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INTRODUCTION
by Floyd Zuili, Jr,

“SALUTE ME for at this very moment 1 am in the throes
of becoming a genwis * Thus Balzac greeted his sister 1n 1833,
modesty was not one of his strong points Before long, he went
on to create the most starthng literary monument the world
has ever known, The Human Comedy. It 1s to this masstve
undertaking that Cousin Bette belongs

Even those who find 1t difficult to adnure Balzac—there 1s
that uohappy few—are impressed by the sheer physical bulk
and sweeping scope of The Human Comedy. Approximately
one hundred novels, novelettes and short stories compose the
gigantic enterpnse. Every aspect of French soctety, from the
Revolution of 1789 to that of 1848, 1s found within its con-
fines In all of literafure there 1s no more brilliant panorama
of human existence, for Balzac peopled his production with
a cast of two thousand characters from every walk of life
chimney sweep to duchess, convict to policeman, samt to
sinner Moreover, he told us everything about them. who they
were, what they did, where they lived, how much money
they had, what their clothes were like, who therr friends were.
All were endowed—even the suners—with the same frenzy
and passion that helped to make Balzac, 1n the opimon of
Henry James, “The master of us all.”

This creator of a fictional universe, one nivaled only by that
of Shakespeare, was born n Tours, France, i 1799. Balzac's
fanuly was of peasant stock, but he seldom referred to his
true onigms. He preferred to be known as a descendant of
the noble farmly, Balzac d'Entragues. He even adopted the
particle, the sign of nobility, to prove his pont Although
many Jaughed at his transparent pretentiousness, he was none-
theless received 1nto the select drawing rooms of znstocratic
Pans, made love to h traveled with He
spent the closing years of his life pursung Madame Hanska,
a woman with both title and fortune, all over Europe
she finally consented to marry hum. Only a few months -
“changmg mantal vows wath the famed novelist, she




Bairac is nearly always spoken of as 2 Titan of Letters,
the Napoleon of the Novel, a Force of Nature Supeslatives
are pertous, but with Balzac ene is forced to use them One
cannot approach him as one would any other author because
he and his ife were as fabulows as his Humnan Comedy Ever}f-
thing about the man was mgantic: his size, his appetite, his
capacity for physical labor, hts creative power, his imagination,
s will

Before Ralzac’s appearance upon the hterary scene the novel
was, with rare exception, an undisinguished genre. After him
1t became, and stil is, the most widely accepted and enjoyed
of all Lterary forms Not without reason s Balzac viewed as
the “towenng ido!f . . . gided thick with so much goid . . .
plated and burmshed and bright”, not without reason 15 he
umversatly regarded as the mspuring sovrce of such great and
dwerse writers as Flaubert, Zola, Proust, George Moore,
Amold Bennett, Henry James, Edith Wharton, Theodore
Drewser. His disciples are mynad. It could not be otherwise,
for any novelist who essays to depict hfe reahistically can do
no more than follow wm hus steps The author of Cousin Bette
not only made hie an acceptable hterary subject, but he demo~
cratized Inerature by danog to treat of maiters that had never
before been included 1 the domain of letters.

To d the hterary wrought by Balzae,
one must be famihar with some of the major aspects of his
nfe because so many of hus novels—especially Cousin Bette
and its compamon prece, Cousn Pons—had their beginnings
w his personaf existence At schoo! Balzac was not brifiant;
wndeed, his teachers looked upon him as a dultard. He was,
however, an ommivorous reader and a great dreamer Until
the very last day of his hife be remained what one of his most

eniies, called him—a visiopary
Balzac 15 credited with having been the father of realism, and
wm many ways he was, but his realsm as we find 1t in The
Human Comedy 1s much bigger, much more powerful, much
mare overnhelmiog than reality stself A comparnson of Flay-
bert's realstic works wath those of Balzac reveals mmediately
what happened to reahty when 1t was filtered through Balzac's
titanic imagination

As 3 young man, Balzac studied law and served for a time
in a lawyer's office While he preferred Iteraturs to law, the
Jatter was magnificent gust for his mul. Despite the contrary
opinion of Brunetitre, many feel that Balzac could never have
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portrayed the good and bad—found
throughou( his Human Comedy had he not himself been a
part of their world. Interestingly enough, one of the more
astute and upright of his fictional lawyers is Derville, who
was fashioned directly after the man under whom Balzac
served his apprenticeship, Guyonnet-Merville.

Though he delighted in writing about Jaw and reveled in
explarmng all sorts of legal technicalities (frequently to the
bewilderment of tus reader), the Titan never practiced. Instead
he withdrew to a Paristan garret where he wrote his abortive
drama, Cromwell, and a number of pot-boilers inspired by the
writings of Ann Radchﬁc and Monk Lewss. His tremendous
and flagg: was ablaze, Litera-
ture was his obsessnon No one was better prepared than he to
create the mighty monomamacs who haunt hes novels; he
himself was almost one

Literature was not his only obsession; there was another,
money. He never had enough of it. It was the open sesame
to his wants and d hick he bad in He
needed good food, ﬁne clothcs. elegant carriages and—by far
the most eded
was not to remain in the ga.rr:t for ever: houses had to bc
found to hold his vast art collection and s equally large
collection of bnc-a-brac. No matter how much he wrote he
could never earn enough money. Consequently, and while still
writing, he became a businessman. He was first 2 printer and
then owner of a type foundry. His losses were enormous.
Friends and family came tfo his rescue, but he was never free
of debts Several years after experiencing financial ruin in
Pars, he set out for Sardinia with the hope of making a for-
tune as 2 silver muner. He knew even less about muning than
printing; the results were the same—disastrous.

Just as Balzac had made of law and lawyers subjects to
write about, be did the same with such subjects as business
and money. Every possible manifestation of commerce and
trade is dealt with in The Human Comedy—an unheard-of
thing before Balzac, who created, for all tumes, the modern
traveling salesman, the money lender, the firancier, the banker,
the broker, the small shop-owner, the enriched manufacturer,
the advertising man and, ironically enough, the printer and the
typesetter. We today, accustomed to the novels of Dreiser
and Howells and to the works of our contemporary authors
who depict the men in gray flannel suits, hardly realize that it




was Balzac who first added these new dimensions to literature.
By broadening the scope of lterature he made 1t more and
more a replica of ife.

In 1829 Balzac’s first successful novel appeared, Les
Chouans, an exciting account of the royalist and revolutionary
forces i Bnitany. He had read James Fenimore Cooper well,
for there was much i the novel reminiscent of the American’s
works More mmportant, however, than the matter of literary
indebtedness 1s that Les Chouans anticipated what was to be
one of the charactenstic signs of Balzac's gens: detailed
documentation  Yet this mnute detail—which accounts, in
large measure, for his supremacy as a realist—detracts from
his success as an accomplished hierary stylist Too frequently
he 1s prohix and his descriptions iterminable But we have no
Tight to demand of Balzac the stylistic perfection of Flaubert
or the finely wrought prose of Virginia Woolf. It seems noth-
ing less than picayune to stress tis artistic shortcomings; they
are fewer than one would imagine, considering the amplitude
of his undertaking,

The man was intent on transcnbing the teeming, tempestu-
ous force of life itself, he had no time to cultivate the hard
gembike flame of art Finally, and this 1s too often overlooked,
Balzac's matenal forced lim to wnite in every style imaginable
A street urchin does not always speak like a lymc poet, one
does not use the same vocabulary in describing Botticell: as
one would in refernng to 2 banknote, and a human body in
disintegration-—or better, a soul, as 1s frequently the case with
Balzac-—cannot be treated as one would a landscape, Admut-
ting occasional lapses, it is to the greater glory of Balzac that
not one style but hundreds can be found in hts Human
Comedy Such diversity of expression reminds us of none
other than Balzac’s model and gude, Rabelais, to whom we
certainly do not attnbute subtlety of nuance,

r:'allowing Les Chouans, Balzac wrote ceaselessly and pro-
digiously, He was slave and victim of his imagination and
quill. Clothed m a white robe that resembled 2 monk’s and
perpetually imbibing huge quantities of strong black coffee,
he wguld spend the entire night in combat wath the forces of
creation. During the day he would go forth only at stated
hours to see his publishers and editors, with whom he was
constantly at odds Only rarely did Balzac break this killing
routine, The result, however, of what was at times nothing
less than sheer torture was the immortal Human Comedy.




+ Balzac divided his preat work into three large segments~
Studies of Customs, Philosophical Studies and Analytical
Studies. His Studies of Customs, by far the most splendid part
of his achievement, he subdivided into vanious scenes: Scenes
of Private, Provincial, Partsian, Military, Political and Country
Life. Coustn Bette is found in his Scenes of Parisian Life.
Balzac not only descnibed French life as it had never been
done before-—and no one since has equaled lim—but he inter-
locked each of hts works by having characters from one novel
appear 1n another at a later time under different circumstances.
No one before Balzac used this now-accepted literary device
so extensively or successfully By so doing he made all of his
books mto one The book was French Society, and he its
Secretary

‘When we recall that there are two thousand characters in
The Human Comedy, we can readily imagine how absorbed
Balzac must have been i creating them, These imagnary
beings must frequently have been more real to him than were
his own friends What figures they are! far more stnking than
any encountered 1n hfe Gonot, the self-sacrificing father;
Vautrin, the arch-crimmnal and corrupter of youth; Grandet,
the miser consumed by his passion for gold, Balthassar Claes,
a man maddened by his quest for the absolute, Bette and her
unforgettable associates, Hulot, Valéne Marneffe and Crevel.
These are creatures nghtfully compared with Lear, Falstaff
and Othello, When we have read Cousin Bette, we shall know
why Balzac claimed to carry an entire universe irr ns head
and why on his deathbed the suffering novelist cried out for
Bianchon—the kindly physician in The Human Comedy—to
save him,

Cousin Bette is among the indefatigable author’s last great
works and 15, by far and for many reasons, his most accom-
phshed production—*the most fluent and subtle of Balzac’s
works,” the English critic V., § Pntchett says. Maturity and
sophistication, seldom assaciated with Balzac, are here i
abundance. The themes are eternal man’s whumanity to mam
envy, greed, covetousness, sin, fraud, revenge, and vice. It s
1n many ways a burmng indictment of a viciously corrupt and
cynical soctety, one that regretfully bears companson with
today’s. At the same time 1t 13 a frightenmgly gloomy com-
mentary on much of mankind, obhvious to spintaal sublimity
so 1ntent 15 it in warshxppmg the golden calf. Stylisucally,
Cousin Bette is a The
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3 Hulot, an erotomaniac, lead his family to the brink of
er. It matters little to Hulot that the Baroness and their
[h(er suffer msult and privation so long as be can buy his
{ures where he finds them,
1t anyone could envy the Baronmess seems incredible,
sally when n anguish she is forced to offer herself to
el But there 1s the poor relation, Bette, who is jealous
¢ Baroness, her one-time social posiion and her now
1 possessions To destroy her is Bette’s one occupation and
ssion As we witness the machmations of this scheming
ure we do not hike to think that she represents in some
; Balzac’s own mother, lis ne'er-do-well brother, and
ame Hanska's companton But this 15 the final mdication
1e constant interrelationship between Balzac’s hife apd art.
tte’s hatred for her relative attains its highest pomnt with
narnage of Hulot's daughter to the Polish astist Bette had
:cted and loved. Envy, hate and a mad desire for revenge
possess Bette as Iust does Hulot. The demoniacal frenzy
ese beings is matched only by Bette’s mntimate, another of
ac’s u-nprcssnve creatures, Valéne Marneffe. She 1s the
it C: shrewd, she
nates the reader as she p\ays off her vations suttors—
it, Crevel and a South Amencan millionaire—one agamst
sther, selling berself, of course, to the highest bidder.
any feel that Balzac has exaggerated, has stressed to too
: a degree the importance of money in his portrayals of
ty, let the doubter ber the gilded p:
1 1n vogue when Cousin Bette was written, “Get rich.”
18 2 pronouncement that Balzacs figures took to heart.
vhat extent may be seen as we witness the assembling of
2y of the bemngs in this gripping work For many pf the







Baron Hulot, an erotomaniac, lead his family to the brink of
disaster. It matters Dttle to Hulot that the Baroness and their
daughter suffer wsult and privation so long as he can buy his
pleasures where be finds them.

That anyone could envy the Baroness seems mncredible,
especially when 1 anguish she is forced to offer herself to
Crevel. But there 1s the poor relation, Bette, who is jealous
of the Baroness, her one-time social position and her now
‘worn possessions To destroy her is Bette’s one occupation and
obsession As we witness the machmnations of this scheming
creature we do not like to think that she represents n some
ways Balzac’s own mother, his ne’er-do-well brother, and
Madame Hanska's companion But this is the final indication
of the constant interrelationship between Balzac’s hife and art.

Bette's hatred for her relative attains its highest pomnt with
the marnage of Hulot's daughter to the Polish artist Bette had
protected and loved. Envy, hate and a mad desire for revenge
now possess Bette as lust does HMulot. The demontacal frenzy
of these beings i is matched only hy Bet(e s intimate, another of
Balzac’s rie Mameffe. She is the
harlot Calcul: shrewd, she
fascinates the reader as she plays off her varous smtors—
Hulot, Crevel and a South American millionaire—one against
the other, selling herself, of course, to the highest bidder.

If any feel that Balzac has exapgerated, has stressed to too
great a degree the importance of money in his portrayals of
society, let the doubter ber the gilded
much 1 vogue when Cousin Beite was wntten, “Get rich ™
This 13 a pronouncement that Balzac's figures took to heart
To what extent may be scen as we witness the assembling of
so many of the bemgs in this gnpping work. For many of the

lawyers, mgolos,
artists, and anstocrau who people Balzacs great tableau of
society put 1t an appearance, as if to id farewell to their
creator, in this one of his most splendid undertakings When
we sce them assembled and witness the degradation of the
major figures—the monomaniacs—then and only then do we
know why Balzac, who set out to re-create hfe, called the
momentous work of which Cousin Bette is one of the brlliant
parts The Human Comedy.
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menis whose ifest heavi is as ind t as a birth
certificate.

The captain drew his yellow glove on to his right hand
again, and without consuiting the concierge, made his way
toward the flight of steps leading to the ground floor of
the manston, with an air that meant “She is mine!”

Paris porters take things in at a glance; they never stop
decorated gentlemen of heavy gait who wear blue uniforms.
In other words, they recogmze money when they seg it.

This whole ground floor was occupied by the Baron
Hulot d'Ervy, Commissary-General under the Republic,
fate officer-in-charge of the Artmy Commuissariat, and now
‘ead of one of the principal departments of the War Min-
istry, Counctlor of State, a semor officer of the Legion of
Honor, and so on and 5o forth,

Baron Hulot had himself taken the name of d’Ervy, his
‘burthplace, 1n order to distinguish limself from his brother,
the celebrated General Hulot, colonel of the grenadiers of
the Impenal Guard, created Count de Forzheim by the
‘Emperor after the campaign of 1809,

‘The elder brother, the Count, to whose charge the
younger brother had been committed, had, with paternal
prudence, placed him in military administration, i which,
thanks to the services of both brothers, the Baron had won,
and indeed deserved, the favor of Napoleon. From the year
1807 Baron Hulot had been Commissary General of the
armues 1n Spain.,

After ringing, the bourgeois captain made desperate
efforts to straighten his coat, which had wrinkled up both
in front and behind-—the result of a promi corporation.
Admitted on sight by a manscrvant in uniform, ths im-
portant and imposing man followed the maid, who an.
nounced, as she opened the door of the drawing room,
“Monsieur Crevelt”

On hearing this name, 5o admirably suited to the figure
of its bearer, a tall, fair, well-preserved woman rose as 3f
* had received an electric shock. '




After making a gracious bow to the captain, Mademoi-
selle Hortense Hulot went out by a French window, taking
with her a dried-up spinster who looked older than the
‘Baroness, although she was five years younger

“It is about your marrniage,” Cousin Bette whispered m
the ear of her young cousin Hortense, without seeming to
be in the least offended by the way i which the Baroness
had sent them away, treating her as of almost no con-
sequence

This cousin’s style of dress would, if need be, have
accounted for this lack of ceremony.

The old maid was dressed 1 a maroon-cojored mernno
dress, whose cut and trimmings suggested the Restoration,
an embroidered collar worth about three francs, and a
stitched straw hat with blue satin bows edged with straw,
of the kind worn by old-clothes women 1n the matket At
the sight of her kid slippers, whose style suggested a fourth~
rate shoe shop, a stranger would have hesitated before
greeting Cousin Bette as a relation of the fanuly, fo.r she
Tooked just like a daily sewing woman Nevertheless, the
old maid gave a little friendly nod to Monsieur Crevel as
she went ont, a greeting to which that personage rephed
with a look of mutual understanding

“You are coming tomorrow, aren’t you, Mademouselle
Fuscher?” he said.

“There won’t be company?” asked Cousin Bette

“Only yourse!f and my children ”

“Very well,” she replied, “you can count on me”

“T am at your service, Madame,” said the bourgeors
captain of the militia, turning agam to Baroness Hulot,
and giving her a look of the kind that Tartuffe casts upon
Elmire, when a provincial actor thinks it necessary to stress
the intentions of that character

“If you will come this way, we can discuss things much
better than in the drawing room,” sad Madame Hulot,
leading the way to an adjoining room, which, as the flat
was planned, was used as a card room

‘This room was divided off onlty by a thin partition from
a boudoir, whose window opened upon the garden, and
Madame Hulot left Monsieur Crevel along for a moment,



for she thought it necessary to close the window and the
door of the boudoir, so that nobody could listen there.
She even took the precaution of closing the French window
of the drawing room as well, smiling as she did so at her
daughter and cousin whom she saw sitting 11 an old sum-
merhouse at the end of the garden. She came back, leaving
the door of the card room open, 5o that she would be able
to hear the drawmg-room door open if anyone were to
come in.

As she came and went, the Baroness, being unobserved,
allowed her thoughts to express themselves in her face;
and if anyone had seen her, they would have been alarmed
by her agitation. But as she returned from the communi-
cating door of the drawing room to the card room, her
face was veiled with that impenetrable reserve that all
women, even the most open, seem able to assume at will.

Durning these preparations, singular to say the least, the
national guardsman examined the furniture of the room in
which he found himself.

As he scrutiized the silk curtains, once red, but faded
violet by the sunlight, and frayed along their folds with
long use, a carpet whose colors had disappeared, furniture
whose gilt was worn and whose silk, marbled with stains,
was worn to shreds, expressions of disdain, satisfaction,
and hope naively succeeded one another on his stupid
shopkeeper's face. He was looking at himself in the mirror
behind an old Empire clock, taking stock of humself, when
the rustle of a sk dress announced the entry of the
Baroness.

He immediately struck an attitude,

After seating herself on a little sofa that must certainly
have been very pretty in 1809, the Baroness motioned
Crevel to a charr whose arms ended in bronze sphynx
heads, and from which the paint was fiaking off, leaving
patches of bare wood, and signed to him o sit down.

‘These precautions 3! yours, Madame, might be taken
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over his heart, and rolling his eyes in a way that nearly
always makes a woman laugh when she sees such an ex-
pression in cold blood. “Lover! Lover' Say, rather, one
bewitched . .”

CHAPTER 1II

“LISTEN, Monsieur Crevel,” the Baroness went on, too
anxious to be able to laugh “You are fifty—ten years
younger than Monsieur Hulot, I know, but at my age a
woman’s folly would have to be justified by good looks, or
youth or celebrity, or by distmction, by one or the other of
those splendors that dazzle us to the pomt of quite forget-
ting ourselves, and even our age Even if you have fifty
thousand a year, your age counterbalances your fortune;
therefore you possess none of the qualifications that 2
woman requires . . .”

“And love?” said the national guardsmanm, nsing and
coming toward her. “A love that—"

“No, infatuation,” said the Baroness, interrupting him
to put an end to this absurdity

“Yes, infatuation, and love,” he went on, “but also
something better, the nght—"

“The right?” Madame Hulot exclaimed, and she became
exalted in her scorn, defiance, and indignation. “But on
this subject we shall never reach the end of a futile discus-
ston, and I did not ask you to come here ta talk about the
reason for which I forbade you the house, in spite of the
connection between our two famulies ”

“I thought you had.”

“Not againi” she replied “Don’t you see, from the free
and detached manner in which I speak of lovers, love, of
everything that is most scandalous for a woman, that I am
absolutely sure of remaimng virtuous? I am not afraid of
anything, even of incurring suspicion by being alone with
you. Would a frail woman behave in such a way? You
know very well why I asked you to come.”

“No, Madame,” Crevel replied, assuming a cold manner.
He pursed his Iips and struck his attitude again.



“Very well, T will be brief and bring our mutugl embar-
rassment to an end,” said the Baroness Hulot, looking at
Crevel

Crevel made an ironical bow, in which a tradesman
would have recognized the gesture of a one-time commer-
cial traveler.

“Our son has married your daughter.”

“And 1if that were to be done over again . . .” smd Crevel.

“The marriage would not take place,” replied the Bar-
oness quickly. “No doubt All the same, you have nothing
to complain of. My son is not oply one of the leading
lawyers of Pars, but he has been a deputy for a year, and
his debut 1n the Chamber has been brilliant enough to give
us reason to believe that he may be in the Government
before Iong. Victorn has twice been nomsnated as official
spokesman for important debates, and he could have the
post of attorney-general in the Court of Appeal today if he
wanted to. If you are trymng to tell me that you have a
son-in-law without a fortune—"

“A son-in-law whom I am obliged to keep.” Cravel
replied, “which seems to me worse, Madame. Of the five
hundred thousand francs of my daughter's dowry, two
hundred thousand have gone heaven knows where | . ., in
paying your son’s debts, in furnishing his house 1n style, a
house worth five hundred thousand francs, which 15 bring-
1ng in only fifteen thousand, because he occupies the best
part of it, and on which he still owes two hundred and sixty
thousand francs—the rent he gets barely covers the interest
on the debt. This year { have had to give my daughter
somethung hike twenty thousand francs to help her to make
ends meet. And my son-n-law, who was making thirty
thausand francs at the Assizes, they say, 15 now going to
throw that up for the Chamber.”

“Even that, Monsieur Crevel, is a mere trfle, and we are
getting away from the pomnt. But, since we are discussing
the subject, if my son gets into office, and if he has you
made an officer of the Legion of Honor, and a municipal
councilor of Parts, you, as a retired perfumer, will have
nothing to complain of. , . .”

“Ah, there we have 1t' I am a tradesman, a shopkeeper,



an ex-salesman of almond paste, eau-de-Portugal, and hair
oil! T ought to be highly honored to have married my only
daughter to the son of the Baron Hulot d'Ervy! My daugh-
ter will be a baroness. Regency! Lowis XV! Period! Fine!
1 love Célestine as one does love an only child. I love her
so much that, rather than give her brothers or sisters, 1
have put up with all the inconvenience of being a widower
in Paris—and in my pnime, Madame—but let it be under~
stood that in spite of my love for my daughter, I am not
going to rumn myself for your son, whose expenses do not
seem very clear to an old shopkeeper like me.”

“At this very moment Monsieur Popinot, who was a
chemist in the Rue des Lombards, 1s Mister of Com-
merce!”

“A friend of mine, Madame,” said the retired perfumer,
“for 1, Celestin Crevel, old César Birotteau’s ex-head sales-
man, bought the busmess of the said Brrotteau, Popinot’s
father-in-law, when Popinot was just an ordinary salesman
n the business, and he remembers me, because he 15 not
proud—I will say that for him—when 1t comes to remem-
bering men 1n good positions, who have incomes of sixty
thousand francs.”

“Very well, sir, the 1deas that you describe as ‘Regency’
no longer apply in a period when men are accepted for
their personal qualities; and that 1s what you did when you
marned your daughter to my son

“You don't know how that marriage came about!
exclumed Crevel. “Ah! wretched bachelor Iife' But for
my bad ways, my Célestine would have been Viscountess
Popinot today!”

“But in any case, do not let us indulge in recriminations
over what 15 done,” said the Baroness eagerly. “Let us
discuss the reasons for my complaints over your strange
conduct. My daughter Hortense might have marned, the
marriage depended entrely upon you, and I expected
generosity on your part 1 thought that you would behave
fairly toward a woman whose heart has never held any
other image than that of her husband, that you would have
tecognized that 1t was necessary for her not to receive any
man who might compromise her, and that you would have
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CHAPTER I

TowARD the middle of the month of July, in the year
1838, one of those vehicles called milords that had lately~
made their appearance n Paris drove along the Rue de
TUniversité, carrying a heavily built man of middle height
in the uniform of a captain of the National Guard.

Among Parisians, of whose intelligence we hear so
much, there are some who think themselves infinitely bet-
ter men m umform than 1n thewr ordinary clothes, and who
imagine that the taste of women is so depraved that they
will be favorably impressed—so they fancy—by the sight
of a busby and mulitary trappings

The features of this captain of the second company
expressed a self-satisfaction that gave a positive radiance
to his ruddy complexion and his rather chubby face. This
halo, bestowed upon the brows of retired tradesmen by
money made m business, marked him out as one of the
elect of Paris—an ex-deputy mayor of his district at least.
And, needless to say, the nbbon of the Legion of Honor
adorned his chest, which was dashingly padded out in the
Prussian style.

Proudly ensconced in the comer of the milord, this
decorated gentleman allowed his attention to stray over the
passers-by—who, in Pams, often in this way come in for
pleasant smiles meant for beautiful eyes that are not
present.

‘The milord stopped in the part of the road between the
Rue de Belle Chasse and the Rue de Bourgogne, at the
door of a large house that had recently been built on part
of the court of an old mansion standmg m its own garden.
The mansion had been preserved, and remained in its
original condition at the end of the court, whose size had
been reduced by half.

The way in which the captain accepted the help of the
driver as he got down from the milord was enough in itself
to betray a man in his fifties. There are certain move-
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ments whose manifest heaviness is as ind as a birth
ceryficate .

The captam drew his yellow glove on to his right hand
agam, and without consulting the concierge, made his way
toward the fhght of steps leading to the gmu_nd )i"kom of
the mansion, with an air that meant “She 15 mine?

Parss porters take things m at a glance; they never stop
decorated gentlemen of heavy gait who wear blue umfo.rms.
In other words, they recognize money when they see it

This whole ground floor was occupied by the Baron
Hulot &'Ervy, Commissary-General under the Republic,
late officer-m-chacge of the Army Comnussartat, and now
head of one of the principal departments of the War Min-
sstry, Councilor of State, a semor officer of the Legion of
Honer, and so on and so forth,

Baron Haulot had humself taken the name of d'Ervy, his
birthpl s order to & ish himself from tus brother,
1he celebrated General Hulat, cofonef of the grenadiers of
the Impertal Guard, created Count de Forzheim by the
Emperor after the campaign of 1809

The elder brother, the Count, 10 whose charge the
younger brother had been commutted, had, with paternal
prudence, placed him in military admunistration, in which,
thanks to the services of both brothers, the Baron had won,
and wndeed deserved, the favor of Mapoleon. From the year
1807 Baron Hulot had been Commissary General of the
armies 19 Spam

After nnging, the bourgeois captamn roade desperate
efforts to straghten his coat, which had wrinkled up both
in front and betand~—the result of & prominent corporatios.
Adnutted on sight by = manservant tu wuform, thus fm-
postant and mposing man followed the maid, who ane
nounced, as she opened the doeor of the drawing room,
“Monsteur Crevel™

(:)n heanng this name, so admurably suited to the figare
of its bearer, a tall, far, well-preserved woman rose as if
she had recerved an electne shock,

“Hortense, my angel, ga into the garden with your
cousn Bette,” she said quietly to her daughter, who was
working at her embrowery a futle dustance away.
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After making a gracious bow to the captain, Mademor-
selle Hortense Hulot went out by a French window, taking
with her a dried-up spmster whe looked alder than the
Baroness, although she was five years yonnger.

“It is about your marnage,” Cousm Bette whispered in
the ear of her young couswn Hortense, without seeming to
be m the least offended by the way in which the Baroness
had sent them away, treating her as of almost no con-
sequence,

This cousm’s style of dress would, if need be, have
accounted for this lack of ceremony

The old maid was dressed in a maroon-colored merino
dress, whose cut and tnmmings suggested the Restoration,
an embroidered collar worth about three francs, and a
stitched straw hat with blue satin bows edged with straw,
of the kind worn by old-clothes women 1n the market At
the sight of her kid slippers, whose style suggested a fourth-
rate shoe shop, a stranger would have hesitated before
greeting Cousin Bette as a relation of the family, for she
Tooked just like a daily sewing woman Nevertheless, the
old maid gave a little friendly nod to Monsieur Crevel as
she went out, a greeting to which that personage replied
with a look of mutual understanding

“You are coming tomorrow, aren’t you, Mademouselle
Fuscher?” he said.

“There won’t be company?” asked Cousin Bette.

“Only yourself and my children ”

“Very well,” she replied, “you can count on me.”

“I am at your service, Madame,” said the bourgeois
captamn of the militia, turning agam to Baroness Hulot,
and giving her a look of the kind that Tartuffe casts upon
Elmire, when a provincial actor thinks it necessary to stress
the intentions of that character.

*“If you will come this way, we can discuss things much
better than 1n the drawing room,” said Madame Hulot,
leading the way to an adjoining room, which, as the flat
was planned, was used as a card room

This room was divided off only by a thin partition from
a boudoir, whose window opened upon the garden, and
Madame Hulot left Monsieur Crevel alone for a moment,



for she thought it necessaty to close the window and tht
door of the boudorr, so that nobody could lsten there.
She even took the precaution of closing the French window
of the drawmng room as well, smiling as she did so at hei
daughter and cousin whom she saw aitting in an old sum:
merhouse at the end of the garden She came back, leaving
the door of the card room opes, so that she wold be able
to hear the drawing-room door open if anyone were to
come Im

As she came and went, the Baroness, being unobserved,
allowed her thoughts to express themselves m her face;
and if anyone had seen her, they would have been atarmed
by her agitation But as she returned from the communi-
catng door of the drawmng room to the card yoom, her
face was veiled with that impenetrable reserve that ail
women, even the mast open, seem able to assume at will-

Durtng these preparations, singular to say the feast, the
national guardsman etamuned the furniture of the room it
which he found himselt

As he scrutmzed the sdk curtains, once red, but fzded
violet by the sunhight, and frayed along their folds with
long use, a carpet whose colors had disappeared, furniture
whose gilt was worn and whose sitk, marbled with stains,
was worn to shreds, expressions of disdan, sausfaction,
and hope naively succeeded one amother on fus stupid
shopkeeper's face He was Jooking at humself 1n the mirror
behuind an old Empue clock, taking siock of umself, when
the rustle of a sk dress announced the entry of the
Baroness

He immediately struck an attitude.

