am
sure to get a living out of it," he wrote, " and perhaps it will
make my fortune. At any rate I risk nothing, and you
must at once see the advantages of the scheme. When I
see you again, I shall be well up in the world; there is
nothing like trade for making money, nowadays."
Three months later, the company went into liquidation, and the manager was prosecuted for falsifying
the books. When the UCAVS reached Les Peuples, Jeanne
had a hysterical fit which lasted several hours. The baron
went to Havre, made every enquiry, saw lawyers and
attorneys, and found that the Delamare Company had failed
for two hundred and thirty-five thousand francs. He again
mortgaged his property, and borrowed a large sum on Les
Peuples and the two adjoining farms. One evening he was
going through some final formalities in a lawyer's office,
when he suddenly fell to the ground iu an apoplectic fit. A
mounted messenger was at once despatched to Jeanne but
her father died before she could arrive. The shock was so
great that it seemed to stun Jeanne and she could not
realise her loss. The body was taken back to Les Peuples,
but the Abb6 Tolbiac refused to allow it to be interred
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Avitli any sacred rites, in spite of all the entreaties of the two
women, so the burial took place at night Avithout any
ceremony whatever. Then Jeanne fell into a state of such
utter depression that she took no interest in anything, and
seemed unable to comprehend the simplest things.
Paul, who was still in hiding in England, heard of his
grandfather's death through the liquidators of the company,
and wrote to say he should have come before, but ho had
only just heard the sad news. He concluded—" Now you
have rescued me from my difficulties, mother dear, I shall
return to France, and shall at once come to see you."
Towards the end of that Avinter Aunt Lison, who was now
sixty-eight, had a severe attack of bronchitis. I t turned to
inflammation of the lungs, and the old maid quietly expired.
" I will ask the good God to take pity on you, my poor
little Jeanne," were the last words she uttered.
Jeanne followed hor to the grave, saw the earth fall on
the coffin, and then sank to the ground, longing for death
to take her also that she might cease to think and to suffer.
As she fell' a big, strong peasant-Avoman caught her in hor
arms and carried her away as if she had been a child; she
took her back to the chateau, and Jeanne let herself be put
to bed by this stranger, who handled her so tenderly and
firmly, and at once fell asleep, for she had spent the last
five nights watching beside the old maid, and she was
thoroughly exhausted by sorrow and fatigue. It Avas the
middle of the night when she again opened her eyes. A
night-lamp was burning on the mantelpiece, and, in the armchair, lay a woman asleep. Jeanne did not know who it
was, and, leaning over the side of the bed, she tried to make
out her features by the glimmering light of the night-lamp.
She fancied she had seen this face before, but she could not
reniember when or Avhere.
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The woman was quietly sleeping, hor head drooping on
one shoulder, her cap lying on the ground and her big hands
hanging on each side of the arm-chair. She was a
strong, square-built peasant of about forty or forty-five,
with a red face and hair that Avas turning grey. Joanne
was sure she had seen her before, but she had not the least
idea whether it Avas a long time ago or quite recently, and
it worried her to find she could not remember. Sho softly
got out of bed, and went on tip-toe to see the sleeping
woman nearer. She recognised hor as the peasant who had
caught her in her arms in the cemetery, and had afterwards
put her to b e d ; but surely sho had known her in former
times, under other circumstances. And yet perhaps the
face was only familiar to her, because she had seen it that
day in the cemetery. Still how was it that the woman was
sleeping here ?
Just then the stranger opened her eyes and saw Jeanne
standing beside her. She started up, and they stood face
to face, so close together that they touched each other
" How is it that you're out of bed?" said the peasant;
"you'll make yourself ill, getting up at this time of
night. Go back to bed again."
" Who are you ? " asked Joanne.
The woman made no answer but picked Jeanne up and
carried her back to bed as easily as if she had been a baby.
She gently laid her down, and, as she bent over her, sho
suddenly began to cover her cheeks, her hair, her eyes with
violent kisses, while the tears streamed from her eyes.
" My poor mistress I Mam'zelle Jeanne, my poor mistress !
Don't you know me ?" she sobbed.
" Rosalie, my lass !" cried Jeanne, throwing her arms
round the woman's neck and kissing hor; and, clasped in
each other's arras they mingled their tears and sobs
together.
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Rosalie dried her eyes the first. "Come now," she said,
" you must be good and not catch cold."
She picked up the clothes, tucked up the bed and p u t the
pillow back under the head of her former mistress who lay
choking with emotion as the memories of days t h a t were past
and gone rushed back to her mind.
" How is it you have come back, my poor girl ? " she asked.
" Do you think I was going to leave you to live all alone
now ?" answered Rosalie.
" Light a caudle and let me look at you," went on Jeanne.
Rosalie placed a light on the table by the bedside, and
for a long time they gazed at each other in silence.
" I should never have knoAvn you again," murmured Jeanne,
holding out her hand to her old servant. " You have altered
very much, though not so much as I have."
" Yes, you have changed, Madame Jeanne, and more than
you ought to have done," answered Rosalie, as she looked at
this thin, faded, white-haired woman, whom she had left
young and beautiful; " b u t you must remember it's twentyfour years since we have seen one another."
" Well, have you been happy ?" asked Jeanne after a long
pause.
" Oh yes—yes, madame. I haven't had much to grumble
a t ; I've been happier than you—that's certain. The only
thing t h a t I've always regretted is that I didn't stop here—"
She broke off abruptly, finding she had unthinkingly touched
upon the very subject sho wished to avoid.
"AVell you know, Rosalie, one cannot have everything one
wants," replied Jeanne gently, " and now you too are a widow,
are you not?" Then her voice trembled, as she wont on, " Have
you any—any other children ? "
" No, madame."
" And Avhat is your—your son ? Are you satisfied with
him?"
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" Yes, madame; he's a good lad, and a hard-working one.
He married about six months ago, and he is going to have
the farm now I have come back to you."
" Then you will not leave rae again ? " murraured Jeanne.
" No fear, madame," answered Rosalie in a rough tone.
" I've arranged all about that."
And for some time nothing more Avas said.
Jeanne could not help comparing Rosalie's life with her
own, but she had become quite resigned to the cruelty and
injustice of Fate, and she felt no bitterness as she thought of
the difference between her maid's peaceful existence and
her own.
" Was your husband kind to you ?"
" Oh yes, madame ; he Avas a good industrious fellow, and
managed to put by a good deal. Ho died of consumption."
Jeanne sat up in bed. " Tell me all about your life, and
everything that has happened to you," she said. " I feel as
if it would do me good to hear it."
Rosalie drew up a chair, sat down, and began to talk about
herself, her house, her friends, entering into all tho little details in which country people delight, laughing, sometimes
over things which made her think of the happy times that
were over, and gradually raising her voice as she went on,
like a woman accustomed to command, she wound up by
saying :
" Oh, I'm well off now; I needn't be afraid of anything.
But I owe it all to you," she added in a lower faltering voice ;
" and now I've come back I'm not going to take any wages.
N o ! I won't! So, if you don't choose to have mo on those
terms, I shall go away again."
" But you do not mean to serve me for nothing ?" said
Joanne.
" Yes I do, madame. Money ! You give me money ! Why
I've almost as much as you have yourself. Do you know how
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much you will have after all these loans and mortgages have
been cleared off, and you have paid all the interest you have
let run on and increase ? You don't knoAv, do you ? Well then,
let me tell you that you haven't ten thousand livros a year ;
not ten thousand. But I'm going to put everything straight,
and pretty soon too."
She had again raised her voice, for the thought of the ruin
which hung over the house, and the way in which the interest
money had been neglected and allowed to accumulate roused
her anger and indignation. A faint sad smile which passed
over her mistress' face angered her still more and she cried :
" You ought not to laugh at it, madame. People are good
for nothing without money."
Jeanne took both the servant's hands in hers.
" I have never had any luck," she said slowly, as if she
could think of nothing else. "Everything has gone the
wrong way with me. My whole life has been ruined by a
cruel Fate."
" You must not talk like that, madame," said Rosalie,
shaking her head. " You made an unhappy marriage, that's
all. But people oughtn't to marry before they know anything about their future husbands."
They went on talking about themselves and their past
lives like two old friends, and when the day dawned they
had not yet told all they had to say.
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IN less than a week Rosalie had everything and everybody in the chateau under her control, and even Jeanue
yielded a passive obedience to the servant who scolded her
or soothed her as if she had been a sick child. She was very
Aveak now, and her legs dragged along as the baroness's
used to d o ; the maid supported her when she went out and
their conversation Avas always about bygone times of
which Jeanne talked with tears in her eyes, and Rosalie in
the calm quiet way of an impassive peasant.
The old servant returned several times to the question of
the interest that was owing, and demanded the papers which
Jeanne, ignorant of all business matters, had hidden away
that Rosalie might not know of Paul's misdoings. Next
Rosalie went over to Fecamp each day for a week to get
everything- explained to hor by a lawyer whom she kneAv;
then one evening after she had put her mistress to bed she
sat doAvn beside her and said abruptly :
" Now you're in bed, madame, we will have a little
talk."
She told Jeanne exactly how matters stood, and that
when every claim had been settled she, Jeanne, would have
about seven or eight thousand francs a y e a r ; not a penny
more.
" AVell, Rosalie*^ answered Jeanne. " T knoAv I shall not
live to be very old, and I shall have enough until I die."
" Very likely you will, madame," replied Rosalie, getting
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angry ; " but how about M. Paul ? Don't you raean to leave
him a n y t h i n g ? "
Jeanne shuddered. " Pray don't ever speak to me about
him ; I cannot hear to think of him."
" Yes, but I want to talk to you about him, because you
don't look at things in the right light, Madame Jeanne.
He may be doing all sorts of foolish things now, but he
Avon't always behave the same. He'll marry and then he'll
Avant money to educate his children and to bring them up
properly. Now listen to what I am going to s a y ; you
must sell Les Peuples—"
But Jeanne started up in bed.
" Sell Les Peuples ! HOAV can you think of such a thing ?
No ! I win never sell tho chateau ! "
Rosalie Avas not in the least put out.
" But I say you will, madame, simply because you must."
Then she explained her plans and her calculations. She
had already found a purchaser for Les Peuples and the two
adjoining farms, and when they had been sold Jeanne would
still havo four farms at Saint-Leonard, which, freed from
the mortgages, A\'ould bring in about eight thousand three
hundred francs a year. Out of this income thirteen hundred
francs Avould have to go for the keeping up and repairing
of the property ; tAvo thousand would be put by for
unforeseen expenses and Jeanne would have five thousand
francs to live upon.
" Everything else is gone, so there's an end of it,"
said Rosalie.
" But, in future, I shall keep the money,
and M. Paul sha'nt have another penny off you. He'd take
your last farthing."
" But if he has not anything to eat ? " murmured Jeanne;
Avho was quietly Aveoping.
" He can come to us if he's hungry ; there'll always be
victuals and a bed for him. He'd never have u(jt into
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trouble if you hadn't given him any money the first time
he asked for some."
" But he was in debt, he would have been dishonoured."
" A n d don't you think he'll get into debt just the same
when you've no more money to give him ? You have paid
his debts up to noAv, so well and good ; but you Avon't pay
any more, I can tell you. And now, good-night, madarae."
And away she Avent.
The idea of selling Les Peuples and loa.ving the house
where she had passed all her life throAv Jeanne into a state
of extreme agitation, and she lay awake the whole night.
" I shall never be able to go away from hero," she said
when Rosalie came into tho room the next morning.
" You'll have to, all the same, madame," answered the
maid with rising temper. " The lawyer is coming presently
with the man who wants to buy the chateau, and, if you
don't sell it, you won't have a blade of grass to call your
own in four years' time."
" Oh, I cannot! I cannot!" moaned Jeanne.
But an hour afterwards came a letter from Paul asking
for ten thousand francs. What was to be done ? Jeanne
did not know, and, in her distress, she consuhed Rosalie
who shrugged her shoulders, and observed,
" What did I tell you, madarae ? Oh, you'd both of you
have been in a nice muddle if I hadn't come back."
Then, by her advice, Jeanne Avrote back:
" MY DEAR S O N — I cannot help you any more; you have
ruined me, and I am even obliged to sell Les Peuples. But
I shall always have a home for you when ever you chose to
return to your poor old mother who has suffered so cruelly
through you.
JEANNE."
The lawyer came with M. Jeoffrin, who was a retired
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sugar-baker, and Jeanne herself received them, and invited
them to go all over the house and grounds. Then, a month
after this visit, she signed the deed of sale, and bought, at
the same time, a little villa in the hamlet of Batteville,
standing on the Montivilliers high-road, near Goderville.
After she had signed the deeds she went out to the
baroness's avenue, and walked up and down, heart-broken
and miserable while she bade tearful, despairing farewells to
the trees, the worm-eaten bench under tho plane-tree, the
wood, the old elm-trunk, against which she had leant so
many times, and the hillock, Avhore she had so often sat, and
Avhence she had watched the Comte de Fourville running towards the sea on the awful day of Julien's death. She
stayed out until the evening, and at last Rosalie went to
look for her and brought her in. A tall peasant of about
twenty-five was waiting at the door. He greeted Jeanne in
a friendly way, as if he had known her a long while :
" Good day, Madame Jeanne, how are you ? Mother told
me I was to come and help with the moving, and I wanted
to knoAv what you meant to take with you, so that I could
move it a little at a time without it hindering the farm-work."
He was Rosalie's son—Julien's son and Paul's brother.
Jeanne's heart almost stood still as she looked at him, and
yet she would have liked to kiss the young fellow. She
gazed at him, trying to find any likeness to her husband or
her son. He was robust and ruddy-cheeked and had his
mother's fair hair and blue eyes, but there Avas something
in his face which reminded Jeanne of Julien, though she
could not discover where the resemblance lay.
" I should be very much obliged if you could show me the
things now," continued the lad.
But she did not know herself yet Avhat she should be
able to take, her new house was so small, and she asked
him to come again in a week's time.
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For some time the removal occupied Jeanne's thoughts,
and made a change, though a sad one, in her dull, hopeless
life. She went from room to room, seeking the pieces of
furniture AA'hich were associated in her mind Avith various
events in her life, for the furniture amongst which AVO live
becomes, in time, part of our lives—almost of ourselves—
and, as it gets old, and we look at its faded colours, its
frayed coverings, its tattered linings, we aro reminded of tho
prominent dates and events of our existence by these timeworn objects which have been the mute companions of our
happy and of our sad moments alike.
As agitated as if tho decisions sho were making had been
of the last importance, Jeanne chose, one by one, the things
she should take Avitli her, often hesitating and altering her
mind at every moment, as she stood unable to decide the
respectlA'o merits of tAvo armchairs, or of some old escritoire
and a still older work-table. She opened and searched
every drawer, and tried to connect every object with something that had happened in bygone days, and when at last
she made up her mind and said ; " Yes, I shall take this,"
the article she had decided upon Avas taken downstairs and
put into the dining-room. She'wished to keep the whole of
her bed-room furniture, tho bed, the tapestry, the clock—
everything, and she also took a few of the drawing-room
chairs, choosing those with the designs she had ahvays liked
ever since she could remember—the fox and the stork, the
fox and the crow, the ant and the grasshopper, and the
solitary heron.
One day, as she was Avandering all over this house sho
should so soon have to leave, Jeanne went up into the garret.
She Avas amazed when sho opened the door; there lay
articles of furniture of every description, some broken,
others only soiled, others again stored aAvay simply because
fresh things had been bought and put in their places. She
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recognised a hundred little odds and ends which used to be
downstairs and had disappeared without her noticing thoir
absence—things of no value which she had often used, insignificant little articles, which had stood fifteen years
beneath her eyes and had never attracted her attention, but
Avhich now—suddenly discovered in this lumber-room, lying
side by side with other things older still and which she
could quite distinctly remember seeing when she first
returned from the convent—became as precious iu her eyes
as if they had been valued friends that had been a long
time absent from her. Thoy appeared to her under a new
light, and as she looked at them she felt as she might have
done if any very reserved acquaintances had suddenly begun
to talk and to reveal thoughts and feelings she had never
dreamed they possessed.
As she went from one thing to another, and remembered
little incidents in connection Avith them, her heart felt as if
it would break.—" Why, this is the china cup I cracked a
foAV days before I was married, and here is mamma's little
lantern, and the cane papa broke trying to open the wooden
gate tho rain had swollen."
Besides all those familiar objects there were a great many
things she had never seen before, Avhich had belonged to
her grand-parents or her great grand-parents. Covered with
dust they looked like sad, forsaken exiles from another
century, their history and adventures for ever lost, for there
Avas no one living now who had knoAvn those who had chosen,
bought and treasured thera, or who had seen the hands
which had so often touched thera or the eyes Avhich had
found such pleasure in looking at them. Jeanne touched
them, and turned them about, her fingers leavine their
traces on the thick d u s t ; and she stayed for a Ion::, lonir
time amidst these old things, in the garret Avhicli Avas
dimly lighted by a little skylight.
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She tried to find other things with associations to them,
and very carefully she examined some three-legged chairs,
a copper warming-pan, a dented foot-warmer (which she
thought she remembered) and all the other worn-out household utensils. Then she put all the things she thought she
should like to take away together, and, going doAvnstairs,
sent Rosalie up to fetch them. The latter indignantly
refused to bring down " such rubbish," but Jeanne, though
she hardly ever showed any will of her OAVU, now would
have her own way this time, and the servant had to obey.
One morning young Denis Lecoq (Julien's son) came,
with his cart, to take away the first lot of things, and
Rosalie went off with him to look after the unloading, and
to see t h a t the furniture was put into the right rooms.
When she was alone Jeanne began to visit every room in
the chateau, and to kiss in a transport of passionate sorroAv
and regret everything that she was forced to leave behind
her—the big white birds in the draAving-room tapestry, the
old candlesticks, anything and everything that came in her
way. She went from room to room, half mad with grief,
and the tears streaming from her eyes, and, when she had
gone all over the house, she Avent out to " say good-bye " to
to
the sea. It was the end of September, and the dull yellowish waves stretched away as far as the eye could reach,
under the lowering grey sky Avhich hung over tho world.
For a long, long while, Jeanne stood on the cliff, her thoughts
running on all her sorrows and troubles, and it Avas not
till night dreAV on that she went indoors. In that day she
had gone through as much suffering as she had ever passed
through in her greatest griefs.
Rosalie had returned enchanted with the new house,
" which was much livelier than this big barn of a place that
was not even on a main road," but her mistress wept the
whole evening.
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Now they knew the chateau Avas sold the farmers showed
Jeanne barely the respect that Avas due to her, and, though
they hardly know Avhy, amongst themselves they always
spoke of her as " that lunatic." Perhaps, with their brutelike instinct, they perceived her unhealthy and increasing
sentimentality, her morbid reveries, and tho disordered and
pitiful state of her mind which so much sorrow and affliction
had unhinged.
Happening to go through the stables the day before she
was to leave Les Peuples, Jeanne came upon Massacre,
whose existence she had entirely forgotten. Long past the
age at which dogs generally die, he had become blind and
paralysed, and dragged out his life on a bed of straw whither
Ludivine, who never forgot him, brought him his food.
Jeauue" took him up in her arms, kissed him and caii-ied
him into the house; he could hardly creep along, his legs
wore so stiff, and he barked like a child's wooden toy-dog.
At leng-th the last day dawned. Jeaune had passed the
night in Julien's old room, as all the furniture had been
moved out of hers, and when she rose she felt as tired and
exhausted as if she had just been running a long distance.
In the court-yard stood the gig in AA'hich Rosalie and her
mistress were to go, and a cart on which the remainder of the
furniture and the trunks were already loaded. Ludivine
and old Simon were to stay at the chateau until its new
owner arrived, and then, too old to stay in service any longer,
they were going to their friends to live on their savings and
the pensions Jeanne had given them, Marius had married
and left tho chateau long ago.
About eight o'clock a fine, cold rain, which the wind
drove in slanting lines, began to fall, and the furniture on
the cart had to be covered over Avith tarpaulins. Some
steaming cups of coft'ce stood on tho kitchen-table, and
Jeanne sat doAvn and slowly drank hers up ; then, risiuG;;
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" Let us go," sho said.
She began to put on her hat and shaAvl, while Rosalie put
on her goloshes. A great lump rose in hor throat, and she
whispered:
"Rosalie, do you remember how it rained the day we left
Rouen to come here ?"
Sho broke off abruptly, pressed her hands to her heart,
and fell backAvards in a sort of fit. For more than an hour
she lay as if she were dead, then, Avhen she at length
recovered consciousness, she Avent into violent hysterics.
Gradually she became calmer, but this attack had left her
so weak that sho could not rise to her feet. Rosalie, fearincr
another attack if they did not get her away at once, Avent
for her son, and between them, they carried her to the gig,
and placed her on the leather-covered seat. Rosalie got up
beside her, Avrapped up her legs, throAv a thick cloak over
her shoulders, then, opening an umbrella over her head,
cried:
" Make haste, and let's get off, Denis."
The young man climbed up by his mother, sat down with
one log right outside the gig, for want of room, and started
off his horse at a quick jerky trot Avhich shook tho two
Avomen from side to side. As they turned the corner of tho
village, they saw someone Avalking up and doAvn the road;
it Avas the Abbe Tolbiac, apparently waiting to see their
departure. He Avas holding up his cassock Avith one hand
to keep it out of the Avet, regardless of shoAving his thin
logs which were encased in black stockings, and his huoe,
muddy boots.
When he saw the carriage coraing he
stopped, and stood on one side to let it pass. Jeanne
looked down to avoid meeting his eyes, while Rosalie, Avho
had heard all about him, furiously muttered : " You brute,
you brute ! " and seizing her son's hand, " Give him a cut
with tho Avhip ! " she exclaimed. The young man did not
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do that, but he urged on his horse and then, just as they
were passing the Abbe, suddenly let the wheel of the gig
drop into a deep rut. There was a splash, and, in an
instant, the priest was covered with mud from head to foot.
Rosalie laughed all over her face, and turning round, she
shook her fist at the abbe as he stood wiping himself down
with his big handkerchief.
" Oh, we have forgotten Massacre !" suddenly cried
Jeanne. Denis pulled up, gave Rosalie the reins to hold,
and jumped down to run and fetch the dog. Then in a few
minutes he came back with the big, shapeless animal in his
arms and placed him in the gig between the two women.
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AFTER a two hours' drive tho gig droAv up before a little
brick house, standing by the high road in the middle of an
orchard planted with pear-trees. Four lattice-work arbours
covered with honeysuckle and clematis stood at the four
corners of the garden, which was planted with vegetable,
and laid out in little beds with narrow paths bordered with
fruit-trees running between them, and both garden and
orchard were entirely surrounded by a thickset hedge which
divided them from a field belonging to the next farm
About thirty yards lower down the road was a forge, and
that was the only dwelling within a mile. All around lay
fields and plains with farms scattered here and there, halfhidden by the four double rows of big trees which surrounded them.
Jeanne wanted to rest as soon as they arrived, but Rosalie,
wishing to keep her from thinking, would not let her do so.
The carpenter from Goderville had come to help them put
the place in order, and they all began to arrange the
furniture which was ah'eady there without waiting for the
last cart-load which was coming on. The arrangement of
the rooms took a long time, for everyone's ideas and opinions
had to be consulted, and then the cart from Les Peuples
arrived, and had to be unloaded in the rain. When night
fell the house was in a state of utter disorder, and all the
rooms were full of things piled anyhow one on top of the
K
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other. Jeanne Avas tired out and fell asleep as soon as her
head touched tho pillow.
The next fcAV days there was so much to do that she had
no time to fret; in fact, she even found a certain pleasure
in making her new home pretty, for all the time she was
Avorking she thought that her son would one day come and
live there. The tapestry from her bedroom at Les Peuples
was hung in the dining-room, which was also to serve as
drawing-room, and Jeanne took especial pains over the
arrangement of one of the rooms on the first floor, which in
her OAVU mind she had already named "Poulet's r o o m ; "
she was to have the other one on that floor, and Rosalie was
to sleep upstairs next to the box-room. The little house
thus tastefully arranged, looked pretty when it was all
finished, and at first Jeanne was pleased Avith it though she
was haunted by a feeling that there was something missing
though she could not tell what.
One morning a clerk came over from the attorney at
Fecamp with three thousand six hundred francs, the price
at which an upholsterer had valued the furniture left at Les
Peuples. Jeanne felt a thrill of pleasure as she took the
money, for she had not expected to get so much, and as
soon as the man had gone she put on hor hat and hurried
off to Goderville to send Paul this unlooked-for sum as
quickly as possible. But as she was hastening along the
road she mot Rosalie coming back from m a r k e t ; the maid
suspected that something had happened though she did not
at once guess the truth. She soon found it out, however,
for Jeanne could not hide anything from her, and placing
her basket on the ground to give way to her Avrath at her
ease, she put her hands on her hips and scolded Jeanne at
the top of her voice ; then she took hold of her mistress
with her right hand and her basket Avith her left and
walked on again towards the house in a gi-eat passion. As
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soon as they were indoors Rosalie ordered the money to be
given into her care, and Jeanne gave it her with the
exception of the six hundred francs which she said nothing
about; but this trick was soon detected and Jeanne had to
give it all up. However, Rosalie consented to these odd
hundreds being sent to the young man, who in a foAV days
Avrote to thank his mother for the money. " I t was a most
welcome present, mother dear," he said, " for we were reduced to utter want."
Time wont on but Jeanne could not get accustomed to
her new home.
I t seemed as if she could not breathe
freely at Batteville, and she felt more alone and forsaken
than ever. She would often walk as far as the village of
Verneuil and come back through Trois-Mares, but as soon
as she Avas home she started up to go out again as if sho
had forgotten to go to the very place to which she had
meant to Avalk. The same thing happened time after time
and sho could not understand Avhere it was she longed to
g o ; one evening, however, she unconsciously uttered a
sentence which at once revealed to her the secret of her
restlessness. " Oh ! how I long to see the ocean," she said
as she sat down to dinner.
The sea ! That was Avhat she missed. The sea with its
salt breezes, its never-ceasing roar, its tempests, its strong
odours, the sea, near which she had lived for five and
twenty years, which she had always felt near her and Avhich,
unconsciously, she had come to lovo like a human being.
Massacre, too, was very uneasy. The very evening of
his arrival at the new house he had installed himself under
the kitchen-dresser and no one could got him to move out.
There he lay all day long, never stirring, except to turn
himself over with a smothered grunt, until it Avas dark;
then he got up and dragged himself towards the garden door
grazing himself against the wall as he Avent. After he had
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stayed out of doors a few minutes he came in again and sat
down before the stove which Avas still warm, and as soon as
Jeanne and Rosalie had gone to bed he began to howl. The
whole night long he hoAvled, in a pitiful, deplorable way,
sometimes ceasing for an hour only to recommence in a still
more doleful tone. A barrel was put outside the house and
he was tied up to it, but he howded just the same out of
doors as in, and as he was old and almost dying, he was
brought back to the kitchen again.
I t was impossible for Jeanne to sleep, for the whole night
she could hear the old dog moaning and scratching as he
tried to get used to this new house which he found so
different from his old horae. Nothing would quiet h i m ;
his eyes Avere dim and it seemed as if the knowledge of his
infirmity made him keep still Avhile everyone else was awake
and downstairs, and at night he Avandered restlessly about
until daybreak, as if he only dared to move in the darkness
Avhich makes all beings sightless for the time. I t Avas an
intense relief to everyone Avhen one morning he was found
dead.
Winter wore on, and Jeanne gave way more and more to
an insuperable hopelessness; it was no longer a keen, heart
rending grief that she felt but a dull, gloomy melancholy.
There was nothing to rouse her from it, no one came to see
her, and the road which passed before her door was almost
deserted. Sometimes a gig passed by driven by a red-faced
man Avhose blouse, blown out by the wind, looked like a
blue balloon, and sometimes a cart crawled past, oi' a
peasant and his wife could be seen coming from the distance, growing larger and larger as they approached the
house and then diminishing again when they had passed it,
till they looked like two insects at the end of the lon<'
Avhite line which stretched as far as the eye could reach,
rising and falling Avith the undulation of the earth. AVhen
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the grass again sprang up a little girl passed the gate every
morning with two thin cows which browsed along the side
of the road, and in the evening- she returned, taking, as in
the morning, one step every ten minutes as she followed
the animals.
Every night Jeanne dreamt that she was again at Les
Peuples. She thought she was there with her father and
mother and Aunt Lison as in the old times. Again she
accomplished tho old, forgotten duties and supported
Madame Adelaide as she walked in her avenue; and each
time she awoke sho burst into tears.
Paul was continually in her thoughts and she wondered
what ho was doing, if he were well and if he ever thought
of her. She revolved all those painful thoughts in her
mind as she walked along the low-lying roads betAveen the
farms, and what was more torture to hor than anything else
Avas her fierce jealousy of the Avoman who had deprived her
of her son. It was this hatred alone which restrained her
from taking any steps towards finding Paul and trying to
see him. She could imagine her son's mistress confronting
her at the door and asking, " What is your business here,
madame ?" and her self-respect would not permit her to run
t h » risk of such an encounter. In the haughty pride of a
chaste and spotless woman, who had never stooped to listen
to temptation, she became still more bitter against the base
and cowardly actions to which sensual love Avill drive a man
who is not strong enough to throw oft" its degrading chains.
The whole of humanity seemed to her unclean as she
thought of the obscene secrets of the senses, of the caresses
Avhich debase as they are given and received, and of all the
mysteries which surround the attraction of the sexes.
Another spring and summer passed away, and when the
autumn came again with its rainy days, its dull, grey skies,
its heavy clouds, Jeanne felt so weary of the life she Avas
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leading that she determined to make a supreme attempt to
regain possession of her Poulet. Surely the young man's
passion must have cooled by this time, and she AATOte him a
touching, pitiful letter :
" M Y DEAR CHILD—I am coming to entreat you to return
to me. Think IIOAV I am left, lonely, aged and ill, the whole
year with only a servant. I am living now in a little house
by the roadside and it is A'ery miserable for me, but if you
wore here everything would seem dift'erent. You are all I
have in the world, and I havo not seen you for seven years.
You will never know how unhappy I have boon and how my
eA'ory thought was centred in you. You were my life, my
soul, my only hope, my only love, and you are away from
me, you have forsaken me.
" Oh ! come back, my darling Poulet, come back, and let
me hold you in my arms again ; come back to your old
mother who so longs to see you.
JEANNE."
A few days later came the following reply :
" MY DEAR MOTHER—I should only be too glad to come
and see you, b u t I have not a penny; send me some mcaiey
and I Avill come. I had myself been thinking of coming to
speak to you about a plan which, if can-ied out, would
permit me to do as you desire.
" I shall never be able to repay the disinterested aft'ection
of the woman Avho has shared all my troubles, but I can at
least make a public recognitiou of her faithful love and
devotion. Her behaviour is all you could desire; she is
Avell-educated and Avell-read and A'OU cannot imaeine Avhat
a comfort she has been to me. I should be a brute if I did
not make her sorae recompense, and 1 ask your permission
to marry her. Then we could all liAe together in your UOAV