After seating herself on o btile sofa that must certainly
have been very pretty in 1809, the Baroness motioned
Crevel to & chawr whose atms ended in bronze sphynx
heads, and from which the pant was flaking off, Jeaving
patches of bare wood, and signed to hum to sit down.

“These precautions of yours, Madame, might be taken
a3 a good sign for a—"

m:A laver," she replied, interrupting the national guards~
.

“The word is weak,” he said, placing his right hand



over his heart, and rolling his eyes in a way that nearly
always makes a woman laugh when she sees such an ex-
pression in cold blood. “Lover! Lover! Say, rather, one
bewitched . . .”

CHAPTER II

“LISTEN, Monsieur Crevel,” the Baroness went on, too
anxious to be able to laugh. “You are fifty—ten years
younger than Monsieur Hulot, I know, but at my age a
‘woman’s folly would have to be justified by good looks, or
youth or celebrity, or by distinction, by one or the other of
those splendors that dazzle us to the pomnt of quite forget-
ting ourselves, and even our age. Even if you have fifty
thousand a year, your age counterbalances your fortune;
therefore you possess none of the quabfications that a
woman requires . . .”

“And love?” said the national guardsman, rising and
coming toward her. “A Jove that—"

“No, infatuation,” said the Baroness, interrupting him
to put an end to this absurdity.

“Yes, infatuation, and love,” he went om, “but also
something better, the right—"

“The right?” Madame Hulot exclaimed, and she became
exalted in her scorn, defiance, and indignation. “But on
this subject we shall never reach the end of a futile discus-
ston, and I did not ask you to come here to talk about the
teason for which I forbade you the house, 1n spite of the
connection between our two families ™

“I thought you had.”

“Not again!” she repled. “Don’t you see, from the free
and detached manner 1n which 1 speak of lovers, love, of
everything that 15 most scandalous for a woman, that I am
absolutely sure of remaining virtuous? I am not afraid of
anything, even of incurring suspicion by being alone with
you. Would a frail woman behave in such a way? You
know very well why I asked you to come.”

“No, Madame,” Crevel replied, assuming a cold manner.
He pursed his lips and struck his attitude again,



“Very well, T will be brief and bring our mutual embar-
rassment to an end,” smd the Baroness Hulot, looking at
Crevel )

Crevel made an ironical bow, in which a tradesman
would have recogmzed the gesture of a one-time commer-
cral traveler,

*Qur son has married your daughter.”

“And 1f that were to be done over agamn . . .” saud Crevel.

“The marnage would not take place,” replied the Barr
oness quickly. “No doubt. All the same, you have nothgng
to complain of. My son 1s not only one of the leading
lawyers of Paris, but he has been a deputy for a year, a.nd
his debut in the Chamber has been bnikant enough to give
us reason to beheve that he may be in the Govcmme}\t
before long Victonn has twice been nominated as official
spokesman for important debates, and he could have‘ the
Ppost of attorney-general in the Court of Appeal today if he
wanted to If you are trying to tell me that you have a
son-in-law without a fortune—"

“A son-n-law whom I am obliged to keep,” Crevel
replied, “which seems to me worse, Madame. Of the five
hundred thousand francs of my daughter's dowry, two
hundred thousand have gone heaven knows where . . , in
paying your son’s debts, in furnishing his house in style, a
house worth five hundred thousand francs, which 1s bring-
g in only fifteen thousand, because he occupies the best
part of it, and on which he still owes two hundred and sixty
thousand francs—the rent he gets barely covers the interest
on the debt This year 1 have had to give my daughter
something Iike twenty thousand francs to help her to make
ends meet. And my son-in-law, who was making thirty
thousand francs at the Assizes, they say, is now going to
throw that up for the Chamber.”

“Even that, Monsieur Crevel, 1s a mere trifle, and we are
getng away from the point, But, since we are discussing
the subject, if my son gets into office, and 1f he has you

made an officer of the Legion of Honor, and a municipal
coungilor of Paris, you, as a retired perfumer, will have
nothing to complain of, , , .»

“Ah, there we have it! I am a tradesman, a shopkeeper,
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an ex-salesman of almond paste, eau-de-Portugal, and hair
oil' I ought to be highly honored to have married my only
daughter to the son of the Baron Hulot d’Ervy! My daugh-
ter will be a baroness, Regency! Louis XV! Peniod! Fine!
1 love Célestine as one does love an only child. T love her
so much that, rather than give her brothers or sisters, I
have put up with all the inconvenience of being a widower
in Paris—and in my prime, Madame—but let it be under-
stood that 1n spite of my love for my daughter, I am not
going to rum myself for your son, whose expenses do not
seem very clear to an old shopkeeper like me.”

“At this very moment Monsieur Popinot, who was a
chemust 1 the Rue des Lombards, 1s Mimster of Com-
merce!”

“A friend of mine, Madame,” said the retired perfumer,
“for 1, Celestin Crevel, old César Birotteau’s ex-head sales-
man, bought the business of the said Birotteau, Popinot’s
father-in-law, when Popinot was just an ordmary salesman
in the busmess, and he remembers me, because he is not
proud—1T will say that for him—when it comes to remem-
bering men in good positions, who have wcomes of sixty
thousand francs.”

“Very well, sir, the 1deas that you describe as ‘Regency’
no longer apply in a period when men are accepted for
their personal qualittes; and that 1s what you did when you
married your daughter to my son ”

“You don’t know how that marriage came about!”
exclaimed Crevel. “Ah! wretched bachelor life' But for
my bad ways, my Célestine would have been Viscountess
Popinot today!”

“But 1n any case, do not let us indulge in recriminations
over what is done,” said the Baroness eagerly “Let us
discuss the reasons for my complaints over your strange
conduct. My daughter Hortense might have married, the
marnage depended entirely upon you, and I expected
generosity on your part 1 thought that you would behave
fairly toward a woman whose heart has never held any
other image than that of her husband, that you would have
recognized that it was necessary for her not to receive any
man who mught compromise her, and that you would have



been eager, out of respect for the family to which you are
allied, to help toward establishing Hortense with the Couns
wlor, Monsieur Lebas. . . . And instead, sir, you have
wrecked the marriape ”

“Madame,” rephied the ex-perfumer, “Lacted as an hon-
est man I was asked whether the two hundred thousand
grancs of Mademarselle Hontense’s dowry would be paid.
These were my actual words: “k cannot answer for ¥ My
son-m-law, to whom the Hulot famidy pronused that sum
on his tmarmage, was in debt; and I beheve that if Monsieur
Hulot PErvy were 1o die tomorrow his waidow would be
genndess * There you are, dear Madame.”

“Would you have said the same, sir,” asked Madame
Haulet, looking strarght at Crevel, “1f T had forgotten my
duties for your sake?”

1 would fiot have had the right to say it, dear Adeling,”
exclamed this siogular Jover, interrupting the Baroness,
“for you would have found the dowry m my note-case.”

And in proof of his woeds, the stout Crevel, seeing her
plunged by these words into a silent horror that he mistook
for hesation, went down on one knee and kissed Madame
Hulot's hand,

“Buy my daughter’s happiness at the price of— Please

get up, or I shall ring.”

ex-perfumer got up wath considerable difficulty.
This ciscumstance made him so angry that be struck his
atutude agmn, Nearly all men affect some postuze that they
believe brings ut alt the advantages wuth which nature
has blessed them. For Crevel, this attitude consisted in
crossing s arms Ike Napoleon, wrning three-guarter
face, and fooking in the ditection that the painter hiad made
hm‘x fook for his portrait—that 15, toward the horizon.

"Be faithfut,” he said, with well-feigned rage,” be faith-
{ul to a bibert—”

“Toa hosband, sir, which s only right,™ replied Madame
Hulot, isterrupting Crevel, in order 10 prevent him from
pronouncing a word that she did not wish 1o hear.

Well, Madame, you wrate askiag me to come, you wish
fo know the reasons for my conduct; you repulse me with
your queenty airs, Your scorn and your contempt! Anyone
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. would think I was a slave! I repeat, upon my word! I
have the right to—to pay court to you, because ...Butno,
1 love you enough to hold my tongue. .

“Speak, sir! In a few days I shall be forty-elght and I
am not absurdly prudish; I can hear anything .

“Very well, will you give me your word as an honest
‘woman—for you are an honest woman, worse Iuck for me
—never to mention my name, never to say that T let you
into the secret””

“If that is the condition of your telling me, I promise
you that T shall not tell anyone who it was that told me
whatever enormities you are going to confide in me—not
even my husband.”

“That I can well believe, because 1t concerns no one but
him and yourself »

Madame Hulot turned pale,

“Qh, if you still love Hulot, it will hurt you! Would you
rather I said nothing?

“Speak, sir, because according to you it 1s a question of
justifying in my eyes the strange declarations that you have
made to me, and your persistence in tormenting 2 woman
of my age whose only wish was to marry her daughter,
and afterwards . . . die in peace!”

“You see, you are unhappy.”

“], sig?”

“Yes, beautiful and noble creature,” cried Crevel, “you
have suffered all too much!”

“Sir, say no more and go' Or speak to me as you
should.”

“Do you know, Madame, how Hulot and I became
acquainted? Through our mistresses, Madamel”

“*Oh, sirl”

“Through our Crevel repeated, in
a melodramatic tone, breaking his pose in order to gesticu-
late with his right hand

“Well, su?” said the Baroness calmly, to the great
amazement of Crevel

Seducers, with their petty motives, can never understand
noble minds.

“I, having been a widower for five years,” Crevel went

Mad




on, in the manner of a man who is going to tell a story,
“not wishing to remarry, in the interest of my daughter
whom T adore, and not wishing either to carry on any
intrigues in my house, although at the time I had a very
pretty cashuer, set up house, as the saying goes, for a l[(ue
working-girl of fifteen, whose beauty was really astonish-
ing, and with whom, T must admit, 1 had fallen head over
ears in love And, Madame, I even asked my own aunt,
whom [ brought up from the country—my mother’s sister!
10 ive with this charmung ereature, and to look after her,
and see that she remained as well behaved as was possible
1n a situation that was what one might call . . dubtous ...
no, compromsing! This little girl, who had a decided talent
for mustc, had masters and got some education—it kept
her out of mischieft And besides, I wanted to be at the
same time her father, her benefactor and—to put it bluntly
—her Jover; to kill two birds with one stone, to do a good
deed as well as having a good time. 1 had five years of
happmess. The child had one of those voices that is worth
a fortune in the theater, and [ can only say of her that
she was a Duprez 1n petticoats, It cost me two thousand
francs a year, simply to give her her talent as a singer She
made me crazy about music, and I took a box at the Italian
Opera for her and for my daughter. I went with them on

alternate evenmings, one night with Célesune, and the next
with Josépha.”

“What, the famous singer?™

“Yes, Madame,” Crevel continued with pride, “the
famous Josépha owes everything to me. . . . Well, when
the girl was twenty, in eighteen thirty-four, thinking that I
bad attached her 10 me for hfe, and having become very
soft with her, I wanted her to have some amusement, and
I allowed her to meet a pretty little actress called Jenny
Cadine, whose eircumstances were not unltke her own.
That actress also owed everything to a protector, who had
brought her up in the lap of luxury. This protector was the
Baron Hulot—"

“I know, sir,” said the Baroness in a calm voice that
did not show the least alteration.

“Oh! Indeed!™ cried Crevet, more and more put:out.
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“All rieht! But do you know that your monster of
band was protecting Jenny Cadine when she was thi
years old?”

“Well, sir, go on!” said the Baroness

“As Jenny Cadine was twenty, the same age as Josépha.~
went on the ex-shopkeeper, “when they got to know each
other, the Baron had been playing the part of Lowis XV to
her Mademoselle de Romans ever since eighteen twenty-
six, and you were twelve years younger then. ., "

“ had reasons for allowing Monsteur Hulot his freedom *

“That lie, Madame, will no doubt suffice to wipe out all
the sins that you have ever committed, and will open fn
you the gate of Paradise,” replied Crevel, with a knowin-
air that made the Baroness turn cnimson “Tell that te
others, sublime and adorable woman, but not to old Creve’
who, you must know, has dined too often as one of for
with your rake of a husband not to know your worth'
Sometimes he used to reproach himself when he was a

Iittle tipsy, and expatiate on your perfections . . Oh, T
know you well. you are an angel A libertine might hesitate
between a young gul of twenty and yourself. . For me,
there is no hesitation.”

“Sirt”

“Very well, not another word . . . But you must kno.

saintly and noble woman, that husbands, when they are
fuddled, tell their mistresses a great many things about
their wives ™

The tears of shame that rolled from under Madame
Hulots lovely eyelids made the mational guardsman stop
short, and he quite forgot to strike his attitude

“To proceed,” he said, “we became acquainted, the
Baron and I, through our mistresses The Baron, like all
bad characters, 1s very likable and a thoroughty good <ort
Did I like the fellow? You bet I did! But no more of these
reminiscences . . We became ke two brothers The
scoundrel, quite in the Regency style, did his best to cor-
rupt me, preached Saint Simonism on the subject of
women, tried to gve me lordly ideas and whatnot but,
you see, 1 loved my little girl enough to have marned her
Only I was afraid of having children Between two old



’papas. friends as we were, naturally the idea of mgrrying
our children came up Three months after the marriage of
s son with my Célestme, Hulot—1 can hardly bear to
speak s name, for he has decewved both of us, Madame~—
very well, the scoundrel went off with my little Josépha
The villain knew that he had been supplanted by a young
Counctlor of State and by an artist—if you please'-—in
the heart of Jenny Cadine, whose success was becoming
more and more smashing, and he took away my poor litde
mistress, a love of a girl! But you must have seen her at the
Italian Opera, because he got her wn there through his
wfluence Your husband sn't as careful as I am; I am &
orderly a5 a page of music paper-—~he had been badly steng
already aver Jenny Cading, who must have cost him pretty
aearly thirty thousand frames a year Well, you may a5
well know that he 1s completely ruwing humself for Josépha.
Josépha, Madame, 13 2 Jewess, her name is Mirab—the
anagram of Hiram—an Israchtsh label to idently her,
‘because she 1s a foundhng who was abandoned in Germany.
I made some mquiries and discovered that she 18 the
stlegitimate child of 2 nich Jewish banker The theater, and
above all the education she receved from Jenny Cadine,
Madame Schontz, Malaga, and Carabine on the subject of
how ta treat ofd men, brought out i the httle girl that I
kept 1 an honest and economscal way the instinet of the
ancient Hebrews for gold and jewels, for the Golden Calf!
‘The celebrated singer, who 1s now hot on the scent, wants
to be rich, very nch' And she doesn’t waste any of the
money that 35 wasted on hert She has tried it out on old
Hulot and fieeced lum. Oh! fieeced is not the word—
skinned fum, I should say! This wretched man, after bid-
mg for her against one of the Kellers, and with the Marquis
d'Esgngnon—both of them mad about Josépha-—not 10
mention unknown adorers, is about to see her carried off
by that duke who 1s 50 mighty rich and who patronizes the
ans . ., what's his name? |, | 5 dwarf . . . oh, yes, the
Duc ¢'Hérouville This great man wants Josépha to him-
selfi alt the courtesan world §s talking about it, and the
Baron doesn't know a thing, because it's just the same in
the Thirteenths District as it is in all the others: the lover,
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like the husband, is the last to hear. Now do you under-
stand my right? Your husband, dear lady, robbed me of
my happiness, the only pleasure 1 have known since 1
became a widower. Yes, if 1 had not had the misfortune to
meet that old charmer, I should still have had Josépha.
Because I, mind you, would never have let her go into the
theater, she should have remained obscure and well be-
haved, and my property. Oh, if you had seen her eight
years ago! Shm and highly strung, a golden Andalusian, as
they say, with her hair black and shiung like satin, her eyes
with long brown lashes, flashing fire, the distinction of a
duchess in every movement, the modesty of poverty, real
grace, and as pretty in her ways as a wild deer. And now,
thanks to Hulot, her charm and purity have become a man-
trap, a money-box for hundred-cent pieces. The girl is the
queen of the demimonde, as they say. And how she can
put it across nowadays, she who used to know nothing
about thing, not even that ion.” -

Here the ex-perfumer wiped his eyes, from which some
tears had trickled. The sincerity of this grief touched
Madame Hulot, who emerged from the reverie into which
she had fallen,

“Well, Madame, am [ going to find a treasure like that
at fifty-two? At that age love costs thirty thousand francs
a year, I know the figure through your husband, and 1,
for my part, am too fond of Célestine to ruin her. When
1 saw you, on the first evening that you received us, I could
not understand how that scoundrel Hulot could keep a
Jenny Cadine . . . you looked like a queen You are not
thirty,” he went on, “you are young to me, you are beauti-
ful My word of honor, that day I was touched to the
heart, and I said to myself: ‘If I had not my Josépha, since
old Hulot neglects his wife, she would suit me like a glove.”
Oh! pardon e, that is an expression from the old days!
The perfumer comes out every now and then, that is what

+ prevents me from asipring to be a deputy. So, when I was
50 badly served by the Baron, because, between old rake:
like lves, our friends’ mi: should be d
made up my mind to take his wife. It’s only fair. The Bargn
could say nothing, so that we would be safe. You shoded
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me the door Iike a mangy dog ot the first words I spoke on
the state of my heart; by that you redoubled my love, or
my miatuation, if you hike, 2nd you shall be mine!t”

“Really? How?’

“{ gon’t know, but it shall be so. You see, Mada.mc, an
idiot of a perfumer—retired'—who has only one idea in
his head, is worth more than an intelhgent man who has
thossands 1 am mad about you, and you are 1y revenge‘
And that makes it as if 1loved twice over. I am speaking
frankly to you, as & man who has made up his mind. ¥ am
beug plam with you, just a3 you are with me when you
say. ‘T will not be yours’ So, my cards are on the table,
as the saymng 15 Yes, you shall be mine, when the ume
comes Ot if you were fifty, you should still be my mis-
tress' It will happen, because, between ourselves, nothung
would surpnise me where your husband 1s concerned.”

Madame Hulot turned an this calkulating tradesman
such a ook of terror that ke thought that she had become
{emented, and stopped short.

“You asked for i, you cavered me with your contempt.
You have defied me, snd I have spoken owt™ he said,
fcch;g n humself the need to jusufy the brutakity of his last
words

“QOt! my daughter, my daughter!” exclaimed the Baron-
ess 1 a despawing vowce.

“Ofs, T have lost my senses™ Crevel went on again, “The
day that ¥ lost Josépha, ¥ was Iike a ugress whose cubs
have been taken from her . . in fact, 1 was like you at
this moment. Your daughter! For me, she Is the means of
obtmming you Yes, I have wrecked your daughter’s mar-
£iaee . And without my hefp you won't marry her at
all' However brautiful Mademoiselle Hortense may be, she
must have a dowry ™

“Yes, alast” sud the Baroness, drying her eyes.

“Very well, try asking the Baron for ten thousand francs,”
weny ot Crevel, who had struck his pese again
, He paused for a moment, ike an actor who has made his
ot

“If he hud them, he would give them to Josépha's
Strcessor!” he sad with emphasis “Where will he stop i
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the way he is going? He was always too fond of women-
there is moderation in all things, as our King has said-
and now his vanity is involved He's a fine husband' He
will have you all sleeping on straw, for the sake of his
pleasure. You are halfway to the workhouse already. Look
here, since I first set foot 1 your house you have not even
been able to do up your drawing-room furniture. ‘Hard
up’ is written mn every sht in these chair covers What son-
in-law would not back out, and take fright at the ill-
disguised evidence of the cruelest kind of poverty, that of
familtes of good class? I have been a shopkeeper 1 know.
There 1s nothing like the eye of a Pans tradesman for
knowing real wealth from apparent You haven’t got a
sou,” he said, lowering his voice; “that is evident in every-
thing, even in the uniform of your manservant. Would you
like me to let you imnto the fearful mysterses that are con.
cealed from you?”

“Oh, sir!” said Madame Hulot, who was weeping until
her handkerchief was wet through, “don’t say any more!™

“Well, my son-in-law gives money to hs father, and that
1s what T was going to tell you when I started on the subject
of your son. But I watch over my daughter’s interests,
don't you worry!”

“Oh, 1f only I could marry my daughter and die' cried
the unhappy woman, beginning to lose control.

“Very well, here is the means'” said the ex-perfumer.

Madame Hulot looked at Crevel with an expression of
hope that changed the aspect of her face so quickly that
this one gesture ought surely to have touched the man and
made lhum give up his ridiculous project.

CHAPTER 11X

“You will stll be beautiful in ten years’ time,” Crevel
went on, striking his attitude again. “Be knd to me, and
Mademoiselle Hortense’s marriage is made Hulot has
given me the right, as T have explamned, to propose the deal
—to put it crudely—and he won't distress himself T have
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increased my investments during the last three years,
because my amusements have been cut down. I have three
hundred thousand francs lying wdl¢ over and above my
capital, and it 15 yours

“Go, sir,” said Madame Hulot, “go and do not ever let
me see you agan! If you had not made 1t necessary for me
to ask yon the seceat of your mean conduct s the afitirs
of Hortense's proposed matriage—yes, mean!” she repeated,
in answer to a gesture from Crevel. “How could you allow
enmities of that kind to affect 2 poor girl, a lovely and
innocent creature?~If it had not been for that necessity,
that goaded my mother’s heart, you would snever have
spoken to me again, you would never have set foot agaift
10 my house. Thisty-two years of honor, of a wafe's toyalty,
are not going to be swept away by the assavlts of Monsieur
Crevel,”

“Retired perh 3 to César Bi at La
Reine des Roses, Rue Samnt-Honoré,” sad Crevel iros-
icatty, “late Deputy Mayor, Captamn of the National Guatd,
Chevalier of the Legion of Honor, exactly itke my prede-
cessor.”

“Su,” said the Baroness, “if Monsieur Hulot, after
twenty years” fidelity, has deserted hus wife, that concersts
1o one but myself, but, you see, sir, that he does not
advertise s infidehues, for 1 dud nat know that he had
succeeded you i the favoss of Mademoiselle Josépha.”

“Qh," exclaimed Crevel, “at a prce, Madame! His song-
stress has cost him more than a hundred thousand francs
in two yeats Ok, no! you have ot seen the worst yet!™”

“Can’t we stop this futde discussion, Monsieur Crevel!
1 wall not grve up for your sake the pleasure that 2 mother
bas in being oble to embrace her children wathout amy
stmse of guilt m her heast, v knowing herself respected
and foved by het famuly, and ¥ will pive back my soul to
God without stain

“Amen.” said Crevef, with that diabolical bitesness that
one may see i the faces of pretenders who fad), and not for
the first time, in an attempt of fius kind, “You don't know
the extremes of poverty yet, the shame, the dishonor. I
have tried to wamn you I wanted to save you, you and your
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daughter, Very well, you will have to spell out the modermn
parable of the Prodigal Father, from A to Z. Your tears
and your pride touch me; it is terrible to see the woman
one loves in tears,” said Crevel, sitting down. “I can only
promise you, dear Adehne, not to do anything to injure
you, or your husband, but don’t ever ask me for informa-
tion. That is all!”

“Oh, what shall I do?” cried Madame Hulot.

Until now the Baroness had borne up bravely under the
threefold torture that this interview had inflicted on her
heart, for she had suffered as a women, as a mother, and
as a wife. As a matter of fact, the more red and aggressive
her son’s father-in-law had become, the more she had
found strength to resist the shopkeeper’s brutality; but the
good nature that he showed, along with the exasperation
of a rejected lover, and a humilrated gallant of the National
Guard, broke down her nerve, strung to breaking point;
she clasped her hands and burst into tears, and she was in
such a state of stupefied exhaustion that she allowed Crevel,
on his knees again, to kiss her hands,

“Oh dear, what will happen?” she went on, drying her
eyes “How can a mother look on coldly while her daughter
pmes away under her eyes? What will become of such a
splendid girl, doubly endowed by her pure, good upbring-
ing under her mother’s care, and by her own fine nature?
Sometimes she walks in the garden, mclancholy, without
knowmg why, I find her with tears in her eyes »

“She is twenty-one,” said Crevel.

“Must she go 1nto a convent?” asked the Baroness “In
situations of this kind religion is often powerless agamst
nature, and even girls whose upbnnging has been most
religious Jose their headst™

“Heads!” said Crevel jokingly, “you call that the head?

“But do get up, sir. Surely you see that everythung is
over between us now, that you are hateful to me, that you
have wrecked a mother’s last hope!™

“And if T were to revive it?” he said.

‘Madame Hulot looked at Crevel with an expression of
rapture that touched him, but he drove pity back into his
heart, because of those words “you are hateful to me*
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Virtue is always a little too much all of a piece and dis-
regards those fine shades and modulations with which one
<an maneuver one’s way out of a false position

*No one nowadays can afford to marry a girf as beauti-
ful as Mademoiselle Hortense without a dowry,” Mousieur
Crevel observed, resuming his stiff manner, “Your daugh-
ter’s beauty is of the kind that frightens husbands off, like
2 highbred horse that calls for too much trouble and
expense to find many purchasers Just imagine walking
along with a girl hike that on your arm! Why, everybody
would look at you, and follow you, and covet your wite.
That kind of success scares plenty of men who don’t want
to have to kit lovers; for after all, one kills only one of
them. In your situation, you can marry your daughter in
only one of three ways* with my help—which you don't
want—that ts one, by finding an old man of sixty, very tich,
with no children, but who would Iike to have some, which
is difficult, but 1t does happen; there are plenty of old men
who take up with Joséphas and Tenny Cadines, you might
find one who would commit the same folly legrtimately—
tF 1 had not Célestine and our two grandchildren I would
m:xgryt Hortense myself. That 15 two! The third way is the
easiest,”

Madame Hulot lnoked up and watched the ex-perfumer
anxously.

“Paris 1s a city where all those energetic men who grow
up Iike saphings all over France tend to collect, and it i
swarming with talent without heart or home, but with
courage equal to anything—even to making a fortune. Well,
these youngsters—your fumble servant was one of them
in his day, he knows all 2bout itl—what was du Tllet,
What was Popinot, at twenty? They were both in old
Birotteaw’s shop, with no other capital than their own
dctmnmguon 10 get on, which to my mind 15 worth more
than capital! You ean run through capital, but you can't
run through’s\amma What had 17 The wish to get on, 20d
guts. Du Tillet today hobnobs with alf the great. Little
Popinot, the richest chemist in the Rue des Lombards,
?hecan}e 2 deputy, and now he's o minister. Well, one of

ese free lances, a5 they say, of business, or the pen, or the
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brush, is your only chance in Paris of marrying a beautiful
girl who hasn’t a sou; because they have courage enough
for anything Monsieur Popinot married Mademoiselle
Birotteau without asking for a farthing in dowry. These
chaps are all crazy! They believe in love just as they believe
in their fortunes and their talents! Find a man with enter-
prise who will fall in love with your daughter, and he will
marry her without giving a thought to the money You
must admit that for an enemy I'm generous, because this
advice is against my interest.”

“Oh, Monsteur Crevel, if you want to be my friend, give
up your absurd 1deas!”

“Absurd? Madame, don’t run yourself down like that
Look at yourself' I love you, and you will tum to me!
I want to say onc day to Hulot: you took Josépha from
me, 1 have taken your wife! That 1s the old lex talioms
And 1 shall persevere so long as you do not become €x-
cessively vgly. I shall succeed, and T'll telt yon why,” be
said, striking his atutode and looking at Madame Hulot

“You will never find either an old man or a young
Tover,” he resumed after a pause, “because you love your
daughter too much to expose her to the maneuvers of an
old libertine, and you would never consent, you, Baroness
Hulot, sister of the old I general who
the veteran grenadiers of the Old Guard, to look for a man
of enterprise where he is to be found, for he misht be a
simple workingman, hike many a man who is a milhonaire
today, and who was a common workman ten years ago,
just an overseer, or a sunple foreman in a factory. And
then, when you look at your daughter, with the mstincts
of a girl of twenty, who mught disgrace you, you will say
to yourself, ‘Better that I should dishonor myself than that
she should. And if Monsieur Crevel will keep a secret,
I can carn my daughter’s dowry, two hundred thousand
francs, for ten years of } to that t
old Crevel.’ I am boring you, and what I say 1s awfully
immoral, isn’t it? But 1f you were the vietim of an irre-
sistible passion you would be able to find plenty of reasons
for yielding to me, those reasons that women always do
find when they are in love. Very well, Hortense’s interests
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will put these reasons into your head, these capitulations of
conscience!”

“Hortense stll has an uncle.”

“Who? Old Fischer? He is wmding up his business; and
that 15 the Baron’s fault, too, because he has his rake-off
on all the cash that passes through his hands.”

“Count Hulot,”

“Oh! Your husband has already dered the old
Tieutenant-general's savings, he used them to furnish the
house of his opera singer Come, are you going to send me
away without any hope?”

“Goodbye, sir One soon gets over a passion for 2
woman of my age, and you will think better of it. God
protects the unfortunate!”

The Baroncss rose, forcing the captain to withdraw, and
she drove him back into the drawing room.

“Should the beautiful Madame Hulot be living among
old junk?” he said.

And he pointed to an old lamp, a sconce with its gilt
falling away, the threadbare carpet, the tatters of opulence
that conspired to make the great room 1n white, red, and
gold look like a corpse of Empire festivities,

“Virtue makes all this radiant, sir, 1 have no wish to
purchase magnificent furnishings by using the beauty that
you say is mine as a mantrap, a money-box for hundred-
cent pieces.”

‘The captain bit his lips as he recognized the expressions
that he had used to castigate Josépha's avarice.

“And to whom are you so fathful”” he said

The Baroness had by now maneuvered the ex-perfumer
to the door.

“To a libertine! he said, with all the contempt of a vir-
tuous man and a millionaire.

“If you are nght, s, my constancy deserves a little
credit, that 1s all »

. Andshe took leave of the captain as one gets rid of some
importunate creature, and turned away too quickly to see
him strike his attitude for the last time

) She went to reopen the doors that she had closed and

did not see Crevel's threatening farewell gesture. She

22




walked with the proud nobility of a martyr in the Colos~
seum. All the same, she had spent her strength, for she
collapsed on the divan of her blue boudoir like 2 woman
ready to faint, and looked with fond eyes toward the little
rumed summerhouse where her daughter was chattenng
to Cousin Bette.