A WOMAN'S LIFE.

231

house, and you would forgive my follies. I am convinced
that you would give your consent at once, if you knoAv her;
I assure you she is very lady-like and quiet, and I know
you Avould like her. As for me, I could not live Avithout
her.
" I shall await your reply with every impatience, dear
mother. We both send you much love.—Your son,
" VICOMTE PAUL DE LAMARE."

Jeanne was thunderstruck. As she sat Avitli the letter
on her knees, sho could see so plainly through tho designs
of this woman who had not once let Paul return to his
friends, but had always kept him at her side Avhile she
patiently Avaited until his mother should give in and consent
to anything and everything in the irresistible desire of
having her son with her again : and it Avas Avith bitter pain
that she thought of hoAV Paul obstinately persisted in preferring this creature to herself. " He does not love me, he
does not love me," she murmured over and over again.
" He wants to marry her now," she said, when Rosalie
came in.
The servant started.
" Oh! madame, you surely Avill not consent to it. M.
Paul can't bring that hussy here."
All the pride in Jeanne's nature rose in revolt at the
thought, and, though she was boAved doAvii Avith grief, she
replied decidedly:
" N o , Rosalie, never. But since he AA'ou't come here I
Avill go to him, and Ave Avill see Avhich of us two will have
the greater influence over him."
She wrote to Paul at once, telling him that she AA'as
coraing to Paris, and would see him anywhere but at the
house where he was living with that Avretch. Then, while
she awaited his reply, she began to make all her prepara-
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tions for tho journey, and Rosalie commenced to pack her
mistress's linen and clothes in an old trunk.
" You haven't a single thing to put on," exclaimed tho
servant, as she was folding up an old, badly-made dress.
" I won't have you go with such clothes; you'd be a disgrace to everyone, and the Paris ladies would think you
were a servant."
Jeanne let her have her oAvn way, and they both went to
Goderville and chose some green, checked stuff, which they
left with the dressmaker to be made up. Then they went
to see Me. Roussel the lawyer, who Avent to Paris for a fortnight every year, to obtain a few directions, for it was
tAventy-eight years since Joanne had been to the capital.
He gave them a groat deal of adAuce about crossing the
roads and the way to avoid being robbed, saying that the
safest plan was to carry only just as much money as was
necessary in the pockets and to sew the rest in the lining
of the dress ; then he talked for a long while about the
restaurants AA'here the charges were moderate, and mentioned tAVO or three to which ladies could go, and he recommended Jeanne to stay at the Hotel de Normandie, which
was near the railway station. He always stayed there himself, and she could say he had sent her. There had been a
railway betAveen Paris and Havre for tho last six years, but
Jeanne had never seen one of these steam-engines of which
everyone was talking, and which were revolutionising the
Avhole country.
The days passed on, but still there came no answer from
Paul. Every morning, for a fortnight, Jeanne had gone
along the road to meet the postman, and had asked, in a
voice Avhicli she could not keep steady :
" Y o u have nothing for me to-day, Pere Malandain ?"
And the answer was ahvays the same: " No, nothing vet.
ma bonne dame."
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Fully persuaded that it was that Avoman who was pre
venting Paul from answering, Jeanne determined not
to wait any longer, but to start at once. She wanted to
take Rosalie with her, but the maid would not go because
of increasing tho expense of the journey, and she only
allowed her mistress to take three hundred francs with her.
" If you Avant any more money," she said, " write to me,
and I'll tell the lawyer to forward you some; but if I give
you any more now. Monsieur Paul will have it all."
Then one December morning, Denis Lecoq's gig came to
take them both to the railway station, for Rosalie was going
to accompany hor mistress as far as that. When thoy reached
the station, they found out first how much the tickets Avere,
then, when the trunk had been labelled and the ticket bought,
they stood watching the rails, both too much occupied in
wondering what the train would bo like to think of the sad
cause of this journey. At last a distant whistle made them
look round, and they saw a large, black machine approaching,
which came up with a terrible noise, dragging after it a long
chain of little rolling houses. A porter opened the door of one
of these little huts, and Jeanne kissed Rosalie and got in.
" Au revoir," madame. I hope you will have a pleasant
journey, and Avill soon be back again."
'^ Au revoir; Rosalie."
There was another whistle, and the string of carriages
moved slowly off, gradually going faster and faster, till they
reached a terrific speed. In Jeanne's compartment there were
only two other passengers, Avho were both asleep, and she sat
and watched the fields and farms and villages rush past.
She was frightened at the speed at which she was going, and
the feeling carae over her that she was entering a new
phase of life, and was being hurried towards a very different
Avorld frora that in which she had spent her peaceful girlhood and her monotonous life.
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It was evening when she reached Paris. A porter took
her trunk, and she f(dlowed closely at his heels, soraetiraes
almost running for fear of losing sight of him, and feeling
frightened as she Avas pushed about by the swaying crowd
through Avhich she did not know how to pass.
" I was recommended here by Me. Roussel," she hastened
to say Avlien sho Avas in the hotel office.
The landlady, a big, stolid-looking woman, Avas sitting at
the desk.
" AVho is Me. Roussel ? " she asked.
" T h e laAvyor from Goderville, who stays here every year,"
replied Jeanne, in surprise.
" A'ery likely he does," responded the big woman, " but
I don't know him. Do you Avant a room ? "
" Yes, madame."
A waiter shouldered the luggage and led the Avay
upstairs.
Jeanne followed, feeling very low-spirited and depressed, and
sitting down at a little table, she ordered some soup and
the wing of a chicken to be sent up to her, for she had had
nothing to eat since day-break. She thought of how she
had passed through this same toAvii on her return from her
Avedding tour, as sho ate her supper by the miserable light
of one candle, and of how Julien had then first shown himself in his true character. But then she was young and
brave and hopeful; now she felt old and t i m i d ; and the
least thing Avorried and frightened her.
When sho had finished her supper, she went to the windoAV
and Avatched the croAvded street. She Avould have liked to
go out if she had dared, but she thought she should be sure
to lose herself, so she Avent to bed. But she had hardly yet
got over the bustle of the journey, and that, and the noise
and the sensation of being in a strange place, kept her awake.
Tlie hours passed on, and tho noises outride gradually ceased,
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but still she could not sleep, for she was accustomed to the
sound, peaceful sleep of the country, which is so different
from tho semi-repose of a great city. Here she Avas conscious of a sort of restlessness all around h e r ; tho murmur
of voices reached her ears, and every now and then a
board creaked, a door shut, or a bell rang. She was just
dozing off, about tAvo o'clock in the morning, Avhen a
woman suddenly began to scream in a neighbouring room.
Jeanne started up in bed, and next she thought she heard a
man laughing. As dawn approached she became more and
more anxious to see Paul, and as soon as it was light, she
got up and dressed.
He lived in the Rue du Sauvage, and she meant to follow
Rosalie's advice about spending as little as possible, and
AA'alk there. I t was a fine day, though the wind was keen,
and there were a great many people hurrying along the
pavements. Jeanne walked along the street as quickly as
she could. When she reached the other end, she AA'as to
turn to the right, then to the left; then she would como
to a square, Avhere she was to ask again. She could not find
the square, and a baker from whom she inquired the way
gave her different directions altogether. She started on
again, missed the way, wandered about, and in trying to
follow other directions, lost herself entirely. She walked on
and on, and was just going to hail a cab when she saw the
Seine. Then she decided to Avalk along the quays, and in
about an hour, she roach tho dark, dirty lane called Rue du
Sauvage.
When she carae to the number she was seeking, she was so
excited that she stood before the door unable to move
another step. Poulet was there, in that house ! Her hands
and knees trembled violently, and it Avas sorae moraents
before she could enter and walk along the passage to the
doorkeeper's box.
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" Will you go and tell M. Paul de Lamare that an old
lady, a friend of his mother's, is waiting to see him ? " she
said, slipping a piece of money into the man's hand.
" H e does not live here now, madame," ansAvorod the
doorkeeper.
She started.
" A h ! AVhere—Avhere is he living now ? " she gasped.
" I do not know."
She felt stunned, and it Avas some time before she could
speak again.
" When did he leave ? " she asked at last, controlling herself by a violent effort.
The man was quite ready to tell her all he knew.
" About a fortnight ago," he replied. " They just walked
out of the house one evening and didn't come back. They
owed all over the neighourhood, so you may guess they
didn't leave any address."
Tongues of flame were dancing before Jeanne's eyes, as if
a gun were being fired off close to her face ; but she Avanted
to find Poulet, and that kept her up and made her stand
opposite the doorkeeper, as if she were calmly thinking.
" Then ho did not say anything when he left ? "
" No, nothing at a l l ; they went away to get out of paying their debts."
" But he will have to send for his letters."
" He'll send a good many times before he gets them,
t h e n ; besides, they didn't havo ten in a twelvemonth,
though I took them up one two days before they left."
That must have been the one she sent.
" Listen," she said, hastily. " I ain his mother, and I
have como to look for him. Here are ten francs fir yourself. If you hear anything from or about hira, let rae knoAV
at once at the H6tel de Norraandie, Rue du Havre, and you
shall bo well paid for your trouble."
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"You may depend upon me, madame," answered the
doorkeeper; and Jeanne went aAvay.
She hastened along the streets as if she were bent ou an
important mission, but she was not looking or caring whither
she was going. She walked close to the walls, pushed and
buffeted by errand-boys and porters; crossed the roads,
regardless of the vehicles and the shouts of the drivers;
stumbled against the kerb-stones, which she did not see;
and huvried on and on, unconscious of everything and everyone. At last she found herself in some gardens, and, feeling
too weary to walk any further, sho dropped on a seat. She
sat there a long while, apparently unaware that the tears
Avere running down her cheeks, and that passers-by stopped
to looked at her. At last the bitter cold made her rise to
go, but her logs Avould hardly carry her, so weak and
o
exhausted was she. She would have liked some soup, but
she dared not go into a restaurant, for she knew people
could see she was in trouble, and it made her feel timid and
ashamed. When she passed an eating-place she would stop
a moment at the door, look inside, and see all the people
sitting at the tables eating, and then go on again, saying to
herself: " I will go into the next one ; " but when she came
to the next her courage always failed her again. In the end
she went into a baker's shop, and bought a little crescentshaped roll, which she ate as she Avent along. She was very
thirsty, but she did not know Avhere to go to get anything
to drink, so she Avent without.
She passed under an arch, and found herself in some
more gardens with arcades running all round thera, and she
recognised the Palais Royal. Her walk in the si^n had made
her warra again, so she sat doAvn for another hour or two.
A crowd of people floAved into the gardens—an elegant
crowd composed of beautiful women and wealthy men, who
only lived for dress and pleasure, and Avho chatted and smiled
and bowed as they sauntered along. Feeling ill at ease
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amidst this brilliant throng, Jeanne rose to go away; but
suddenly the thought struck her that perhaps she might
meet Paul hero, and she began to Avalk from end to end of
the gardens with hasty, furtive steps, carefully scanning
every face she mot.
Soon she saw that people turned to look and laugh at her,
and she hurried away, thinking it was her odd appearance
and her green-checked dress, which Rosalie had chosen and
had made up, that attracted everyone's attention and
smiles. She hardly dared ask her way, but she did at last
venture, and when she had reached her hotel, she passed tho
rest of the day sitting on a chair at the foot of tho bed. In
the evening she dined off some soup and a little meat, like
the day before, and then undressed and Avent to bed, performing all the duties of her toilet quite mechanically, from
sheer habit.
The next morning she went to the police office to see if
she could got any help there towards the discovery of her
son's whereabouts. They told her they could not promise her
anything, but that they Avould attend to tho matter. After
she had left the police office, she wandered about the streets,
in the hopes of meeting her child, and she felt more friendloss and forsaken among the busy crowds than she did in
the midst of the lovely fields.
When she returned to the h6tel in the evening, she was
told that a man from M. Paul had asked for her, and was
coming again the next day. All the blood in her body
seemed to suddenly rush to hor heart and she could not close
her eyes all night. Perhaps it Avas Paul himself! Yes, it
must be so, although his appearance did not tally with the
description tho hotel people had given of the man Avho had
called, and Avlien, about nine o'clock in the morning, there
carae a knock at her door, she cried, " Corao in ! " expecting
hor son to rush into her arms held open to receive him.
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But it Avas a stranger Avho entered—a stranger who began
to apologise for disturbing her and to explain that he had
come about sorae money Paul owed him. As he spoke she
felt herself beginning to cry, and she tried to hide her tears
from the man by wiping them away with tho end of her
finger as soon as they reached the corners of her eyes. The
man had heard of her arrival from the concierge at the Rue
du Sauvage, and as he could not find Paul he had come tc
his mother. He held out a paper which Joanne mechanically
took ; sho saw " 90 francs " written on it, and she droAv out
the money and paid the man. She did not go out at all
that day, and the next morning more creditors appeared.
She gave them all the raoney she had left, except twenty
francs, and Avrote and told Rosalie how she was placed.
Until her servant's ansAver came sho passed the days in
wandering aimlessly about the streets. She did not knoAV
what to do or hoAV to kill the long, miserable h o u r s ; there
was no one who knew of her troubles, or to whom she could
go for sympathy, and her one desire was to get away from
this city and to return to her little house beside the lonely
road, where, a few days before, she had felt she could not
bear to live because it was so dull and lonely. Now she Avas
sure she could live noAvhero else but in that little home
Avhere all her mournful habits had taken root.
At last, one evening, she found a letter from Rosalie
aAvaiting her with two hundred francs enclosed.
" Come back as soon as possible, Madame Jeanne," wrote
the maid, "for I shall send you nothing raore. As for M.
Paul, I Avill go and fetch hira myself the next time Ave hear
anything from him.—AA'ith best respects, your servant,
"RO.SALIE."

And Jeanne started back to Batteville one bitterly cold,
snoAvy morning.
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XIV.
AFTER her return from Paris, Jeanne would not go out or
take any interest in anything. She rose at the same hour
every morning, looked out of the Avindow to see what sort of
day it was, then went downstairs and sat before the fire in
the dining-room. She stayed there the whole day, sitting
perfectly still with her eyes fixed on the flames Avhile she
thought of all tho SOITOAVS she had passed through. The little
room grew darker and darker but she never moved, except
to put more wood on the fire, and when Rosalie brought in
the lamp she cried :

" Come, Madame Jeanne, you must stir about a bit, or
you won't be able to eat any dinner again this evening."
Often she was worried by thoughts which she could not
dismiss from her mind, and she allowed herself to be tormented by the veriest trifles, for the most insignificant
matters appeared of the greatest importance to her diseased
mind. Sho lived in the meraories of the past, and she
Avould think for hours together of her girlhood and her Avedding-tour in Corsica. The Avild scenery that she had long
forgotten suddenly appeared before hor in the fire, and she
could recall every detail, every event, every face connected
Avith the island. She could ahvays see the features of Jean
Ravoli, the guide, and sometinios sho fancied she could even
hear his voice.
At other tiraes she thought of the peaceful years of Paul's
childhood—of how he used to make her tend the salad-plants.
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and of how she and Aunt Lison used to kneel on the ground,
each trying to outdo tho other in giving pleasure to the boy,
and in rearing tho greater number of plants.
Her lips would form the words, " Poulet, my little Poulet,"
as if she were talking to him, and she would cease to muse,
and try for hours to write in the air the letters which formed
her son's name, with her outstretched finger. SloAvly sho
traced them before the fire, fancying she could see them,
then, thinking she had made a mistake, she began the word
over and over again, forcing herself to write the whole name
though her arm trembled with fatigue. At last she would
become so nervous that she mixed up the letters, and formed
other words and had to give it up.
She had all the manias and fancies which beset those who
lead a solitary life, and it irritated her to the last degree to
see the slightest change in the arrangement of tho furniture.
Rosalie often made her go out with her along the road, but
after twenty minutes or so Jeanne would say ; " I cannot
walk any farther, Rosalie," and would sit doAvii by tho roadside. Soon movement of any kind became distasteful to her,
and she stayed in bed as late as she could. Ever since a
child she had always been in ihe habit of jumping out of
bed as soon as she had drunk her cafe au lait. She was
particularly fond of her morning coffee and she would have
missed it more than anything. She always waited for Rosalie
to bring it with an impatience that had a touch of sensuality
in it, and as soon as the cup was placed on tho bedside table
she sat up, and emptied it, somewhat groodil}'. Then she
at once threw back the bed-clothes and began to dress. But
gradually she fell into the habit of dreaming for a few moments
after she had placed the empty cup back in the saucer, and
from that she soon began to lie down again, and at last she
stayed in bed every day until Rosalie came back in a temper
and dressed her almost by force.
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She had no longer the slightest Avill of her OAA'U. AA'hen3ver her ser\'ant asked her advice, or put any question to
her, or wanted to know her opinion, she always answered :
" Do as you like, Rosalie." So firmly did she believe herself
pursued by a persistent ill-luck that she became as great a
fatalist as an Oriental, and she was so accustomed to seeinc
her dreams unfulfilled, and her hopes disappointed, that .she
did not dare undertake anything fresh, and hesitated for
days before she commenced the simplest task, so persuaded
was she that Avhatever she touched would be sure to go
wrong.
" I don't think anyone could have had more misfortunes
than I have had all my life," she was always saying.
" How would it be if you had to work for your bread, and
if you were obliged to get up,every morning at six o'clock
to go and do a hard day's work ?" Rosalie would exclaim.
" That's what a great many people have to do, and then
when they get too old to work, they die of want."
" But my son has forsaken me, and I am all alone," Jeanne
Avould reply.
That enraged Rosalie.
" And what if he has ? How about those whose children
enlist, or settle in America ? " (America, in her eyes, was a
shadowy country whither people went to make their fortune,
and whence they never returned.) " Chddren always leave
their parents sooner or l a t e r ; old and young people aren't
meant to stay together. And then, what if he were dead ?"
she Avould finish up Avith savagely, and her mistress could
say nothing after that.
Jeanne got a little stronger when the first warm days of
spring came, but she only took advantage of her better health
to buiy herself still deeper in her gloomy thoughts.
She went up to the garret one morning to look for something and, while she Avas there, happened to open a box full
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of old almanacs. I t seemed as if she h a d found t h e p a s t
years themselves, a n d she was filled w i t h emotion as she
looked a t t h e pile of cards. T h e y were of all sizes, big and
little, a n d she took t h e m every one down t o t h e dining-room

and began to lay them out on tho table in the right order of
years. Suddenly she picked up the very first one—the one
she had taken with her from the convent to Los Peuples.
For a long time she gazed at it with its dates which she had
crossed out the day she had left Rouen, and sho began to
shed slow, bitter tears—the weak, pitiful tears of an aged
Avoman—as she looked at these cards spread out before her
on the table, and Avhich represented all her wretched life.
Then the thought struck her that by means of these
almanacs she could recall all that she had ever done, and
giving way to the idea, she at once devoted herself to tho
task of retracing tho past.
She pinned all the cards, Avhich
had groAvn yellow with ago, up on tho tapestry, and then
passed hours before one or other of them, thinking, " W h a t
did I do in that month ?"
She had put a mark beside all tho important dates in her
life, and sometimes, by means of linking together and adding
one to the other all the little circumstances which had preceded and followed a great event, she succeeded in remembering a whole month. By dint of concentrated attention,
and efforts of will and of memory, she retraced nearly the
whole of her first two years at Les Peuples, recalling Avithout
much difficulty this far-away period of her life, for it seemed
to stand out in relief. But the following years Avere
shrouded in a sort of mist and seemed to run one into the
other, and sometimes she pored over an almanac for hours
Avithout being able to remember Avhether it Avas even in that
year that such and such a thing had happened. Sho Avould
go sloAvly round the dining-room looking at these images of
past years, which, to her, were as pictures of an ascent to
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Calvary, untd one of them arrested her attention and then
she would sit gazing at it all the rest of the day, absorbed in
her recollections.
Soon the sap began to rise in the t r e e s ; the seeds were
springing up, the leaves Avere budding and the air was filled
with the faint, sweet smell of the apple-blossoms which made
the orchards a glowing mass of pink. As summer approached
Jeanne became very restless. She could not keep still; she
went in and out twenty times a day, and, as she rambled along past the farms, she worked herself into a perfect
state of fever.
A daisy half hidden in the grass, a sunbeam falhng
through the leaves, or the reflection of tho sky in a splash of
water in a rut was enough to agitate and affect her, for their
sight brought back a kind of echo of the emotions she had
felt when, as a young girl, she had wandered dreamily through
the fields; and though now there was nothing to which she
could look forward, the soft yet exhilarating air sent the same
thrill through her as when all her life had lain before herBut this pleasure was not unalloyed with pain, and it seemed
as if the universal joy of the awakening world could now only
impart a delight which was half-sorrow to her grief-crushed
soul and withered heart. Everything around her seemed to
have changed. Surely the sun was hardly so Avarm as in hor
youth, the sky so deep a blue, tho grass so fresh a green, and
the flowers, paler and less sweet, could no longer arouse within her the exquisite ecstacies of delight as of old. Still she
could enjoy the beauty around her, so much that sometimes she found herself dreaming and hoping again ; for, however cruel Fate may be, is it possible to giA'e way to utter despair Avhon the sun shines and the sky is blue ?
She went for long walks, urged on and on by her inward
excitement, and sometimes she AA'ould suddenly stop and sit
down by the road-side to think of her troubles. Wliy had
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she not been loved like other women ? Why had even tho
simple pleasure of an uneventful existence been refused her ^
Sometimes, again, forgetting for a raoraent that she was
old, that there was no longer any pleasure in store for her
and that, Avith the exception of a few more lonely years, her
life was over and done, she would build all sorts of
castles in the air and make plans for such a happy future,
just as she had done when she was sixteen. Then suddenly
remembering the bitter reality she would get up again,
feeling as if a heavy load had fallen upon her, and return
home, murmuring,
" Oh, you old fool! You old fool ! "
Now Rosalie was ahvays saying to her:
" Do keep still, madame. What on earth makes you Avant
to run about so ? "
" I can't help it," Joanne Avould reply sadly. " I am like
Massacre was before he died."
One morning Rosalie went into her mistress's room earlier
than usual.
" Make haste and drink up your coffee," she said as she
placed the cup on the table. " Denis is Avaiting to take us to
Les Peuples. I have to go over there on business."
Jeanne was so excited that she thought she would have
fainted, and, as she dressed herself with trembling fingers,
she could hardly belioA'o she Avas going to see her dear horae
once more.
Overhead was a bright, blue sky and, as they went along,
Denis' pony would every now and then break into a gallop.
AVhen they reached Etouvent, Joanne could hardly breathe
her heart beat so quickly, and when she saAv the brick pillars
beside the chateau-gate, she exclaimed, "Oh," tAvo or three
times in a IOAV voice, as if she were in tho presence of something Avhich stirred her very soul, and she could not help
herself.
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They put up the horse at the Couillards' farm, and, when
Rosalie and her son went to attend to their business, the
farmer asked Jeanne if she Avould like to go over the chateau
as the owner was aAvay, and gave her the key.
She M'out off alone, and when she found herself opposite
the old manor she stood still to look at it. The outside had
not been touched since she had left. All the shutters wore
closed, and the sunbeams wore dancing on tho grey walls of
the big, weather-beaten building. A little piece of wood fell
on her dress, she looked up and saw that it had fallen from
the plane-tree, and she AA'ent up to the big tree and stroked
its pale, smooth bark as if it had been alive. Her foot
touched a piece of rotten wood lying in the grass; it AA'as
the last fragment of the seat on which she had so often sat
with her loved ones—the seat which had been put up the
very day of Julien's first visit to the chateau.
Then she went to the hall-door. Sho had some difficulty in
opening it as the key was rusty and would not turn, but at
last the lock gave way, and the door itself only required a
slight push before it swung back. The first thing Jeanne
did was to run up to her OAVU room. It had been hung with
a light paper and she hardly knew it again, but Avhen she
opened one of the windows and looked out, she was moved
almost to tears as she saA\' again the scene she loved so well—
the thicket, the elms, the common, and the sea covered Avith
brown sails which, at this distance, looked as if they AA'ere
motionless.
Then she went all over the big, empty house. She stopped
to look at a little hole in the pdaster Avhicli the baron liad
made with his cane, for ho used to make a foAv thrusts at
the Avail whenever he passed this spot, in memory of the
fencing-bouts he had had in his youth. In her mother's
bedroom she found a small gold-headed pin stuck in the AA'all
beliind the door, in a dark corner near the bed. She had
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stuck it there a long while ago (sho remembered it noAv), and
had looked everywhere for it since, but it had never been
found ; and she kissed it and took it with her as a priceless
relic.
She went into every room, recognising the almost invisible
spots and marks on the hangings which had "not been changed
and again noting the odd forms and faces which the imagination so often traces in the designs of the furniture
coverings, the carvings of mantel-pieces and the shadows on
soiled ceilings. She walked through the vast, silent chateau
as noiselessly as if she were in a cemetery ; all her life Avas
interred there.
She went down to the drawing-room. The closed shutters
made it vory dark, and it was a few moments before she
could distinguish anything, then, as her eyes became accustomed to tho darkness, she gradually made out the tapestry
with the big, Avhite birds on it. Two armchairs stood before
the fire-place, looking as if they had just been vacated, and the
very smell of the room—a smell that had ahvays been
peculiar to it, as each human being has his, a smell which
could be perceived at once, and yet was vague like all the
faint perfumes of old rooms—brought the memories crowding
to Jeanne's mind.
Her breath came quickly as she stood with her eyes fixed
on the two chairs, inhaling this perfume of the p a s t ; and,
all at once, in a sudden hallucination occasioned by her
thoughts, she fancied she saAv-—sho did see— her father and
mother with their feet on tho fender as sho had so often seen
them before. She droAV back in terror, stumbled against the
door-frame, and clung to it for support, still keeping her eyes
fixed on the armchairs. The vision disappeared and for sorae
minutes she stood horror-stricken ; then she sloAvly regained
possession of herself and turned to fly, afraid that she Avas
going mad. Her eyes fell on the Avainscotting against Avhich
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she Avas leaning and she saw Poulet's ladder. There Avere
all tho faint marks traced on the wall at unequal interA'als
and the figures Avhich had been cut with a penknife to
indicate the month, and the child's age and growth. In
some places there Avas the baron's big Avriting, in others her
OAVU, in others again Aunt Lison's which was a little shaky.
She could see the boy standing there now, with his fair hair,
and his little forehead pressed against the wall to have
his height measured, Avhile the baron exclaimed; " Jeanne,
he has grown half an inch in six weeks," and she began to
kiss the wainscotting in a frenzy of lovo for the very wood.
Then she heard Rosalie's voice outside, calling ; " Madame
Jeanne ! Madame Jeanne ! lunch is waiting," and she Avent
out with her head in a Avhirl. She felt unable to understand anything that was said to her. She ate what was
placed before hor, listened to what was being said without
realising the sense of the words, answered the farmers' wives
when they enquired after her health, passively received their
kisses and kissed the cheeks which were offered to her, and
then got into tho chaise again.
AVhen she could no longer see the high roof of the chateau
through the trees, something Avithin her seemed to break,
and she felt that she had just said good-bye to her old home
for ever.
They went straight back to Batteville, and as she Avas
going indoors Jeanne saw something AA'hite under the door ;
it Avas a letter which the postman had slipped tliere during
their absence. She at once recognised Paul's handwriting
and tore open the envelope in an agony of anxiety. He
wrote :
" MY DEAR M O T H E R , — I have not written before because
I did not want to bring you to Paris ou a fruitless errand,
for I have ahvays been meaning to come and see you myself.
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At the present moment I am in great trouble and difficulty.
My wife gave birth to a little girl three days ago, and UOAV
she is dying and I have not a penny. I do not know what
to do with the child ; the doorkeeper is trying to nourish it
with a feeding-bottle as best she can, but I fear I shall lose
it. Could not you take it ? I cannot send it to a wet-nurse
as I have not any money, and I do not know which way to
turn. Pray answer by return post.
" Your loving son,
" PAUL."

Jeanne dropped on a chair with hardly enough strength
left to call Rosalie. The maid carae and they read the letter
over again together, and then sat looking at each other in
silence.
" I'll go and fetch the child myself, madame," said Rosalie
at last. " We can't leave it to die."
" Very well, my girl, go," answered Jeanne.
" Put on your hat, madarae," said the maid, after a pause,
" and we will go and see the lawyer at Goderville. If that
woman is going to die, M. Paul must marry her for the sake
of tho child."
Jeanne put on her hat without a word. Her heart AA'as
overflowing with joy, but she Avould not have alloAved anyone
to see it for the world, for it was one of those detestable joys
in which people can revel in their hearts, but of Avhich they
are all the same ashamed ; her son's mistress was going to
die.
The laAvyer gave Rosalie detailed instructions Avliich the
servant made him repeat two or three times ; then, Avheii
she was sure she knoAV exactly what to do, she said:
" Don't you fear; I'll see it's all right now." And she
started for Paris that very night.
Jeanne passed two tlays in such an agony of mind that
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she could fix her thoughts on nothing. The third morning
she received a line from Rosalie merely saying she Avas coming back by that evening's train ; nothing more ; and in the
afternoon, about three o'clock, Jeanne sent round to a
neighbour to ask him if he Avould drive her to the Beuzeville
railway-station to meet her servant.
She stood on the platform looking down the rails (which
seemed to get closer together right away as far off as she
could see), and turning every now and then to look at the
clock. Ten minutes more—five minutes—two—and at last
the train was due, though as yet she could see no signs of it.
Then, all at once, she saw a cloud of Avhite smoke, and underneath it a black speck which got rapidly larger and larger.
The big engine came into tho station, snorting and slackening
its speed, and Jeanne looked eagerly into every Avindow as
the carriages went past her.
The doors opened and several people got out—peasants in
blouses, farmers' Avives with baskets on their arms, a few
bourgeois in soft hats—and at last Rosalie appeared, carrying what looked like a bundle of linen in her arms. Jeanne
would have stepped foward to meet her, but all strength
seemed to have left her legs and sho feared sho would fall if
she moved. The maid saw her and came up in her ordinary,
calm Avay.
" Good-day, madame; here I am again, though I've had
some bother to get along."
" AA'ell ? " gasped Jeanne.
" AA^ell," ansAvered Rosalie, " she died last night. They
wore married and here's the baby," and she held out the
child which could not be seen for its Avraps. Jeanne mechanically took it, and they left the station and got into the
carriage which Avas waiting
" M. Paul is coming directly after the funeral. I suppose he'll be here to-morroAV, by this train."
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" Paul—" murmured Jeanne, and then stopped Avithout
saying anything more.
The sun was sinking towards the horizon, bathing in a
glow of light the green fields which were flocked hero and
there with golden colcAVort-floAvers or blood-red poppies, and
over the quiet country fell an infinite peace.
The peasant who was driving the chaise kept clicking his
tongue to urge on his horse which trotted swiftly along, and
Jeanne looked straight up into the sky Avhicli the circling
flight of the swallows seeraed to cut asunder.
All at once she became conscious of a soft warmth which
was making itself felt through her skirts ; it was the heat
from the tiny being sleeping on her knees, and it moved
her strangely.
She suddenly drew back the covering
from the child she had not yet seen, that she might look at
her son's daughter ; as the light fell on its face the little
creature opened its blue eyes, and moved its lips, and then
Jeanne hugged it closely to her, and, raising it in her arms,
began to cover it with passionate kisses.
" Come, come, Madame Jeanne, haA'o done," said Rosalie,
in sharp, though good-tempered tones ; " you'll make the
child cry."
Then she added, as if in reply to her own thoughts;
" After all, life is never so jolly or so miserable as people
seem to think."

THE END.
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"May be cordially welcomed in its English dres?."—<S<. James's Gazette.

VIZETELLY & CO.. 42 CATHERINE ST., STRAND, LONDON.

42, CATIIEKIXE STREET, STRAND,

SErTEMBEE, 1887.

l^IZETELLY
& CO.'S
NEW BOOKS,
AND NEIV
EDITIONS
RE-ISSUE

OF CHOICE

ILLUSTRATED

EIGHTEENTH

BOOKS

OF

THE

CENTURY

VlzETELiA' & Co. beg to announce that they have made arrangements for th
carl}' publication of translations of some of the most charming illustrated volume
jiroduced in France at the latter part of the IStli century. The.se works, so highl
prized by amateurs, are distinguished for their numerous graceful designs by EISE>
MARILLIEK, COCHIN, Alor.i;At', L E BAUEIER, &C., finely engraved on coi^per by L
iliRE, LoNouEiL, ALIA-MET, BACIJI'OY, BINET, 1)EL.VUNAY, and others. The volume;

which will be printed on handmade paper, -witli the engravings on India, Japanese
or Dutcli paper, will be produced in the most perfect style, and issued in tastel'i
bindings.
I.

THE

KISSES

PRECEDED BY THE MONTH

OF MAY

B

CLAUDE JOSEPH DUUAT. Illustrated with 47 Copper-plate Engravings froi
designs by Eisen and Marillier.
II.

THE TEMPLE OF GNIDUS. By MONTESQUIEU, with a Preflice b
OCTAVE UZANNE. Illustrated with 15 Copper-plate Engravings from design
by Eisen and Le Barbier.
III.

DAPHNIS AND CHLOE.

By LONGUS. Illnstrated with nnnieron

Copper-plate Engravings from designs by Eisen, Gerard, Pnidhon, &s.
IV.

THE ORIGIN OF THE GRACES.

By Mdlle. Dioxis Dusiiioun

Illustrated with Copper-plate Engravings from designs by Cochin.

In large octavo, heautifulhj jrrlnlal and hound, and illiKtratcd iviih
40 duirming Etchings by Paul Arrit, printed in the tc.ct.

MY UNCLE

BARBASSOU.

By MARIO UCHARD.

Uniform with the above, illustrated leith fall-page Etchinejs by CHARLES COURTRY.

THE BOHEMIANS OF THE LATIN QUARTER
la Vio i\p Hrvlipmp'l

Rv HF.NT!I MTDCIFR

(Scenes d.

2

VIZETELLY

NEW
NEAV

&-» CO.'S NEW

BOOKS

&- NEIV

EDITIONS.

UNABRIDGED TRANSLATIONS FROM
THE FRENCH.

NOVELS

BY

M. EMILE ZOLA AXD THE AUTHOR
" T H E IRONMASTER."
To be Ready during' tlie Autumn.
In crovn Seo, wifJi Pa(/c lUufitrations, price-Qs.

THE

SOIL.

OF

(La Terre.)

BY EMILE ZOLA.
In a recent letter to Messrs. VIZETELLY & Co. M. ZOLA says—
" ' T H E SOIL ' is t h e story of t h e F r e n c h peasant, his love of land, his .•struggle t o acquire it,
his crushing toil, his Ijrief delights, and his great m'sery. The pe;ts:int is here studied in connection w i t h relii;ion and politics, and his ]irr:seiit condition is explained b y reference tn his pa-t
history. Hi.s picture even i.s foreshadowed with t h e p a r t he would possibly play in a socialistic
revolution. Of course all this r e m a i n s in t h e b a c k g r o u n d of t h e d r a m a , w h i c h describes bow a
father in h i s old age divides bis p r o p e r t y a m o n g h i s children, w i t h t h e result t h a t he suffers a
long and abomin.able m a r t y r d o m . The story follows tragical lines, Lmt there is also a secondary
plot—the love side of t h e stoiy, a q u a r r e l b e t w e e n t w o sisters both anxious t o m a r r y t h e same
man, on account of t h e land he po.sse.s.'es. To be brief," adds M. Zola, " I have endeavoured to deal
w i t h t h e F r e n c h X)easant in tl^is book, j u s t as I dealt w i t h the Paris worl^man in t h e Afsommo'r.
I have endeavoured to w r i t e bis history, t o describe his m a n n e r s , passions and sorrows, in the
fatal situation a n d cii'cumstances in which he fiuds himself."

In crown Svo, price 7s. 6d.

W I L L .

(Volontti.)

BY GEORGES OHNET.

In croirn Sro, pirice 'is. Qd.

FANNY.

By ERNEST FEYDEAU

From the latest French Edition.
Ill c.-oicn Svo, 2>rice S-s. 6(/.

Uniform ivith " A CRUEL ENIGMA."

A LOVE CRIME. By PAUL
From the 17th French

BOURGET.

Edition.

JJ'i''i vpvards of 100 Eni/nivine/s, Onuimnital linardf;, price 3s. Qd,

THE EMOTIONS OF POLYDORE MARASQUIN.
By LEON GOZLAN.
NEW

A

VOLUMES OF THE BOULEVARD
In small Svo, jirice '2s. 6d_.

LADIES'

MAN.

NOVELS.

By Gi-^' DE MAUPASSAXT.

Fro)n the 20fh French Edition.
In small Sen, price '2s. 6d.

A

WOMAN'S LIFE.

l ^ t-nv

T»« MAUPASSANT.

VIZETELLY

6-> CO.'S NEW

BOOKS

6^ NEW

EDITIONS.

3

RECENTLY P U B L I S H E D MASTERPIECES
OF FRENCH FICTION.
IVith 17 high-class

Etchings

after

Tomloii-e,

pr'ice V)s. 6f/., eleganllg

MADEMOISELLE DE MAUPIN.

By

bound.

THEOPHILE GAUTIER.

" Gautier is a n i u i m i t i b l e model. His m i n n e r is so light and true, so really c r e i t i v e , his f.incy
.so alert, his tvste so h a p p y , liis h u a i o u r s j genial, tliat h j m i k c s illu.sion almost as contagious as
tail 'hter."—JlR. H E N R Y J . \ M E 5 .
Illustrated

with Etdiings

MADAME BOVARY

by French Artists,

price 6s., elegantly

hound.

Provincial Manners. By GUSTAVE FL.VUBHRT.

T R A N S L A T E D B V E . JI.itix-AvELiNG.
W i t h a n I n t r o d u c t i o n a n d N o t e s of t h e
proceedings a g a i n s t t h e a u t l i o r before t h e " T r i b u n a l C o r r e c t i o i i n e l " of P a r i s .
" * M i d a n i 3 B j v a r y ' grips yi)ur vQvy vitals with au invincible power, like some scene y o u
h i v e really witnessed, some event whiuh is actually h a p p e n i n g before y o u r eyes.'—EiiiLK ZOLA.
IFilh a Portrait

of the AiUhor, from

SALAMBO.

a drawing

by FL.VUBERT'S niece, price

6s.

By GusTAVE FLAUBERT.

T R A N S L A T E D FROM T H E F R E N C H " :6DITION ni^iFiNiTrvE " B Y J . S. C H A R T R E S .
" The Translator has thoroughly imderstood t h e original, a n d has siicceeded in p u t t i n g it into
good English, 'I'he tj'pe. paper, a n d material e.'cecution of t h e volume, inside a n d o a t , leave
nothing t j be desired."—We&tniinster Ktchir.

Illustrated

with higldy

finished

Etchings,

GERMINIE LACERTEUX.

price 6s., hindsomely

By EDMOND and JULES

hound.

DE GOXCOURT.

" I t is a complete lesson nf moval a n d physical anatomy. The novelist t h r o w s a woman on t o
the slab of t h e a m p h i t h e a t r e a n d patiently di.s.suct^ h e r ; a n d this suffices to uncover a who'e
h e e d i n g corner of h u m a n i t y . The reader feels t h e sobs rising in h i s thruat, a n i it hap])- n s ti.at
thii dissection becomes a heart-rendiug speccaci , full of t h e highest m o r a l i t y . " — E M I L E ZOLA.
In tasteful

A

blndivg,

^;/7>e Z.t. Qd,

CRUEL ENIGMA. By PAUL

BOURGET.

T R A N S L A T E D W I T H O U T A B R I D G M E N T FROM T H E 1 8 T H F R E N C H

EDITION.

'• M. Bju'-got's most r e m a r k ih'e work, ' A Cruel E a i g m a , ' has placed h i m above all competitor!. T.ie rare qualities of poet a n d critic v/hiih blend with a n d complete each other in t h i s
writer's m i n d have won h i m tho s p o u t m e o u s applause of tliat feminine circle t o wliich h i s
writings seem specially ded.cited, ai well as t le weigiity approbation of coimoisseurs."— Atheiueain.
Illnstrated

u'ith

16 page Engravings,

jn'ice 3,s. M., attractively

PAPA, MAMMA, AND BABY

bound.