From the day of her marriage until now the Baroness
had loved her husband, as Josephine came to love Napo-
leon, with an admiing, maternal, but abject love. She
might not have been aware of the detals that Crevel had
just grven her, but all the same she knew very well that
for twenty years Baron Hulot had been unfaithful, but she
had kept a leaden screen m front of her eyes; she had
wept in silence, and never had a word of reproach escaped
her. In return for this angelic sweetness she had gamed
her husband’s veneration, a sort of cult of worship with
which he surrounded her

A woman’s affection for her husband, and the respect in
whtch she holds him, are contagious in a family. Hortense
regarded her father as the perfect model of conpugal love.
And Hulot’s son, brought up to admire the Baron, whom
everyone regarded as one of the giants who had seconded
Napoleon, knew that he owed his position to his father’s
name and standing and the respect m which he was held.
‘What 1s more, the impressions of childhood are lasting; he
strll feared his father; and even if he had suspected the
uregulanities revealed by Crevel he was even now too
deferential to have made any protest to him, and would
have excused them by those arguments that men commonly
employ 1n such matters

But 1t 1s necessary to give some explanation of the
extraordinary devotion of this beautiful and noble woman,
and thss, in a few words, 1s her story

From a willage situated on the extreme frontiers of
Lorraine, at the foot of the Vosges, three brothers of the
name of Fischer, simple peasants, set out, following the
call-up of the Republic, to jomn the socalled Army of
the Rhine.

In 1799 the second of these brothers, a widower, and
Madame Hulot’s father, left his daughter in the care of his
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eldest brother, Pierre Fischer, who had been disabled by
2 wound that he had reccived in 1797, and had undertaken
some small-scale contracting for the Miulitary Transport,
an employment which he owed to the favor of the ordnance
officer, Hulot d’Ervy.

It so happened that Hulot, on his way to Strasbourg,
saw the Fischer famuly. Adeline’s father and his younger
brother were at that time employed as contractors for
forage 1n Alsace.

Adeline at sixteen might be compared to the famous
Madame du Barry, who Iike herself was a daughter of
Lorraine She was one of these perfect, dazzhing beauties,
one of those women like Madame Tallien, whom nature
has fashsoned with a special care; on such she bestows her
finest gifts—distinction, digmty, grace, refinement, elegance,
and an parable 1 of a color pounded
in the mysterious workshop of chance These beautiful
women are all rather altke Bianca Capella, whose portrait
15 one of Bronzino’s masterpieces, the Venus of Jean
Goujon, whose origmal was the famous Diane de Poitiers;
that Signora Olympra whose portrait is in the Doria gallery;
‘Ninon, Mad du Barry, Mad Tallien, Mademoiselle
Georges, Madame Recamer—all these women who re-
mained beautiful in spite of the years, their passions, of
their lives of excess, are strikingly similar in their build,
their figure, in the style of their beauty, as if there were
some aphrodisian current from which alt these Venuses
had emerged from the ocean of generation, all daughters
of the same salt wave.

Adeline Fischer, one of the most beautiful of that divine
race, possessed the distinguished features, the fiowing Jines,
the veined flesh of these women borm to be queens, The
golden hair that Mother Eve received from the hand of
God, her queenly stature, her air of dignity, the august
contours of her profile, and her rustic modesty made men
stop to look at her as they passed, like amateurs before a
Raphael. And so, when he saw her, the ordnance officer
forthwith made Mademoiselle Adeline Fischer his wife, to
the great astonishment of the Fischers, who had all been
brought up to lock up to their betters.
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The cldest, the soldier of 1792, who was severely
wounded in the attack on Wissembourg, adored the Em-
peror Napoleon, and everything that had to do with the
Grande Armée. André and Johann spoke with respect of
Ordnance Officer Hulot, the Emperor’s protégé, to whom,
besides, they owed therr positions, for Hulot d’Ervy, find-
ing them honest and intelligent, had promoted them from
the army forage wagons and placed them n charge of an
important contract. The brothers Fischer had done good
service during the 1804 campaign. And Hulot, after the
peace, had obtaned for them their contract for forage in
Alsace, without knowing that he would later be sent to
Strasbourg to make preparations there for the campagn
of 1806

For the young peasant girl, this marnage was like an
Assumption. The lovely Adelme went straight from the
mud of her village to the paradise of the Impenal Court.
For 1t was at that tume that the ordnance officer, ane of
the most trustworthy, active and hardworkmg members
of his corps, was made a baron, given a place near the
Emperor, and attached to the Imperial Guard The lovely
peasant girl had spint enough to educate herself, out of
love for her husband, with whom she was quite madly in
love The ordnance officer-in-cluef was, besides, a mascu-
line replica of Adeline. He belonged to the elect number
of handsome men Tall, well-built, fair, with blue eyes, full
of fire and ammation, his graceful and ¢legant figure was
irresistible, he was outstanding among men like d'Orsay,
Forbin and Quvrard—in short, among the ranks of the
beaux of the Empire

Although a man of many conquests, and holding the
ideas of the Directorre on the subject of women, his career
of gallantry was mtenupted lor a considerable time by his
attachment to tus wife

For Adeline, the Baron was therefore from the first a
kind of god, who could do no wrong. She owed everything
to hum, fortune, for she had her carnage, her house, and
all the luxury of the ume; happiness, for she was openly
loved, a title, for she was a baroness; celebrty, for was she
not called the beautrful Madame Hulot, and in Paris? She



even had the honor of refusing the advances of the Em-
peror, who presented her with a damond necklace, :.md
who always remembered her, for he used to ask from time
to time, “And is beautiful Madame Hulot still as virtuous
as ever?” 1n the tones of 2 man prepared to nvenge.hlmself
on any man who should triumph where he had failed.

1t is not therefore very difficult to understand the causes
that produced an element of fanaticism in the love of }he
simple, natve and lovely soul of Madame Hulot Having
persuaded herself that her husband could never do her any
wrong, she made herself, 1n her mmost being, the humble,
devoted, and blind servant of the man who had made her
what she was

It must be said, besides, that she was gifted with great
good sense, that peasant common sense that gave 2 SO]ldl!y
to her education. In society she spoke httle, never said
anything against anyone, and did not attempt to shine;
she thought everything over, listened, and modeled herself
on the most respectable and well-bred women

T 1815 Hulot followed the example of the Prince de
Wissembourg, one of his closest friends, and became one
of the organizers of that mmprovised army whose defeat
brought the Napoleontc era to an end at Waterloo. In 1816
the Baron was one of the best hated men of Feltre’s

Manistry, and was not reap d in the C¢ 1a,
until 1823, when he was needed on account of the war with
Spain In 1830 he reapp d mn the admunistration as

deputy munister, as a result of Lous Philippe’s pohicy of
calling up the old Napoleonic officials.

Since the younger branch, whom he had actively sup-
ported, had succeeded to the throne, he had remamed 11
this post, an indispensable director of the Ministry of War.
He had already obtained his marshal’s baton, and short
of making him a munister or a peer of the realm the King
could do no more for him.

During the years between 1818 and 1823, being other-
wise unoccupied, Baron Hulot occupied himself with
women, and Madame Hulot attributed the first infidelities
of her Hector to the downfall of the Empire, The Baroness,
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then, had held undisputed sway as prima donna assoluta
her married Iife for twelve years She continued to enjoy
that old inveterate affection that husbands feel for their
wives when they have been relegated to the role of good,
gentle companions; and she knew that no nival would last
for two hours against one word of reproach from herself,
but she shut her eyes, and stopped her ears, and refused
to know anything about her husband’s conduct outside his
marriage And finally she came to treat her Hector as a
mother treats a spotled child. Three years before the
conversation that has just taken place Hortense had recog-
nized her father at the Variétés m a box in the muddle of
the first tier, with Jenny Cadine, and exclaimed, “There’s
Papal”

“You must be mistaken, my angel, he 1s with the
Marshal,” the Baroness had replied.

She had, of course, seen Jenny Cadine, but instead of
feeling her heart contract when she saw how pretty she
was she had said to herself, “That naughty Hector must be
emjoying himself ** All the same she suffered, and 1n secret
she endured raging torments, but as soon as she set eyes
on her Hector agam she remembered her twelve years of
happiness and could not find 1t 1 herself to utter one word
of complamt She would have hked the Baron to confide
in her, but she never dared to let him suspect that she knew
of his escapades, out of respect for im This excess of
delicacy 15 only to be met with among beautiful women
of the people, who know how to receive blows without
gving them 1n return, they have some of the blood of the
first martyrs 1n therr veins Well-born grls, bemg the
equals of their husbands, find 1t necessary to torment them
and to score up, as in billiards, their acts of tolerance, with
cutting remarks, m a spuit of malictous vengeance, in order
to ensure esther therr superiority or thewr right to take thew
revenge.

The Baroness had an ardent adnurer in her brother-m-
Iaw, Lieutenant-General Hulot, the venerable colonel of
the Infantry Grenadiers of the Imperial Guard, who was
awarded the marshal’s baton 1n hs later years The old

27



man, after commanding from 1830 to 1834 the military
division that included the Department of Brttany, the
scene of his exploits in 1799 and 1800, came to live in
Paris, near his brother, for whom he sull felt a fatherly
affection

His old soldier’s heart sympathized with that of his sister-
in-law; he admired her as the noblest and best of her sex
He had not married, because he hoped to find a second
Adeline, looking in vam for such a one through twenty
countries and as many campaigns Rather than lose the
esteem of the irreproachable and faultless old Republican,
of whom Napoleon had said, “That brave Hulot is the
most stubborn Republican, but he will never betray me,”
Adeline would have endured far worse sufferings than those
that she had just undergone. But the old man of seventy-
two, broken by thirty campargns, wounded for the twenty-
seventh time at Waterloo, offered Adeline admiration
rather than protection The poor Count, among other
infirmities, was unable to hear without the help of an
ear-trumpet.

While the Baron Hulot d’Ervy was a handsome man, his
love affairs did no damage to his fortune, but at fifty he
had to bargain with the Graces. At that age love, in old
men, turns to vice; it becomes involved with outrageous
vanities. And at about this ime Adeline watcher her hus-
band b -4 ively pre pied with his toilet,
dyeing his hair and mustache, weanng wastbands and
corsets. He must remain handsome at all costs This cult
of his appearance, a fault which in the old days he used to
make fun of, he now carried to all extremes. And at last
Adeline began to realize that the source of the wealth that
was poured out on the Baron’s mistresses was her own
home In eight years a large fortune had disappeared so
completely that when, two years previously, young Hulot
hf&d set up house, the Baron had been forced to admit to
his wife that his salary was his whele fortune.

“What will that bring us t0?” had been Adelne’s
comment.

“Don't worry,” the Councilor of State had replied, “I
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shall leave you my salary and T shall see about a settlement
for Hortense, and our future, by doing some busmess ™

His wife’s profound faith 1n the ability and outstanding
talents, the capacities and the character of her husband,
had calmed that momentary anxiety.

CHAPTER 1V

It is not difficult, then, to understand the Baroness’s
thoughts and her tears after the departure of Crevel The
poor woman had realized for two years past that she her-
self was living 1n the depths, but tmagined that she alone
was mnvolved She had not known how her son’s marriage
had come about, she had not known of her husband’s
harson with the grasping Josépha and she had hoped that
nobody 1n the world knew of her troubles. Now, if Crevel
could speak so lightly of the Baron’s dissipations, Hector’s
reputation would suffer. She could ghmpse through the
irritated ex-perfumer’s vulgar outpourings, the kind of base
familianity of which the marriage of the young lawyer was
the outcome Two depraved girls had been the priestesses
of that marriage, proposed during some orgy, 1 a setting
of degrading intimacy, between two tipsy old men

“He 1s forgettng Hortense altogether,” she thought,
“although he sees her every day Will he try to find her a
husband among his worthless set?”

At that moment she was more mother than wife, for
she could see Hortense with her cousmn Bette, laughing
with that wild laugh of reckless youth, and she knew that
this nervous langhter was a symptom no less alarming than
those tearful moods of her solitary walks in the garden

Hortense was like her mother. but she had red-gold
hair, wavy and ly thick. Her com-
plexion was like mother-of-pearl. In her one could recog-
nize the child of a real marnage, in the prime of a pure
and noble love, From her eagerly expressive face, her gay
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gestutes, her youthful abandon, her freshness anq vitafity,
wvigor and good heskth seenied to radiate m electric waves
Hortense drew all eyes When ber sea-biue gaze, fn all its
hmpid mnocence, fell on some young passer-by he mO{M
thorft mvolustanly Nor did any trace of that redness which
is often the price of the white skins of these golden
tlondes mar her complexson Tall, rounded, but not heavily
bult, her handsome, graceful figure rivaled her mother’s in
nobility, so that she deserved the epihet of goddess that
the quthors of antiquity used so freely Indesd, no onf,
secing Hortense an the street, could help exclaiming,
“Heavens' What a lovely guit” .

She was 5o ntterly mnocent that she would say when she
returned home, “But why, Mamma, do they all say ‘Lovely
211" when you are with me? Aren't you much more beauti~
vl than L am?

And, wdeed, at forty-seven the Buroness might weft
have been preferred to her doughter by lovers of sunset
beauty; for by one of those rare chances—rare m Paris
especially—for which Nunon, who so fong continued 10
echipse the glory of the plamer ladies of the seventeent?
century, was 0 notorious, she had lost mome of what
women ealt thew “good pomnts *

Thinking of her daugh ded the B of the
father, she xmagsmed tum falling from day 1o doy, B¥
degrees, mto the dreps of socal disrepute, perhaps beng
dismussed from the Mimistry "The thought of the falt of her
wdol, accompamed by at indistinet prcture of the troubles
that Crevel had foretold, was so agomzing to the poor
woman that she Tost consconsness 1 a sort of trance.

Cousin Bette, with whom Hortense was tatking, looked
g from tume to tme o see whether they could go back
mta the drawing room, but ker young cousin was $0 feas-
ng her with just when the B: was reopen”
ing the French window that she did not notice her.

Lisheth Fascher, five years younger than Madame Hulol
although she was the daughter of fhe eldest of the Fischer
brothers, was far from besng a beauty ke her cousin; for
which reason she had been tremendously jeatous of her.
Jealousy formed the basss of her character, with all #s
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eccentriciies—a word invented by the English to describe
the follies of distinguished famulies. A Vosges peasant
woman in all senses of the word—thin, dark, her hair black
and stringy, with thick eyebrows meeting 1n 2 tuft, long,
strong arms, flat feet, with several moles on her long
simian face—such, 1o brief, was the appearance of this old
maid

The famuly, who all lived as one household, had neglected
the plain girl for the beautiful one* the harsh fruit for the
dazzling flower Lisbeth worked mn the fields while her
cousin was spoiled, and on one occasion, finding Adelme
alone, the impulse came over her to pull her cousin’s nose
—a true Greciar nose that all the old ladies admured.
Although she was beaten for this misdeed, she continued
all the same to tear the favorite’s dresses and spoil her
collars

At the time of her cousin’s fantastic marriage Lisbeth
had bowed to fate, as Napoleon’s brothers and sisters
bowed before the splendor of the throne and the power of
authority, Adelimne, who was kind and sweet-natured to a
degree, remembered Lisbeth when she was in Paris, and
sent for her, 1 about 1809, with the intention of rescuing
her from poverty and finding her a husband. Seeing that it
would be impossible to marry this girl, with her dark eyes
and black brows, who could netther read nor wnte, straight
away, the Baron began by finding her a trade, he appren-
ticed Lisbeth to the embroiderers to the Impenal Court,
the well-known Pons Brothers.

This cousin, called Bette for short, now a worker in gold
and silver embroidery, with all her mountan-bred energy,
was enterprising enough to learn reading, wnting, and
arithmetic; for her cousin the Baron had demonstrated to
her the necessity of possessing such knowledge if she was
to run an embroidery establishment of her own She was
determined to get on; m two years she had transformed
herself. By 1811 the peasant girl had become a well-
mannered, skilled and intelligent forewoman,

The profession of gold and silver braiding ncluded the
working of epaulettes, sword knots, aguillettes, and, in
short, all the countless brilhant dcccrauons that used to
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gltter on the rich wuforms of the French Army and on
civil dress clothes, The Emperor, who had a true Italian
lave of finery, had adorned all the uniforms of thos? in
his service with gold and silver, and his Empire comPrlSCd
a hundred and thisty-three Departments. The making of
these tr usually supplied to well-established and
sound tailoring establishments, or direct to important
officials, was a safe profession N

Just when Cousin Bette, the best workwoman in the
Pons establishment, where she was 1n charge of the wogk*
Toom, might have set up her own business, the Empire
coflapsed. The ohve branch of the Bourbons alarmed
Lisbeth, and she was afraid of a decline in a trade that
would now have only eighty-six instead of a hundred and
thirty-three Departments to explott, Tet alone the enormous
reductions 1 the Army Takmg fright at the prospect of
the vanious nisks of the trade, she refused the pruposilimgs
of the Baron who thought her mad. She justified this
opinion by quarreling with Monsieur Ruvet, who bought
the Pons establishment, with whom the Baron had pro-
posed to set her up m partnership, and she went back to
besng a simple workwoman,

The Fischer famuly meanwhile had relapsed into the
precatious situation from which the Baron had raised them

Ruined by the disaster of Fontainebleau, the three
Fischer brothers 1n desperation jomed the Volunteer Corps
of 1815 The eldest, Lisbeth’s father, was killed, Adeline’s
father, condemned to death by court-martial, fled to Ger-
many and died at Tréves in 1820. The youngest, Yohann,
came to Paris to implore the help of the queen of the
family, who, it was sad, ate from gold and silver dishes.
never appeared on public occastons without tiaras and
necklaces of diamonds as large a5 hazelnuts, the gifts of
the Emperor. Johann Fischer, then forty-three, was given
a sum of ten thousand francs by Baron Hulot to set him
Uup 1n 2 small foraging business at Versailles, obtained from
the Ministry of War through the private influence of friends

with whom the late officer-tn-chief of the Commissariat
stdl kept in touch,

These family musfortunes, Baron Huloe
32
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and the sense of how little she mattered in that great
struggle for existence of people and parties and projects
that makes Pans at once an inferno and a paradise, dis-
couraged Bette The girl gave up all idea of competing
with or rivaling her cousin, having experienced the effects
of her superior qualities; but envy remamed hidden in her
secret heart, like the germ of a disease that is lable to
break out and ravagea city if the fatal bale of wool in®
which 1t is ludden is ever opened.

From time to time she would say to herself, “Adeline
and I are of the same blood—our fathers were brothers—
she lives 1 a mansion and I Live in an attic " But every
year, on her birthday and on New Year’s Day, Lisbeth
received presents from the Baroness and the Baron. The
Baron, who was very good to her, paid for her wood in
the winter. She was vited to dinner one day a week by
old General Hulot, and there was always a place laid for
her at her cousin’s table. They made fun of her, but they
were never ashamed to acknowledge her. In fact, they
enabled her to live independently m Pans the life that she
herself had chosen,

She had, as a matter of fact, a great dislike of bemng
drctated to in any way. If her cousin supgested that she
should live with her, she at once flinched from the curb of

, on several the Baron had solved
the difficult problem of finding 2 husband for her, but
although the idea would please her to begin with, she
would presently shy off, taking fright at the prospect of
being criticized on account of her want of education, her
1gnorance, or her lack of fortune, if however, the Baroness
suggested her keeping house for their uncle, nstead of his
having an expensive housckeeper, she would reply that
she would be able to marry even less well in those cir-
cumstances

In these notions Cousin Bette showed all the oddity that
one finds in characters that have developed late in life, and
among savages, who think much and say little. Her peasant
shrewdness had, however, through her conversation with
the employees, both men and women, of the workrooms,
acquired a Parisian sharpness This girl whose character
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was vesy much like that of the Corsicans, vainly tormented
by the nstincts of a strong nature, would have Iiked $0
ook after a map of weak character; but, living in the
capital, she was changed superficially, The Parisian veneer
left het strongly tempered spirit to rust. Gifted, like ‘a“
those who hve a life of real celibacy, with penetrating
nsight, and with the original turn that she gave to ali her
ideas, she would have been formidable in any other situa-
yon, With 11l will, she could have broken up the most
united family.

In the carly days, when she shil nursed certain hopes,
whose secret she confided to no one, she decided to weat
corsets and follow the fashwon, and she had a moment of
splendor during which the Baron considered her marriage~
able. Lisbeth at that time was the attractive brunette of 0l
French novels. Her piercing look, her olive complexion,
and her slim figure might well have attracted a major on
half pay; but she was satisfied, she said, laughing, with her
own admiration And besides, she found her hfe pleasant
enough, once she had solved her financial problems, for
she dined in town every evening, after a day’s work that
began at the crack of dawn Therefore she had only her
rent and her lunches to pay for; besides that, she was given
mast of het clathes, as well as all sarts of useful extras such
as sugar, coffee, wine, and so forth.

In 1837, after twenty-seven years of Lfe largely paid for
by the Hulot family and by her uncle Fischer, Bette had
resigned hetself to being a nobody, and allowed herself
to be treated without much ceremony. She herself refused
10 go to large dinner parties, preferring the intimacy of the
family, 1 which she could hold her own and in which
she was spared njuries to her pride. She seemed to be at
home everywhere, with General Hulet, with Crevel, with
the young Hulots, with Rivet (successor to the Pons
Brothers, with whom she had made up her differences,
and who made much of her), and with the Baroness,

Wherever she went, moreover, she knew how to get on
10 Inendly terms with the servants, by giving them small
t1ps from time to time, and by talking to them always for
8 moment or two before poing in to the drawing room.
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This familiarity, in which she placed herself frankly on
their own level, assured her their servile good will, ughly
necessary to parasites “She 15 a really good sort!” was
everyone's opinion of her. Her endless willingness to oblige
(when this was not asked of her!) and her affectation of
good nature were, to be sure, made necessary by her
position She had come at last to learn her lesson 1 Life
through being at everybody’s mercy; and m the desire to
appease everybody she laughed with the young people,
who Lked her on account of her flattering ways which
always took them in; she learned and championed their
wishes, she became their go-between, she seemed to them
the best possible confidante, for she had no night to cnticize
them. Her absolute discretion earned for her the confi-
dence also of the older ones, for, like Ninon, she possessed
some of the masculine qualities As a rule, our confidences
are made to those below us rather than to those above us
Our infertors are employed much more often than our
superiors in secret affairs; and they thereby become the
recipients of our ndden thoughts, they share 1n our private
deliberations, Richelien considered that he had won suc-
cess when he had the right to take part in privy councils.
Everyone magmed that this poor spinster was in such a
state of dependence on everybody as to be forced to
absolute silence. The cousin referred to herself as the faradly
1 Only the by reason of the bad
treatment that she had received durnng her childhood from
her cousin, stronger although younger than herself, mamn-
tained a certain reserve Besides, out of shame, she would
not have confided her domestic troubles to anyone but God
It 1s perbaps necessary to say here that the Baroness’s
house still preserved all 1ts former splendor mn the eyes of
Cousin Bette, who had not, Like the ex-perfumer, noticed
the signs of distress wntten on the worn armchairs, the
discolored hangmgs and the tattered silk. As with oneself
50 with one’s furmture, looking at ourselves every day, we
corme, like the Baron, to think ourselves very little changed,
still young, when other people can see our hair turmng to
chinchilla, the V-shaped furrows on our brows, and our
figures like pumpkins These rooms, for Bette, were for-




ever Iit up with the Bengal lights of Imperial ‘receptions,
perennally resplendent. i

With the years Cousin Bette had acquired some curtous
old mad’s fads. For instance, instead of following the
fashion, she tried to make the fashion fit her habits and fall
in with her ideas, which were always behund the times If
the Baroness gave her a pretty new hat, or a dress cut in
the style of the moment, Cousin Better would forthwqh
take 1t home and alter 1t, according to her own ideas,‘ in
every particular, and spoul it n the process of transforming
it into a garment after the style of the First Empire, and
the dresses of her early days in Lorraine The thirty-franc
hat would be tumed mto a dowdy shapeless object, and
the dress into a rag-bag. In these matters Bette was as
stubborn as a mule; she insisted on pleasing herself and
thought herself charming as she was; whereas these assimi-
Iations, that suited her only in 5o far as they made her look
an old maid from head to foot, turned her into such a
fright that with all the good will 1n the world nobody could
invite her on smart occasions.

This stubborn, capricious, independent strain, and the
inexplicable unsociableness of the girl for whom the Baron
had, on four different occastons, found a match (a civil
servant, a major, an army contractor, and a retired captain).
and who had refused ‘an embroiderer (who afterwards
became rich), earned for her the nickname of the Nanny,
which the Baron jokingly gave her But this nickname was
applicable only to her superficial eccentricities, those dis-
tinguishing traits that we all display to one another in
society. This spinster, closely observed, would have been
seen to possess the brutal side of the peasant character, and
was still the child who wanted to pull her cousin’s nose,
and who might perhaps, had not wisdom prevailed, have
kilted her in a paroxysm of jealousy. She only held in check
that natural impulsiveness with which country people, like
savages, translate their feelings into actions, because of her
knowledge of the law and of the world. Herein, perhaps,
lies the only difference between primitive and civilized man.
The savage has only feelings; the cvilized man has both
feehngs and ideas, With savages, besides, the brain receives,
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50 to speak, but few impriots, and is therefore entirely
+swayed by the particular feeling with which it is carried
away; whereas in the case of civiized man ideas act upor
the feelings and modify them; he has any number of inter—
ests, and many emotions, while the savage entertamns only
one at a tume. This 15 the reason for that momentary
supremacy of a child over its parents, which ceases when
its wish is satisfied, but with pnmitive people this cause
operates all the ume. Cousin Bette, a primitive peasant of
Lorraine, and not without a streak of treachery, was a
character of this type, a type that is more common among
the peasantry than onc might suppose, and that may
perhaps explam their behavior during revolutions,

At the time at which this narrative opens, if Cousin
Bette had wished to be well dressed, )f she had, like the
women of Paris, lca.med to follow lhc fashion, shc would
have been ble and ptable; but she
as stiff as a post. And without some degree of charm no
woman can exist in Paris. Therefore her black hair, her
hard fine eyes, the rigid hnes of her face, and the dusky
Spanish complexion that made her look hike a figure by
Giotto, and which a real Pansienne would have used to
good advantage, and above all her odd clothes made her
appearance so freakish that she sometimes looked like
nothing so much as one of those dressed-up monkeys that
Swiss chuldren lead about. As she was well known m the
varnious households, united by family ties, among whom she
moved, and as she restnicted her soctal movements to that
circle, and as she hiked to keep to herself, her oddities no
longer surpnised anyone, and they were merged, out-of-
doors, in the great throng of the Pans streets, where only
beautiful women are looked at

Hortense’s laughter at that moment was occasioned by =
triumph achieved over the obstinacy of Cousin Bette, from
whom she had just wrung an admission for which she had’
‘been angling for three years However guarded an old maid
may be, there 1s one emotion that will always make her
break a vow of silence, and that 1s vanity! For three years
Hortense had been very inquisitive about a certain topic
and had been besteging her cousin with questions that to
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2}l appearances were perfectly innocent, She wanted 1o
%mow why her cousin had never married. Hortense, who
new the story of the five rejected smtors, had bult up her
own httle Torance, and behieved that Cousin Bette cher-
1shed a secret passion, and from this a warfare of banter
had begun “We young guls,” Hortense would say, refer-
ring to herself and her cousin Cousin Bette had on several
occasions rephied with perfect good humor, “How do you
know that I haven't a sweetheart?” Cousin Bette's ‘sweet-
heart, real or mmagmary, became finally the subject of
good-natured teasing Finally, after three years of this fitle
campaign, on the last occasion when Cousin Bette had
come, Hortense's first words had been, “And how is yout
sweetheart?

“S0-50,” she had rephed, “he is not very well, poot
young man ™

“Oh, 1s he delicate? the Baroness had asked, laughing.

“Yes, indeed; ke is so farr . .. Coal-black girls like me
always fall m love with farr men, 2s pale as moonhght.”

“But who 1s he? What does he do?” said Hortense. “I8
he a prince?” . .

“A prnce of tools, just as T am a queen of bobtuns. D6
you expect a poor @il fike me to be loved by a nch man
with 2 house of tus own and an sncome from the State, or 2
duke or peer or some Prince Charming out of a fairy-tate?”

“Oh, I should fove to see hum'™ Hortense had exclaimed,
smiling

“To see what a man who can love an old napny Jooks
Itke?” Cousin Bette had rephed

“He must be some frghtfnl old clerk with a goatee
beard™ Hortense had said, looking at her mother.

“Well, that 15 just where you are wrong, Miss™

“But have you really » sweetheart?” Hortense had asked,
with an arr of trhumph,

“Just as surely as you have not!™ her cousin had replied,
piqued

“Well, of you have & sweetheart, Bette, why don’t vou
marry lum?™ the Baroness had said, exchanging a look with
her daughter “It1s three years now since we fiest heard of
fum, you have had time to get to know him, and if he has
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temained faithful to you, you ought not to prolong a situa-
tion that he must find z little wearisome Besides, it is a
question of conscience; and what is more, if he is young,
it is time to acquire a prop for your old age.”

Cousin Bette had looked hard at the Baroness, and
seeing that she was laughing, she had replied, “It would be
marrying hunger and thirst, he has to work and so have I
if we had children, they would have to work . . . No, no,
it will have to be a love of the soul . it costs lessl”

*“Why do you hide him?”" Hortense had asked

“He’s a failure!” the old maid had answered, smiling.

“Do you love him?” the Baroness had asked.

“Oh, to be sure! I love him for himself alone, the angel!
For years now I have carried his image in my heart!”

“Well, 1f you love him for himself,” the Baroness had
said senously, “and if he exsts, you are treating him
shamefully. You don’t know what it 1s to love!”

“We all know that trade from birth!™ said the cousin.

“No, some women love and still remain egoists, which
is what you are domg.”

The cousin had bowed her head; her glance would have
made anyone who had seen 1t tremble, but she was looking
only at her cotton-reels

“If you will introduce your sweetheart to us, Hector will
be able to find him a place, and put him m the way of
making hus fortune

“That ts mpossible,” Cousin Bette had said,

“And why?”’

“He 15 a sort of Pole, a refugee.”

“A conspwator?” exclaimed Hortense. “Aren’t you
lucky! Has he had adventures?”