By GUSTAVE DROZ.

T R A N S L A T E D W I T H O U T A B R I D O M E X T FRO.M T H E 1.30TH F R E N C H

EDITION.

" T h e lover w h o is a h u s b a n d a n d t h e wife who is iu love w i t h t h e m a n she h a s married h a v e
never before been so attractively portniyed."—i'itforici; World.
TWELFTH
With

32 highly

finished

THOUSAND.

paeje Engravings,

cloth gilt, price 3s. M.

SAPPHO : Parisian Manners. By ALPHONSE DAUDET.
T R A N S L A T E " W I T H O U T A B R I D G M E N T FROM T H E IOOTH F R E N C H

EDITION.

4 VIZETELLY

&- CO.'S NEW

BOOKS

&- NEW

EDITIONS.

Specimen o f t h e Engravings in D A U D E T ' S " S A P P H O . "

" ' SAPE'UH ni.ay, witliout exaggeration, be dcscril c-d as a g'.uving j,rituie of l a r i s i a n life, with
all it.s diversity of cL.araeters, with its Huheiuian an 1 balt-worlil Liieles t h a t are to be found
iiowl-icie else; with all its special immorality, in slioit, b u t also wiili t n e toi;ch of poutiy t h a t
K.ivcs it from u t t e r corruption, an.l with the keen artistic sense t h a : picscrve.s its vot;irics from
a b s j l u t c degradation."—jUai^y Teleynipli.
* * VIZETELLY
cfc CO.'S Edition of "SAPPHO"
contains every Unc of the
or'uiiiad worlr, and is the only complete version.
All others arc either e.rpurgated or
abridgd.

VIZETELLY

&- CO.'S NEW

MISS

F-

MABEL

BOOKS &' NEIV EDITIONS.

ROBINSON'S

S

NOVELS.

Ready Early in October. //„ 2 vols., crown Svo, ptrici 16s.

THE PLAN OF CAMPAIGN.
Tliird EUt'ion, one vol., pirica 3s. 6;/.

DISENCHANTMENT.
" 'DiSENCHANTViEN-T ' is a novol of considerable power. There is not one of t h e characters w h i c h
do33 not become more and more au actual m a n or woman as one t u r n s t h e pages.
The
boo'.i is full of h u m o u r and t h j liveliest and healthiest appreci ition of tlie t e n d e r and emotional
side of life, and t h e accuracy—the almost relentless accuracy—with whicli t h e d e p t h s of life are
sounded, is startling iu the work of au almost u n k n o w n writer."—PitM Mall dazette.
•'Some of t h e scenes are given with r e m a r k a b l y impres.sive power, rendered t h e more efifeetive
Viy the side-play of widely contrasted characters which, while interesting in themselves, serve to
bring out the central portr iit.s all tlie more fully. The book is altogether of exceptional interest
as an original s t u d y of m.iiiy sides of actual h u m a n nature."—The Graphic..

Third Edition, one vol., 2)r'ice 3s. 6rf.

MR. BUTLER'S WARD.
" A charming book, poetically conceived, a n d w o r k e d out w i t h t e n d e r n e s s and insight."—
Atlienizum.
" The heroine is a very h a p p y conception, a beautiful creation whose affecting h i s t o r y ia
treated with m u c h delicacy, s y m p a t h y , a n d c o m m a n d of all tliat is touching."—[taslrated Nems.
" All t h e characters are new to fiction, and t h e a u t h o r is to be congr.itulated on having made
so full and original a haul out of the supposed to be e x h a u s t e d avaters of m o d e r n society."
—Graphic.

MR. GEORGE

MOORE'S

REALISTIC

NOVELS.

In one vol., price 3s. 6d.

A MERE ACCIDENT: A Eealistic Story.
" T h e ' M E R E AOCIOENT' is treated w i t h a power and p a t h o s w h i c h only serve to enhance t h e
painfulness of the affair "—l'ime.i.
" Mr. Moore is one of our most powerful novelists. His gift of imagin.ation and p a t h o s are
cspecidly conspicuous iu ' A MERE ACCIDEKT.' "—Morning Post.
" ' A MEMI: AccibEs'x ' is one of the most agonising tragedies t h a t was ever written."—Society.
Sixth

Edition,

price

3s.

Qd.

A DRAMA IN MUSLIN.
" M r . George Moore's work s t a n d s on a very m u c h higher plane t h a n t h e facile fiction of t h e
circulating l.brarits. The hideous comedy of the m a r r i a g e - m a r k e t has been a stock topic w i t h
novelists from Thackeray d o w n w a r d s ; b u t -Mr. Moore goes deep into t h e yet more liideoiis tragedy
w h i i h forms its afterpiece, t h e t r a g e d y of enfoiced s t a g n a n t celib.icy, with its double catastrophe
of disease and vice."—Pall Mall Gazette.

Eleventh Edition, carefully Revised, and with a Special Preface, piriee 2s.

A MUMMER'S

WIFE.

" A striking book, different iu tone trom c u r r e n t English fiction. The woman's character is
a very powerful study."—Aikenamni.
" A Mummer's Wife, in virtue of its vividness of presentation and real literary skill, m a y be
regarded as a representative example of tbo w o r k of a literary school t h a t has of late years
attracted to itself a good deal of notoriety."—Spectatvr.
" ' A M u m m e r ' s W i ' e ' h o l d s at p r e s e n t a unique position among E n g h s h novels. I t is a
conspicuous success of its kind."—Graphir.
Fourtli

Edition,

A MODERN

price

•2s.

LOVER.

" M r . Moore has a real power of d r a w i n g character, and some of his descriptive scenes are
capital."—St. James's Gazittr.
" I t would be ditficult 11 praise too hifLlv t h e s t r e n g t h , t r u t h , delicicy, and pathos of t h e
incident of Gwynnie l.luy.l. and the admiral le t r e a t m e n t of the great sacrifice she makes. The
inci
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VIZETELLY
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CELEBRATED
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RUSSIAN

EDITIO.\S.

NOVELS.

By COUNT LYOF TOLSTOI.
In crown

Svo, price

5s.

THE COSSACKS, AND RECOLLECTIONS OF
SEBASTOPOL.
In crown

Svo, jrriee o;-.

MY HUSBAND AND I, AND THE DEATH OF
IVAN ILIITCH.
COUNT

Second

Edition.

TOLSTOI'S

In croicn

MASTERPIECE.

Svo, 7S(i pages,

p>rice 7s. Qd.

ANNA KARENINA.
" To say t h a t the book is fascinating would be b u t poor jiraise. It is a drama of Wfe, f>f which
every page is palpitating with intense and real life, and its grand lesson, ' Vengeance is Mine, I will
repay,' is ever in'eseut."—J'utt Moll Cnzette.
" It has not only the very hue of life, b u t its nioveinent, its advances, its strange jiauses, it?
seeming reversions to former conditions, and its perjietual change, its ai^parent solations, its
essential solidarity. I t is a world, and yiai live in it while you read, and long afterwards."—
Harper's Monthly.
COUNT

Second

TOLSTOI'S

Edition.

In

GREAT

Tiirce

EEALLSTIC

Vols.,

croivn

XOVEL.

Sro, price

5s.

each.

WAR AND PEACE.
1. BEFORE TILSIT.

2. THE IXVASIOX. 3. THE FP.EXCH AT MOSCOW

" Incomparably Count Tolstoi's greatest work is ' War and Peace.' "—Satunhiy Heeieit-.
" Count Tolstoi's magniticeiit novel."—Athemviim.
" Count Tolstoi's admirable work may be warmly recoinmeiided to novel readers. His pictures
of Imperial society—the people who move round the Czar—are as iutei'estiiig and as vi\ id as his battle
Seeiii's."—,s'^ JiuiieiS Hazcttr.
" The interest of the book is not concentrated in a hero and a heroine. The other personages are
studied with equal minute elaI)oratioii .
. aud ]'ass before us in scenes ui>on whiidi the authoi
has lavished jiains and knowle'lge. He describes society as it appeals to a calm, severe critic. He
understands and respects goodness, anil sets before us all t h a t is lovable in Russian domestic life.'
—J'ull Mall Gazette.
In croirn

Svo,tcitJi

a Portrait

of

Count

Tolstoi,

price

as.

CHILDHOOD, BOYHOOD, AND YOUTH. [Shortly.
By NIKOLAI Y
In croivn

Svo, witli

Memoir

GOGOL.

of tlie ^Inthor,

price

'2s.

Qd.

DEAD SOULS.
" Dead S' Ills," Gogol's masterpicc?, has for forty years remained t h e greatest work of fiction
in the Kiii-sian language. The iocidents o! t h e story are ever Ires-h in people's miLds, aud aie
coustaiitly allude 1 lo in t h e eoiiisc of everyday conversation t h r o u g h o u t t h e length and breaoth
• f the lUi.-sian e m p i r e . .Many of G'lgol's sallies, too. have become i.iroveibial ex]U'etsions, and t h e
iiaines of the personages w h o m he introduced to his comi)atiiots iu " L'ead Souls '' have grown aa
familiar in their m o u t h s as houtehold w o i d s .
In croirn

Sro, price

'2s. Qd.

TARAS BULEA, WITH ST. JOHN'S EVE, AND
OTHER STORIES.
" T a r a s Biilba " is a talc of t h e Cos^ackp, in which t! e author (himself a dcscend.int from t h a t
race) detcribes the lieruie t x p l o i t s of his aiieestoi s : tlieir wild mode vf lite a n d warfare ; i h e
wondeiful seei.ery, the lortsts, llie poiuls, t h e \^ido .strit.bcs, and tl.e sky of the stej'pe^ ; all t>t
which are woven together in t h e loim of fiction, and placed before t h e reader iu t h e m i s t
picturesque a b d vivid prose, which eouai« in l ' ^oitv iLo •'<•'•• "t.. ..f tiic nr.hio^t ,,„„•.„
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C E L E B R A T E D RUSSIAN
HOVELS-continued.
By F K D O R D O S T O I E F F S K Y .
Translated

from

the original

Russictn

by Fred.

IVhibhaw.

" There are three Russian novelists who, though, with oneexception, little known out .jf their <
country, stand head and shoulders above most of their coiiteiuporaries. In the opinion of some
iiidiHerent critics, they are superior to all other iioveli.sts of this generation. Two of th
Dostoietlsky and Turgeuieti; died not long ago, the third, Lyof Tolsb.i, still lives. The one with
most marked individuality of character, probably the most highly gitted, was unquestioua
Dostoietlsky."—Special r.

Ill croivn Svo, price 5s.

UNCLE'S DREAM, & THE PERMANENT HUSBAND.
//( crown Svo, coiitaining nearly 500 pnges, price 6s.

THE IDIOT
" T h e Xovel is unquestionably a w o i k of g r e a t power aud oi iginalitj-.
M. Dostoieff
crowds ni:i canvas with living orgaoisiiis, depleted witii exireiiie viMdue^s."- -.S'.e/,s,*(ua.

In crown Svo, price 5s.

THE FRIEND OF THE FAMILY, & THE GAMBLEF
" DcstoiLffsky is one of t h e k e e n e s t observers of Immunity nmong--t m o d e r n novelists. B
.stiries are very VMluablo as ^'iciufcs of a s n c i t t y a n d a p u ' p i e w i t h whum. we aro itiiperfei
acquainted, b u t who deseive the closest s c r u t i n y . " —Fabiic Opinion.

Third Edition, i)i croicii Sro, with Portrait

and Memoir.price

6s,

INJURY AND INSULT
'' That ' Injury and I n s u l t ' is a powerful novel few will deny. Vania is a marvellous charac
Once read, tlie bonk can never be forgotten."—67. Stciihen's ilcctmi-,
" A masterpiece of tiction. Tlie author has treatetl with consiniimate tact the difficult charai
of Natasha ' t h e incarnation and the slave of passion.' tShe lives and breathes in these vivid ya
aud [he reader is drawn iuto the vortex of her anguish, aud rejoices when she breaks free Irom
chain."—Morning I'o^t.

Third Edition.

In c rjivn Svo. 450 pages, p -ice Cs.

CRIME AND PUNISHMENT.
"Dostoieffsky is one of the most remarkable of modern writers, and his book, ' C R
AND PiNisHMENT,' is oiie of the most moving of modern novels. I t is the story of a murder
I'f the iiunishment which dogs the murderer ; and its etlect is unique in fiction. I t is realism,
^ueli realism as i l . i^ola and his followers do not dre.uu of. The leader knows the iiersonage
strange, grotesque, terrible personages they are -more intimately than if he hail lieeii years \i
them in the flesh. He is constrained to live their lives, to sutler their tortures, to scheme ,
resist with them, exult with them, weep aud laugh and despair with them ; he breathes the v
breath of their nostrils, and with the madness t h a t comes ujion them he is afflicted even as th
This sounds extravagant praise, no d o u b t ; b u t only to those who have not read the volunie.
those who have, we are sure t h a t it will appear rather under the mark t h a n otherwise."—
Allnii" t'm.
"Hostoifllsky sounded the lowest depths of human nature, and wrote with the power o
master. X<iue but a Kussian and a genius could draw siieh a character as Rodia Raskolnikolf, v
has been aptly named the ' H a m l e t of the Madhouse.'"—VAe rpLetn ur.

By M. U.
In croicn

Sen,

with

LERMONTOFF
Frontispiece,

-price

3s. Qd.

A HERO OF OUR TIME.
" Lermoiitofr's genius was as wil.l and erratic as bis stormv life and tragic end. Rut it had
true ring, and bis name is enrolled among the literary ioinioitals of his eoimtry. ' A Hero of i
Time' is utti rlv uiuonventional, possesses a weird interest all its own, and is iu every wa;
remarkable romance."—Spectator.

•T(rt>,

ufT

THE MERMAID SERIES.
I lie and dream of your full M E R M . \ ' D wine.'*
Master Francis Beaumont to Ben Jors^n.

N o w Publishing,
In Ilalf-Crown monthly vols., post Svo, each volume containing 500 pages and
an etched frontispiece, bound in cloth w ith cut or uncut edges.

AN

UNEXPURGATED

E D I T I O N OF

THE BEST PLAYS
OF

THE OLD DRAMATISTS,
U . X D E R THE G E N E R A L E D I T O R S H I P O F H . V V E L O C K

ELLIS.

IN the M E R M A I D S E R I E S are being issued the best plays of the Elizabethan and later
dramatists—plays which, with Shakespeare's works, constitute the chief contribution ol
the English spirit to the literature of the world. T h e Editors who have given their
assistance to the undertaking include men of literary eminence, who have distinguished
themselves in this field, as well as younger writers of ability.
Each volume contains on an average five complete plays, prefaced by an Introductory
Notice of the Author. Great care is taken to ensure, by consultation among the Editors,
that the Plays selected are in every case the best and most representative—and not the
most conventional, or those which have lived on a merely accidental a n d traditional
reputation. A feature will be made of plays by little known writers, which although often
50 admirable are now almost inaccessible. In every instance the utmost pains is taken
to secure the best text, the spelling is modernised, and brief but adequate notes are
supplied. In no case do the Plays undergo any process of expurgation. It is believed
that, although they may sometimes run counter to what is called modem taste, the free
and splendid energy of Eliz.abethan art, with its extreme realism and its extreme idealism—
embodying, as it does, the best traditions of the English Drama—will not suffer from the
frankest representation.

VIZETELLY

&- CO.'S NEW
VOLUMES

BOOKS

ALREADY

&- NEW

EDITIONS

PUBLISHED.

Containing ^iS pages, and an engraved me~~ofint Portrait of Cengrcve, from it
picture by Sir Oodfrey Knellir.
TSB
COMPLETE PLAYS
OP WILLIAM
CONGRE'^
Edited anel annotated by ALEX. C. EWALD.
In Two Vols., each containing itpivards of 500 })ages, and with Engraved Fortraii
Beaumont and Fletcher.
THE BEST PLAYS OF BEAUMONT A N D PLETCHI
With an Introduction .and Notes by J. ST. LOE STRACHEY.
Containing nearly 500 piages and an Etclieil Portrait of Middleton.
T H E B E S T P L A Y S O P T H O M A S M I D D L E T O N . AVith
Introduction by ALGERNOX C'HARLE,S SWINRURXE.

With an Etched Full-length Portrait of Alleyn, the Actor, frcm, the Picture at
Dulwich College, the Third Edition of
T H E B E S T P L A Y S O P C H B I S T O P H E B , M A R L O W E . Eeli
with Critical Memoir and Notes, by HAVELOCK ELLIS, and containing a Gcr
Introduction to the Series by J. ADDIXGTOX SvMoxns.
Containing 528 pages and, an Etched Portrait of Massingcr, the Second Edition
THE BEST PLAYS
OP PHILIP
MASSINGER.
Witl
Critical and Biographical Essay and Notes by ARTHUR SYMOX.S.
THE

BEST

PLAYS

To be followed by
OP THOMAS

E11XE.ST KHYS — of JAMES SHIRLEY,

DEKKER,

Edited by EDMUXD

Edited
GOSSE

THOMAS HEY WOOD, Edited by J. ADDIXGTOX SY.-MOND.S—of THO J
OTWAY, Edited by the Hon. RCDEX NOEL—of JOHN FORD, Editec
HAVELOCK ELLIS—of BEN JONSON, 2 Vols., Edited by C. H. HERFORD.

ALSO N E R O A N D O T H E R P L A Y S , Edited by HERBERT P. Hoi
etc. ARDEN OF FEVERSHAM, and other Plays attributed to Shakespe
Edited by ARTHUR SYMOXS ; and THE BEST PLAYS OF WEBS'
AND CYRIL TOURNEUR, CHAPMAN, MARSTON, ROWLEY,
FIELD, DRYDEN, WYCHERLEY, APHRA BEHN, &c.

VIZETELLY'S ONE-VOLUME

NOVELS.