“He has fought for Poland! He was a teacher in the
school whose students started the revolt, and as he was
placed there by the Grand Duke Constantine, he cannot
expect to be pardoned ™

“Teacher of what?” ‘

“Art”

*“And he came to Pans after the defeat™

“In eighteen thirty-three he crossed €

“Poor young man! And hov old is he?”



This present consisted of a silver seal composed of three
figures back to back, wreathed in leaves, and holding up
the globe These three personages represented Fmti}, Hope,
and Charity, their feet on monsters that struggled with each
other, among which twined the symbotic serpent. In 1846,
after the great innovations in the art of Benvenuto Cellini
made by Mademoiselle Fauveau, Wagner, Jeanest, Fro-
ment, Meurice, and others, and wood-carvers hike Lienard,
this masterpiece would not have surprised anyone, but at
that time a young girl with a taste for jewelry could scarcely
have failed to be astomished as she examined the seal that
Cousin Bette had given her, saying, “Well, what do you
think of this?”

The figures, 1n their composition, their draperes, and
thesr rhythm were in the style of Raphael, in execution
they suggested the Florentine School of bronzes, that of
o/ o, Brunelieschi, Ghiberti, B Cellini, Jean
de Bologna, and the rest The French Renaissance con-
torted no stranger monsters than those that symbolized the
evil passions, The palms, ferns, reeds, and rushes that
enveloped the Virtues showed a sense of style and taste,
and a techmque that might well have made other craftsmen
despair, A ribbon twined about the three heads, and in the
ribbon, in the spaces between the heads, there was a W, a
chamois, and the word “Fecit.”

“Whoever made this?” asked Hortense.

“My swectheart, to be sure,” rephed Cousin Bette.
“There are months of work in it And I earn more by
making swordknots. He told me that Steinbock 1n German
means ‘ammal of the rocks,” or chamois. He intends to
sign all hus work Iike that. Ah! T shall have your shawlt”

“And why?"

“Could T buy a thing like this? Or order it? It would be
impossible; therefore it must have been given to me. Who
would give such a present? Obviously a sweetheart!™

Hortense, with a dissimulation that would have alarmed
Lisbeth Fischer if she had noticed 1t, took care not to show
how much she was impressed, although in fact she experi-
enced the enchantment that those whose minds ate sensitive
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to beauty experience in the presence of a faultless master-
piece, perfect and unexpected.

“Upon my word,” she said, “it really is pretty ™

“Yes, 1t is pretty,” the old maid repeated, “but T would
rather have an orange shawl. Well, my dear, my sweetheart
spends his time making things Iike that Since coming to
Paris he has made three or four little pieces of nonsense,
of the same kind, and that 1s the only frunt of four years of
work and study. He has been apprenticed to bromze-
founders, molders, and jewelers—well, so have hundreds
and thousands of others But he now tells me that in a few
months he will be famous and nich

*“And you really know him?”

“Really! Do you think T am 1nventing 1t? T told you the
truth in joke!’

“And he loves you?” Hortense asked quickly.

“Adores me!” replied the cousm, becomung serious.
“Listen, my dear, he has never known any women who are
not pale and colorless, as they all are in the North A dark
girl, slim, young like me, has warmed his heart But not a
word! You promised me'

“He will fare Like the five others,” said the young gicl
mockingly, looking at the seal

“Srx, Miss' I left one i Lorramne who would have
fetched down the moon for my sake, and would to this
day”

“This one will do better. He will bring you the sun ™

“What money is there i that?” Cousin Bette asked

“One must have a lot of earth before the sun can do any
good.”
These pleasantries, coming m rapid succession, and
leading up to the kind of nonsense that one can imagine,
were the cause of the laughter that had increased the
anxiety of the Baroness, by forcing her to compare her
daughter’s future with her present, 1n which she saw her
full of the gaiety of her youth. i

“But surely he would not give you jewels that take $ix
months to make unless he owed you a great deal””
Hortense, for the Jittle object had made her think
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and he is proud enough for two newly created counts, that
young man!”

“Michelangelo over again' But for a lover, he has kept
Ius wats,” said Hortense. “And how much does he want for
it

“Fifteen hundred francs . . . the dealer cannot selt it for
less, because he must have s commusston ”

“Papa,” said Hortense, “is the King’s Commissioner just
now; he sees the two Ministers every day at the Chamber,
and he will manage it for you Just leave 1t to me. You
shall be nch, Madame the Countess Steinbock!”

“No, my young man 1s too lazy, he spends whole weeks
fiddling with red wax and docs nothing Bah' he spends
tus whole Iife in the Louvre, or in the library, looking at
engravings and making drawings. He’s an idler.”

And the two cousins chattered on Hortense forced
herself to laugh, because she was overcome by a love that
all young girls have expenienced, love of the unknown,
love of a vague kind, whose thoughts crystalhze around
some figure heard of by chance, just as frost erystals form
around dry stalks of grass blown into a windowpane For
ten months she had made a real figure of her cousin’s
imaginary lover (for she believed, as her mother also did,
in her cousin’s perpetual celibacy) and for exght days now
this phantom had become Count Wenceslas Stemnbock; the
dream had materialized, the mist had solidified into a
young man of thirty, The seal that she was holding, like an
Annunciation in which genius shone Iike light, had the
power of a talsman Hortense felt so happy that she began
to doubt whether the story could be true Her blood was
on fire, and she laughed wildly, to put her cousin off the
scent

“I believe that the drawing-room door 1s open,” said
Cousin Bette. “Let us go and see whether Monsieur Crevel
has gone.”

“Mamma has been very worried for the last two days;
the marriage they were talking about must have fallen
through.”

“Oh! that can be put nght; it is a question—I can
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you that h—of a Councilor of the Sup Court,
How would you hike to be Madame la Présidente? Why, it
1t depends on Monsieus Crevel, he 1s sute 10 say something
to me, and I shall hear tomorrow of there is any hope, .. .~

“Cousin, leave the seal with me,” said Hortense, I
won't show 1t to anmyome. Mamma’s birthday s not for
another month, and I will pive it back to you in the
mormng "

“No, gve 1t me . . 1t must have a case "

“But T want to show 1t to Papa, 5o that he can speak to
the Mimster with some rdea of what 1t 15 alt about, because
men i authonty roust not compromise themselves,” she
said

“Very well 1 only ask you not to show it o your mother,
‘because 1f she knew X had a sweetheart she would taugh at
me ™

“1 promise "

The two cousins reached the deor of the boudoir just as
the Baroness had famnted; Hortense’s cry was enough fo
rewwve her Bette went i search of smeffing salts, When
she returned she found mother and daughter 1 each other’s
arms, the mother quieting the fears of her daughter and
saymng, “It 15 nothing, it was gust nerves, Here s your
father,” she added, recogmzing the Baron's ring “What-
ever you do, don't mention 1t to um.”

Adeline rose to go and meet her husband, miending to
lead him out into the garden untst dimner, and to speak to
him abowt the broken marriage, discuss the future, pnd try
to give lum some advice

Baron Hector Hulot appeared i « dress at ance parha-
mentary and Napoleome, for it 13 easy to distingussh the
Imperials (men attached to the Empue) by their mihtary
stoop, therr blue undorms with gold buttons, buttoned
high, ther black sk cravats, and the air of authonty that
they contracted from the habits of command acqmred
when the rapudly changing circumstances of their career
made despotism a necessity. Nothing about the Baron, to
be sure, suggested an old man. His sight was still so gaod
that he read without plasses; his handsome oval face,
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framed in side whiskers that were, alas' all too black, was
ruddy, and marked with those little veins that indicate
a sangumne temperament; and his figure, supported by a
corset, was still what Brillat-Savarin would describe as
majestic, A fine aristocratic air and abundant affability
served to conceal the Iibertine with whom Crevel had been
on so many fine sprees He was one of those men whose
eye lights up at the sight of a pretty woman, and who
smile at every beauty, even those who pass by and whom
they will never see agamn

“Did you speak, my dear?” said Adeline, seeing that he
looked grave

“No,” replted Hector, “but I was bored by having to
listen to speeches for two hours before they put 1t to the
vote. They carry on a war of words, with speeches Iike
cavalry charges that don’t scatter the enemy! They talk
instead of acting, which (s small consolation to men who
are used to marching As I said to the Marshal as I left
him But 1t 1s quite bad encugh to be bored on the benches
of the Ministry—let us amuse ourselves here How do you
do, old nanny, and how are you, young kid?”

He put his arm around his daughter’s neck and kessed
her, teased her, and drew her on to his knee, resting his
head on her shoulder to feel her lovely golden harr on his
face,

He is wornied and tired, Madame Hulot thought to her-
self, and now I am gomng to worry him sull more. “Are
you going to spend the evening with us?” she said aloud.

“No, my children After dinner I must leave you and, if
it had not been the Nanny’s day, and my children's, and
my brother’s, you would not have seen me at all.”

The Baroness picked up the newspaper, looked at the
theaters, and put down the sheet i which she read the
notice that Robert le Diable was at the Opera. Josépha,
whom the Italian opera had lent for six months to the
French, was singing the part of Alice This dumb show did
ot escape the notice of the Baron, who looked attentively
at his wife, Adeline lowered her eyes, and went ¢
the garden, where he followed her.
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“Your diamonds are hardly worth twenty thousand
today. That would not be enough for old Fischer. So keep
them for Hortense. I shall see the Marshal tomorrow »

“Poor darling!” exclaimed the Baroness, taking her
Hector’s hands and kissing them,

And that was the whole extent of her rebuke. Adeline
offered her diamonds, the father gave them to Hortense;
this gesture seemed to her sublime, and she had no more_
strength left,

“He is the master—he has the right to take everything
here, and he leaves me my diamonds! How noble he is!”

Such were the thoughts of this woman who had certainly
obtained more by her sweetness than another woman
‘would have gamned by jealous anger.

No moralist can deny that, in general, well-bred and
thoroughly vicious people are much more attractive than-
the virtuous, having crimes to make up for, they take care-
to ensure their own indulgence by showing themselves
lenient with the faults of theur judges, and they pass as
charming people. Although there are dehightful characters
among the virtuous, virtue regards uself as sufficiently
fair-seeming 1n wtself, without going out of 1ts way to take
special pains; besides, really virtuous people (for one must
except hypocrites) are nearly always a little unsure of their
ground; they feel that they have in some way been cheated
in the great market of life, and they are a lttle querulous,
like people who feel themselves misunderstood. Therefore
the Baron, knowing that he was to blame for ruining his
family, exerted all the resources of his wit and his seductive
graces for the benefit of his wife, his children, and Cousin
Bette. As soon as he saw his son and Célestine Crevel, who
was nursmg a young Hulot, arriving, he was charming to
his daughter-in-law, loading her with compliments, a dret
to which Célestme’s vanity was not accustomed, for no
daughter of money was ever mOre COMMmON oI MOre com~
pletely insignificant The grandfather took the baby, kissed
it, and said that it was delightful and charming; he talked
baby talk to it, prophesied that his grandson would be
taller than himself, slipped in some flattering references
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of his conversation: He never spoke of war and campaigns;
he was too sure of himself to have any need to assume
greatness In a drawing room he confined himself to
showing himself constantly attentive to the wishes of the
ladies.

“You are all very gay,” he said, seemng the amumation
that the Baron had infused into this httle family gathering.
“Hortense 13 not yet married, however,” he added, recog~
nizing traces of melancholy m the face of his sister-in-law.

“All in good time,” Bette shouted m his ear in a formid-
able voice.

+ “That 1s what you think, you bad seed that refused to
flower!” he replied, laughing

The hero of Forzheim was quite fond of Cousin Bette,
for in some ways they had much m common. Without
education, a man of the people, lis courage alone had
raised him to his mulitary emumence, and he had more
common sense than brilltance Full of honors, and with
clean hands, he was ending, radiantly, s good life, sur-
rounded by the family in which all his affections were
centered. From time to time, however, the good little
Count Hulot asked why old Crevel was not present. “My
father is in the country'” Célestine would shout to him. On
this occasion they told him that the ex-perfumer was on a
journey.

This gathering of her family, in such real sympathy,
made Madame Hulot say to herself. “This 1s the surest
kind of happiness, and what, after all, can take 1t from us?”

Seeing his favorite Adehne the object of the Baron’s
attentions, the General teased him about 1t so much that
the Baron, afraid of being made to look ndrculous, trans-
ferred Ius gallantry to his daughter-in-law, who, m the
course of these farmuly dinner parties, was always the object
of his flattery and attention, because through her he hoped
to induce old Crevel to set aside hus resentment.

Anyone who had seen that intimate farmly scene would
have found 1t difficult to believe that the father was on the
verge of rumn, the mother of desparr, the son anxious to
the last degree about the future of s father, and the
daughter planning to steal a sweetheart from her cofisin,
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CHAPTER VI

AT seven o'clock, seeing his brother, his son, the Baroness
and Hortense all settied at whist, the Baron left 1o go and
applaud his mustress at the Opera, taking with him Cousin
Bette, who lived in the Rue du Doyenné, and who used
the loneliness of the quarter as a pretext for always leaving
soon after dinner. Any Parisian will readily admit that the
old maid’s prudence was reasonable enough,

The existence of the block of houses running the length
of the old Louvre 1s one of those protests that the French
ike to make against common sense, in order that the rest
©f Europe may be reassured on the subject of their sup-
-posed intelligence, and have no fears on that account.
Perbaps we have here lighted unawares upon an important
political idea,

There 1s nothing for it, indeed, but to begin by describing
this corner of present-day Paris, for in the future it will be
impossible to imagine 1t; and our nephews, who will no
«doubt see the Louvre completed, will refuse to believe that
such a slum should have existed for thirty-six years in the
Theart of Paris, opposite the Palace in which three dynastics
have recewved, during the same thirty-six years, the elite
of France and of Europe.

Beyond the lntle gate that leads from the Carrousel
bridge to the Rue du Musée, anyone visting Paris, even
for only a few days, is bound to notice a dozen houses with
ditapidated fagades, whose discouraged landiords have not
troubled to repair them, and which are the remnant of an
-old quarter that has gradually been in process of demolition
ever since Nap 's decision to the Louvre.
‘The Rue du Doyenné, and the blind alley called the
Tmpasse du Doyenné are the only passages that penetrate
this dismal and deserted block, whose inhabitants are pre-
sumably ghosts, for oune never sees anybody there. The

footway, much lower than the level of the pavement of the
Rue du Musée, comes out on a level with the Rug Froid-
manteau. Already buried by the raising of the square, these
houses are enveloped in the perpetual shadow cast by the
high galleries of the Louvre, blackened on that side by
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the north wind. The darkness, the silence, the cold air, the
cavernous depth of the ground level, combine to make
these houses into crypts, living tombs In passing this dead
wedge and happening to notice the Impasse du Doyenné,
one expeniences a chilling of the soul, and wonders who
could possibly live in such a place, and what goes on there
at night, when the alley becomes an ambush, and where
the vices of Paris, wrapped in the mantle of night, are given
full scope.

This question, alarmmng 1n 1tself, becomes still more
frightful when one observes that these so-called houses are
bounded by a swamp on the Rue de Richelieu side, an
ocean of tumbled pavement on the side of the Tuilenes,
little plots and sinister hovels on the side facing the gal-
lenes, and steep stone steps and demolitions on the side
toward the old Louvre Henry II and his minions, looking
for their breeches, and Marguente's lovers, in search of
their heads, might dance sarabands by moonlight in these
deserted spots, dominated by the vault of a chapel, still
standing, as if to prove that the Catholic religion, so deeply
rooted 1n France, survives everything For nearly forty
years the Louvre has been crymng out through every aper-
ture in these broken walls, through every yawning window*
“Get nd of these blermshes on my face!” No doubt the
utihty of this ambush has been recognized, and the neces-
sity of symbolizing, mn the very heart of Paris, that intimate
alliance of squalor and splendor so characteristic of the
queen of capitals.

These cold rutns, moreover, in whose beart the legiumust
newspaper contracted the disease from which it 1s perishing,
the shameful hovels of the Rue du Musée, the wooden
circumference of street stalls that adorn it today, may
perhaps have a longer and more prosperous life than three
dynasties!

In 1823 the of rooms 1n d houses
had intrigued Bette nto living there, in spite of the neces~
sity that hving in such a quarter imposed on her of getting #
home before mightfall. This necessity was in accord
however, with the habst that she had kept of going to
at sunset, a habit that represents such a notable sav’ B

.




tight and fuel among country people. She hived, then, in
one of the houses that, thanks to the demohtion of the
famaus house formerly occupted by Cambacérds, now had
a view of the square

Just as Baron Hulot had seen s wile’s cousin to the
door of ths house, and said, *Good night, Cousin,” a young
woman, small, sight, pretty, dressed with great elegance
and exhaling an expensive perfume, passed between the
cab and the wall in order to enter the same house. This
woman, without any kind of premeditation, exchanged a
glance with the Baron, simply 1 order to see the cousw of
the tenant; but the hibertine recewed the hvely impression
that all Paristans recogtuze when they encounter a pretty
woman who complies with what the entomologists would
describe as their desiderara, and he put on one of his gloves
with a studied slowness before once again getung into the
cab, m order to make a good impression, and in order (o
allow hes eye to follow the young woman, whose dress was
agreeably balanced by something better than those horrible
and deceptive eninoline bustles

“There,” he smd to himself, “is a charming little woman
whose happrness 1 would be glad to ensure, for she would
ensure mne!”

When the unknown woman reached the turn of the
starrcase that served the main part of the building over-
looking the street, she looked back at the carniage entrance,
out of the corner of her eye, without actually turnmng
round, and saw the Baron rooted to the spot with admura-
tion, devoured with desire and curtosity This 1s a kund of
flower whose fragrance all Paristan women breathe with
pleasure when they chance to find it i their way. There
are women, devoted to their duties, both pretty and virtu-
ous, who go home out of humor if they have not received
some such small bovquet dunng therr watk.

The young wowman hurried up the staircase. Presently a
window of the second-floor flat was opened and she

ppeared there, but T d by a bald man, whose
rather tll-tempered look declared him to be her husband.

“How knowing and clever they are!" said the Baron to

54




himself. “She did that to show me where she lives, That 15
gong a bit too fast, especially in a quarter like this. Better
take case!”

The director looked up as he got into the milord, and
the woman and the husband hastily withdrew, as if the
Baron’s face had produced on them the effect of the
mythological head of Medusa

“They seem to know who 1 am,” thought the Baron.
“That would explain the whole thing

As the cab reascended the slope of the Rue du Musée
he leaned out to look at the unknrown woman, and saw
that she had returned to the window Ashamed of having
been calight looking at the hood that covered her admurer,
the young woman quickly withdrew again

I shall find out who she 15 from the Nanny,” the Baron
thought to himself

The appearance of the Councilor of State had produced,
as we shall seg, a deep mmpression on the couple.

“But that 1s Baron Hulot, the head of my department!”
exclaimed the husband, as he left the window balcony

“In that case, Marneffe, the old mad on the third floor
at the end of the court, who lives with that young man,
must be his cousin' How odd that we should only have
found that out today, and by accident!”

“Miss Fischer lives with a young man?” repeated the
civil servant “That 1s just the porter’s gossip. We must
not speak so lightly of the cousm of a Councilor of State
who makes the weather at the Mimstry! Come along, let
us dine now; I have been waiung for you since four.”

Pretty Madame Marneffe, natural daughter of Count
Montcornet, ane of Napoleon’s most famous lieutenants,
had been married, with the help of a dowry of twenty
thousand francs, to a minor offictal 1n the Mimstry of War
Through the influence of the illustrious Lieutenant-General,
Marshal of France for the last six months of his life, this
scribe reached the unlooked-for position of head clerk m
his office, but, just as he had been appointed head clerk,
the Marshal's death had cut short the hopes of Marneffe
and his wife. The humble salary of Monsieur Marneffe






where dirty socks hung on the chairs stufied with horse-
hair, whose brown flowers reappeared outlined in dust,
clearly announced the man who is indifferent to his home,
who spends bis time out, playing cards n the cafés or
elsewhere. The mistress’s room was the exception to the
degrading neglect that dihonored the common Lving
rooms, whose curtamns were everywhere yellowed with
smoke and dust, and where the child, obviously abandoned
to his own devices, left his toys lymg about Situated in
the angle that joined on one side the part of the house
locking on to the street with the main bedy of the building
looking on to the end of the court of the adjowning property,
Valéne’s room and dressing room, elegantly furnished with
chintz and rosewood furmture, and a pile carpet, pro-
claimed the pretty woman, almost, one might say, the kept
woman. Above the velvet hangings of the mantelpiece
stood a clock in the style then fashionable. There was a
httle Dunkirk cabmet quite well fitted, and jardmnséres of
chinese porcefamn, with expensive stands. The bed, the
dressing table, the wardrobe with a murror, the small sofa,
and all the trifles strewn about, were 1n the style of the
latest novelties of the moment.

Although everything was of a third-rate order of luxury
and elegance, and at least three years old, a dandy would
have found nothing in this room to complamn of, except
perhaps that the luxury was in rather middle-class taste.
Art, and the distinction that anses from things that taste
knows how to select, was totally absent here. A doctor of
social sciences would have detected the existence of a lover,
by some of these futilities 1n expensive jewelry that can
only come to a married woman from that ever-absent but
ever-present demugod,

‘The dinner set before the husband, wife and child, the
dinner that had waited since four o'clock, would have
revealed the financial crisis that this famly was gomng
thtough, for the table is the most relrable thermometer of
the fortunes of Pansian households. A soup madevof -,
vegetables and bean stock, a piece of veal with patatc
saturated in brownish water, instead of gravy, a &
beans, and some cherrtes of inferior quality, all






maid had extracted for a brave soldier back from Algiers
“Desperate sutuations call for desperate remedies!”

“Valérie, where are you going?” Marneffe exclaimed
stepping between his wife and the door

“I am gomg to see our landlord,” she rephed, arranging
her ringlets under her pretty hat “As for you, you had
better Iry to get on to good terms thh that old spinster,
if she is really the director’s cousin ”

The mutual ignorance of temants of the same block
about one another’s socral positions 15 a constantly recur-
ring fact that serves to explam the course of Pansian life;
but it 1s easy to understand that an offictal who leaves every
day early 1n the morning for his office, who returns home
for dinner, and who goes out every evemng, and a wife
addicted to the pleasures of Paris, might very well know
nothing of the life of an old maid living on the third floor
at the end of the court of therr block, parucularly when the
old maid 1n question has habits like those of Miss Fischer.

Lisbeth was the first in the house to take in her bread,
mulk, and charcoal, speaking to no one, and gomg to bed
at sundown, she never received letters or visits, or got on
to speaking terms with her neighbors. She led an anony-
mous, msectlike existence, the kind one comes across in
certain houses, m which one discovers after four years that
there 1s an old gentleman living on the fourth floor who
knew Voltaire, Pilatre de Rozer, Beaujon, Marcel, Molé,
Sophie Arnould, Franklin, and Robesprerre

What Monsieur and Madame Marreffe had just said
about Lisbeth Frscher they had come to know by reason
of the isolation of the locality, and the mtimate terms that
they were on with the porters, for thewr financial distress,
and therr consequent dependence on the good will of the
porters, had made such an intimacy much too necessary
not to be cul Iy Asith d, the spin-
ster’s pnde, silence, and reserve had glven nise, among the
porters, to that exaggerated respect and cold relations that
are the mark of the unavowed dissatisfaction of infeniors.
The porters, moreover, thought themselves of equal rank
(as they say at the Palace) with a tenant paying a rgntof
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“Eat them,” she repeated sharply, “mstead of looking
at me as if I were a model you are pleased with

On receiving this verbal prod, the young man ceased to
be surprised, recognizing agam his female mentor, whose
acts of tenderness always took him by surprise, so accus~
tomed was he to being abused Although Steinbock was
twenty-nine, he might have passed, like many fair men,
for five or six years less; and looking at that youth, whose
freshness had succumbed to fatigue and distress, side by
side with the hard, dry face of is companion, one might
have thought that nature had made a mistake in allotting
them thetr sexes He got up and flung himself mnto an old
Louis XV easy-chatr covered with yellow Utrecht velvet,
as if his one desire was to relax The spinster thereupon
took a reine-claude plum and gently offered 1t to her friend

“Thank you,” he said, taking the frut.

“Are you tired?” she asked, giving him another.

“I am not tired with work, ¥ am tired of hfe,” he replied

“Good gracious, what an 1deal” she said rather sharply,
“Haven’t you got a good angel to look after you?” she
went on, handing lum the sweetmeats, and watching him
with pleasure as he ate them all “You see, I thought of you
while I was dining with my cousin.”

“I know,” he said, directing on Lisbeth a look at once
caressing and plamtive “Without you I would have been
dead long ago; but you know, my dear friend, artists need
some distractions!”

“Oh, so that's it' she exclaimed, nterrupting him,
putting her hands on her hips and turning with flaming
eyes “You want to lose your health in the vices of Pans,
like so many artists who end by dymg in the hospital! No,
no, make your fortune first, and when you have an income
You can amuse yourself, my child, for then you will have
the money to pay for the doctors as well as the pleasures ™

Wenceslas Stembock bowed his head before this tirade,
delvered with looks that pierced lum with therr magnetic
fire If her most scathmg detractor could have witaessed
the beginming of this scene, he would already have realized
the falsehood of the calummies uttered by the Oliviers, man
and wife, aganst Mademoiselle Fischer Everything in the/
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is of no use if you don't turn it to any advantage! People
with ideas aren’t as well off as those who have none, but
who know how to get on with things Instead of thinking
about your daydreams, you must work. What have you
been doing since I left?”

“What did your pretty cousin say””

“Who told you she was pretty?” Lisbeth asked sharply,
in a tone in which raged the jealousy of a tiger.

“Why, you did.”

“That was to see how you would take it Do you want
to go running after petticoats? You love women? Very
well, make one, put your desires into bronze, for you wall
have to do without love affairs for some time—and espe-
cially with my cousin She 1s not a goose for your den—
that girl needs a husband with an income of sixty thousand
franes——and he has been found Look, the bed s not
made!” she said, looking through into the other room.
“Oh, my poor dear, how I have been neglecting you!”

Whereupon the energetic spinster took off her gloves,
her cape, and her hat, and, like a maid, she briskly set to
work to make the httle camp bed on which the artist
slept This mixture of brusqueness, even of downnght
rudeness, with kindness, accounts for the power that Lisbeth
had gained over this man, of whom she had taken complete
Ppossession. Does not life bind us by its opposites, good and
evil? Had the Livoman encountered Madame Marneffe
instead of Lisbeth Fischer, he would have found in Ius
protectress a complaisance that would have led him jnto
sofne shady and dishonorable course, 1n which he would
have been lost. He would certainly not have worked, and
the artist in him would not have developed. Moreover,
even while he lamented the spimnster’s hardhearted ways,
his good sense told hum that her rule of won was better
than the 1dle and precarious existence led by some of his
compatriots.

Here is the story of the events to which the marnage of
this feminine energy with that masculine weakness was due
——a kind of reversal of rules said to be not uncommon irf
Poland.






She went down to her own room, fetched her needle-
work, and settled down to work in the attic, while keeping
" watch over the Livonian gentleman. Imagine the exile’s
astonishment when he awoke and saw a woman sitting by
his bed; he thought himself still dreammg, While she sat
stitching gold aiguillettes for a uniform, the spinster had
made up her mind to look after this poor bay, whom she
had admired as he Jay sleeping. When the young Count
was quite awake Lisbeth cheered hum up and asked him
questions with a view to finding out how to put him in the
way of earning his iving. Wenceslas, after tellimg his story,
added that he had owed his profession to his acknowledged
talent for art; he had always wanted to be a sculptor, but
the time necessary for study had seemed too long for a man
with no money, and he felt much too weak for the moment
to take up manual work or to undertake large works of
sculpture. All this was Greek to Lisbeth Fischer, She
replied to this unforfunate young man that Pans offered
many openings, and that a young man of determination
could not fail to make a living there.

“I am only a poor woman myself, a peasant, and have
managed very well to make a living,” she added in con-
clusion. “Listen to me, If you will really work in earnest,
I have some savings, and I will lend you month by month
enough money to hve on, but to live hardly, not to waste
and squander! You can dme in Pans on twenty-five sous
a day, and 1 will make your breakfast with mine, every
morming And 1 will furmsh your rooms, and pay for
whatever apprenticeship you think necessary. You shall
give me a formal receipt for the money I lay out for you,
and when you are nich you can pay 1t all back. But if you
do not work, I shall not consider myself as bound to you
in any way, and I will leave you to your fate.”

“Ah!™ exclaimed the unfortunate youth, who still felt
the bitterness of hus first encounter with death; “the exiles
of all countnes have good reason for stretching out their
hands to France, like souls in Purgatory reaching toward
Paradise. In what other country could one find help, and
gencrous hearts everywhere, even 1n a garret like thus! I
Place myself absolutely at your service, my dearest bene-



facteess T shall be your slave! Be my sweetheart!” he had
said, 1n one of these d and fmpuk ¢
so charactersstie of Poles, and for which they are guite
wrongly accused of servility

“Oh, no' 1 am much too jeatous—I would make you
muserable, but T will gladly be a sort of comrade” Lisbeth
rephed

“Oh. 1f you only knew how eagerly T longed for any
human being, even a tyrant, who had any vse for me, when
1 struggled m the lonelmess of Parsst” Wenseslas went on.
1 would rather have been in Siberta, where the Emperot
would have sent me «f 1 had returned Be my providence!
1 will wark, I will surpass myself, athough, as a matier of
fact, T'm not a bad felftow ™

“4ill you do everything that 1 telt you”” she asked.

“Yest”

“Very well, 1 adopt you as my child,” she smd gaily.
*Here ¥ am with a son nisen from the grave Now, we will
make a start | am gomg down to do my marketing; you
must dress, and you can come and share my breakfast
when 1 rap on the ceding with my broom handle.”