CnEAPEM
ISSUE.
" The idea of publishing cheap one-volume novels is a good one, and we wish the series e
tuccess."—Saturday/ Review.
n„ g j e a c h
THIRD EDITION.

DR. PHILLIPS : A Maida Vale IdjU. By FRANK DAN
•'' Dr. Phillips ' will make a sciisatiou second to m ne that has yet been made in the woi
fiction."— Wlatchutl Rtci'ir.

AN EXILE'S

ROMANCE.

By ARTHUR KEY.SE

Author if"Sii English," " Pol tars and Sense," d-c.
" A very bright ami vivacious iwxa]."—Do du Telegropli.
" Abounds iu exciting incidents,"- Mornirij P< st.

JO VIZETELLY

S^ CO.'S NEW

VIZETELLY'S

BOOKS

&- NEW

EDITIONS

ONE V O L U M E NOVELS-fOT!/i»"«?.
3s. 6 d . each.

MY BROTHER YVES. By PIERRE LOTL
Tran.shited
from the Eighteenth
French
" A wonderfully vivid p i c t u r e . ' —Literary Worin.
" P i e r r e Loti m a y be called t h e Clark Hussell of Fr.rnce.
achievements of contemporary French fielhjn."— Aeaite,,!!/.

Edition.
H i s novels represent t h e 1

THE MEADOWSWEET COMEDY.
BY T. A . P I N K E R T O N .
" There is clever sm.art writing in t h e book, a n d Mr. T i n k e r t o n is certainly n o t tedious
Svtvrilay Rf.cir ic.
" The plot is cne of love a n d i n t r i g u e well constructed. "—.Sl'^^//i<'n.

CLOUD AND SUNSHINE. (Noir et Ro^e.)
B Y GEORGES OHNET, AUTHOR OF " T H E IROXMASTEE."

Translated from the QOth French Edition
THIED

by MR.S. H E I E X SXOTT.

EDITION.

COUNTESS

SARAH.

B T GEORGES OHNET.
TRANSLATED, 'WITHOUT ABRIDGMENT, F R O M T H E llSxii F R E N C H E D I T I O N
" The book contains some very powerful situations a n d first-rate character studies.
Wl.itetiaLl Ri.eiew.

THE THREATENING EYE.
BY

E . F.

KNIGHT,

AUTHOR OF " A

CRUISE IX THE FALCOX."

" There is a good deal of power about this romance."—eirnphic.
" Full of estr.af r d i n a i y power and originality. T h e stoiy is one of quite exceptional force .
mpressiveness."—J/ti/uAe.,(tT Examiner.
SECOSD

PRINCE
BY

EDEflOy.

ZILAH.

JULES CLARETIE.

Translated
from the 57th French
edition.
" J l . J u l e s Claretie h a s of late t a k e n a conspicuous place as a novLlist in France."—Times.

THE FORKED TONGUE.
B Y R. L A N G S T A F F DE HAYILLAND, M.A., AUTHOR OF " Ex.M.AVzr," i
" In m a n y respects t h e story is ,i r e m a r k a b l e one. I t s m e n and women .are d r a w n with pei
a n d w i t h o u t pity ; t h e i r follies a n d t h e i r vices a r e painted in u n m i s t a k a b l e Colours a u d w
a skill t h a t fascinates."—Societi/.

THE TRIALS OF JETTA MALAUBRET.
BY Y I C T O R

CHERBULIEZ,

OF THE FREXCH ACADEMY,

TRAX.SLATED BY T H E CUUXTI:S.S G. DE LA ROCHEFOUCAULD.
" ' J e t t a M a l a u b r e t ' r e a l s with t h e experiences of a v i u n g girl who is t a k e n from a convi
and deliberately^ plunged into a sort of society calculated t " teach h e r t h e utinnst ] i.^sible amoi
of worldly wisdom—to say n o t h i n g of worse things—in t h e shortest possible time. The eh
acterization and dialogue are full of niouancv a n d cleverness."—^iociitv.

" Kiss me, dear," said Atheiiais.
In large crown Svo, beautifully printed on toned paper, price 5s., or handsomely
hound with gilt edges, suitable in every iray for a present, Qs.
A n I l l u s t r a t e d E d i t i o n of M. Olinet's C e l e b r a t e d N o v e l ,

THE IRONMASTER; OR, LOVE AND PRIDE.
CoxTAixixG 42

F U L L - P A G E E X G R A V I X G S BY F K E X C H
S E I ' A I I A T E FHO.M THE T E X ' T .

ARTISTS,

PRIXT];LI

12 VIZETELLY

&- CO.'S NEW

VIZETELLY'S

BOOKS &- NEW

ONE-VOLUME

EDITIONS.

UOyELS-^eontinued.

2s. 6d. each.
FIFTH

EDITION.

THE IRONMASTER; OR, LOVE AND PRIDE.
BY GEORGES OHNET.
FROM

THE

146Tn F R E N C H

EDITION.

" This w o r k , t h e greatest literary success in a n y l a n g u a g e of r e c e n t t i m e s , has already
yielded its a u t h o r u p w a r d s of £12,000."
THIRD

EDITION.

NUMA ROUMESTAN; OR, JOY ABROAD AND
GRIEF AT HOME, BY ALPHONSE DAUDET.
" ' N u m a R o u m e s t a n ' is a masterpiece ; it is really a perfect w o r k ; i t h a s no fault, no weakness. I t is a compact a n d hai-monioua w h o l e . " — M R . H E S E V JAMES.
SECOND

EDITION.

THE CORSARS; OR, LOVE AND LUCRE.
I B Y JOHN

HILL

" I t is indubitable t h a t Mr. Hill h a s produced a strong a n d lively novel, full of story, character, situations, m u r d e r , gold-mines, excursions, a n d alarms. The bcok is so r i c h in promise
t h a t we hope to receive some d a y from Mr. H i l l a romance w h i c h will w i n every vote. "—
Saturday Heview.
SECOND

EDITION.

PRINCE SERGE PANINE.
FROM T H E

110TH FRENCH

BY GEORGES OHNET.
EDITION.

" This excellent version is sure to m e e t w i t h large success on our side of t h e Channel."—London
Figaro.
SECOND
EDITION.

BETWEEN MIDNIGHT AND DAWN.
BY

INA

L.

CASSILIS.

" A n ingenious plot, cleverly handled."—Atheneeum.
" T h e i n t e r e s t begins with t h e first page, a n d is ably sustained to t h e conclusion."—Edirtburgli
Courant.

ROLAND; OR THE EXPIATION
BY

ARY

OF A SIN.

ECILAW

" A novel entitled ' R o l a n d ' is creating an i m m e n s e sensation in Paris. The first, second,
and t h i r d editions were swept away iu as m a n y days. The work is charmingly written."—lliC
II o, id.

ILAHUo.

BY THE AUTHOR OF ' A

" A clever book w i t h an original and i n j c n i o u s idea.
l o t n and wionen of t h e world."—Morniioj I'fst.
•' The tale is admirably told."—.s7. Shphen's Rerieu:

IN THE CHANGE OF YEARS,

JAUXT IX A JUXK."
Well fitted t o amuse t h e leisure of

BV F£LISE LOYELACE.

'* The a u t h o r is but tt»u t r u e to h u m a n naturo, as Thaokeniy and other gfi'eat artists have been
befure Uer."—Aoj<h-my.

VIZETELLY

&^ CO.'S NEW

BOOKS

&- NEW

MR. E. C. GRENVILLE-MURRAY'S

EDITIONS.

13

WORKS.

Third and Cheaper Edition, in post Svo, 434 pp., with numerous Page and other
Engravings, handsomely bound, price 5s.

IMPRISONED IN A SPANISH CONVENT:
AN E N G L I S H

GIRL'S

EXPERIENCES.

" I n t e n s e l y fascinating. The crjjose is a r e m a r k a b l e one, a n d as readable as r e m a r k a b l e . " —
Society.
" Excellent specimens of their a u t h o r in h i s best and brightest mood."—Athenieum.
1
" Highly dramatic."—Scois/zjaa.
'• Strikingly interesting."—Literary World.

*' Instead of the meek cooing dove with n a k e d feet and a d u s t y face who had talked of dying
for me, I had now a bright-eyed rosy-cheeked companion who had cambric pocket-handkerchiefs
with violet scent on t h e m and smoked cigarettes on t h e sly."—Peige lb.

New and Cheaper Edition, Two Vols, large post Svo, attractively boutid, price 15s.

UNDER THE LENS: SOCIAL PHOTOGRAPHS.
ILLUSTRATED WITH ABOUT 300 ENGRAVINGS BY WELL-KNOWN ARTISTS.
C O N T E N T S • - J I L T S — ADVENTURERS AND ADVEXTURESSES - HONOURABLE
GENTLEMEN ( M . P . s ) - P U B L I C SCHOOLBOYS AND U N D E R G R A D U A T E S - S P E N D T H R I F T S
- S O M E WOMEN I HAVE KNOWN—ROUGHS OF H I G H AND LOW DEGREE.
" Brilliant highly-coloured sketches.
containing beyond doubt some of the best writing
t h a t has come from Mr. Grenville-Murray's pen."—S(. James's Gazette.
" Limned audaciously, unsparingly, and w i t h m u c h ability."—IForid.
" Distinguished by their pitiless fidelity to nature."—Sccie(y.

ifMli^gifeai^ii
AT THE ETON AND HARROW CCICKET MATCH : from " UJ^J)ER

THE

LEXS.'

VIZETELLY

&- CO.'S NEW

BOOKS

MR. E. C. GRENVILLE-MURRAY'S

&- NEW

EDITIONS.

15

WORKS—continued.

Seventh Edition, in p)ost Svo, handsomely hound, jirice 7s. Qd.

SIDE-LIGHTS ON ENGLISH
&fectcl)r£; from %ile, Social

SOCIETY:

aiiK SattvicaL

ILLUSTRATED WITH NEARLY 300 CHARACTERISTIC
ENGRAVINGS.
C O N T E N T S : - F L I R T S . — ON
HER
BRITANNIC MAJESTY'S SERVICE. — SEMIDETACHED W I V E S . — N 0 3 L E LORDS.—YOUNG WIDOWS.—OUR S I L V E R E D YOUTH,
OR NOULE OLD BOYS.
'*
" T h i s is a startling book. The volume[is expensively a n d elaborately got u p ; t h e writing is
bitter, unsparing, and extremely clever."— Vanity Fair.
"Mr. Grenville-Murray spiarkles very steadily t h r o u g h o u t t h e p r e s e n t volume, and p u t s to
excellent use his incomparable knowledge of life and m a n n e r s , of m e n and cities, of appearances
aud facts. Of his several descants upon English typos, I shall only r e m a r k t h it t h e y are
brilliantly and dashingly^ written, curious as to their matter, and admirably readable."—7'rttiA.
" N o one can question t h e brilliancy of t h e sketches, n o r affirm t h a t ' Side-Lights' is a u g h t b u t
a fascinating book. .
The book is destined to m a k e a great noise in t h e world."— Whitehall
Review.

Third Edition, ivith Frontispiece and Vignette, price 2s. Qd.

HIGH LIFE IN FRANCE UNDER THE
REPUBLIC:
SOCIAL AND SATIRICAL SKETCHES IX P A R I S AND T H E P R O V I N J E S .
" Take t h i s book as it stands, w i t h t h e limitations imposed upon its author by circumstances,
and it will be found very enjoyable. . .
The volume is s t u d d e d with shrewd observations on
French life at the present day."—Sjifctotor.
" A very clover and entertaining series of social and satirical sketches, almost French in their
point and vivacity."—Contemporary Review.
" A most amusing book, and no loss instructive if road with allowances and u n d e r s t a n d i n g . "
— World.
•' Full of the caustic h u m o u r and graphic ch.aracter-painting so characteristic of Mr. GrenvilleMurray's work, and dealing trenchantly yet lightly with almost every conceivable ph;xse of
Sjcial political,'othcial,] lurualistic and theatrical htc."—Society.

i6 VIZETELLY
MR.
Second

&^ CO.'S NEW

EOOK.

NEir

E. C. G R E N V I L L E - M U R R A Y ' S

Edition,

in large

Svo. tastrfnlly

hound,

EDJIIONS.

WORKS-rnuluiaed.

with

gilt

edges,

price

]o,v. Qd.

FORMING A HANDSOME VOLUME FUR A I'lJESEXT.

PEOPLE I HAVE MET.
Illustrated

with

.54 tintid

Page

Enyrarings.

from

Designs

by F i ; i ; n .

1;AI;XAI;D.

THE I:U11 W m O W (ledueed from the original engravini;).
" Mr. Grenville-Mun-.ay's pages sparkle with cleverness and with a .shrewd w i t , caustic or
cynical at times, b u t by no means excluding a due appreeiatiou of t h e softer virtues of women
and t h e sterner excellences of m e n . The talent of t h e artist (Mr. Barnard) is akin to t h a t of t h e
authiir, aiid t h e result of tiio combination is a boi^k that, iince t a k e n iij^, can hardlv be laid down
until t h e last page is perused."—Speetator.
".^11 of Mr. Greuville-Muvray's portraits are clever and life-like, and some of t h e m are not
unworthy of a model who was more befiac t h e a u t h o r ' s eyes t h a n Addison—namely, Thaekerav '*
— Truth.

'

'

"•

" Mr. Grenville-Murray's sketches are genuine studies, a n d are t h o best thin£rs of t h e k i n d
that have been published since ' S k e t c h e s by Bo?.,'to which t h e y are superior in t h e sense in
ivhieli artistically executed eliaraeter ]i()rtraits aro suyierior to earieatures,"—N/. Jnnn'^'^ tja:<tte.
•' N o l-)ook of its itass can be puinfed out so admirably e.aleul.ited t'l sh iiv a n o t h e r generation
the foibles and peculiarities of t h e m e n and women of our times."—M<'rnitej I'v^t.

A n E d i t i o n of " P E O P L E I H A V E M E T " i s p u b l i s h e d i u s m a l l S v o ,
w i t h F r o n t i s p i e c e a n d o t h e r p a g e E n g r a v i n g ' s , price 2 s . 6 d .
In post Svo, l.'iO engravings,

clotli gilt,

/trice

5s.

JILTS AND OTHER SOCIAL PHOTOGRAPHS.
Uniform

with

the

above.

SPENDTHRIFTS AND OTHER SOCIAL PHOTOGRAPHS.

VIZETELLY

&- CO.'S NEW

BOOKS

£- NEW

MR. GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA'S

I'.DITIONS.

i-j

WORKS.

' It was liku 3'<mr iiniiLTciicu b.j cf.iiuu .Mnouchin ruitiid Lcie, loukiug after du \\ Litu folks' wa'^h.a.'

In One rohnnc,

demy

Sro, ^'oO pages,

AMERICA

J^Tlee V2s.,

tJie S i x c i i

F.DITIO-V (>J

REVISITED,

FROM THE BAY OF NEW YORK TO THE GULF OF MEXICO, tt FROM LAKE MICHIGAN
TO THE PACIFIC,

INCLUDING A £CJ3UP,N AMONG THE MORMJNS IN SALT L A ( E CITY.

ILLUSTRATED

'WITH

NEAKLY

400

ENGEA'VINGS.

" I n ' America R.visited Mr. Sihi is seen at his very best; better even than in his Paris
book more eveiilv f.'enial and g.iy, and with a fresher subject to h.indle."— World.
" Mr. Sal I'T good stories lie thick as plums in a pudding throughout this li oid . me ivorli."—
;'(/./; Mad Ui-u.ttt.

i8 VIZETELLY

&- CO.'S NEW

BOOKS

MR. G. A. SALA'S
In

demy

&^ NEW

EDITIONS.

WORKS—con/i/ttad

Svo, handsomely
printed
on hand-made
paper,
India paper mounted
(only 2 5 0 copies yrinled),

u-ith the lUustralions
irricc 10s. Qd.

on

UNDER THE SUN:
ESSAYS MAINLY WIUTTEN IN

HOT COUNTRIES.

A New Edition, coiitaininr; several Additional Essa3'.s, with an Etclied Portrait
of the Author by UOCOUUT, and VI full-page Engraving.s.
" There are nearly four h u n d r e d p.ages between tho c.ivers of t h i s volume, w h i c h means t h a t
t h e y contain plenty of excellent reading."—S(. Jaeiies's Gazette.

Uniform with the above, with Frontisj)iece and other Page

Engravings.

DUTCH PICTURES, and PICTURES DONE
WITH A QUILL
The Graphic r e m a r k s : " We have received a s u m p t u o u s new edition of Mr. G. A. Sala's wellk n o w n ' Iluteh P i c t u r e s . ' I t is p r i n t e d on rough paper, and is enriched w i t h m a n y admirable
illustrations."
" Jlr. S da's best w o r k has in it s o m e t h i n g of Montaigne, a great deal of Charles Lamb—made
deeper and broader—and not a little of Lamb's model, t h e aeeoinplished and quaint Sir Thomas
Brown. These ' D u t c h P i c t u r e s ' anil ' P i c t u r e s Done with a Q u i l l ' should be jilaced alongside
I diver Wendell Holmes's iuiinitible Ijudgets of friendly aossip and Thackeray's ' R o u n d a b o u t
P a p e r s . ' Tliey display t o perfection t h e quick eye, good taste, and ready h a n d of t h e born
essayist—they a i c never tiresiane."—Daily I-.l.graph.

UNDER THE SUN, and DUTCH riGTUP.ES AND PICTURES DONE
WITH A OL'ILL are also [Iahlislied in crown Svo, price 'Is. Qd. each.
Third and Cheep/r Edition,

in demy Svo, cloth gilt, p>rice Qs.

A JOURNEY

DUE

SOUTH;

TllAVELS IX SEARCH OF SUNSHINE,
INCLUDIN-O

MARSEILLES,

NICE, BASTIA, A,IACCIO, GEXOA, PISA,
VENICE, EOME, NAPLES, POMPEII, i c .