The fol} day Mad le Fischer collected, at
the fm to which she took her work, mformation about
the profession of sculpture By a senes of guestions, she
suceeeded in finding out about the studios of Florent and
Chanor, a firm speciahzing wn founding, where nch bronzes
and costly services of sifverware were produced There she
presented Stewmbock, i the capacity of an apprentics
sculptor, a somewhat odd proposizon, since the firm car~
ried out the designs of 2l the most famous artists, but did
not teach sculpture

But, thanks to the old maid's persistence and stubborn-
ness, her protégé was at last taken on as a desigmer of
ornaments. Stembock soon learned to model ornaments,
and invented pew ones, for he had real talent Five montbs
after completing his apprenticeship as a sculptor ke made
the acquamtance of the fomous Stidmann, the leading
seulptor of the house of Florent By the end of twenty
months Wencestas knew more of the art than his master;
but in thirty months the savings amassed by the olg mad
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in the course of seventeen years, bit by bit, had all gone.
Two thousand five hundred francs 1n gold' A sum that she
had intended to invest in an annuity—and what was there
to show for it? A receipt from a Pole! And Lisbeth was
now working as she had worked 1n her youth, in order to
meet the expenses of the Livonian When she found herself
*in possession of a piece of paper instead of her gold pieces
she lost her head and went to consult Monsteur Ruvet,
who had for fifteen years been the fniend and adviser of
hus able forewoman. On hearing of this adventure, Mon-
steur and Madame Ruvet scolded Lisbeth, told her she was
mad, abused all refugees, whose schemes for national
independence were a threat to trade and peace at any
price, and urged the old maid to obtain what mn commerce
are known as secuniies

“The only secursty that this fellow has to offer is his
Itberty,” Monsieur Ruvet concluded
- Monsieur Achille Rivet was a magistrate in the Tribunal
of Commerce,
~-*“And that is no joke for foreigners,” he went on “A
Frenchman spends five years 1n prison, and afterwards he
comes out agamn, without having pauid his debts, 1t is true,
for only his conscience can force him to do so, which it
never does, but a foreigner 1s never released from prison
Gtve me your IOU. You must have it made out m the
name of my bookkeeper; he will contest 1t, prosecute you
both, and obtain a judgment agamst you with a penalty of
imprisonment, and when everything 1s well on its way he
will sign a defeasance. In acting 1n this way your interest
will be growing, and you will always have a loaded prstol
to paint at your Pole!”

The old maid followed this advice, telling her protégé
1ot to be alarmed at this procedure, taken merely in order
to give guarantees to a moneylender, who would then
consent to advance her some money. This subterfuge was
the product of the 1ventive gemus of the magistrate of the
Tubunal of Commerce. The mnocent artist, blind in his
faith 1 his benefactress, Lit his pipe with the stamped
Teceipts, for, like all men who have worries to quiet or an
excess of energy, he smoked, One fine day Monsieur Rivet



showed Mademoiselle Fischer a dossier and said, “You
have Wenceslas Steinbock bound hand and foot so thor-
oughly that within twenty-four hours you could have him
in Clichy for the rest of his days ™

This worthy and honest magstrate of the Tribunal of
Commerce expenienced, on that day, the satisfaction that
comes from the knowledge of having performed 2 bad
good deed. Good will takes so many forms in Paris, and
this singular 1nstance corresponds to one of 1ts variations.
The Livontan bemng now snared n the toils of commercial
procedure, the question was how to get the payment, for
the eminent businessman regarded Wenceslas Steinbock
as a swindler. The heart, honor, and poetry were, in his
eyes, bad things 1n affairs of business. In the interests of
poor' Mademoiselle Fischer, who, to use his expression,
had been “taken m” by a Pole, Rivet went to see the
wealthy manufacturers whom Steinbock had recently left.
There, assisted by the distingmshed gold and sil jth
already named, Stidmann, who was bringing French art
to the perfection which 1t has now reached, a perfection
which challenges companson with that of the Florentines
and the Renaissance, was 1n Chanor's office, when the
embroiderer arnved to ask for information about “one
Steinbock, a Pohsh refugee.”

“Whom do you mean by ‘one Steinbock’?” Stidmann
exclaimed gaily. “Not by any chance a young Livonian
who was 2 pupit of mine? You must know, sir, that he is a
great artist They say that I think myself the devil; very
well,dl'hat poor boy does not realize that he might become
a god!”

“Ah"" said Rivet, with satisfaction. Then he went on;
“All the same, you speak very casually to a man who has
the honor to be a magistrate in the Department of the
Seine.” .

“Your pardon, Consul'"™ Stidmann interrupted, raising
the back of his hand to his brow 1n salute,

“I am very glad of what you tell me,” continued the
magistrate. “So this young man could make money?” ‘

“To be sure,” said old Chanor; “but he will have to
work hard, he would have made some already if he had
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stayed with us. But there you are! Artists cannot bear (o
give up thesr independence.”

“They have a sense of therr worth and their dignity,”
Stidmann replied. “I don’t blame Wenceslas for going off
on his own and trying to make his name and become a
great man; he has a perfect nght to do so. But it was a
great loss to me, all the same, when he left.”

“There you are!" exclaimed Ravet, “That s the conceit
of these green young men just down from the university!
Make sure of a good salary first, and go for glory after-
wards, I say.”

+ “The hand loses 1ts virtue prcking up money, replied
Stidmann “It is for glory to brng us fortune.”

“What do you expect?” Chanor said to Rivet. “You
can't tie them.”

‘“They would eat the halter,” Stidmann put in,

“All these young men,” Chanor sad, looking at Stid-
mann, “have more daydreams than talent. They are wildly

have their mi throw their money out
of the window, and have no time left to work, then they
neglect their commissions; so we go to the workers who
don't think highly of themselves, and who get nich Then
they complain of hard times, although, in fact, if they had
given therr minds to it they could have made heaps of

money.”
“You remind me,” saxd Stidmann, “of old Lumignon, in
that t before the R who used to say:

‘Ahl If only I could keep Montesquieu, Voltarre, and
Rousseau, very hard up, in my garret, and keep ther
trousers locked up, what good hittle books they would
write for me—I would make a fortune out of them!” If
you could manufacture works of art hike nails, every porter
would make them—give me 2 thousand francs and say no
more!™

The good Rivet returned, delighted on behalf of poor
Mademoiselle Fischer, who dmed at his house every

onday, where he now found her.

“If you can make him work hard,” he said, “you will be
luckier than you were wise; you will get your money back,
interest, outlay, and capital. This Pole has talent; he could



earn his fiving; but lock up his trousers and hi_& shoes,
prevent him from going to the Chaumidre or into the
Notre Dame de Lorette quarter, keep im on the halter,
Without these precautions your sculptor will idle his time
away, and you know what artists call idfing! Disgmct[ul.
upon my word? T have just Jearned that they think nothing
of spending a thousand-franc note 1n a single day!™
This episode had a disastrous effect upon the relation-
stap of Wenceslas and Lisbeth The benefactress had
steeped the bread of exile m the bitterness of reproaches
ever since she had seen her savings endangered, and she
very often believed them Tost. The good mother became a
harsh stepmother; she lectured the poor boy, pestered him,
and scolded him for not getting on with s work quickly
enough, and for having chosen a difficult profession She
could not see that the models 1n red wax, the figurines,
designs for ornaments, and sketches, had any use. Then
these reproaches having spent themselves, she would try to
wipe out ther traces, by services, kindness, and attentions.
‘The poor young man, after having groaned at finding him-
self dependent on this shrew, under the domunation of a
Vosges peasant, was again seduced by the caresses of that
maternal solicitude, whose whole basis was the physical,
the material aspect of life. He was Iike 2 wife who forgives
dl-treatment that has lasted a week, for the sake of a fleet-
ing reconcriation Mademouselle Fischer thus gamed com-
plete power over s mind. Love of power, whose germ
had been latent in her spinster heart, was developing
rapidly She was able to satisfy her pride and her desire
to ploy an active part Had she not a homan being all to
herself, to scold, manage, and spoil, to make happy,
without the fear of any nivalry? The good and the bad 1n
her character were equally called into play. M at times
she martyred the wretched artist, she showed, at others, 3
delicacy toward tum as gracious as wild flowers; 1t was her
pleasure to see that he Jacked nothing, she would have,
piven her life for him, of that Wenceslas was sure Like all’
fine souls, the poor boy forgot the evil, the old maid’s
faults, and besides, she had told him the story of her Iife
~n



in order to excuse her and so he

only her kindnesses One day, exasperated because Wen-
ceslas had been out idling mstead of working, the old maid
made a scene.

“You belong to me" she told him. “If you were an
honest man, you ought to try to pay back what you owe
me as quickly as possible

The blood of the Stembocks kindled in the veins of the
young anstocrat, and he turned pale

“Good heavens,” she sad, “soon we will have nothing
to Live on except the few penmes that I earn—I, a working
woman.”

The two, both irrttated by their poverty, and aroused by
argument, attacked one another, and for the first time the
poor artist reproached his benefactress for having rescued
him from death 1n order to compel him to hve the lfe of
a galley slave, worse than death, in which at least one 1s at
Ppeace, he said. And he spoke of running away.

“Run away" exclaimed the spinster “Ah! Monsieur
Ruvet was nght"”

And she explained categorically to the Pole how within
twenty-four hours he could be clapped nto prison for the
rest of Ius days This was a crushing blow Stemnbock fell
into a black depression and absolute silence Next day
Lisbeth, having heard him making preparations for suicide
during the might, went up to her pensioner and presented
him with the schedule and a legal quittance

“There, my child, forgtve me!” she said, with tears in
her eyes. “Be happy, leave me, I torment you too much.
Only say that you will sometimes think of the poor girl
who put you m the way of earming your living But there
you are! You are the cause of my harshness I mught die,
and what would become of you without me? That 15 why
I am so impatient to see you making objects that can be
sold. T am not asking for the money for myself, I assure
you! I am afraid of your 1dleness, that you call reveries, of
those 1deas of yours that take up all the hours during which
You look at the sky, and I would like to see you form the
habat of working ™
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This was said in accents, and with a look and tears and
an emphasis that went to the igh-minded artist's heart; he
100k his benelactress in his atms, pressed her to his bosom,
and kissed her forehead,

“Keep these,” he replied almost gaily. “Why shoutd you
send me to Clichy? Am 1 not imprisoned here by gratitude?”

This cosis 1 their common iz, which had happened
six months earlier, d Wenceslas to plete three
preces of work® the seal that Hortense was keeping, the
group at the anuque dealer’s, and a fine clock that he had
almost finished, for he was now putting in the last screws
of the model.

This clock represented the twelve Hours, admirably
personified by twelve female figures hnked in a dance so
wild and swift that three amorettr, poised on a pile of
flowers and fruit, could mot catch one of them as they
passed; only the torn chlamys of the hour of midnight
rematned in the hand of the boldest of the amorests, This
composttion was mounted on a round base, skiffully orna-
mented with faatastic beasts. The hour was indicated in a
monstrous mouth, opened in a yawn. Each hour carried
some appropriate  symbol characterizing the common
occupations of the day,

It 1s now easy to understand the nature of the strange
attachment that Mademoselle Fischer had come to feel
for her Livonian: she wanted to see fam happy, and she
saw hum wasting away, puing 1n his gorret. The reason fot
this fearful state of affairs is easy to imagne, The peasant
woman watched over this ¢hild of the North with the
tenderness of a mother, the jealousy of a wife, and the
energy of a dragon, she so arranged thungs as to make alt
kunds of folly ar dissipation impossible for hum, by never
giving him any money. She would have hiked to keep her
victim and her compamon entirely to herself, well behaved,
as he was compelied to be, and she did not realize the
barbanty of this absurd desire, for she herself had grown
accustomed to every privation, She loved Steinbock enovgh
not to marry him, but too much to give him up to another
woman; she could not resign hersell 1o beisg only his
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mother, although she saw the folly of contemplating the
other alternative. These contradictions, this ferocious jeal-
ousy, the pleasure of having a man all to herself, disturbed
the spimster’s heart beyond all bounds. Having really been
in love for four years, she cherished the fond hope of
making this inconsequent and mnconclusive life, 1n which
her very persistence was to cause the loss of the man she
thought of as her chuld, contmue for ever The conflict
between her insunct and her reason rendered her umjust
and tyrannical, She wreaked on the young man her own
grievance at being neither young, nor beautiful, nor rich;
and then, after each act of vengeanmce, she proceeded,
recogmzing her own fault, to mfimte humility and tender-
ness. She could not contemplate sacrificing to her 1dol until
she had exercised her own power on 1t, by means of
hatchet blows. In fact, it was Shakespeare’s Tempest m
reverse, with Caliban as master of Ariel and Prospero.
As for the unfortunate young man with such high 1deals,
meditative, inchined to be lazy, hus eyes revealed, like those
of caged hons in the zoo, the desert that his benefactress
had created 1n his heart The penal servitude that Lisbeth
imposed upon him did not satsfy the needs of his heart.
His boredom became a physical malady, and he was hter-
ally dying without being able to ask for, without knowing
how to procure, the money for the distraction he often
needed. On certain energetic days, on which his sense of

happ i d Ius exasperation, he would look at
Lisbeth, as a thursty traveler, crossing a desert coast, must
look at salt water These bitter fruits of poverty, and this
solitude in Pans, were savored as pleasures by Lisbeth.
Moreover, she divined with terror that the first breath of
Ppassion would carry away her slave Sometimes she blamed
herself for having by her tyranny and her reproaches driven
this poetic soul to become a great sculptor of httle things,
for having given him the means of escapmg beyond her
power.

The next day these three existences, so variously and so
really unhappy, that of a desperate mother, that of the-
Marneffe home, and that of the unfortunate exile. were
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to be afiected by Hortense's paive passion, and .by the
singular outcome of the Baron's unfortunate passion for
Josépha,

CHAPTER VIII

As he entered the Opera the Councilor of State was stetick
by the datk aspect of the Rue Ie Peletier entrance hatl,
where he saw no gendarmes, no lights, no attendants, no
barriers to hold back the crowd. He looked at the notice
board and saw on 1 2 white band, across which burned
these simster words.

POSTPONED OWING TO INDISPOSITION

Tmmediately he rushed off to Josépha's lodgings in the
Rue Chauchat, for, ke a)} the arsts amached to the
Opera, she hved nearby

“Whom do you want, sir? the porter said to him, to his
great astonshment

“Don’t you recognize me?” the Baron asked, disturbed.

*On the contrary, sir, it is because I have the honor to
remember Monsieur that T ask yon where you are going.”

A mortal chill seized the Baron

“What has happened?” he asked

“If Monsieur le Baron goes into Mademoiselle Mirah's
flat, he will find Mademoiselle Héloise Bri Monsi
Bixiou, Monsicur Léon de Lora, Monsieur Loustean,
Monsieur de Vermisset, Monsieur de Stidmann, and vari-
ous women reeking with patchouli, who are having a house~
warming party "

“And where, then, is . . 7"

“Mademaorselle Mirah? I don't really know whether T
would be doing the nght thmg in telling you.™

The Baron slipped two hundred-sou pieces into the
porter’s hand.

“Well, she's living now in the Rue de Ville d'Evéque, in
 house they say the Duc d"Hérouville has given her,” said
the portes, in a stage whisper.

Having asked for the number of this house, the Baron

-




took a milord and drew up outside one of those charming
modern houses with double doors, where everything, down
to the very gaslamp in the porch, proclaims luxury,

The Baron, dressed in his blue coat, white cravat, white
waistcoat, nankeen breeches, shining patent leather boots,
and well-starched shirt fnlls, was taken by the porter of
this new Eden for a belated guest His haste, his bearing,
and everythmg about him, seemed to justify this opinion,

At the sound of the bell rung by the porter a footman
appeared 1n the hall. This footman, new, Iike the house,
made way for the Baron, who said to him 1n impenal tones
and with an imperial gesture, “Send in this card to Made-
moiselle Josépha.”

The panto looked mechamcally around the room in
which he found himself, and discovered that he was 10 a
hall filled with rare flowers, whose furmshing must have
cost twenty thousand francs The footman, returning, asked
him to wait 1n the drawing room until the party came from
the dining room to take their coffee.

Although the Baron had kmown the luxury of the
Empire, which was produgious, to be sure, and whose cre-
ations, although they may not have been durable, had
nevertheless cost fantastic sums, he remamed stunned,
dumfounded, 1n this drawing room whose three windows
opened onto a fairy garden—one of those gardens made
in a month, with soil brought for the purpose and trans-
planted flowers, whose lawns seem to have been produced
by some process of alchemy Not only did he admire the
taste, the glding, the costly carvings in the Pompadour
style, marvelous furmishing materials such as any trades-
man could have bought for enormous sums of money, but
also treasures of the kind that only princes have the gift
of choosing, finding, paymg for, and offermng. two pictures
by Greuze, two Watteaus, two heads by Van Dyck, two
landscapes by Ruysdael, two by Le Guaspre, a Rembrandt,
a Holbemn, a Murillo, and a Titiar, two paintings by
Teniers and two by Metzu, 2 Van Huysum and an Abra-
ham Mignon—in fact, two hundred thausand francs’ worth
of pictures, superbly framed. -The mounts were wort!
almost as much as the canvases.
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“Ah! Now you understand, ofd boy?” said Josépha.

Coming on tiptoe through a noiseless door on Persiar
crapets, she had taken her adorer by surprise in one of
those states of stupefaction 1 which the blood rings so
foudly in the ears that they hear nothing but that knell of
disaster.

The words “old boy” spoken to a personage so highly
placed in the government, and which so well reveal the
‘boldness with which these women abase even the greatest,
left the Baron rooted to the spot. Josépha, in yellow and
white, was dressed so exquisttely for this festivity that she
was still able to stune 1n the mdst of this incredible luxury,
like a rare jewel

“Isn’t 1t fovely?” she went on “The Duke has spent on
this all the proceeds of floating a company and then setling
out at a big profit He 1s no fool, my httle Duke. There is
nobody like the great anstocrats of the ald style for know-
mg how to change coal into gold The lawyer brought me
the title deeds to sign before dinner, and the bills receipted.
All the smart set are n there d’Esgngnon, Rastignac,
Maxime, Lenoncourt, Verneuil, Laginski, Rochefide, La
Palférine, and the bankers Nucingen and du Tillet, and
Antona, and Malaga, and Carabine, and la Schontz—~
they all feel for you deeply. Yes, old dear, you are welcome
to stay, on d that you diately dnnk two
bottles of Hunganan wine, Champagne and Cap, to catch
up with them My dear, we are all too tight to sober up for
the Opera My director 15 as drunk as a cornet player; he's
reached the noisy stage ”

“Oht Josépha!™ exclaimed the Baron.

“Scenes are so futle!” Josépha interrupted, smiling.
“Listen, have you got the six hundred thousand francs that
patd for this house and its furmshing? Could you bring me
a deed of endowment for thirty thousand francs a year hike
the one the Duke has just given me 1n a white paper bag
of sugared almonds” That was a mice touch!”

“What an outrage? said the Councilor of State, who,
in that moment of rage, would have bartered his wife's
dramonds 1 order to be in the Duc d'Hérouville’s shoes
only for twenty-four hours.
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' “Qutrage is my profession!” she replied. “Ah! don’t
take it like this! Why did you ot think of floating a com-
pany, then? Really, my poor dyed Tom, you ought to thank
me: I have left you just when you were on the point of
spending on me your wife’s future, and your daughter’s
dowry, and . . oh, you are crying! The Empire has fallen
« .+ . I salute the Empire,”

She took a tragic pose, and rectted: “On vous appelle
Hulot! je ne vous connais plus”—and she left him

The half-open door allowed a gleam of light, like a flash
of lightmng, to pass through, accompanied by the crescendo
peal of the party, and by the smells of 2 banquet of the
first order. The singer turned to look back through the
halfclosed door, and seeing Hulot standing rooted there
as if he were made of bronze, she advanced a step, and
reappeared

“Monsieur,” she said, “I left the rubbish of the Rue
Chauchat to little Hélowse Brisetout; 1f you wish to collect
your cotton nightcap, your shochorn, your corset and
your mustache wax, I have stipulated that they are to be
returned to you ™

This ternible insult had the effect of making the Baron
leave like Lot flying from Gomorrah, but without, like
Lot’s wife, looking back.

Hulot retumed home, stnding 1n a fury and talking to
himself; he found s family still calmly playmng the same
game of whist for two-sou stakes that they had begun
before he left them. On seeing her husband, poor Adeline
guessed that some frightful disaster bad happened, some
disgrace; she gave her cards to Hortense, and led Hector
into the same lttle room in which Crevel, five hours be- ,
fore had predicted to her the most shameful miseries of
destitution.

“What is 1t7” she said fearfully.

“Oht forgive me! But let me tell you the infamies.”

And he poured out his wrath for ten minutes

“But, my dear,” the poor woman replied heroically,
“creatures like that know nothing of love! Pure and de-
voted love such as you deserve. How can you, with your
intelligence, hope to compete with millions?”



“Darling Adeline,” exclaimed the Baron, and took his
wife in hus arms, pressing her to his heart

For the Baroness had poured balm on the bleeding
wounds of his sclf-esteem e

“Certanly, apart from the fortune of the Duc d'Hérou-
ville, she would not hesitate! said the Baron.

“My dear,” said Adeline, making a final effort, “4f yoo

bsolutely must have mi why don’t you, I}“
Crevel, take women who are not too expensive, the kin
that will be sansfied for a long time with very little? We
should all be the better for 1t! T can understand the need,
but I absolutely fail to understand vanity *

“Oh, what 2 good and wonderful wife you are!™ he
exclaimed “I am an old fool; I don’t deserve to have af
angel like you for a companion.”

“I am sumply my Napoleon’s Joséphine,” she answered,
with a touch of sadness

“Joséphine could not touch you,” he said “Come, I will
play whist with my brother and my children; T must attend
to my duties as the father of a family, find Hortense 2
husband, and bury the Iibertime.”

These pleasant words touched poor Adeline so deeply
that she said, “That creatuse has very poor taste to prefer
anyone at all to my Hector Ah' I would not give you up
for all the gold 1n the world. How could anyone desert you
who has the good fortune to be loved by you?”

The look with which the Baron repaid his wife’s fanatical
devotion confirmed her in the Opiion that sweetness a1
submission were a woman’s most powerful weapons But
in this she was mistaken. Noble sentiments carried to X
fremes are as productive of evil as the worst of vices:
Bonaparte became Emperor by firing on the crowds only
two paces away from the spof where Louis XVI lost his
crown and his head mto the bargain because he had not
allowed the blood of a certam Monsseur Sauce to be shed

The following day Hortense, who went to bed with
Wenceslas's seal under her pillow 0 as not to be sepamled
from it while she slept, wags up early and sent a message
asking her father to go 1nto the gardén with her as soon 8

he was dressed
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At about half-past nine the father, falhng in with his
daughter’s request, gave her his arm, and they proceeded
together along the quays by the Pont Royal to the Place
du Carrousel.

“Look as if you are just strolling, Papa,” Hortense said,
as they came through the tumnstile to cross that great
square.

“Strolling here?” the father answered, teasing.

“We are supposed to be going to the Museum, and over
there,” she said, indicating the stalls backing on to the
walls of some houses that stood at right angles to the Rue
du Doyenné “Why, there are some antique shops, picture
dealers!™

“Your cousin lives there ”

“T know, but she must not see us ”

“And what do you want to do” asked the Baron,
finding himself only thirty yards away from the windows
of Madame Marneffe, who suddenly came into his mind

Hortense had led her father to the window of one of the
shops on the corner of the block of houses that ruas along
the length of the gallenes of the old Louvre and faces the
Hotel de Nantes, She went mto the shop Her father
remained outside, passing the tme looking at the window
of the pretty little woman who, the previous evening, had
left her image implanted n the old beau’s heart, as if to
console lim for the wound that he had received, and he
could not resist the 1dea of putting his wife's advise into
Ppractice

“Let us fall back on the middle classes,” he thought to
himself, recaling the adorable perfections of Madame
Marpeffe “That woman would soon make me forget the
grasping Josépha ”

This is what took place simultaneously inside and
outside the shop

As he watched the windows of his new flame, the Baron
noticed the husband who, as he brushed his own overcoat,
was evidently on the watch, and seemed to be waiting' for
someone. Afraid of being noticed, and later ewq
the amorous Baron turned his back on the Rue du T™
but only three-quarters, so as to be able to gl -






“So that he could leave you part of his fortune?”

“He Jeft me nothing, Mons:eur, for the will was never
found.”

“Indeed, poor little woman The Marshal was carried off
suddenly w:th apoplexy. . . . But cheer up, Madame

hing is due to the hter of one of the Chevalrers
of the Empire

Madame Marneffe took her leave graciously, and was as
proud of her success as the Baron was of his

“Where the devil was she commg from so early?” he
wondered, contemplating the undulations of her skirts, to
which she imparted a grace that was perhaps a httle exag-
gerated “She looks too tired to be commg from the bath,
and her husband 1s waiting for her. It 1s very odd, very
curious aftogether.”

When Madame Marneffe had gone in the Baron began
to wonder what his daughter was doing in the shop As
he went in, still gazing at Madame Marneffe’s windows, he
ran into a young man wath a pale forehead, and gray
sparkling eyes, dressed in a light coat of black merino,
coarse dark trousers, and high-cut boots, who was dashing
out like a lunatic, he saw him run toward Madame
Marneffe's house, and enter it On going into the shop
Hortense had instantly recogmzed the famous group,
prominently displayed on a table in the middle, mn line
with the door.

Even if she had known nothmg of his work, it would
certainly have impressed the young girl by what one can
only describe as the brip of a great work of art—this girl
who certanly mught herself have posed, in Italy, as the
model of Brio.

Not all works of genius have mn an equal degree this
brilliance, this splendor that is apparent to all eyes, even
those of the most ignorant, Thus some of Raphael's pamnt-
ings, such as the famous Transfiguration, the Madonna of
Foligno, the frescoes of the Stations in the Vatican, do .
instantly call forth our admiration in the same way as
Violin Player of the Sciarra Gallery, the portraits of
Doni, the Vision of Ezekiel in the Pith Gallery, the ¢
carrying the Cross at the Borehese, or the Marriage




Virmn in the Brera in Milan, The St, John the Boprist of
the Tribuna, Sarnt Luke painting the Virgin in the Acadermy
at Rome, have not the charm of the portrait of Leo X, of
the Dresden Virgin They are, nevertheless, of equal merit;
greates, indeed, the Stanons, the Transfiguration and the
three easel picturses 1n the Vatican are sn the highest degree
subbime and perfect But these masterpieces demand from
even the most cxpert ctic a certam effort of attention, and
some study, before they can be fully understood, whereas
the Violiust, the Marniage of the Vg, and the Vision of
Ezehtel make thew own way 1sto our hearts by way of out
eyes, and thera take therr place It 15 pleasant to receiré
them m this way, with no effort, it 1s not the highest form
of art apprecration, but it 1s the most emjoyable. This fact
proves that m the production of works of art the same
varsous chances hold good as sn famibies, where there a5e
fortunately pifted chiddren, born eastly, without causang
suffening to thew mothers, children on whom hfe smiles.
and who are atways successful The frunts of genus are 88
various as the frusts of love

This brio, an Italian word for which the French language
has no equivalent, 1s the mark of works of youth Itis
the product of the mpulse and vitalty of early talent, at
mpulse that may later retutn in certam happy hours, but
then that brio no longer comes from the artist's heatt,
and wstead of bewng flung mto his works Iike fires from 3
volcano it comes to hum from outside, he owes it 10 G-
cumstances, to love, to nvalty, often to hatred, and stll
oftener to the necessity of hvng up to tus reputation.

Wenceslas's group bore the same relaton to his latet
works as dd the Marnage of the Virgn to the total
achievemant of Raphael, 1t was the first expression of Rt
tatent, achieved wath an imnutable grace, with the vitality
of d, tts charmung abund that energy hidden
under white and rosy sk, and those dimples that seem 10
echo a mothier’s laughter. Prince Eugine 15 sad to have
pad four bundred thousand francs for this picture, wortf 2
malljon 11 & country possessing few Raphaels, whereas the
finest of the frescoes would never bning that sum, even
though as works of art their value is much greater.




Hortense held her admiration 1n check as she thought
of the sum of her young gurl’s savings, and put on an air of
Iight indifference as she asked the dealer: “What is the
price of that?”

“Fifteen hundred francs,” rephied the dealer, exchanging
a glance with a young man sittng on a stool m a corner.

The young man was stunned as he looked at Baron
Hulot's living masterpiece Hortense, her attention thus
attracted, recognized the artist by the flush that overspread
ks face, pale with suffering, and she saw his two gray eyes
Light up with a sparkle at her question, she looked at that
face, thin and drawn lItke that of a monk worn with
asceticism; she adored his red and well-shaped mouth, his
small fine chun, and his chestnut hair with its fine Slavonic
texture

“If it was twelve hundred francs,” she rephed, “I would
ask you to have 1t sent to me ™

“It is antique, mademoselle,” sard the dealer, who, like
all his kind, thought that in so saymng he had uttered the
last word on a prece of bric-a-brac

“I beg your pardon, sir; it was made this year,” she
replied calmly, “and I have come particularly to ask you,
if you will agree to that price, to send the artist to see us,
because we may be able to find im commussions of con-
siderable importance.”

“If he gets the twelve hundred francs, what shall T get
out of 1t? I am a dealer,” said the shopkeeper good-
humoredly.

“Ah, yes, of course,” rephed the young gul with a
scornful look

“Oh, please take 1t! T shall arrange things with the
dealer!” exclarmed the Livomian, beside himself

Fascinated by Hortense’s sublime beanty and by her
evident love of art, he added, “I am the sculptor of the
group, and for ten days I have been coming three times a
day to see 1f anyone would recogmze 1ts value and buy it.
You are the first to admire my work Take it!”

“Come an hour from now, with the dealer, su‘—herc is
my father's card,” replied Hortense.

Then, seeing the dealer go into another «






no great private wealth, no entailed mansions nor heredi-
tary estates. We have only room for small pxctures at small
prices, and the consequence is that the arts are in danger
of pettiness **

“But a great artist who could find 2 market?™ - ¢

“That would solve the problem.”

“And with influence?”

- “Better still"”

“And titled?”

“Come, come!”

“A Count”

“And a sculptor?”

“He has no money ™

“And he is counting on Mademoiselle Hortense Hu-
lot’s?” said the Baron gaily, with a seraching look into his
daughter’s eyes.

“This great artist, a Count and a scufptor, has Just seen
your daughter for the first time in his Iife, and for five
minutes, Monsieur le Baron'” Hortense calmly repled.
“Listen—yesterday, my dear, darking Papa, while you were
at the Chamber, Mamma famted This fainting fit, which
she put down to an attack of nerves, really had something
to do with the trouble over my broken marriage, because
she said that to get me off your hands . . .”

“She is too fond of you to have used any such

“Unparliamentary expression,” Hortense went on,
laughing. “No, she didn’t use those exact words, but 1
know ‘that a marriageable daughter who does not marry
1s a very heavy cross for good parents to bear. Well, she
thinks that if we are to find 2 man of enterprise and talent,
who would be satisfied with a dowry of thuty thousand
francs, we should all be happy. In fact, she thought it best
to prepare me for my modest future, and to stop me from
indulgmg in wild dreams. That must mean that my mar-
tiage 1s called off, and that there is no dowry.”

“Your mother 1s a very good, admirable, and wise
woman,” her father replied, deeply humiltated, although
also somewhat relieved by this confidence

“She told me yesterday that you would allow her to sell
her diamonds in order to marry me, but I would Like her
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1o keep her diamonds, and to find a husband for myself.‘l
think 1 have found the right man, the suitor who fits in
with Mamma’s program. . . .” .

“There! . . . in the Place du Carrousel! . . . and in a
single morning””* "

“Oh, Papa, there is more in this than meets the eye!
she rephied archly.

“Very well, now, my luttle girl, just tell your old iathe.x
alt about 1t,” he said in a persuastve tone, concealing his
anxiety.

CHAPTER IX

UNDER promise of absolute secrecy, Hortense gave an
outline of her conversations with Cousin Bette. Then,
when they reached home, she showed her father the
famous seal, 1n proof of the soundness of her conjectures.
The father, in his heart of hearts, marveled at the deep
subtlety of young girls when they act on instinct, and
admired the simplicity of the plan’that an ideal love had
suggested overnight to an mnnocent girl.

“You shall see the masterpiece that I have just bought;
they are bringing 1t, and dear Wenceslas 1s copung with the
dealer. The sculptor of a group like that is bound to
make a fortune But if you can get him, by your influence,
a commussion for a statue, and then rooms at the In-
stitute .. "7

“How you run on!” exclaimed the father. “If you had
things your own way you would be married as soon as the
law would let you, 1n eleven days!”

“What, eleven days?” she replied, laughing. “In five
munutes, for I have fallen in love with him, Just as you did
with Mamma, at first sight! And he loves me just as if we
had known one another for two years. Yes,” she said, in
answer to a look from her father, “I read volumes of love
in his eyes, and won't you and Mamma accept him for my
husband, when he has proved to you that he is a genus?
Sculpture is the highest of the arts!” she cried, clapping

3%



h;r hands and jumping up. “Listen, I will tell you every-

thing!”
"“Is there more to tell then”" her father asked, smiling.
Her had
reassured the Baron.

. “A confession of the greatest importance,” she replied.
“I loved him betore I saw him, but I have been madly in
love since I saw him an hour ago.”

“A little too madly,” said the Baron, who was enchanted
by the spectacle of this naive passion

“Don’t pumush me for what I have told you,” she replied.
“It is so lovely to be able to say to your father, ‘T am 1n
love, I am happy to be 1n love® Wait until you see my
Wenceslas! His brow is so full of melancholy. He has
gray eyes bright with the sun of gemmus! And be 1s so
distinguished! Is Livonia a beautiful country? What, my
Cousin Bette marry that young man, when she 1s old
enough to be his mother! It would be murder! How jealous
I am of what she has done for lum' But I rather think she
will not be very pleased by my marriage.”

“Listen, my angel, we must not conceal anything from
your mother,” said the Baron,

“I would have to show her the seal, and I promised not
to give away my cousin, who is afraid of Mamma laughing
at her, she says ”

“You are scrupulous about the seal and yet you steal
Cousin Betite’s sweetheart!™

“I promised about the seal, but I made no promuse about
its maker!”

This adventure, patriarchal i ats simplicity, fitted
remarkably well with the secret straits of the family, and
the Baron, having listened to his daughter’s confidences,
told her that from now on she must once more leave
wmatters to the prudence of her parents.

“You must realize, my Lttle girl, that it is not for you to
make sure that your cousin’s sweetheart 1s a Count, and has
his papers in order, and that his record is good As to your
cousin, she refused five offers when she was twenty years
younger than she is now, and she will not be an ob
1 give you my word.” *




“Listen, Papa dear, if you want to see me married, do
not speak to my cousin about our love affair unul the
contract of marnage is signed. For six months I have beea
questioning her on the subject. Well, there is something
about her that one cannot understand ™ -

“What?"” asked the father, intrigued.

“Well, her expression is not pleasant when I go too far,
even n fun, on the subject of her sweetheart. Make your
inquiries, but let me manage my own affairs. What 1 have
told you ought to reassure you.”

“The Lord said, ‘Suffer the httle children to come unto
me!” You are one of those who have come back!” the
Baron replied with a touch of irony

After lunch the dealer, the artist, and the group were
announced Her daughter’s sudden blush made the Bar<
oness first anxious, then observant, and Hortense's confu-
sion, the ardor of her look, soon solved for her the mystery
so thinly disgmsed 1n that young heart,

Count Steinbock, dressed in black, looked, the Baron
thought, a very distinguished young man

“Would you undertake a statue in bronze?” he asked
im, as he examined the group.

Having admired it sufficiently, he passed the bronze to
his wife, who knew nothing about sculpture.

“Tsn’t it beaunful, Mamma?” Hortense whispered in her
mother’s ear,

“A statue, Monsieur le Baron, is not so difficult to
make as a clock like the one that this gentleman has been
kind enough to bring,” the artist replied to the Baron’s
question

The dealer was busy unpacking on the dining-room
sideboard the wax model of the twelve Hours that the
amoret Were trying to capture.

“Leave me that clock,” said the Baron, astonished at the
beauty of the work “I would like to show it to the Minister
of the Interior, and the Minister of Commerce.” ‘

“Who 15 this young man who interests you so much?”
the Baroness asked her daughter. '

“An artist rich enough to exploit this model could get 2
hundred thousand francs for it,” said the antique dealer,
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putting on a knowing and mysterious air as he noticed the
sympathy expressed in the eyes of the young girl and the
artist. “It would be sufficient to sell twenty examples, at
exght thousand francs, for each model would cost about a
thousand francs to make. But by numbering the examples
and destroying the model one could easily find twenty
amateurs who would be only too pleased to possess replicas
of the work ”

“A hundred th d francs!” 1 d Stetnbock
looking at the dealer, Hortense, the Baron, and the Bar-
oness 1n turn

“Yes, a hundred thousand francs'™ the dealer repcated,
“and 1f I were rich enough, I would buy 1t from you myself
for twenty thousand francs, because if the model were
destroyed it would become an investment. But one of the
princes would certamly pay thirty or forty thousand francs
for this masterpiece, to decorate s drawing room A clock
has never been made, sir, 1n the history of art, to please
the connoisseur and the ordmary man at the same time,
and this one, str, solves the problem ™

“This is for yourself,” said Hortense, giving six gold
pieces to the dealer, who now withdrew

“Don’t say a word to anyone about this visit,” the artist
said to the dealer, following hrm to the door. “If anyone
asks where we have taken the group, mention the Duc
d'Hérouville, the well-known collector, who lives in the
Rue de Varennes.” -

The dealer nodded by way of assent.

“Your name 1s . . .” the Baron asked the artist when he
returned,

“Count Stetnbock,”

“Have you papers that prove your dentity?”

“Yes, Monsieur le Baron, they are in Russian and
Germ:m but not legalized.”

- “Do you feel you could undertake a statue nine feet
high?”

“Yes,

“VEry Well if the persons that T am gong. m consult
satisfied with your work, I can obtain for
sion for a statue of Marshal
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evected at Pére-Lachaise, on his monument. The Minister
of War and hus ofd officers of the Imperial Guard ase pving
a fairly considerable sum, so that we are in a position 10
choose the artist ™

“Oh, that would make my fortune, sirl” said Steinbock,
who was stunned by so much good fuck all at once.

“Don't worry,” the Baron replicd graciously. “If the two
Minsters, to whom I shall show your group, and this
smodet, admire these two works, yeur fortune will be well
on its way ”

Hortense squeezed fer father’s arm anti it huct hin

“Bring me your papers, and say sothing of your hopes
10 anyone, not even to our old Cousin Bette.”

“Lasbeth?” exc} Madame Hulot, at Tast und d-
ing the end, though without divining the means.

“f could give you proofs of my abibty by making a bust
of Madame,” Wencestas added

Stuck by Madame Hufot’s beauty, the artist had just
been comparing the mother and the daughter.

“Comg, s, hfe could go very well for you,” said the
Baron, altogether won aver by the fine and distinguished
appearance of Count Stemback “You wilk soon discover
that in Pans talent 1s not long unrecognized and that hard
work always boags s reward.”

Hortense, blushung, handed the young man a pretty
Algenan purse coptasung sixty gold pieses. The antist,
sull very much a gentleman, rephed to Hortense’s blush by
a flush of shame easy enough to mterpret,

“Is this, by any chance, the first money you have re-
ceived for your work™ asked the Baroness

“Yes, Madame, for a work of an, though not for my
tabor, for 1 have been a workman,”

“Weh, let us hope that my daughter's money wiil bring
you good luck®” Madame Hulot replied.

“And dont hestate 1o accept 1t,” added the Raron,
seeing that Wenceslas sl held the purse in Jus bang with-
out putung it away “One could get back that sum from
some greal mam, perhaps from a prince, who would
certainly repay it 10 us with mterest in order to possess
such a fine work.”
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“Oh, T value 1t too much, Papa, to sell it to anyone, even
a prince royall”

“I could make Mademoselle Hulot another group better
than this

“But it would not be this one'” she replied And, as if
ashamed of having said too much, she went out nto the
garden
' “Indeed, T will break up the mold and the model when
I go home! said Steinbock

“Well now, bring me your papers, and you shall soon
have word from me, sir, 1f you come up to my impression
of you

On heanng these words, the artist was obliged to leave.
Having taken his leave of Madame Hulot and Hortense,
who came in agam from the garden for the express purpose
of recerving that greeting, he went, and walked to the
Tuilenses, to po gack to lus attic, where his tyrant would
besiege him with questions and extract his secret from him,

Hortense’s lover mmagined groups and statues by the
hundred; he felt in himself strength enough to hew the
marble himself, hke Canova, who, delicate like himself,
had died in He was fi d by Hortense,
who had become, for hum, his visible muse

“Now,” said the Baroness to her daughter, “what 1s all
this about?”

“Well, Mamma dear, you have just seen Cousin Bette’s
sweetheart, who, I hope, 15 now mune But shut your eyes,
pretend to know nothmg Oh dear! I mean to hide it all

- from you, and here I am telling you everything*

“Well, goodbye, my children,” said the Baron, embrac-
ing his daughter and s wife, “I may perhaps go and see
the nanny, and I shall find out a number of things from her
about the young man.”

“Papa, be careful™ Hortense said again

“Oh, Little girl,” the Baroness exclaimed when Hortense
had finished the recital of her poem, whose last canto was .
the adventure of that morming, “my dear little girl, ¢
is no guile in the world ke sumplicity!”

Real passions have an instinct all thewr own Set .

of fruit 1n front of a gourmet and he will unerrs.




the best even without looking. In the same way, leave 2
well-bred young girl absolutely free to choose her own
husband, and if she is in a position to have the man that
she selects, she will rarely make a mistake. Virtue is infal-
lible. The work of nature, in such cases, is called “Jove at
first sight ™ In love, first sight 1s literally second sight

The Baroness’s satisfaction, although hidden beneath
maternal digmty. was as great as her daughter’s. For, of
the three ways of marrying her daughter, of which Crevel
had spoken, the best, as she saw 1, seemed likely 0
succeed In this adventure she saw the answer of Provi-
dence to her fervent prayers.

Mlle. Fischer’s prisoner was obliged, all the same, 0
return to his rooms; he hit upon the idea of hiding his joy
as a lover beneath the happiness of the artist, delighted
with his first success.

“Vietory! My group has been sold to the Duc d’Hérou-
vitle, who 1s gong to get me some commissions”” he said,
flinging down the twelve hundred francs in gold on the
old maid’s table.

He had, of course, hidden Hortense’s purse; he was
wearng it next s heart.

“Well,” Lisbeth replied, “that’s just as well, because I've
been lilling myself with work. You see, my child, money
comes in very slowly in the profession you have chosert
this 15 the first you have recewved, and for nearly five years
you have been plodding! This money 1s barely enough @
tepay me what you have cost me since I exchanged my
savings for an IOU But don’t worry,” she added, after
counting it, “all this money shall be spent on you. There is
enough here 1o last for a year. And by the end of a year
you will be able to pay it back, and have a good sum over
for yousself, 1f you go on like this »

Seeing the success of his ruse, Wenceslas told a long
story about the Duc d’Hérouville,

“I want to buy you some proper clothes—black—and
get you some new linen, because you must be well dressed
to go and see your patrons,” Bette continued. “And soon
you will have to have larger and more comfortable rooms
than your dreadful garret, and properly furnished. . . +
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How gay you are! You are altogether different,” she added,
scrutinizing Wenceslas.

“But they saxd that my group was a masterpiece.”

“Well, so much the better. Produce others!” replied that
dry spinster, always practical and unable to understand the
joy of triumph or of artistic beauty “Don’t go on thinking
about what is sold, make something else to sell. You have
spent two hundred silver francs, without counting your
labor and your time, on that wretched Samson. Your clock
will cost you more than two thousand francs to carry out.
Listen, if yon will take my advice, you will finish those
two little boys crowmng the little girl with cornflowers
That will please the Parisians. T shall look in on Monsieur
Graff, the tailor, on my way to Monsieur Crevel. Now go
upstairs and leave me to dress ™

Next day the Baron, who could think of nothing but
Madame Marneffe, went to call on Cousin Bette, who was
considerably surprised to see lum there when she opened
the door, for he had never been to visit her before And
she said to herself, “Is Hortense after my sweetheart?”* For
she had heard from Monsieur Crevel, the evening before,
that the proposed marmage with the Councilor of the
Supreme Court had fallen through

“What, you here, Cousin? This s the first time in your
life that you have come to see me, so it can’t be for my
beautiful eyes!”

“Beautiful! Quite true,” replied the Baron “You have
the finest eyes I have ever seen ™

“What have you come for? Really, I am quite ashamed
to receive you in such a wretched hole.”

The first of Cousin Bette’s two rooms was sitting room,
dimng room, kitchen, and workroom all in one The
furmture was that of a comfortable artisan home- walnut
chairs with straw seats, a little walnut dining table, a work-
table, and some colored prints 1 dark stained wooden
frames, lttle muslin curtains at the windows, a large
walnut cupboard, the floor well polished and shining with
care, with not a speck of dust anywhere, but utterly cold
and drab, a complete Terborch picture, even down to the
gray tone produced by a paper once blue, but faded to



straw color. As for the bedroom, no one had ever set foot
inside 1t

The Baron took it all in at a glance, observed the stamp
of mediocrity on everything, from the cast-iron stove to
the houschold utensils, and he shuddered as he said to
himself, “And this 1s virtue!

“Why have I come?” he said aloud. “You are much too
clever not to guess, so I had better tell you,” he continued,
sitting down, drawing back the pleated muslin curtains
httle way and looking across the court. “There is a very
pretty woman in this house ”

“Madame Marneffe! Oh! now 1 understand!” she said,
grasping the situation. “What about Josépha?”

“Alas, Cousin, Josépha is all over. . . . I was dismissed
like a footman!”

“And you want . . .?” asked the cousin, looking at the
Baron with the digmity of a prude taking offense a quarter
of an hour too soon.

“As Madame Marneffe 1s a lady, the wife of an official,
and as you can see her without compromising yourself,”
replied the Baron, “I would like you to make friends with
her. Oh! don't be alarmed, she will have the greatest
respect for the Director’s cousin!™

At that moment the rustle of a dress was heard on the
stairs, accompanied by the sound of footsteps, like those of
a woman wearmng tiny shoes The sound stopped on the
landing  After knocking twice on the door, Madame
Marneffe came in

“Forgive me, Mademoselle Fischer, for bursting in on
you lIike this; but I could not find you yesterday when I
came to call on you; we are neighbors, and 1f I had known
that you were the cousn of Monsieur le Directeur I would
have asked you a long time ago to speak to him on my
behalf. I saw Monsieur le Directeur go in, and so I took
the liberty of coming, because my husband, Monsieur le
Baron, has spoken to me of a report on the staff at the
Munistry that is going before the Mimister tomorrow.”

She seemed disturbed, agitated; but actually she had only
Tun up the stairs,
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“Tt is not for you to ask favors, lovely lady,” the Baron
replied; “it is for me to beg for the favor of seeing you ”

“Very well, if Mademoselle Fischer does not mind,
please do come!” said Madame Marneffe

“Yes, do go, Cousin; I will yoin you presently,” said
Cousin Bette prudently.

‘The Parisienne had counted so confidently on the visit,
and on the mtelligence of Monsieur le Directeur, that she
had not only dressed herself smitably for such an interview,
but even tidied her flat. Smnce the morning, 1t had been
decorated with flowers bought on credit. Marneffe had
helped s wife to clean and rub up the furmture, down to
the smallest objects, scrubbing, sweepng, and dusting
everything Valéne wished to appear 1n a setting breathing
an air of freshness, m order to please Monsieur le Directeur,
1n order to please Ium enough to have the night to be cruel,
to tantalize lum, Like a child who wants a sweet, with all
the resources of modern tactics. She had summed up Hulot.
Give a Parisienne at bay twenty-four hours, and she will
wreck 2 Mimistry

A man of the Empire, used to the style of the Empire,
could not be expected to know anything about the fashions
of modern love, the new scruples, the new conversations
invented since 1830, in which the “poor weak woman”
succeeds in passing herself off as the victim of her lover’s
desires, a sort of Sister of Charity healing wounds, or an
angel sacrificing herself This new art of love uses a prodi-
gious number of evangelical phrases i the devil’s work
Passton is a martyrdom. One aspires toward the 1deal, the
infimite, both parties aim at beconung better through love,
All these fine phrases are a pretext for increasing the ardor
of the act, infusing more frenzy into the fall than formerly.
This hypocrisy, the fashion of our time, has corrupted
courtship The lovers are two angels, who behave like two
demons if occasion offers. Love had not time for all these
subtleties between two campaigns, and in 1807 its suc-
cesses were as rapid as those of the Empire itself And
during the Restoration the handsome Hulot, becoming a
ladies’ man once more, bad begun by consoling certain old
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flames, who bhad at that time fallen like extinguished stars
from the political firmament, and from this he had pro-
ceeded, as an old man, to allow himself to be captivated
by the Jenny Cadmes and Joséphas

Madame Marneffe had placed her guns according to her
knowledge of the Director’s antecedents, which her husband
had described to her at length, on the basis of various
rumors picked up at the office. As the comedy of modern
senttment might well have the charm of novelty for the
Baron, Valérie made her plans accordingly, and, to be
sure, the trial of 1ts effectiveness that she made that morn-
ing came up to her highest expectations.

CHAPTER X

THANKS to these high-flown sentimental and romantic
, Valéne for her husband, without
having promused anything, the place of deputy head clerk
of his office and the Cross of the Legion of Honor, Natur-:
ally, this little campargn involved diners at the Rocher de
Cancale, visits to the theater, and a number of presents in
the form of manullas, scarves, dresses, and jewelry. The
flat in the Rue du Doyenné was not satisfactory; the Baron
proposed to furmsh one 1n style in the Rue Vanneau, in 2
charonng modern house. !
Monsieur Marneffe had been granted fifieen days’ leave
(to be taken in a month’s tme, in order to £o and attend
to some affairs n the country) and a bonus. He promised
h;lmself a little trip to Switzerland, to study the far sex
there !
Although Baron Hulot was much taken up with the
“protection” of the lady, he did not forget his* other
protégé. The Minister of Commerce, Count Popinot, was
a patron of the arts; he gave two thousand francs for @
replica of the Samson group, on condition that the mold
should be broken, and that the only two examples in ex-
istence should be his own and Mademoselle Hulot’s This
group was admired by a prince, to whom the model of the
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clock was shown, and who ordered 1t, agan on condition
of 1ts bemng umique; for this he offered thirty thousand
francs, The artists consulted, including Stidmann, were sat-
isfied that the author of these two groups could undertake
astatue And at once the Marshal Prince de Wissembourg,
Mumsster of War, and president of the committee ‘for
subscriptions to the monument of Marshal Montcornet,
called a meeting at which 1t was agreed that the commis-
sion for this work should be given to Stempock. Count de
Rastignac, at that time Under-Secretary of State, wished
to buy a work from the artist whose fame was beginning
to grow, amud the acclamations of his nivals, He bought
from Stembock the charming group of the two httle boys
crowning a lttle girl, and promised him a studio in the
government marble depot, situated, as everyone knows, at
Le Gros-Caillou

Tlis was success, success of the Parisian kind—that is,
dazzling, the kind of success that crushes those whose
shoulders and loins are not strong enough to carry it—
which, by the way, often happens The journals and the
reviews were full of Count Wenceslas Steinbock, without
either himself or Mademoselle Fischer knowing anything
about it, Every day, as soon as Mademoselle Fischer had
gone out to dinner, Wenceslas went to the Baroness’s.
‘There he spent an hour or two, except on the day when
Bette dined with the Hulots This state of affans lasted
for some days.

‘The Baron had satisfied humself as to the titles and social
standing of Count Stenbock, the Baroness was delighted
with his character and his manners; Hortense was proud
of her approved love, and of her suitor’s fame; and all of
them no longer hesitated to speak of the projected marriage;
in fact, the artist was at the height of happiness when an
indiscretion on the part of Madame Marneffe threatened
to sporl everythitg It happened in this way The Baron
was anxious that Lisbeth should make friends with Madame
Marnefle in order to keep watch aver her household, and
she had already dmed with Valére, Valéne on her'side
wished to have a source of information about the' ™" *
family, and made much of the old maid, Valérie



the idea of inviting Mademoiselle Fischer to thg house-
warming of the new flat, into which she was moving. The
spinster, glad to find one more house at which to dme,
and preatly taken with Madame Marneffe, accepted with
pleasure. Of all the people with whom she was connected,
not one had ever put themselves out to such an extent on
her account. In fact, Madame Marneffe, who loaded
Mademoselle Fischer with attentions, stood, so to speak,
in the same relationship toward her as Cousin Bette
toward the Baroness, Monsieur Rivet, Monsieur Crc\«elf
in fact, toward all those with whom she was in the habit
of dining, The Marneffes had, besides, aroused Cousin
Bette's sympathy by allowing her to see their great poverty,
painting 1t, as always, in the most favorable colors: un=
grateful friends whom they bad helped, illnesses; a mother,
Madame Fortin, from whom they had hidden their distsess,
and who had died believing them still Iiving in opulence
thanks to their almost superhuman sacrifices, and so on.

*“Poor souls!” she said to her Cousin Hulot “You are
quite right to interest yourself in them, they really deserve
it; they are so brave, so splendid! They can scarcely hve
on one thousand crowns, the salary of a deputy head clerk,
because they got into debt after the death’ of Marshal
Montcornet! It 15 barbarous on the part of the government
to suppose that an official with a wife and famuly can live,
in Paris, on a salary of two thousand four hundred francs
a year!”

A young woman who showed her so much friendshtp,
who confided in her and consulted her over everything,
flattered her, and appeared willing to follow her advice,
became mn a very short time more dear to the eccentric
Cousin Bette than all her relations,

The Baron, for his part, admired in Madame Marneffe
a standard of manners, ed , and breeding that neither
Jeany Cadme nor Josépha nor her friends had possessed,
and was, within a month, burning with a senseless old
man’s passton for her—a passion that seemed to him
perfectly reasonable. For here he found neither the vulgar~
1y, nor the orgies, nor the wild ~extravagance, nor the
depravity, nor the contempt for the social propeties, nor
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that absolute independence that had been the cause of all
his sufferings at the hands of the actress and the singer.
That courtesan rapacity, like the thirst of the sands, he was
Tikewise spared.

Madame Marneffe, who had become his friend and con-
fidante, made the greatest difficulties over accepting the
least thing from him.

“Promotions and bonuses, whatever you can obtain
from the government, are all very well; but do not begin
by insultng the woman whom you say you love,” Valéne
would say. “Otherwise I shall not believe you . . and I
would hike to believe you,” she would add, ogling him in
the style of Saint Theresa casting her eyes up to heaven.

Every present meant a fortress to be stormed, a scruple
of conscience to be overcome. The poor Baron adopted all
kinds of stratagems in order to give even a trfle—expen-
sive, however—congratulating himself on having at last
encountered virtue, on having found the realization of his
dreams. In this stmple household (so he thought) the
Baron was as much a god as 1 his own home. Monsieur
Marneffe seemed to be a thousand miles from thinking that
the Juputer of his Mimustry had any mtention of descending
on his wife 1n a shower of gold, and he treated lus augnst
chief with servile respect.

How could Madame Marneffe, twenty-three years of
age, the pure and coy middle<class wife, the lidden fower
of the Rue du Doyenné, know anything of the depravities
and demoralization of courtesans, which now filled the
Baron with disgust, he had never before enjoyed the
Pleasures of a resisting virtue, and the timid Valéne enabled
him to enjoy them, as the song says, “all the way up the
garden.”

This bemng the state of affawrs between Hector and
Valérie, no one will be surprised to know that Valérie had
learned from Hector the secret of the forthcoring mamage
of the eminent artist Steinbock with Hortense. Between a
lover with no rights and a woman who cannot easily
herself to become tis mustress, verbal and moral duels B
place, in which words often betray thoughts, even « *
2n assault, the fencing becomes as animated as a



swords. The most prudent of men will then follow the
example of Monsieur de Turenne. The Baron had cited
the liberty of action that his daughter’s marriage wou'd
give hum, in reply to a challenge that the loving Valé.nc
had more than once thrown out, saying: “I cannot imagine
how any woman could give herself to a man who did not
belong to her altogether!”

Already the Baron had told her a thousand times that
*for twenty-five years” there had been nothing between
Madame Hulot and himself. .

“They say she is so beautiful!” rephied Madame Marneffe
#I must have proofst”

“You shall have them,” saud the Baron, delighted at 2
request by which Valéne compromised herself, K

“And how? You would never have to leave me,” Valérie
had replied

Hector had then been forced to reveal the project he was
putting nto execution in the Rue Vanneau, in order to
demonstrate to his Valéne that he meant to devote to her
that part of life that belongs to a legtimate wife, if we
suppose that day and night divide equally the hves of
cwvilized people. He spoke of separating from his wife
without any fuss, of leaving her alone once his daughter
was married. The Baroness would then spend all her tune
with Hortense and the young Hulots; he was sure that his
wife would consent to this.

“And from that time, my lttle angel, my real life, my
real love, will be in the Rue Vanneau,”

“Good gracious, how you dispose of me!” said Madame
Marneffe. “And my husband?”

“That scarecrow!”

“l am afraid that, beside you, he is!” she rephed,
lTaughing.

After hearing the story Madame Marneffe very much
wished to see the young Count Stemnbock, perbaps she
wanted to obtain some piece of jewelry from him while
they lved under the same roof This curiosity displeased
the Baron so much that Valéne promised never even to
Jook at Wenceslas But, having been repad for abandoning
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this fancy by a httle old Sévres tea service, of pite tendre,
she kept her wish buried in her heart, wntten, as it were,
on the agenda. So, one day when she had asked her cousmm
Bette to take coffec with her in her room, she tackled her
on the subject of her sweetheart, 1 order to discover
whether she could see him without danger

“My dear,” she said—for they called one another my
dear—*why have you not introduced me yet to your
sweetheart? Do you know that he has become famous
overnight?”

*“He, famous?”

“Why, everyone is talkmg about him ”

“Oh, nonsense!” exclaimed Lisbeth,

“He is going to do my father’s statue, and I could be
very useful to him in his work, because Madame Mont-
cornet cannot lend him, as I can, a mumature by Sam,
a beautiful thing, done in 1809, before the Wagram
campaign, that was given to my poor mother—in fact,
Montcornet when he was young and handsome!™

Sain and Augustin between them had shared the honors
of muniature painting under the Empire

“He is going to make z statue, did you say, my dear?”
Lisbeth asked

“Nine feet high, commussioned by the Minister of War
Really, where have you been? Am I the first to tell you
these things? But the government is going to give Count
Stembock rooms and a studio at Le Gros-Caillou, in the
marble depot, perhaps your Pole will become the durector,
a position worth two thousand francs a year—a feather 1n
his cap!”

“How do you come to know all this, when I know noth-
ing about 1t?” sard Lisbeth at last, recovering from her
amazement,

“Listen, my dear httle Cousin Bette,” said Madame
Marneffe graciously, “are you capable of a devoted friend-
ship, proof against anything? Would you like us to be hke
two sisters? Will you promise me never to have any secrets
from me, if T promise to have none from you, to be my
spy if I am yours? Will you promise me, above 21l, that you
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will never give e mway, either to my husband, or to
Monsicur Hulet, and that you will never say that I told
on..

y Mudame Marnefle interrupted this picador attack, for
Cousin Bette’s expression frightened her. The peasant
woman’s face had become terrible Her black pieraing
eyes were plaung fike those of a tiger. Her face Jooked a8
we imagne that of the Pythoness, she ground her testh 10
stop them from chattening, and a tersible convulsion shook
her She had passed her clenched hand under her bonset
to clutch her hair and to hold up her head, that had become
too heavy to sustan, she burned® The smoke of the fire
that ravaged her seemed to sssue through the wrakles of
her face as 1f they had beet 50 many crevasses opened bY
a volcame eruption. ¥t was a sublime spectace.

“Well, why have you stopped”™ she said in a hollow
voice 1 will be for you all that 1 was for him. Oh' 1
would have given my life-blood™

“You love hum, then?

»As if he was my own son!™

“Well,” Madame Marnefle went op, breathing mort
eastly, “of you love ham 1n that way, you will be very bappy
~because you want to see him happy?”

Lasbeth rephed by a sapid nod of her head, Iike that of &
Tunatic

“In 2 month he 8 gowg to marry your hitle cousin.”

“Hortense?" cned the old mmd, beaung her brow and
jumping up

“Qh, then yow're really s love with him, this young
man?" asked Madame Marneffe

“My dear, 1t shall be hfe and death between wvst” said
Mademoiselle Fischer. “Yes, if you have attachments, they
shall be sacred to me Indeed, your vsces shall be virtues
in my eyes, because I need them, T need your vices!”

"You were ving with hum, then?” Valérie exclaimed.

“No, I wanted to be a mother 10 lym!”

“In that case, T smply don’t understand,” replied Valés
rie, “beenuse of you bave not been phied or deceived, thent
you ought to be very glad to see him make a good marriage,
and—well, 1t bas happened, Besides, n any case, it is ot
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over for you. Our artist visits Madame Hulot every day,
as soon as yon have gone out to dinner.”