ILLUSTRATED WITH

16 FULLPAGE

BOLOGNA,

ENGRAVINGS BY VARIOUS ARTISTS.

" In ' .\ .lourncy due S.mth Mr. Sala i.s in his liriglitest and cheeriest mood, ready with quip
aial j e s t and aiicidote, brimful of allusion ever hap(>y and pat."—Saturday lievuic.

Eiyhth Edition, in crown Sro, 55S pages, attracttnly
bound, price 'Is. Qd.,
or gilt at the side and with gilt edges. '.'>s.

PARIS HERSELF AGAIN.
BY GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA.
W/ITH

350

CHARACTERISTIC

ILLUSTRATIONS

BY

FRENCH

ARTISTS.

" On subjects like those ill his p r e s n i t work, Jlr. Sala is at his best."—The Tunes.
" This book is one nf the mosi re.adi.ble t h a t has ajii'dreil for m a n y a day. Few Englishmen
k n e w so m u c h of old and modern Paris ;is .Mr. S.il.i."—Teeth.
" ' P a r i s Herself A g a i n ' is infiiitcly m ne amusing t h a n most novels. Tliei e is no Jtyle s )
c h a t t y aud .so iinwearyiic,' .as t h a t of which M Sala is a master."—Tlie ll'o' Id.

A bucK OF TiiF, I,I;GENCY : from

"LUTCII

PICTURES."

" Mr. Sala's best work has in it something of Jlontaigne, a great deal ..f ('b.-o-lrs l.anib—made
deeper and b r o a d e r - a n d not a little uf l,aiiil)'s model, t h e aeeoiniilished .and .|uaiiit .sir Thomas
Brown.
'these ' Dutch P i c t u r e s ' and ' Pictures liniie With a Quill' should be iilaeed alongside
(lliver Wendell Holmes's inimitalilo l.uilgets ..f friendly -ossiii and 'Iliackcray'.s ' IJoiindalioot
P.apers.' Tbey disj'Iay to perlectnai tl'e .piiik eye, good t. ste, and ready hand of the bom
B s a y i s t - t b e y are never tiresome."—,• aiJ.y 'htlnjraj,h.

K) VIZETELLY

£^ CO'S NEW BOOKS &- NEW

EDITIONS.

NEW AND CHEAPER EDITION OF

ZOLA'S POWERFUL REALISTIC NOVELS.
TR.\XSLATI:D WITHOUT .MIRIOGMENT.

Il.I.U.STi;.\TEII WITH .\I,L Till'. Op.HlIN'lL E M : K.\ V I N'f..S.

Price 3s. 6d. per volume.
Mr. H E N R Y J A M E S o n Z O L A ' S N O V E L S .
" A novelist with a system, a passionate conviction, a great plan—inciiutestable attributes of
M. Zola—is not now to be easil3' found in England or the United States, where the story-teller's
art i.s almost cxchi-sively Ccniinine, is mainly in the hands of timid (even when very accomplished)
women, whose acquaintmee with life is severely restricted, and who are not conspicuous for
general views. The novel, moreover, among ourselves, is almost always adilrossed to young
unmarried ladies, or at least always a.ssumes them to be a Large part of the i;ov._-li^t's public.
"This fact, to a French story-tc'ler, appears, of course, a damnable re.^triction, and M. Zola
would probably decline to take a?i sc'/'iui,r any work produced under such unnatural conditions.
Half of life is a sealed book to yoiim,' unmarried ladies, and how can a novel be worth anything
that deals only with half of lite? These objections are perfectly valid, and it maybe said that
our English system is a good thing for virgins and boys, and a bad thing for the novel itself,
when the novel is rc^oirded as something more than a simple jew t/e^^fr.f, and considered as a
eompositimi that trials '>f life at large and helps us to know."

NANA.
T H E

From the 127th French Edition.
" A S S O M M O I R . "

(The ProUtde to " N A X A . " ,

Fr...

tl,

97lh Fr,:nrli. Edition.
PIPING

H O T !

GERMINAL;
the i7lh Frcnh

.POT-BOUILLE.)

From the Q'ird French Edition.

OR, MASTER AND MAN. p-o.
Edition.

THE RUSH FOR THE SPOIL,

LA CUREE.)

Z-.,

the oith French Edition.

THE LADIES' PARADISE. (TheSc,„oito"p.ns. HOT:')
From the 50th Frcucle

Edition.

ABBE MOURET'S TRANSGRESSION
French

Fromti.zut

Edition.

THERESE RAQUIN.
HIS

MASTERPIECE ?

LCEUVRE.)

nW,

a rortraH of

M. EMILE ZOLA, EIrhed by BocoiT.i.

THE FORTUNE OF THE ROUGONS.
'^4/'. i'. s,;.': Ed.I ion.

Fro, the

VIZETELLY

iS- CO:S
ZOLA'S

H O W
A

JOLLY

LOVE

NEW

BOOKS

REALISTIC
LIFE

EPISODE.

£ - NEW

EDITIONS.

21

NOVELS-cortft/iitei^.

I S !

From 11,,,,^

Prenyl

From the 5livl Fre,r:h

Em..n.

Etitem.

The Three follov\^ing Volumes are price 6 s . each.

THE

CONQUEST OF PLASSANS.

From the ^..i

French Edition.

HIS EXCELLENCY

EUGENE ROUGON. From

the 'I'lnd French Edition.
F A T

A N D

THIN.

(LE VENTRE DE PARIS.)

From

French Edition.

the

2Wi

\_S!iortly.

CLAUDE'S CONFESSION.
MADELEINE FERAT.

[v/.../,,
^shor,.iy.

I a l a r g s octavo, price 63. p e r Volum?.
Each Volume contains about 100 Engravings, half cf which are paege-size.

1. NANA.

2. THE ASSOMMOIR.

DESIGNS BY B E L L E N G E R ,

THE

BERTALL,

3. PIPING HOT.

CLAIR IN, GILL,

BOULEVARD

YIERGE,

&c.

NOVELS.

P i c t u r e s of F r e n c h Morals a n d M a n n e r s .
//( small Svo, altractivelg lioand, price 2s. (Ut. eoeh.

NANA'S DAUGHTER.
Rv A L F K E l l

SIRVEN and l l E N U l

'^''"'"'''""-

Fri'ia (he '3!j(h Frcurh

THE

YOUNG

Edition.

GUARD.

Bvv.^sT.Rb.d•AKl^

SEALED LIPS.
Bv F. DU BOIKGOBEV.

ODETTE'S MARRIAGE.
BY A L I J E K T

DEI.PIT.

/v.o,,,/„.-,»//-,„,„/.w,,,,,,,.
THE VIRGIN

WIDOW.

Fr„vi llir Iblh Friiirh l-:,niio,i.

liv A. M .'\TTH EV.

THE WOMAN OF FIRE.

THE PRIMA DONNA'S

BYADOLPIII. llEl.nT.
Frvmlhe-MhI-n,„h

h,l,l,.'„.

HUSBAND.
BvF.

DU UOISGOIIEY.

VIZETELLY
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VIZETELLY'S HALF-CROWN

PARIS HERSELF AGAIN.

EDITIONS.

SERIES.

i;y GF.ORGE AUGUSTUS S.M.A. Ninth

E:dition. .'..'iS jia^rs and ",,".0 En.craviiigs.
" On subjerts like those in his ]iivs.ait woik. Jlr. Sala is at his best. —Th'' T!,ei:i.
'• This bonk is one of the most readable that li.is appean-d tor many a day. Few Englishmen know so much of old and inoili_.rn Paris as Mr. Hula.."—Tenth.

UNDER THE SUN.

ESSAYS M.UXI.Y WRITTEN-ix H.>T CUNTRIES.

By GI:OR<;F. A r a i r s T r s S.\i,.i, A Ne-iv Eilition. Illustrated with TJ pa.ge Engravings and an
etched Portrait of the Author.
o There are nearly four hundred pa.ges between the covers of this volume, which means
t h a t they contain plenty of excellent reading."—.s^ .JuNie.i's ti'i-.ittf.

DUTCH PICTURES and PICTURES DONE WITH A QUILL
13y GI;(II;GE Ar<a"STi.-s SALA. A Xuw Etlitinu. Illustrated witli S \KVJ,^ Kii:_'raYinu's.
•'Mr. Salii'.s l'0>^t wurk lias in it stiinethiii;^ of Miintai:^'ne, a ;j:reat iU.'al nf Cliarle-; Lanili—
ina:l<- diM.'i>er aii'l lin>a-ler - am.] n^t a little cf Laiiili's iin.'iWl, the au'Com]'lislietl ai^l quaint Sir
'Ihomas Brown. Tln'so ' Dutch r i c t u i v s " au'l ' P i r t n r e s Dene with a f^uill,' display t<.' \>v\-fectinn the ([uiok eye, L:'>tn.l ta^te, and ready hand nf the b o m essayist—they are n e \ e r tiresuuie."—Volhj TeU.-'jf'i h.

HIGH LIFE IN FRANCE UNDER THE REPUBLIC,

S.XUL

.\N-D S.\TIRIC.\L SKKTr HKS IN P.IRIS -\yD THE P K O \ I N ( . E S .
By E. C. G RENVILLE-M ['RK-W.
Third Edition, with a Froiitisiaere.
" A \iTy clever and entertainini; series of social anil satirioal sketches, almost French in
their jioiiit and vivacity." —C<uiOtnj.nroe:i Rrvieir.
" A most anmsiii:,'book, and no less instruetive if rea'l with allowances and understanding."—Il'or/i?.

PEOPLE I HAVE MET

By E. C. GRENVIELE-MURRAY. A New

Edition. With S page Engravings from Designs by F. B^KN.ARD.
" >lr. Greinille-Murray's jiagi's sparkle with cle\'eriiess and with a shrewd wit, caustic or
cynical at times, luit by no means e.xeduding a ilue apineeiatioii of t h e S'.'tt-T \ i i t u e s of woii.en
and the sterner excelleiieies of men."—Si»rU<inr.
'•All of Mr. Grenville-Murrays portiaits ai'e clever and life-like, and some of them are
not unworthy of a model who was moie before the author's eye than Adiiisou—namely,
Thackeray."—Truth.

A RIJOK

OF

riJURT

SCASDAL.

CAROLINE BAUER AND THE COBURGS. From the German,
with two carefully engraved P o i t r a i t s . S'econd Edition.
" C a r o l i n e Bauer's n a m e became in a m y s t e r i o u s a n d almost tragic m a n n e r connected
w i t h those of t w o men highly esteemed and well r e m e m b e r e d in E n g l a i i d - - P r i n i e Ueoi'old
of Coburg, and his n e p h e w , Prince Albert's t r u s t y friend aud adviser, Baron btockmar."—
The Times.

THE STORY OF THE DIAMOND NECKLACE, TOLD IN DETAIL
F<ni THE F I R S T TIME. A New Kditimi. liy JIKNKY VIZKTELI Y. Illustrated with an authentic
n'presfntati<'n of tin' Diamond Nrckl:i('e,and a Portrait uf the L''.>untess de la Mott^, enL;raYed
on sS_-el, and other Kngravings.
'* H a d t h e m-'St daring' of our sensational noYclists p u t forth t h e present plain
unvarnished s t a t e m e n t of facts a.s a work of hution, it would havo lioiii denuunced .-is
so violating all probabilities as to l>e a positive insult to t h e cimimon sense ot t h e reader.
Yet strauKC, startling, incomprehensible as is t h e narrative which t h e a u t h o r baa here
uvulvfd, every word of it is true."—JS'ofes and Queries.

GUZMAN OF ALFARAQUE.

A Spanish Novel, translated Ly

J-]. DownEi.i,. lliustratrij with IiiL;ldy linishrd ste.-l Kn>;raviii.;s frcm I'r.^i^-iis l.y S I A H L .
*'The w i t , v i \ a ; i t v a n l variety of this masterpiece cannot be over-estimated."—Morning
PosU
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I?i post Svo, with numerous Page and. other Engravings, cloth gilt, price 3s. Qd.,

NO ROSE WITHOUT A THORN,
By F. C. BURNAND,

AND OTHER TALES.
H. SAYILE CLARKE, R. E. FRANCILLON, &c.

" By the aid of the chimney with the register up Mrs. Lupscombe's curiosity was, to a
certain extent, gratified."—Page 19.
In post Svo, vnlh numerous Page and other Engravings, cloth gilt, price 3s. Qd.

THE

DOVE'S

NEST,

AND OTHER TALES.
By JOSEPH HATTON, RICHARD JEFFERIES, H. SAYILE CLARKE, &c.
A S T O R Y OF T H E STAGE.
In crown Svo, leith eight tinted page engravings, price 2s.

SAVED BY A SMILE.
BY JAMES SIIiEE.
Third Edition.

In crown Svo, vith page engravings, price 'Is.

MY FIRST CRIME.
BY

G. MACK,

FiJbMF.K " C l I E F DE LA S r U F T I o " OF TIIK B A U I . S B D L I C E .

" A n account by a real Lecoq of a real crime is a uovrlty among t h e mass of eriniin.al
novels with which tin: world has l.-oo fav..ure.l siiiee the d e a ' b of the great originator Gaboriau.
It is to .M. M.ieiS, who has had to .Ir ,1 with r e d ,"../o^ ,Vinstruetion. real a.ieiils d'. la surele, and real
iiiurdeiers, t h a t we are indebted f..r t h i s ru.illj- iiiteie.stiiig addition to a species of literature
whieh has oflate begun to pall."—.s'o'an/.iy R.ei'ie.
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A

CITY
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BOOKS

In.

8,a,, i:.v. t;,/.

rrnirn

GIRL.

£- XEW

A RoalLstiu Story

EDITIONS.

i;y

L.UV

J.JHX

•• The central studies of tl.r city girl and her lover are worked out iMth Zol.i like fidelity. '
St.Sl.rh.n-.Ji.n,,,.
" A little lomalicc which is wmitilig l, either in pathos nor in Ion o."—.-iti.innuiei.
NEVv' KTOIiY

i;V ' H I E A U T I l o l ! u F

/ ; ( croirn

Seo,

allractivily

'•THE
luiind,

CllFVELEV
'jirice

:s.

NOVELS."

Qd.

HIS CHILD FRIEND.
BY TIIF, AuTimu ov

" A ]\IIIDEI;N ]\IINISTFU,'' ' S.vri. AVEIL," &C.

" Is told tenderly a n d with graphic .'kill,

-/cademy.

In paper cover--; Is. each , or cl.dh gilt, 2s. Ql.

PATTER

POEMS.

IIu.MfiLors AND SFLIOUS, FOU READINGS AND RECITATION.S.

BY

AVALTER

PARKE.

ir;r7/ iLLU.-^riiATiox.-- BY J.

J.KITCH.

" ' P a t t e r P o e m s ' include many- sparkling
and m e r r y lays, well adapjted for recitatiiai,
and sure of t h e approval of t h e audience. '
—Saturday R'-eme.
Till;

COMIC GOLDEN LEGEND.
BY
WITH

Y'ALTER

ILLCSTRAriO.XS

PARKE.
l:y

./.

Li:iTCH.

" T h e storiesare told in l a i u h t and l u m i r n u s
V i i s i s in which are de.xterou>ly wrought
parodies of a good niai y present and some
past poets."—.See(f//!0;i.

SONGS OF SINGULARITY
BY WALTER PAPKE.
iLLi'sTR.ui.u wrni CO /•:.V(,7,'..ir;.V(;,s'.
//( /;o,s7 Sen. /.rier

o,s. 111/.

THE CHILDISHNESS AND BRUTALITY OF THE TIME
];v I I A R ( ; ] ; A V E .II-:NXIX(;.^, Author ol " T h e K.isiomoiaii^.''.Vo.
" Mr. .Jenuings has a kuaek of writing in goei 1. racy, treneliaut style.
In rriiirn

S('o, iittro,'tic

/o ton,id,

^.rir,

Daily Ncic^.

L'S. Qd.

THE RED CROiS, AND OTHER STORIES,
//( croirn

Sco, I'rice

P.V LUIOL

2s. Qd,

IN STRANGE COMPANY
BY .IAMK.S ( ; 1 ; E I : N \ V ( ) I 1 I ) (the "Aiuatnir I'asual").
ILLUSTRATED

WITH A P O H T R A ; , -

C;.

. .-.^

.-...

-

-

i

STEEL.
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Volumes, with picture covers,

STORIES.

T H E E . \ E L I E E VOLUMES WILL INCLUDE :

THE CHAPLAIN'S SECRET, BT LEON DE TINSEAU.
AVATAR; OR, THE DOUBLE TRANSFORMATION,

BY

THEOPHILE GAUTIER.
{The above ivork evidently suggested " Doctor Jekyll and Mr. Hyde.")

COLONEL

QUAGG'S

CONVERSION,

and Other Stories.

BY GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA.

THE MONKEYS' REVENGE, BY LEON GOZLAN.
THE PENSIONER WITH THE WOODEN HEAD,

BY

EUGENE MOUTON.

THE MARCHIONESS'S TEAM,

BY LI^ON DE

TINSEAU.

In scarlet covers, price One Shilling each.

FRENCH

SENSATIONAL

BY

POPULAR

NOVELS,

AVRITERS.

BEWITCHING IZA. BY ALEXIS BOUVIER.
LECOQ THE DETECTIVE'S DAUGHTER,

BY BUSNACH AND

CHABRILLAT.

DISPATCH AND SECRECY,

BY GEORGES GRISON.
Other Volumes are in preparation.

Miscellaneous Shilling Books.
SO

ENGLISH!

WRECKED

IN

B Y T H E A U T H O E OP " A N E X I L E ' S

LONDON :

Scandals of the Day.

ROMANCE."

A Story founded on one of the Great

B Y WALTER

I'AIRLIE.