“Adeline!” said Lisbeth to herself “Oh, Adeline, you
shall pay for this! I will make you ugler than I am'”

“But you are as pale as death!” cried Valérie “Is there
anything the matter? Oh, what a fool I am! The mother
and daughter must have been afraid that you would raise
objections to this match, as they hud it from you! ex-
claimed Madame Marneffe “But 1f you did not live with
the young man, all this, my dear, 15 a greater mystery to
me than my husband’s heart ”

*‘Oh, you—you dor’t understand,” Lisbeth repled, “You
don’t know all her underhand dealings! It 15 the Iast blow
that kills' And I have suffered from the wounds of the
heart! You don't know how, ever since I can remember,
T have been overshadowed by Adeline! I was dressed like
a drudge and she was dressed like a lady. I dug in the
garden, I cleaned the vegetables, and she, she never hfted
a finger except to arrange her finery. She marned a Baron,
she went to shine at the Emperor’s coust, and T stayed in
my village unul eighteen hundred and mne, wating for a
suitable match, for four years, to be sure they took me
away, but anly to make me a workwoman, and to offer me
petty officials and captains that looked like porters! I have
been given the scraps for twenty-six years' And now, like
the poor man i the Old Testament who possessed one
lamb that was all his bappiness, the rich covet the poor
man’s lamb and steal it—without hesitation, without ask-
ing. Adeline has robbed me of my happiness. Adeline!
Adelne! T will see you in the mud, lower than I am'
Hortense, whom I loved, has deceived me! The Baron.

. No, 1t 1s impassible. Listen, tell me again how much
of all this 1s really true

“Calm yourself, my dear ”

“Valénie, my dear angel, I will be calm,” replied that
strange old maid, sttting down “Only one thing can make
me sane again. Give me a proofl”

“But your cousin Hortense has the Samson group; here
1s the lithograph puhllshcd in a review; she bought 1t with
her savings, and 1t is the Baron who 1s backing him,



getting all those commissions for him, in the interest of
s future son-in-law.”

“Water, water!” Lisbeth implored, having looked at fhe
print, beneath which was wnitten: Group in the possession
of Mademoiselle Hulot d'Ervy. “Water! My head is burn-
ing! 1 shall go madt” .

Madame Marneffe fetched some water; the old maid
took off her bonnet, loosed her black hair, and dipped her
head in the basin her new friend held for her; she wet her
brows several times, to stop the inflammation that had
begun. After this immersion, she completely regained her
self-control.

“Not a word,” she said to Madame Marneffe. “Not 3
word about tius. Listen' . 1 am quite calm, and it 1s all
forgotten; I have other things to think about'™

“She will be 1n Charenton tomorrow, that 1s certain,”
Madame Marneffe thought to herself as she Iooked at the
‘peasant woman

“What is to be done?” Lisbeth went on, “Listen, my
angel, they expect us to say nothing, bow our heads and go
to the grave like water flowing down a nver, What am I to
do? I would like to grind them ail to dust—Adeline, her
daughter, the Baron. . . . But what can a poor relation do
agamst a whole rich famuly? It would be the story of the
1won pot aganst the clay pot.”

“Yes, you are sight,” Valérie rephed, “one simply has to
snatch whatever one can for oneself from the hayrack.
That is life in Paris,”

“And,” said Lisbeth, “I shall die m no time if I lose
that boy, whom I had counted on being a mother to, with
whom I hoped to spend the rest of my hfe.”

There were tears mn her eyes, and she paused. So much
feeling 1n this old maid of fire and brimstone made Madame
Marneffe shudder

“At least I have found you,” she said, taking Valérie's
hand. “That is one consolation in this terrible trouble. We
must be real friends, and why should we ever leave each
other” And 1 would not interfere with your affairs No
one will ever be in love with me. All the men who proposed
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to me only wanted the Baron Hulot’s protection. . . , To
have enough energy to take heaven by storm, and to have
to spend it in earning bread and water, 2 few rags, and a
garret! Ah, my dear, that is martyrdom! It has withered
me up!”

She stopped and pierced Madame Marnefie’s blue eyes
with 2 black look that transfixed that pretty woman’s soul,
as if the blade of a dagger had passed through her heart

, “And what is the use of talkimg about it?” she exclaimed,
addressing this reproach to herself “Ah! I have never said
50 much about it before But the chickens will come home
to roost,” she added, after a pause, using a nursery proverb,
“You are right—Iet us sharpen our teeth, and pull as much
hay out of the rack as we can!”

“You are nght,” said Madame Marneffe, who had been
s0 alarmed by this scene that she no longer remembered
having uttered that aphonsm “I think you are absolutely
night, my dear After all, life 15 not so long; one must take
what one can get, and make use of the other people for
one’s own advantage . I have discovered that for myself,
even at my age I was brought up a spotlt child, then my
father made an amt marnage, and Ily forgot
about me, after having 1dolized me, after having brought
me up like a queen’s daughter! My poor mother, who had
such high hopes for me, died of grief when she saw me
married to a httle official with a salary of twelve hundred
francs, an old worn-out libertine of thirty-mne, as rotten as
the hulks, who saw no more 1n me than they saw m you—
a means of getting on! Well, 1n the end I have found that
this contemptible man is the best kind of husband By
preferring the filthy whores at the street corners to me,
he leaves me free And if he spends all his money on hin-
self, at least he never asks me where my money comes
from >

She stopped 1n her turn, like a woman who finds herself
being carned away by the torrent of her confidences; ‘and
struck by Lisbeth’s attentiveness, she judged it ,
make sure of her before telling her all her <acrat-

“You see, my dear, what faith T have 1n you!”




Marneffe went on, to which Lisbeth replied by a gestur¢
of supereme reassurance. Far mote solemn aaghs are often
sworn with a look and a nod of the head than in a court of
law.

CHAPTER X1

“1 REEP up appearances,” Madame Mameffe went on,
Taying her hand on Lisbeth's as if to accept her pledge of
farth “I am a marned woman, and I am so much my owft
mistress that when he leaves for the Ministry in the mor-
ing, 1f Marneffe takes 1t into his head to say goodbye to me
and finds my door locked, he just goes away. He cares no
more for his own child than Y do for one of those marble
chuldren playing at the feet of the fiver gods in the Tuileries.
1f 1 don't come 1n to dinner, he is gumte content to dime
with the maid, who 15 devoted to the master; and he goes
out every evemng after dinner and does not come home
until twelve or one Unfortunately 1 have had no maid of
my own for a year, which, of course, means that I have
been a widow. . 1have only been in love once—~my only
happiness . he was a rich Brazilian who went away 2
year ago~—my only mnfidelityt He has gone away to sell
Ius property and realize his whole estate, so as to be able
to settle 1n France. What will he find Jeft of his Valérie?
A dunghilit Well, that will be his fault, not mine, for being
50 lang in comng back! Perhaps he has been shipwrecked,
too, ke my virtue.”

“Goodbye, my dear,” Lisbeth said abruptly. “We will
keep together for good. 1 love you, T admire you, and I am
whally yours My cousin keeps plaguing me to go and live
in your new house in the Rue Vanneau, but I did not want
to, because I see very well the reason for that new piece
of bounty.”

“Of course, you were to keep an eye on me, that is
obvious,” said Madame Marnefie.

“That is certainly the motive of his generosity,” Lisbeth
replied. “In Pacis most good tusns are speculations, just a8
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most acts of ingratitude are revenges' Poor relations are
treated like rats, who are lured with scraps of fat. But now
T will accept the Baron’s offer, for this house has become
hateful to me. Yes, indeed’ We have enough brains between
us to keep quiet about things that would damage us, and
to say what ought to be said, so—not another word, and
we are friends'™

“Through thick and thin!” exclaimed Madame Marneffe,
delighted to have a chaperone, a confidante, a sort of
Tespectable aunt “Listen' The Baron is domg wonders in
the Rue Vanneau ”

“I can well believe it,” Lisbeth rephed *“He has spent
thirty thousand francs, I really don’t know where he has
got the money from, because Josépha, s singer, bled him
white. Oh! you are in luck’s way,” she added “The Baron
would steal for the woman who holds his heart between
two Iittle white hands like yours ”

“Very well,” went on Madame Marneffe, with that
courtesan generosity that is really only carelessness, “my
dear, really you must take anything from this flat that
you would like for your new rooms—that chest of drawers,
that wardrobe with the murror, this carpet, the curtamns ”

Lisbeth’s eyes dilated with pleasure, for such a present

“ was beyond her wildest dreams “You do more for me 1n a
moment than my rich relations have done in thirty years!”
she exclaimed. “They have never asked me whether I had
any furniture! The first ume he came to visit me, a few
weeks ago, the Baron pulled a rich man’s face at the sight
of my poor room Well, my dear, thank you I will repay
You for that, as you shall find out by and by.”

Valérie saw her cousin Bette as far as the landing, where
the two women kissed each other.

“She reeks of hard work!” the pretty woman thought to
herself when she was alone “I won’t kiss my cousin very
often! All the same, I must be careful, I must humor her,
becavse she may be very useful to me; she will belp me to
make my fortune!™

Like the true Pamsian Creole that she was, Ma~
Marmeffe hated trouble, she had all the indifference of
cat that will run or pounce when forced by necessity



so. For her, life must be all pleasure, and pleasure must
come without any effort. She loved flowers, provided they
were brought to her. She would only consider going to
the theater if she had a good box at her disposal, and 2
carriage to go in. These courtesan fastes Valérie inherited
from her mother, who had been loaded with attentions by
Montcornet during his visits to Panis, and who had had the
world at her feet for twenty years; who, being a spendthrift,
had squandered all her wealth, run through 1t all in a lfe
of that kind of luxury whose secret has been lost since the
fall of Napoleon. For mn their follies the great ones of the
Empire were a match for the grandees of the old regime.
Under the Restoration, the amstocracy still remembers
having been persecuted and robbed, so that, with few
exceptions, they have become economical, prudent, cau-
tious—in fact, bourgeoss and nglorious. Meanwhile, 1830
has completed the work of 1793. In France, from now oo,
there may be great names, but no more great houses, unless
there are political changes that are difficult to foresee. Each
is for limself. The wisest have all purchased annuities. The
famuly has been destroyed,

The sharp goad of poverty that had pricked Valérie to
the quick ou the day on which she had, to use Marneffe’s
expression, “made” Hulot, had decided that young womat
10 use her beauty to make her fortune. And for some time
she had felt the need of having someone at hand in the
relationship of her mother, a devoted friend 1 whom o
confide things that must be concealed from a maid, and
who could act and come and go and think for her—a lost
soul, 1 fact, who would consent to an unequal division of
Life. She had guessed, just as clearly as Lisbeth had, the
Baron’s reasons for wishing her fo make friends with
Cousin Bette, Inspired by the formdable mtelligence of
the Pansian Creole who spends her hours lying on a sofa,
and shimng the lantern of her observation into the dark
corners of human souls, sentients, and intnigues, she had
Lt upon the idea of making an accomplice of the spy.
Probably her terrible indiscretion was premeditated; she
had recognized the ardent spinster’s true character, her
wasted passion, and decided to attach her to herself. This
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conversation was Iike the stone that a traveler drops into
achasm to discover its depths Madame Marneffe had been
horrified to discover both an Iago and a Richard I m this
old maid, apparently so harmless, so humble, and so utterly
inoffensive

In a moment, Cousin Bette had become her true self
again, in a moment, her Corsican and savage nature, having
broken the slender bonds that held 1t i check, had risen
again to its full threateming stature, like the branch of a
tree springing back from the hands of a child who has bent
it down to steal its green fruit.

Any observer of the social world must always be aston-
ished by the completeness, the perfection, and the rapidity
with which 1deas are formed 1n virgin natures.

Virginity, like all monstrosities, has its peculiar richness,
its absorbing grandeur A hfe whose energies are conserved,
takes on 1 the persons of virgmns an incalculable quality
of endurance and strength, the reserved faculties of the
brain are enriched in therr entirety When chaste people
have occasion to exert their bodies or thewr munds, when
they are required to act, or think, they have muscles of
steel, their intelligence 15 reinforced by mtuittve knowledge
—dmabolical energy, or the black magic of the will.

In this respect the Virgin Mary—regarding her for the
moment only as a symbol—eclipses m her all the
Hindu, Greek, or Egyptian types Virgimty, mother of
great things, magna parens rerum, holds m her farr white
hands the key to higher worlds And that great and awe-
mspiring anomaly ments all the honors paid to her by the
Catholic Church.

In 2 moment, then, Cousin Bette became a Mohican
whose snares cannot be eluded, whose dissimulation can-
not be penetrated, whose rapid power of dectsion is based
on an orgamc functioning of supreme perfection She was
made up of hate and revenge, unmitigated, as these pas-
sions are found n Italy, Spam, and the East. These two
emotions, the reverse aspects of friendship and love, are
only carried to their absolute extremes in countries where="
the sun pours down. But Lisbeth was also a daug!
Lorraine, bent on deceiving.




She did not accept this last part of her role willingly;
indeed, she made a strange attempt, a result of her pro-
found ignorance She imagined that prison was what all
children 1magine it to be—solitary confinement, whereas
solitary confinement is the superlative form of imprison-
ment, and this superlative is the prerogative of the criminal
bench

On leaving Madame Marnefle, Lisbeth rushed off to
Monsteur Rivet, whom she found 1n his office. !

“Well, my dear Monsieur Ruivet,” she said, having first
Jocked the door of the office, “you were right! These Poles'
They are beasts—they have neither law nor honor, any
of them ”

“A nation that is bent on setting Europe on fire,” said
the peace-loving Rivet, “rurning all trade, and all business-
men, for a country that, they say, is all swamps, full of
frightful Jews, to say nothing of the Cossacks and the
peasants, wild beasts that ought not to be classed as human
beings at all. These Poles don't realize the times we live
i We are not barbarians nowadays. War 1s finished, my
dear lady; 1t went out with the monarchy. We live mn times
when trade, mndustry, and middle-class common sense are
supreme, the virtues that made Holland what she was.
Yes,” ke went on, warming to his theme, “we have entered
upon a pertod in which the nations must achieve everything
by legitimate extension of therr liberties, and by the pacific
exertion of their constitutional institutions; that is what the
Poles cannot realize, and I hope . . You were saying, my
dear”” he added, nterrupting humself on noticing from the
mansier of his forewoman that high polities were beyond
her comprehension

“Here is the dossier,” Bette replied, “if T am to avoid
losing my three thousand two hundred and ten francs, that
scoundrel must go to prison.”

“Ah! what did I tell you?” exclaimed the local oracle of
Saint-Denis

Rivets, late Pons Brothers, had remamed in the Rue des
Mauvaises-Paroles, in the old Langeais mansion built by
that illustrious family at a time when the nobility used t0
lLive 1n the neighborhood of the Louvre.
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“Yes, and I have been blessing you for it on my way
here!” Lisbeth replied.

“If he doesn’t suspect anything, he can be locked up by
four in the morning,” said the magstrate, looking at his
calendar to venfy the time of sunrise, “but not until the
day after tomorrow, because he cannot be imprisoned
without being given notice of arrest, by means of a writ
authorizing constraint of person And so—"

“What a stupid law!” said Cousin Bette “Why, the
debtor can escape.”

“He has every right to do so,” repled the magistrate
with a smule “So, look, we can do this—"

“For that matter, I can take the paper,” said Bette, in-
terrupting the consul “I will give 1t back to him, and tell
him that T have been forced to raise some money and that
the moneylender has insisted on this formality I know my
Pole; he will not even unfold the paper' He will light his
pipe with it!”

“Ah' Not a bad (dea, not at all bad, Miss Fischer! Well,
don’t worry, the thing can be wangled! But wait a moment!
Shutting a man up 1s not everything, people only indulge
in that legal luxury 1n order to get their money. By whom
will you be paid?”

“By those who give him money.”

“Ah' Yes, I was forgetting that the Mimster of War had
commissioned him to make the monument erected to one
of our customers. Ah! The firm has supplied many a uni-
form for General Montcornet, and he soon blackened them
in the smoke of cannons, that fellow! A brave man! And
he paid on the nal!”

A Marshal of France may have served his Empire or his
country, but from a tradesman “he pad on the nal” is
sull his highest praise.

“Then that 1s all right, you shall have your tassels on
Saturday Monsteur Rivet By the way, 1 am leaving the
Rue du Doyenné, I am going to live in the Rue Vanneau ”

“A good thing, I hated to think of you in that hole, which
in spite of my aversion to everything to do with the
Opposition 1s a disgrace—yes' 1 venture to say, 1s a dis-
grace to the Louvre and the Place du Carrousel. I honor



Louis-Philippe; he is my idol, he is the august representa-
tive of the class on which he has established his' throne,
and I shall never forget what he did for the trimming
business by reestabhishing the National Guard-—"

“When I hear you talk Jike that,” Lisbeth said, “I
wonder why you are not a deputy.”

“They are afraid of my attachment to the Royal House,”
replied Monsieur Rvet; “my political enemies are those of
the King Ah! a noble character, a noble family! In short,”
he went on, developing his argument, “he 1s our ideal'. in
morality, in economics, 1n everything' But the completion
of the Louvre is one of the conditions on which we gave
Tum the crown, and the cvil bist, 10 which no limit was set,
has, n my oprnion, Ieft the heart of Pars in a deplorable
state. It is because I am mn favor of the happy medum
that T would like to see the middle of Paris in a very differ-
ent state. Your nerghborhood makes one shudder. You
would fiave been murdered there one fine day .. Well,
I see your Monsieur Crevel has been nommated major of
his legion, I hope we shall be making his big epaulette for
hum,”

“I am diming there today. I will send him to see you.”

Lisbeth reckoned on having her Livoman 1n her power,
by breaking off all his means of communication with the
outer world If he could no longer work, the artist would
be forgotten Iike a man buried alve 1 a vault, where she
alone could visit him So she had two days of happiness,
for she hoped to nfltct a mortal blow on the Baroness and
her daughter

In order 1o get to Crevel’s house m the Rue des Saus-
sayes, she crossed the Carrousel bridge, went along the
Quai Voltaire, the Quai d'Orsay, the Rue Belle Chasse,
the Rue de 'Université, the Pont de Ja Concorde, and the
Avenue de Marigny. This tlogrcal routé was traced by the
logic of passion, always the worst enemy of the legs:
Cousin Bette all the ume she was on the quays, watched
the nght bank of the Seime, walking very slowly Her
calculation proved correct, She had left Wenceslas dressing,
and she guessed that once she was out of the way the
lover would go to visit the Baroness, taking the shortest
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way. And, in fact, just as she was sauntering zlong by the
Pparapet of the Quai Voltarre, in imagination blotting out
the river and walking on the opposite bank, she recognized
the artist as he came out of the Tuileries on his way to the
Pont Royal, There she overtook the faithless one, and was
able to follow him unobserved, for lovers seldom turn
around: she d him as far as Mad Hulot’s
house, and saw him go in with the air of a familiar visitor.
At this final proof, confirmmg Madame Marneffe’s con-
fidences, Lisbeth was beside herself
* She arnved at the house of the newly elected major in
that state of mental derangement m which murders are
committed, and found old Crevel warung for his children,
Monsieur and Madame Hulot junior, 1 his drawing room,
But Célestin Crevel 1s so nawvely and perfectly the type
of the Parisian parvenu that 1t would be wrong to enter
the presence of César Birotteau’s fortunate successor with-
out ceremony. Célestin Crevel is a world to limself, and
be deserves, even more than Ruvet, the honors of the
palette, for he plays an important part in this domestic
drama

. CHAPTER XII

HAVE you ever noticed how, in childhood, or at the
beginming of our socal lives, we construct a model for
ourselves, often quite unawares? A bank clerk, for mstance,
when he enters his manager’s drawing room, dreams of
Ppossessing one just hike it. If he makes lus fortune twenty
years later, 1t will not be the luxury then in fashion that he
will introduce 1nto his house, but the out-of-date luxury
that fascinated lum long ago There is no end to the follies
that issue from these retrospective envies, HOr can we
measure the effect of those secret nvalries that drive men
to imitate the type that they have set themselves, and to
waste therr strength merely in order to be reflected moon-
shine Crevel was a deputy mayor because his predecedsor
had been a deputy mayor; he was a major because he® 1
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coveted César Birotteau’s epaulettes. Moreover, impres.sed
by the marvels created by the architect Grindot at the time
when fortune had raised his master to the top of her wh.ce!;
Crevel, as he said in his own words, “never thought twice” -
when it came to decorating his flat; he addressed }lin.‘lSC“
with closed eyes and open purse to Grindot, an architect
by that time quite forgotten Who can say how long an
extinct fame may last, with the help of such out-of-date
admiration?

So Grndot had started work all over again, for the
thousandth time, on tis white-and-gold drawing room,
paneled with crimson damask. The furniture in rosewood,
carved, as common furiture is carved, without taste or
skill, had won for Panis workmanship well-merited glory
in the eyes of the provinces at the time of an exhibition of
manufactured goods

The sconces, the firedogs, the fenders, the chandelier,
and the clock, all approximated the rococo style. The
round table, a fixture 1n the middle of the drawing room,
which displayed a marble top mlaid with every kind of
Ttalien and antique marble, came from Rome, where
minetalogieal charts of this kind—like nothing so much as
tailor’s samples—are made; this table never failed to call
forth the admiration of Crevel’s bourgeois guests. The
portraits of the late Madame Crevel, of Crevel himself,
of his daughter and his son-in-law (the work of Pierre
Grassou, the most popular pamnter 1 middle-class circles,
to whom Crevel owed his absurd Byromie pose), that
adorned the walls, were 2ll done to match, The frames,
which cost a thousand francs each, harmomzed well with
all this café splendor, which, to be sure, would have made
any real artist shrug his shoulders,

Money has never yet lost the smallest opportunity of
proving 1ts own stupidity. We would by now have ten
Vemices n Paris 1f our retired busmessmen had had that
mstimct for fine things that distinguishes the Italians, Even
in our own times a Milanese lawyer left five thousand
francs to the Duomo for the building of the colossal Virgin
that crowns the cupola Canova in his will requested his
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brother to build a church costing four millions, and the
brother added something on his own account Would a
Parisian businessman (and they all, Iike Rivet, at least
love their Pans) ever think of building the spires that are
missing from the towers of Notre Dame? And yet, consider
the sums that revert to the state from money left without
heirs The whole of Paris could be made beautiful for the
price of the absurdities mn stucco casts, gilded plaster, in
imitation sculptures bought duning the last fifteen years by
indviduals of Crevel's stamp

At the end of this drawing room was a magnificent
study, furnished with tables and cabrnets, 1in imitation
Boulle. The bedroom, with 1ts chintzes, opened out of the
drawing room. Mahogany i all 1ts glory 1nfested the din~
ing room, whose panels were adorned with views of Swit-
zerland, nchly framed. Old Crevel, who dreamed of one
day visiting Switzerland, was determined to possess that
country 1n painting until the time should come when he
would go there in reality

Crevel, deputy mayor, officer of the National Guard,
and of the Legion of Honor, had, as we see, faithfully
reproduced all the grandeurs, even to the furniture, of his
unfortunate predecessor, Where, under the Restoration,
the one had fallen, the other, altogether overlooked, had
risen, not by any sigular turn of fortune, but by force of
crcumstances In revolutions, as in storms at sea, solid
worth goes to the bottom, and the waves carry light trash
to the surface. César Birotteaw, 2 royahst and m favor,
had been envied, and became the target of middleclass
hostility, while Crevel was the typical representative of the
triumphant middle class.

This flat, whose rent was a thousand crowns per annum,
bursting with alt the vulganties that money can buy, occu-
pied the first floor of an old mansion, between a court and
a garden, Everything in it was preserved like beetles in a
naturalist’s cabinet, for Crevel Lived there very little

Thss sumptuous restdence was the official domicile of -
the ambitious bourgeois. He kept a cook and a valet, paid
addiional maids to help them, and ordered his dinmers
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from Chevet when he entertained his political friends, peo-
ple he wanted 10 mpress, or his fanuly. The seat of Crevel's
real existence, formerly in the Rue Notre Dame de Lorette,
at Mademoiselle Hélose Brisetout’s, had been transferred,
as we have seen, to the Rue Chauchat. Every evening the
retired h (all hopkeepers called tt 1
retired merchants) spent two hours 1n the Rue des Saus-
sayes attending to business, and devoted the rest of his
time to Zaire, much to Zaire's annoyance Orosman{S
(alias Crevel) had a private arrangement with Mademot-
selle Héloise; she gave him five hundred francs' worth of
happiness every week, and nothing “on account.” Crevel
paid, besides, for his dinner and all extras. This contract,
even with bonuses—for he gave a fair number of presents
—seemed economical to the ex-lover of the famous singer.
On this subject he would say to widowed merchants who
were devoted to their daughters that 1t pad better to hre
horses by the month than to have your own stable. Never-
theless, 1f we recall the confidences made by the porter of
the Rue Chauchat to the Baron, Crevel did not escape
either the groom or the coachman

Crevel had, as is easily seen, turned his great devotion
to his daughter to the ad of his p The
mmmorality of the situation was justified on the highest
moral grounds, Besides this, the ex-perfumer acquired from
this way of hfe (1t was the donme thing, emancipated,
Regency, Pompadour, Marshal de Richelieu, etc.) a veneer
of superiority. Crevel saw himself as a broad-minded man,
a i of style, an openhanded man, not narrow 1
his 1deas, and all for twelve or fifteen hundred francs @
month, Ths was not the outcome of deliberate hypocrisy,
but an effect of middie-class vamty, which comes to much
the same thing, to be sure. At the Bourse, Crevel passed
for a man with 1deas 1 advance of his time, and above all,
for a man who knew how 1o live. In this respect Crevel
flattered himself on having gone several degrees better than
César Birotteau.

“Well,” exclaimed Crevel, fiying into 2 rage at the sight
of Cousin Bette, “and so 1t 1s you who are marrying
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Mademoiselle Hulot to this young Count you have been
bringing up by hand for her?”

“One would think you were not pleased at the news?”
Bette replied, directing a penetrating glance on Crevel
“What interests have you mn preventing my cousin from
marrying? For you were responsible, I am told, for her
marriage with Monsieur Lebas’ son having fallen through?”

“You are a sensible woman, and can keep your mouth
shut,” said the good Crevel. “Very well, do you think I
shall ever forgive Mister Hulot for the cnme of having
taken Josépha away from me? . Especially as he turned
an honest girl, whom I would 1n the end have marred in
my old age, into a slut, showgul, an Opera singer? . . . No,
no, never!”

“Baron Hulot 1s very likable, all the same,” said Cousin
Bette,

“Likable, very likable, too Iikable!” replied Crevel “I
wish him no harm; but I want to have my revenge, and
1 will have 1t. T have set my heart on 1t ”

“Is it because of that wish that you don’t visit Baroness
Hulot any more?”

“That may be.”

“Ah! So you were paying court to my cousin?” said
Lisbeth, smilng “I thought as much!”

“And she has treated me hke a dog—worse than that,
like a lackey; I would almost say like a political prisoner!
But T wall succeed yet!” he said, clenching his fist and
striking his brow with 1t.

“Poor man! It would be a temble thing to find his wife
unfaithful, after having been sent packing by his mistress!”

“Joséphal” exclatmed Crevel “Josépha has thrown him
over, sent him packing, turned him out! , . . Bravo,
Joséphal Josépha, you have avenged me! I shall send you
two pearls to wear in your ears, my ex-gazelle! ‘This 1s the
first I have heard of 1t, because sice seemng you, the eve-
ning after the day when the fair Adeline showed me the
door yet again, 1 have been staying with the Lebas, at
Corbel, and I have only just got back. Hélorse did all she
could to send me into the country, and I have only just



discovered the reason for her little game. She wanted to
have a housewarming, and without me, at Rue Chauchat,
with artists and ham actors and writers. I was taken 10’
She is an unpublished Déjazet. She 1s a character, that gul!
Look at the note I had yesterday evening!

Dear Orp THING,

1 have pitched my tent 1n the Rue Chauchat. I took the precau-
tion of lettmg some friends take the chill off first. All goes well
Come whenever you hke Hagar awaits her Abraham.

“Hélosse will tell me the news; she knows her Bohemia.”

“But my coustn has taken this unpleasantness very well,”
Lisbeth replied

“It 1sn't possible,” satd Crevel, stopping as he walked
up and down like the pendulum of a clock.

“Monsieur Hulot has reached a certmin age,” Lisbeth
observed makhictously.

“I know that,” Crevel went on, “but we are alike 1n on¢
respect. Hulot cannot do without an attachment, He might
go back to his wife,” he thought to lumself *“That would
be a change for him, but goodbye to my revenge! You ar¢
smiling, Mademaoiselle Fischer. . . . Ah' you know somé-
thing?””

“I am laughing at your ideas,” Lisbeth replied. “Yes, my
cousin s still beautiful enough to mspire passions, I woul
be 1n love with her myself if I were a young man *

“Whoever has drunk must drnk agam!” exclaimed
Crevel. “You're making fun of me. The Baron must have
found some consolation

Lisbeth inclined her head affirmatively.

“Well, he 1s very lucky if he has replaced Josépha over:
night!” Crevel went on “But I'm not surprised, for he told
me one evemng at supper that when he was young he
always had three mistresses, so as never to be without one’
the one he was giving up, the queen of the moment, and
the one whom he was courting for the future. He must
have had some httle shopgirl 1n reserve in his fish pond’
In his deer park! He is very Louis XV, that fellow! What
it is to be a handsome man! All the same, he 15 not 2§
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young as he was—time is beginning to tell! He must have
taken up with some httle working-girl.”

“Oh no'” replied Lisbeth,

“Ah!” said Crevel, “what would T not give to prevent
him from being able to hang up his hat' It was impossible
for me to get Josépha back from him, women of that sort
never go back to therr first Iove. Bestdes, a return is never
the same, as the saying goes. But, Cousin Bette, I would
give a lot—in fact, I would willingly spend fifty thousand
francs to take that big handsome fellow’s mustress away
from him, just to show hm that a fat old chap with a
major’s corporation and the bald pate of a future mayor
of Paris doesn’t let his queen be taken without making his
pawn a queen.”

“In my position,” Bette repled, “I have to hear every-
thing and know nothing You can speak freely to me, for
T never repeat @ word of anything that js confided to me.
Why should I break that rule of my conduct? No one
would trust me any more ™

“I know,” replied Crevel “You are the pear! of all
spinsters. But look here! Damn 1t, there are exceptions.
After all, the family has pever paid you any allowance.”