A

T A L E O P M A D N E S S : Being the Narrative of P A U L STAFFOED.
E D I T E D BY JULIAN CRAY.
Second Edition. In paper cover, price Is., or cloth. Is. Qd.
I R I S H H I S T O R Y F O R E N G L I S H R E A D E R S . BY WILLIAM
STEPHENSON GREGG.
In paper cover. Is. ; or in parchment binding, gilt on side, 2s. Qii.
T H E P A S S E R - B Y . A Comedy ill one Act, stated for Private Representation. B Y FRANCOIS COPPEE, of the French Academy.
A SATIRICAL POEM, BY A WELL-KNOAVN POET.
L U C I F E R I N L O N D O N , aud his Pieflections on Life, Manners, and the
Prnoi-ipct.s; of Society.
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VIZETELLY'S SIXPENNY SERIES OF AMUSING
AND ENTERTAINING BOOKS.
KING SOLOMON'S WIVES: Or the Mysterious Mines. Bv
HYDER RAGGED.
THE

TFith Humorous Illustrations by LANCELOT Si'F.r.:..

MANCHESTER

MERCHANT.

From the German.

TARTARIN OF TARASCON. BY ALPHONSE DAUDET.
CECILE'S FORTUNE, BY F. DU BOISGOBEY.
THE THREE-CORNERED HAT. BY P. A. DE ALARCON.
THE BLACK CROSS MYSTERY, BY H. CORKRAN.
THE STEEL NECKLACE, BY F DU BOISGOBEY.
THE GREAT HOGGARTY DIAMOND, BY W. M. THACKERAY.
CAPTAIN SPITFIRE. AND THE UNLUCKY TREASURE.
BY P. A. DE ALARCON.

MATRIMONY BY ADVERTISEMENT,
OF A JouRNALLST.

B Y C. G. PAYNE.

AND OTHER ADVENTURES
15 Engravings.

VOTE FOR POTTLEBECK!
LOVE.
YOUNG

B Y C. G. PAYNE.
WIDOWS.

THE STORY OF A POLITICIAN IN
20 Engravings.

B Y E . C. G R E N Y I L L E - M U R R A Y .

bO Engravings.

THE DETECTIVE'S EYE. BY F. DU BOISGOBEY.
THE STRANGE PHANTASY OF DR. TRINTZIUS.

B.

AUGUSTE VITU.

A SHABBY GENTEEL STORY. BY W. M. THACKERAY.
THE RED LOTTERY TICKET, BY F. DU BOISGOBEY.
Will be ready shortly—
THE FIDDLER AMONG THE BANDITS, BY ALEX. DUMAS
THE ABBE CONSTANTIN. BY LUDOVIC HALEVY.
Otlier Volumes a r e in P r e p a r a t i o n .
In One Volume, large imperial Svo, price 3s., or single numbers price Qd. each,

THE

SOCIAL ZOO;

SATIRICAL, SOCIAL, AND HUMOROUS SKETCHES BY THE BEST W R I T E R S .

Copiously Illustrated in many Styles by iccll-known Artists.
OUR

GILDED

NICE

GIRLS.

NOBLE

FLIRTS.

YOUTH.

By E. C.

GRF.XVILLE-MURRAY.

By R. MOUNTENEY JEI'IISON.

LORDS.

By E. C.

GUENVILLE-MURRAY.

By E. C. GRENVILLE-MURRAY.

OUR SILYERED YOUTH. By E. C. GI;ENVILLE-MURRAY
MILITARY MEN AS THEY WERE. By E. DYNE FEXTON.

VIZETELLY
In smttl
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&- CO.'S NEW
S/-0 Ornrnicntil

BOISGOBEY'S

BOOKS
Scarlet
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&- NEW
Is. per
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Volume.

NOVELS.

** Ah, fricnrl, how m a n y and m a n y a while
They've made the slow time fleetly flow,
And sulaced pain and charmed exile,
UuiauoBEY and GAUORIAU ! "
Balhule of R<xiiway Novels iti " Longman's

Magazine."

New Voluni33 to be Published during the Autumn.
WHERE'S ZENOBIA? -'Vols. THE RESULTS OF A DUEL.
SAVED FROM THE HAREM. M Y S T E R I E S
OF
NEW
Two Volumes.
PARIS. Two Volumes.
Lately Published Volumes.

THE RED CAMELLIA. 2YU1.S.
THE NAMELESS MAN.
THE CORAL PIN. 2 Yds.
THIEVING FINGERS.
FERNANDE'S CHOICE.
THE GOLDEN TRESS.
HIS GREAT REVENGE. Two
Vols.

THE PHANTOM LEG.
A RAILWAY TRAGEDY.

THE RED BAND. 2 Vols.
THE CONVICT COLONEL.
ANGEL OF THE CHIMES.
THE THUMB STROKE.
PRETTY BABIOLE.
A FIGHT FOR A FORTUNE.
THE GOLDEN PIG. 2 Vols.
THE MATAPAN AFFAIR.
THE JAILER'S PRETTY
WIFE.

THE OLD AGE OF LECOQ, THE DETECTIVE.

Two Vols.

*' The romances of Gaboriau and Da Bol.'^g'obey picture t h e marvellous Lecoq and other
wonders of shrewdness, who piece tog-ether the elaborate details of the most complicated
crimes, as Professor Owen with the smallest bone as a foundation could reconstruct t h e
most extraordinary animals."—Staiulard.

IN THE SERPENTS' COILS.
" T h i s is a most picturesque, dramatic, and powcrfid sensational novel. I t s interest
never flags. I t s terrific e x c i t e m e n t contiiuies to the end. The reader is k e p t spellbound."—Oldham Chroniclf.

THE DAY OF RECKONING. Two Vols.
** M. du Boisgobey gives us no tiresome ^lescriptions or laboured analyses of c h a r a c t e r ;
under his facile pen jiluts full of incident arc quickly opened and unwound. l i e docs
nut stop to moralise; all his ;irt consists in creating iutricacies wliich shall k e e p t h e
reailer'M curiosity on t h e stretch, and utfer a full scope to his own really wonderful
ingenuity for unravelling."—Tiiios.

THE SEVERED HAND.
" The plot is a marvel of intrir icy and cleverly mana,[:red surprises."—Lifi-rnri/ ]]'orI'l.
'• Ri.'.'idcrs who like a thoroui;lily cnt.ui|,ded and thrilling plot will w e l c n n e this novel
with av.dity."—/.'r/.N-/')/ Mn'mrij.
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BERTHA'S SECRET.
" ' Bertb.Vs S e c r e t ' is a most effective rom.inee. We need not say how t h e story enA>!,
for t h i s would spoil t h e reader's pleasure in a novel which d e p e n d s for all its interest on
t h e skilful weaving and unweaving of mysteries."—Times.

WHO DIED LAST? OR THE RIGHTFUL HEIR.
" T r a v e l l e r s will find t h e t i m e occupied by a longf jouraey pa.ss away rapidly w i t h one
of Du Boisgobey's absorbing volumes iu their hand."—London Figaro.

THE CRIME OF THE OPERA HOUSE. Two Yds.
" We are led breathless from t h e first page to t h e last, and close t h e book w i t h a
t h o r o u g h admiration for t h e vigorous romancist who has t h e courage to fulfil t h e t r u e
function uf t h e story-teller, b y m a k i n g reflection subordinate ' t o action."—Aberdetit
Journal.

GABORIAU & DU BOISGOBEY SENSATIONAL NOVELS.
In double volumes, bound in scarlet cloth, price 2s. Qd. each.
l . - T H E MYSTERY OF ORCIVAL, A N D T H E GILDED CLIQUE.
2.—THE LEROUGE CASE, A N D OTHER PEOPLE'S MONEY.
3.—LECOQ, THE DETECTIVE.
4.—THE SLAVES OF PARIS.
5.—IN PERIL OF H I S L I F E , A N D I N T R I G U E S OF A POISONER.
6 . - D 0 S S I E R NO. US, A N D THE LITTLE OLD M A N OF BATIGNOLLES.
7.—THE COUNT'S MILLIONS.
8.—THE OLD AGE OF LECOQ, THE DETECTIVE.
9.—THE CATASTROPHE.
10.—THE D A Y OF RECKONING.
11.—THE S E V E R E D H A N D , A N D I N T H E SERPENTS' COILS.
12.—BERTHA'S SECRET, A N D WHO D I E D LAST ?
1 3 . - T H E CRIME OF THE OPERA HOUSE.
14.—THE M A T A P A N A F F A I R , A N D A FIGHT FOR A FORTUNE.
15.—THE GOLDEN PIG.
16.—THE THUMB STROKE, A N D PRETTY BABIOLE.
1 7 . - T H E CORAL P I N .
1 8 . - H I S GREAT REVENGE.
In small post Svo, ornamental covers. Is. each ; in cloth. Is. Qd.

VIZETELLY'S POPULAR FRENCH NOVELS.
EXAMPLES OF THE BE.ST FRENCH FICTIOX L'NOH.IECTIONAELE I.\ CHARACTER.
** They are honks that may he safely left lying ahout where ihe ladies of the family can p'.c'K theni up
and read Wicm."—SHEFFIELD I.NDEPENDENT.

FROMONT THE YOUNGER & RISLER THE ELDER. Bj
A.

DAUDET.
" T h e aeries s t a r t s well with M. Alphonse Daudet's masterpiece."—Athenirtim.
" A terrible story, powerful after a sledge-hammer fashion in some parts, and won
derfully tender, touchinpf, and p a t h e t i c in others."— ]Uvstrated. London News.

SAMUEL BROHL AND PARTNER. By V. CHERDUUEZ.
"A s iprcmely dramatic s t u d y of a man who Uved two lives at once, even within himself
The reader's discovery of his double n a t u r e is one of t h e m o s t ck-verly managed of sur
prises, and Samuel Brohl's final dissolution of p a r t n e r s h i p with himself is a remarkabli
stroke of almost pathetic comedy."—The
Ueaphie.
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THE DRAMA OF THE RUE DE LA PAIX. By A. BELO
" A decidedly interesting a n d thrilling narrative is told w i t h great
passion, relieved by sprightliness a n d tenderness."—Illustrated London News.

force

MAUGARS JUNIOR. By A. THEUMET.
One of t h e most charming novelettes we have read for a long time."— Literary Woi

WAYWARD DOSIA, & THE GENEROUS DIPLOMAT!:
By HENRY GRAVILLE.
" A s epigrammatic as a n y t h i n g
Telegraph.

Lord Beaoonsfield h a s ever written."—iTamj;

A NEW LEASE OF LIFE, & SAVING A DAUGHTE
DOWRY.

By E. ABOUT.

" T h e story, as a flight of brilliant a n d eccentric imagination, is unequalled i:
peculiar way."—The Graphic.

COLOMBA, & CARMEN. By P. Mimui^.
" T h e freshness a n d raciness is quite cheering after t h e stereotjrped three-volume m
w i t h which our circulating libraries are cra,mtaed."—Halifax
Times.

A WOMAN'S DIARY, & THE LITTLE COUNTESS.
0.

FEUILLET.
" Is w r o u g h t o u t w i t h m a s t e r l y skill, a n d although of a slightly sensational kind, ca
be said to be hurtful either mentally or morally."—Dumbarton Herald.

BLUE-EYED META HOLDENIS, & A STROKE OF DIP!
MACY.

By V.

CHERBULIEZ.

" ' Blue-eyed Meta Holdenis ' is a delightful tale,"—Civil Service Gazette.
' " A Stroke of Diplomacy' is a b r i g h t vivacious story."—Hampshire Advertiser.

THE GODSON OF A MARQUIS. By A.

THEURIET.

" F r o m t h e beginning to t h e close t h e interest of t h e story never

flags."—Life.

THE TOWER OF PERCEMONT & MARIANNE.

By GEO

SAND.
" George Sand h a s a great n a m e , a n d t h e ' Tower of P e r c e m o n t ' is n o t uuwo
of ii." — Illustrated London News.

THE LOW-BORN LOVER'S REVENGE. By V.

CHERBULIES

" One of M. Cherbuliez's m a n y exquisitely written productions. The studies of hu
n a t u r e u n d e r various influences, especially in t h e cases of t h e u n h a p p y heroine and
low-bom lover, are wonderfully e&eaii'/e."—Illustrated
London News.

THE NOTARY'S NOSE, AND OTHER AMUSING STORL
By

E.

ABOUT.

" Crisp a n d bright, full of m o v e m e n t a n d Interest."—Brighton Herald.

DOCTOR CLAUDE ; OR, LOVE RENDERED DESPERAl
By H. MALOT.

TWO vols.

" 'We have to appeal to our very first flight of novelists to find a n y t h i n g so artist
English romance ad these books."—Dublin Evening Mail.

THE

THREE

VE^fGEANCE.

RED KNIGHTS;

OR. THE BROTHEI

By P. F^VAL.

" The one thing that strikes u s in these stories is t h e marvellous dramatic skill ot
writer o."— .i'/' ejfield Iniiepe tide ut.
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IN PERIL OF HIS LIFE.
" A story of thrilling interest, and admirably translated. "—.^K.uJnj/ Timet.

THE LEROUGE CASE.
" M. Gaboriau is a skilful a n d brilliant writer, capable of .«o divertir.g t h e attention ai
interest of his readers t h a t not one word or line iu his book will be s k i p p e d or read cat
lessly."— Hampshire
Advertiser.

OTHER PEOPLE'S MONEY.
" The i n t e r e s t is k e p t u p t h r o u g h o u t , a n d t h e story is told graphically a n d with a goi
deal of art."—London Figaro.

LECOQ THE DETECTIVE.

Two Vols.

" I n t h e art cf forging a tangled chain of complicated i n c i d m t s involved and ine:
plicable u n t i l t h e last link is reached a n d t h e whole made clear, Mr. Wilkie C'ollili^
equalled, if not excelled, by M. Gaboriau."—Brighton Herald.

THE GILDED CLIQUE.
" F u l l of incident, and instinct w i t h life and action.
fascinating book."—Hampshire Adcirtti^i,-.

Altogether t h i s is a m i i

THE MYSTERY OF ORCIVAL.
" The Author keeps t h e interest of t h e reader at ftver heat, aud by a succession (
u n e x p e c t e d t u r n s and incidents, t h e d r a m a is u l t i m a t e l y worked out to a very pU;
s a n t result. The ability displayed is '.inquestioaable."—Shijntld
luOipindtid.

DOSSIER NO. 113.
" T h e plot is worked out with great skill, a n d from first to last the rcader't interest
never allowed to flag."—Dumbarton Herald.

THE LITTLE OLD MAN OF BATIGNOLLES.
THE SLAVES OF PARIS. Two Vols.
" S e n s a t i o n a l , full of interest, cleverly conceived, and wrciight out w i t h ccn£v.n']n.,.t
skill."—Oxford and Cambridge Journal.

THE CATASTROPHE. Two Yds.
" ' T h e C a t a s t r o p h e ' does ample credit to M. Gaboriau's roputatiou as a noveli.-t o
vast resource m incident and of wonderful ingenuity in ccnstru.jting and unravtUinj
thrilling mysteries."—Aberdeen Journal.

THE COUNT'S MILLIONS. Two Vols.
" T o tho.se who love t h e mysterious a n d t h e sensational, GaLoiiau's stories are irre
sistibly fascinating. His marvellously clever pages hold t h e mirror u p tu mature witl
absolute fideUty ; and tljc interest w i t h which he contiivos to invcit his cLaractorBprovii
tLat exaggeration is unnecessary to a master."—.Sol.l^'.

INTRIGUES OF A POISONER.
" The wonderful Sensational XOTC!.-! of Emile Gaboriau."—ObJe.
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A HISTORY OF CHAMPAGNE
WITH NOTES ON THE OTHER SPARKLING WINES OF FRANCE.
BY H E N R Y VIZETELLY.
CHEVALIER OF T H E O R D E R OF F R A N Z J O S E F ,
WINE J U R O R FOR GREAT BRITAIN AT THE VIENNA AND PARIS KXHIBITIONA OF 1 S 7 3 AHD 187!

Illustrated "with 350 Engravings,
FROM ORIGINAL S K E T C H E S AND P H O T O G R A P H S , ANCIENT MSS., EARLY
BOOKS, R A R E PRINTS, CARICATURES, ETC.

PRIN1

" A very agreeable medley of history, anecdote, geograX)hical desrriptinn, and such 1
matter, distinguished by an accuracy not often found in such medleys, and illustrated tin
nio.st a b u n d m t and pleasing-ly uii.scuUaneous fashion."—Da'di/ Ni.trs.
" Mr. H e n r y Vizetelly's h a n d w m e book about Champati'ne and other .'^parkliHg •wines
France is full of curious information and amusement. I t should be widely read and appreciate
—Sofi'.rdai/ Keview.
" M r . H e n r y Vizetelly has w r i t t e n a quarto volume on t h e 'IlLstury <>{ Champagne,'
which he has c<jllected a large n u m b e r of facts, man}- of t h e m very curious and interesting. Ma
of the woodcuts are excellent.'*—A'hena-mn.
" It is probable t h a t this large volume contains such an amount of inf'Tmation touching t
subject which it t r e a t s as eaimot be foinid elsewhere. How enipjieteut t h e author was for t
ta;-k he xuidcrtcok is to be inferred from the functions he has di.^charged, and from the exct
tional opportunities he c\\y'y>^(\.''^-Ilhistratcd Jxuidini Si'us.
" A veritable iditi'ni de ^?/af, dealing with t h e history of Champagne frrim the time of i
Romans to the present date.
An interesting b.iok, the incidents and details of which
very graitbitally tnld with a good deal of wit and h u m o u r . The engravings arc exceedingly w
exeeutea."-- 77/r W'li'c and S^ ir'f Anrs.
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" M r . Vizetelly disci'iir^es l)rightly anil di-criDiinatingly on c m s a n d bou.^uets a n d t h e
different Europo.m vineyards, most of which h e has evidently visited."—The Jiii\ei.
" M r . H e n r y VizetcUy's Vionk.- ab'nit difTurent wines bavn an importance a n d a v.alue far
preater tlian will be as-i^n.,d theiu by tbij.se who look merely at t h e price at which they are
published."—.S"/!''ii;/ Ti•;/..<.
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