“But I have my pnide I would not Iike to depend on
anyone!” said Bette

“Ah, if you would help me to get my revenge,” went on
the retired merchant, “I would make over to you invest-
ments worth ten thovsand francs Tell me, pretty cousin,
tell me who has replaced Josépha, and you shall have the
wherewithal to pay your rent, and your breakfasts in the
morning The good quality coffee that you like so much—
Yyou nught even get the best Mocha, ¢h? Oh, and very
nice, too-—pure Mochal™

“I do not set so much store by ten thousand francs in
investments, which would boing m neaxly five hundred
francs in mcome, as on absolute secrecy,” satd Lisbeth,
“‘because, you know, my dear Monsieur Crevel, the Baront
is very kmd to me, he 1s going to pay my rent!”

“Yes, for how Iang’ Consider thatl” exclaimed Crevel.
“Where is the Baron going to find the money?”



AR That T don’t know. Meanwhile he is spending mort
than thirty thousand francs on the flat that he is preparist
for a certain litle lady ™

“Already! What, is she a society woman? The scoun
drel' Lucky devil! He has all the luck!” .

“A marned woman, and 2 teal lady,” the cousin I¢

ated.

“Really” exclaimed Crevel, opeming eyes animatet
with envy, and also at that magic word “lady.” *

“Yes,” Bette replied “Talented, musical, twenty-theet,
a pretty, innocent face, a dazzling fair skin, teeth fike 2
puppy's, eyes like stars, a fine brow . and tiny feet. 1
have never seen such tiny feet, they are no wider than het
stays "

“And her ears”™ asked Crevel, much moved by (hs
catafogue of charms

“Finely set ears,” she replied.

“Little hands?™

“I can tell you, in one word, she is a gem of a woman
and such good manners, so modest, so refined .. . a Tovely
soul, an angel altogether; very distinguished, for her father
was a Marshal of France ™

“A Marshal of France!” exclaimed Creve), giving 2 greit
bound of excitement “Good Lord! Upon my soull 61
cious heavens! In the name of ail the—! At the scamp’
You must excuse me, Cousin, I'm going crazy. I belie®®
would give » hundred thousand francs 1 believe . .

“Yes; my word, T can tell you she is an honest woma?h
a rlispcctable wife. And the Baron has done things Very
well?

*And he hasn't got a penny, that I can tell you.”

“There 13 a husband that be has pushed.”

“Where to”” said Crevel with g little 1augh.

“He 1s already appointed deputy head clerk, that s3m¢
husband, who will presumably raise no difficulties . . « and
nominated for the Cross,”

“The government ought to take care to respect thos
whom it has decorated by not gwing Crosses to all and
sundry,” said Crevel, in the tone of one piqued on pofitic!
grounds, “But what has he got to him, that old dog of
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Baron?” he went on “It seems to me that I'm as good as
he is,” he added, adminng humself in a mirror and taking
his pose, “Hgloise has often told me, under circumsatnces
in which women never he, that I was astomshing.”

“Oh™ replted the cousin, “women love fat men—they
are nearly all kind, and if T had to choose between you and
the Baron, I would choose you Monsteur Hulot 1s brilliant,
a handsome man, and he has a fine presence, but you—you
are solid, and besides, you know . Ibeheve you are even
mare of a bad lot than he 1"

“It is 1ncredible how all women, even the most devout,
love men who give that impression!” exclumed Crevel,
cotting up and putting his arm round Bette’s waist, he
was so delighted.

“That 15 not the difficulty,” Bette went on. “But you
must see that a woman who 1s enjoymng so many advantages
will not be unfaithful to her protector for tufles, and that
will cost more than a hundred and something thousand
francs, because the little lady hopes to see her husband
head clerk of a department two years from now. ., . Itis
poverty that 1s driving this poor httle angel into the abyss!™”

Crevel walked up and down fus drawing room in a
frenzy.

“He must be very much taken with this woman?” he
asked, after a moment, during which bis desire, inflamed
by Lisbeth, rose to a sort of madness,

“What do you expect?” Lisbeth replied “I don't think
he has had that as yet,” she said, snappmg her thumbnail
against one of her enormous white teeth, “and he has
already forked out ten thousand francs’ worth of presents.”

“Oh! What a joke,” exclaimed Crevel, “if I were to get
in first}”

*“Oh dear, I really ought not to have put these ideas mto
your head,” said Lisbeth, with an air of sudden remorse.

“No. T shall make your family blush. Tomorrow I shall
place in your name, 1n 1nvestments, a sum 1n five-per-cents,
enough to buy you an mncome of six hundred francs, but
Yyou must tell me everything. the name and the address
of this Dulcinea I don’t mind telling you that ¥ have never
had a real lady and it has always been my highest ambition
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than thirty thousand francs on the flat that he is preparin?
for a certain little lady ”

“Already! What, is she a society woman? The scoun-
drel' Lucky devil' He has all the luck!” 5

“A married woman, and a real lady,” the cousia ¢
peated. el

“Really?” exclaimed Crevel, opening eyes animate
with envy, and also at that magic word “lady.” ’

“Yes,” Bette replied “Talented, musical, twenty-{hrtty
a pretty, mnocent face, a dazzling fair skin, teeth like 8
puppy’s, eyes like stars, a fine brow . . . and tny feet 1
have never scen such tiny feet, they are no wider than ber
stays ”

“And her ears”™ asked Crevel, much moved by ths
catalogue of charms

“Finely set ears,” she replied,

“Little hands? .

“I can tell you, mn one word, she is a gem of a womah
and such good manners, so modest, so refined . . .2 lovely
soul, an angel altogether, very distmguished, for her father
was a Marshal of France ”

“A Marshal of France! exclarmed Crevel, giving a great
bound of excitement. “Good Lord! Upon my soul' Gﬂ;
cious heavens! In the name of all the—! Ah! the scamp
You must excuse me, Cousin, 'm going crazy. T believe I
would give a hundred thousand francs. I beleve . . .

“Yes; my word, I can tell you she is an honest womaf:
a rﬁspectable wife And the Baron has done things very
well ™

*“And he hasn’t got a penny, that I can tell you.”

“There 15 a husband that he has pushed.”

“Where 107" said Crevel with a little laugh.

“He 1s already appomted deputy head clerk, that sam¢
husband, who will presumably raise no difficulties . . . 3%
nominated for the Cross ™

“The government ought to take care to respect thos
whom it has decorated by not giving Crosses to all and
sundry,” said Crevel, in the tone of one prqued on politec
grounds. “But what has he got to him, that old dog of 2
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him her basket filled with fruit by Crevel himself, whose
consideration for /s cousin Bette had redoubled She ran
upstaits to the attic so fast that she was quite out of breath,
and found the artist busy finishing the decorations of a
box intended as a present for his beloved Hortense. The
1id was bordered with hydrangeas, among which played
amorettt, The poor lover, in order to cover the expense of
this box, which was to be carned out in malachite, had
made two sconces, two fine pieces of work, for Florent and
Chanor, and sold them the copyright

“You have been working too hard lately, my dear boy,”
said Lisbeth, wiping his brow that was damp with sweat,
and kissing 1t. “Such activity seems to me dangerous 1
August Really, you may damage your health Look, here
are some peaches and plums from Monsieur Crevel . . .
Now, there 1s no need to worry, for I have borrowed two
thousand francs, and all being well we can pay them back
when you sell your clock' All the same, 1 am a little
doubtful about the moneylender, he has just sent this
document

She placed the wnt under a sketch of Marshal Mont-
cornet

“Who are you making that lovely thing for?” she asked,
taking the sprays of hydrangeas i red wax that Wenceslas
had put down while he ate the fruit.

“For a jeweler.”

“What jeweler?”

“I don’t know, 1t was Stidmann who asked me to do the
work for him, because he is very busy.”

“But these are hortensias,” she said 1 a hollow voice.
“Why have you never worked in wax for me? Would 1t
have been so dufficult to design a brooch or a hittle box, or
some Little thing, as a keepsake?” she said, darting a terrible
look at the artist, whose eyes, fortunately, were lowered
“And you say you love me!”

“How can you doubt it . . Mademoiselle”

“Oh! That 15 a very cold mademorselle Why, you have
been my only thought since 1 saw you dymng in there. . . .
When I saved you, you became mune; I have never spoken
to you of that obligation, but I was pledged to 1t myself.
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I said to myself, ‘As this boy has placed himself in my
hands, T will make him rich and happy!” Well, I hawe
succeeded in making your future!”

“How?” asked the poor artist, at the height of happiness,
and too maive to suspect a trap,

“T will tell you,” said the peasant. .

Lisbeth could not resist the agonizing pleasure of gazing
at Wenceslas, who was looking up at her with a filial Jove,
radiant also with his love for Hortense, which deceived
the old maid Seeing for the first time in her life the fires
of passion in a man’s eyes, she believed that she hersell
had kindled them,

“Monsieur Crevel will settle on us a hundred thousand
{ranes to start a business 1f, he says, you will marry me; be
has strange nottons, that fat old fellow. . . . What do you
think about it?” she asked, B

The artist, who had turned pale as death, looked at his
benefactress with dull eyes that spoke all his thoughts. He
was left stunned and gasping.

“No one has ever told me so plainly,” she went on, “that
I was hideous ”

“Mademonselle,” Steinbock replied, “my benefactress
can never be ugly in my eyes; I have a very deep affection
for you, but I am not thirty, and—*

“And I am forty-three’” sard Bette “Men still fall des
perately in love with my cousin, the Baroness Hulot, who
is forty-cight, but, of course, she 1s beautifull”

“Fifteen years between us, Mademoiselle! How could
we ever get on? For our own sakes, I think we would be
wise to hesitate. .. My gratitude will not fall short of your
perfect kindness And what 1s more, I will be able to retorn
your money 1n a few days.”

“My money' she cried “Oh! you treat me as though
I were a heartless usurer!”

“Forgive me,” went on Wenceslas, “but you have spoken
to me about it so many times, And you have made me,
don't destroy me!”

“‘{ou want to get away from me, I can see,” she said,
shaking her head. “Who has given you the power of
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ingratitude, you who are as frail as papier miché? Don't
you trust me—me, your good angel? I who have sat up so
many nights working for you? I who have given you my
whole Iife’s savings? I who for four years have shared my
bread, the bread of a poor worker, with you—who have
gven you everything, even my courage!”

“Mademoselle, don’t say any more, don’t!” he gasped,
going on his knees and stretching out his hands to her.
“Not another word! In three days I will explain to you—
I will telt you everything, fet me—" he said, kissing her
hand—*1et me be happy Iam in love, and loved.”

“Very well, be happy, my child,” she said, raising him.
Then she kissed hus brow and hus hair wath all the despera-
tion that a condemned man must feel, ving through his
last morning.

“Ah' You are the noblest and best of women; you are
equal to the woman I love!” cried the poor artist.

“I still love you enough to tremble for your future,” she
went on, gloomly. “Judas hanged himself' The ungrateful
always come to a bad end' If you leave me, you will never
do anything worth while again! Don't you think that,
without marrymg—because I know I am an old maid, and
1 don’t want to stifle the flower of your youth, your poetry
as you call 1t, in my arms that are like vine-stocks, I know
—but, without marrying, could we not stay together?
Listen, I have a head for busmess; I could make you a
fortune 1n ten years of work, for Thnft is my name; but
with a young wife, who would bring you nothing but ex-
penses, you will waste everythmg—you will only work to
make her happy. Happiness leaves nothing but memories
When I think of you I myself spend hours with my arms
dangling, . . So stay with me, Wenceslas. . . . Truly I
understand everything, you shall have mistresses, pretty
women hke that httle Madame Marneffe who wants to
meet you, and she could give you the kind of happiness
that you could not find with me. And then you can marry
when I have saved you enough to bring you in an income
of thurty thousand francs.”

“You are an angel, Mademoiselle, and I shall never
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forget this moment,” Wenceslas seplied, drying his eyes

“Now you are as I like to see you, my child,” she sad,
gazing at him in rapture.

Vamty 1s so strong 1 all of us that Lisbeth thought §h€
had won. She had made such a great concession, offeriag
him Madame Marnefte! She expenenced the strongest
emotion of her Iife. for the first time joy flooded her heart.
For such another moment she would have sold her soul ©0
the devil .

] am engaged,” he rephied, “and 1 love a woman agafnst
whotn no other can prevail. But you are, and aiways wil
be, the mother whom I have lost ™

These words descended like an avalanche of snow of
that burning crater Lisbeth sat down and looked despo_mg‘
ently at hus youth, s disingushed beauty, the artists
brow, the fine hatr that strred in her all her womasly
tstinets, and lttle quickly drying tears dummed her €yes
for a moment She looked like one of those meager statues
that sculptors 1n the Middle Ages carved on tombs

I don't bear you any grudge,” she said, rising abruptlys
“you are only a child May God protect you'™

She went downstairs and shut herself up n her room®

“She is 1 love with me,” Wenceslas sad to umself
poor soul' How burningly eloquent she was! She 15 mad!

This last effort of her arid and matter-of-fact nature 1©
keep with her that image of beauty and poetry had beet
50 violent that 1t can only be compared ta the savag®
energy of a shipwrecked man, trying for the last hme ®©
reach the shore

Two days later, at half-past four i the morning, whe?
Count Stenbock was sunk 1n the deepest sleep, he heard 2
knock at the door of his attic, he went to open 1t, and sa¥
two shabbily dressed men, accompanied by a third, in the
dress of 2 thurd-rate bathiff.

“You are Monsteur Wenceslas Count Steinbock?” sud
this latter.
“My name js Grasset, sir, successor to Louchard, sheriffs

officer
“Well?”



“You are under arrest, sir, you must come with us to the
Clichy prison. So please get dressed. We have done this
without any unpleasantness, as you see; I have not brought
any police, and there is 2 cab downstairs.”

“You are properly caught,” said one of the bailif’s men.
“It is up to you to come quickly!”

Stemnbock dressed and went downstairs, with a bailiff’s
man holding each arm, when he was 1n the cab, the driver
set off at once Itke a man who knows where to go; in half
an hour, the wretched alien found himself well and truly
under lock and key, without baving made any protest, so
great was his astomshment.

At ten o'clock he was summoned to the office of the
prison, where he found Lisbeth, who, m tears, gave him
some money so that he could live, and pay for a room
large enough to work in.

“My child,” she said, “don’'t mention your arrest to any-
one, Do not write to a living soul; 1t would rmn your
future, This disgrace must be kept hidden. I will soon get
you out I shall raise the money, never fear. Write down
for me what you would like me to bring so that you can
work. If I live, you shall scon be free.”

. “Oh, T shall owe you my bfe for the second tme!” he
cried. “I should lose more than my lfe if I were to lose
my reputation.”

Lisbeth left with joy in her heart; she hoped, by keeping
her artist under lock and key, to be able to wreck his
marriage with Hortense by saying that he was married,
had been pardoned by the efforts of hus wafe, and had left
for Russia. And m order to carsy out this plan, she went to
see the Baroness at about three o'clock, although it was
not the day when she generally dined there; but she wanted
to enjoy the tortures that her young cousin would go
through at the time when Wenceslas generally arnved.

“You will stay to dinner, Bette?” the Baroness asked,
concealing her disappointment.

“Yes, of I may ..”

“Good,” replied Hortense. “I shall go and telt them to
be punctual, because I know you don't like to be late.”

Hortense made a sign to her mother not to worry, for ,



she proposed to tell the footman to send Steinbock away
if he came; but as the footman was out, ‘Hortense had to
give this instruetion to the parformaid, and the Parlormlld
went upstairs to fetch her needlework and sit in the hall

“And my sweetheart?” said Cousin Bette t0 Hortenst
when she returned. “You don’t ask me about him any
more.”

“To be sure, how is he?" smd Hortense. “Because now
he is famous. You must be pleased!” she added, whispering
to her cousin “Everybody 1s talking about ‘Wengeslas
Steinbock.” .

“Far too much,” she replied alond, “He is losing s
head If it was only a matter of bewitching him and involv-
ing lim in the pleasures of Paris, 1 know my power: but
they say that the Czar Nichotas 1s going to pardon im, 50
as to secure the services of an artist of such talent.”

“QOh, nonsense!” said the Baroness.

“How da you know that?” Hortense asked, seized by @
sudden spasm of the heart

“But” replied the atrocious Bette, “a person to whom
he is umted by the most sacred bonds, his wife, wrot¢ ©©
him yesterday He intends to go. Ah! ke will be mad 10
feave France for Russial”™

Hortense looked imploringly at her mother, as her head
dropped to one side; the Baroness had only just time 10
reach her daughter as she fainted, white as the lace of 1!
fichu,

“Lisbeth, you have kilted my daughter' cried the Bar
oness “You were born to bring vs misfortune!™”

“Why, what have [ done, Adeline? asked the peasstt
woman, getting up with a threatening air, which the
Baroness in her distress did not notice,

#1 was wrong,” Adeline replied, supporting Hortens®
“Raing the befl!”

At that moment the door opened, and the two wome?
Jooking atound together, saw Wenceslas Steinbock, who
the cook, m the parlormaid’s absence, had admtted

“Hortense!” cried the artist, bounding toward the grot?
of three women. And he kissed his fiancée’s brow undef
her mother’s very eyes, bt so respectfully that the Barones®



could not object. This was a better restorative than smelling
salts. Hortense opened her eyes, saw Wenceslas, and her
color returned. In a few munutes she had entirely recovered.
“So this is what you have been hiding from me'™ said
Cousin Bette, smuling at Wenceslas and seemung to guess
the truth from the confusion of her two cousins. “How
did you manage to steal my sweetheart?” she asked
Hortense, leading her nto the garden.
Hortense naively told her cousmn the romance of her
,love Her mother and father, convinced that Bette would
never marry, had, she said, allowed Count Stembock’s
visits, Only Hortense, like a full-blown Agnes, put down
to chance the purchase of the group and the arnval of the
artist, who, according to ber story, had wished to find out
the name of s first purchaser Stembock presently came
out and jomed the two cousins, and thanked the spinster
effusively for her prompt deliverance Lisbeth rephed
Jesvitically to Wenceslas that, the creditor having made to
her only vague promises, she had not expected to free him
Yefore the next day, and that their moneylender, ashamed
of an unjust enforcement of the law, had no doubt antici-
pated her. The old maid, moreover, scemed delighted, and
congratulated Wenceslas on his good fortune.



So Lisbeth seemed to be playing the part of the good
angel of the family, she was in the position of being adored
by Crevel, Hulot, Wenceslas, and Hortense.

“We don’t want you to work any more,” seid the Bar-
oness “If you earn forty sous a day, not counting Sundays,
that comes to six hundred francs a year Well, how much
have you managed to save?”

“Four thousand five hundred francs.”

“Poor cousin'” said the Baroness.

She raised her eyes to heaven, so much was she moved

at the thought of all the painful privations represented by
that sum, saved in the course of thirty years Lisbeth, who

d d the of that excl read 10t
it the mocking disdan of the successful woman, and hef
hatred acquired a new rancor at the very moment when
her cousin had abandoned all her fechngs of mistrest
toward the tyrant of her childhood

“We will add to that sum ten thousand five hundred
francs,” said Adeline “We will make 1t over in trust, the
interest to go to you and the caputal to revert to Hortensé;
that means you will have an income of six hundred francs
a year”

Lisbeth to all appearances was overjoyed When she
went i, her handkerchief to her eyes, wiping away tear’
of happiness, Hartense desenibed to her all the favors tht
weie being rained down on Wenceslas, the favorite of all
the family

So when the Baron came home he found his famly all
present, for the Baroness had officially addressed Count
Stembock by the name of son, and fixed the martiage
subject to her husband’s approval, in a fortmght's tme:
And as soon as he had set foot in the drawing room the
Councilor of State was set upon by his wife and his daugh-
ter, who ran up to him, one to speak to him privately, the
other to hug him

“You have gone too far in assuming my agreement it
this way,"” said the Baron severely. “This marriage is no!
settled,” he said, with a look at Steinbock, who turne
pale
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“He knows of my arrest,” the unfortunate artist said to
himself

*“Come, children,” added the father, leading his daughter
and future son-in-law into the garden,

And he went and sat down with them on one of the
moss-grown benches of the summerhouse

“Monsieur le Comte, do you love my daughter as much
as 1 loved her mother?” the Baron asked Wenceslas.

“More, sir,” said the artist

“Her mother was the daughter of a peasant, and had not
a penny in the world,”

“Give me Hortense just as she is, without a trousseau.™

“That would be a nice thing!” said the Baron, smiling.
“Hortense is the daughter of Baron Hulot d’Ervy, Coun-
clor of State, a director of the Minstry of War, semor
officer of the Legion of Honor, brother of Count Hulot,
whose glory is immortal and who will shortly be a Marshal
of France. And . she has a dowry!™

“It is true,” said the artist, “that I must seem ambitious,
but if my dear Hortense were the daughter of a laborer, T
would marry her.”

“That is what I wanted to know,” continued the Baron
“Run away, Hortense, I want to talk to the Count, he
really loves you, you see.”

“Oh, Father, I knew that you were only joking!" replied
the happy girl

“My dear Stemnbock,” said the Baron, gracefully choos-
ing his words, and putting on all hts charm of manner when
he was alone with the artist, “I settled on my son a dowry
of two hundred thousand francs, of which the poor boy
has not recerved a farthung; he will never get a penny of it.
My daughter’s dowry will be two hundred thousand francs,
for which you will give me a recerpt.”

“Yes, Monsieur le Baron'"

“Not so fast! said the Councilor of State. “Be so good
5 to let me speak. One cannot expect from a son-in-law
the same devetion that one bas the night to expect from a
son. My son knew how much I could do, and would do,
for his future: he will be a minister, he wall easily find his
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two hundred thousand francs. But your case, young man,
is a different matter. You will receive sixty thousand francs
in five-per-cent government stock, in your wife's name
This sum will be diminished by the small allowance to be
paid to Lisbeth, but she wilt not live long—she has a weak
chest, 1 know. Do not mention this to anyone; it is 2
secret Let the poor soul die in peace My daughter will
have a trousseau worth twenty thousand francs; her mothc:
will add to it six thousand francs’ worth of her diamonds.

“Sir, you overwhelm me!” said Stemnbock, stupefied.

“As for the remaining hundred and twenty thousand
francs—" 5

“Say no more, sir,” said the artist. “I ask for nothing
but my beloved Hortense!”

“Will you listen to me, you ardent young man! As for
the remaining hundred and twenty thousand francs, I have
not got them, but you will receive them. ., .”

“Surl”

“You will receive them from the government, in ghc
form of comsmussions that I shall obtain for you, I give
you my word of honor. You shall see, You are going t0
be given a studio at the statuary depot Exhibit a few £0
statues, and I will get you elected to the Institute. In gh
circles my brother commands good will, and indeed I hope
to succeed in obtaning for you works 1n sculpture at
Versailles that will bning in a quarter of the sum. And you
will also recerve comnussions from the City of Pans and
from the House of Peers. You will have so many in fact,
my dear boy, that you will have to employ assistants. 1
will pay my debt to you in this way. You must constdet
whether a dowry so paid will suit you, whether you are
equal to 1t; consult your talents.” s

“I believe 1n my power to make my own and my wife’s
future, singlehanded, tf all else fails"” said the high—mindcd
artist

“That is what I like to hear'” exclaimed the Baron
“Splendid youth, doubting nothing! I would have scattered
armies for a woman! Well,” he said, taking the young
sculptor’s hand and shaking it, “you have my consent.
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Next Sunday the contract, and the following Sunday to the
altar; it is my wife’s birthday.”

“It1s all right,” said the Baroness to her daughter, glued
to the window. “Your father and your fiancé are shaking
handst”

On his return that evening Wenceslas discovered the
explanation of the mystery of his deliverance, he found at
the porter’s lodge a large sealed envelope containing the
account of his debt, with an official recerpt attached to the
}Jottom of the wnt, and accompanied by the following

etter:

My DEAR WENCESLAS,

1 came to see you this mornog at ten o'clock in order to intro-
duce you to a Royal Highness who wishes to meet you There I
learned that the Enghsh had taken you off to one of their small
slands called Clichy Castle

1 went at once to sce Léon de Lora, whom I told, as a Joke, that
you could not leave the country you were 1 for want of four
thousand francs, and that your future would be compromised sf
you failed to present yousself to your royal patron Fortunately,
Bridau was there, a man of gemus who has been poor humself and
who knows your story My boy, they have raised the sum between
them, and 1 am gomg to pay on your behalf the Turk who has
comrmitted the cnme of contempt of gemus by baving you locked
up As I have to be at the Tulenes by twelve I shall not be able
10 see you breathing the air of liberty once more I know you are
2 man of honor and 1 have answered for you to my two friends;
but go and see them tomorTow.

Léon and Bridan don't want money from you; they each want
you to do them a group, and they are night. That, at least, is the
opiion of one who would ke to be able to call humself your
nval, but who 1s only, your smcere fnend,

STIDMANN
PS—1 told the Prince that you would not be back from a journey
untd tomorrow, and he said, “Very well, tomorrow ”

Count Wenceslas went to bed in those purple sheets, soft
as rose petals, laid out by Faver, without one crease, that
celestial fairy godmother is even slower to bestir herself
for men of genius than either Justice or Fortune, because
Jupiter has decreed that she shall wear no bandage over
her eyes, so that she 15 continually taken in by the displays



of charlatans, attracted by their fancy dress gmd trumpets,
and wastes, watching their parades, the time that she
should spend in secking out men of ment in the obscure
corners where they are hidden

We must next explain how Baron Hulot had managed
to raise the money for Hortense’s dowry, and at the sal®
time to meet the enormous expenses of the charming flat
into which Madame Marneffe was soon to move His finan-
c1al maneuver bore the mark of the talent that Jeads wasters
and men at the mercy of passion into those quagmires it
which so many disasters awart them It is a perfect examplé
of the remarkable gentus that vices 1nspie, to which we
must attribute those fours de force that ambitious or volup-
tuous men, or for that matter all servants of the devih
sometimes manage to carry off.

CHAPTER XIV

ON the previous day the old man Johann Fischer, unable
to pay back the thirty thousand francs which he had rassed
for his nephew, had found that it would be necessary fof
him to file a petiion for bankruptcy unless the Baron
repaid him

This worthy old man, with white hair, seventy years of
age, had such a blind faith in Hulot, who for this Bond~
partist was a beam of the Napoleonic sun, that he WS
walking calmly up and down with the banker’s clerk 12
the back room of the little ground-floor property, rentes
for exght hundred francs 2 year, mn which he directed his
extensive corn and forage business.

“Marguenite has gone to get the money close by,” ¢
told hum.

The other man, in the gray and silver uniform, was 50
sure of the Alsatian’s honesty that he was prepared 10
leave his bills for thirty thousand francs with him; but the
old man made lim stay, observing to hum that 1t was 20t
yet eight o’clock. A cab drove up, and the old man husried
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out and held out his hand in sublime confidence to the
Baren, who handed him thirty thousand-franc notes,

“Go three doors further down. I will explam later,” said
old Fischer. “Here you are, young man,” said the old man,
returning and counting out the notes to the bank’s repre-
sentative, whom be then saw to the door.

When the man from the bank was out of sight Fischer
called back the cab in which sat hus eminent nephew,
Napoleon’s night hand, and said as he led him mnto the
house, “You don’t want the Bank of France to know that
you have advanced me the thirty thousand francs after
endorsing the bills? It 1s bad enough as it 1s that they should
bear the signature of a man like yourself!”

“Come to the end of your garden, Uncle Fischer,” sard
the high official. “How’s your heart?” he went on, seating
himself beneath an arbor of vine and scrutimzing hum as
a slave-dealer might scrutimze a deputy

“Good enough to put your money on,” the httle dry,
thin, bright-eyed old man rephed gaily

“Does the heat worry you?”

“On the contrary ”

“What do you say to Africa?”

“A fine country! The French went there with the Little
Corporal,”

“If we are all to be saved, it means your going to
Afnica.”

“What about my business?”

“An official of the Mrnstry of War who is retiring and
who has nothing to live on will buy your business from
you”

“And what am I to do 1n Algena?

“Rase supplies of food for the Army, gram and forage;
T have your commussion ready signed You will be able to
buy your provistons i the country at seventy per cent
Iess than the price that you will enter on your accounts
to us,”

“How shall I raise them?”

“By raids, and levies, and from the khalifats. Thgre are
Quantities of grain and fodder in Algeria; very little is
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known about the country, although we have been there
for eight years. When this produce 1s in the hands of Arabs
we take it from them on a number of pretexts; then W!’lﬂl
it is i our hands the Arabs try to get it back. There is 2
great deal of competihion, but nobody knows exactly how
much 15 stolen on both sides one way and another. There
is not time, in the open field, to measure corn in hec(f_’llms
as they do n the Paris market, or fodder as they do in the
Rue de I'Enfer. The Arab chiefs are like our own Spabis;
they prefer hard cash, and therefore they sell the goods
very cheap, The requirements of the Army, on the qlhcr
hand, are constant, and we are willing to pay exorbitant
prices, calculated on the difficulty of getting supplies and
on the risks of transport That s Algeria from the stand-
point of an Army contractor It 1s a chaos, tempered by
the red tape of all new administrations We shall have no
clear notion of what is going on there for the next twels
years, we bureaucrats, but private mdividuals have eyes
in thewr heads, so I am sending you there to make 2
fortune I am putting you there as Napoleon used to put
a poor marshal in charge of a kingdom where smugghng
could be carried on secretly I am ruined, my dear Fischers
1 must have a hundred thousand francs within a year from
now.” .

“I see no harm in getting it out of the Arabs,” replied
the Alsatian calmly. “It was done under the Empire *

“The man who 15 going to buy your business will be
coming to see you this morning, and will give you ten
thousand francs,” Baron Hulot continued, “Is that enough
for you to get to Africa?”

The old man nodded hts assent.

“As for funds, you need not worry once you are out
there,” the Baron went on “I will keep the rest of the
price for your business. I need 1t »

“You are welcome to everything, even my blood,” satd
the old man.

“Oh' don’t worry,” said the Baron, aftrtbuung to his
uncle greater perspicacity than he in fact had, “as far as our
dealings with the excise are concerned, your honesty will
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not be questioned Everything depends on the central
authonty; and since I have made all the appointments out
there myself, 1 have confidence in them This, Uncle
Fischer, is a dead secret; I can trust you and I have spoken
to you frankly and without mincing matters.”

“It shall be done,” said the old man. “And for how
long?”

“Two years' You will have made a hundred thousand
francs on your own account, that you can retire on happily
in the Vosges!”

“It shall be done just as you wish, my honor is yours,”
said the httle old man calmly

“That is what I like to see 1n men And by the way, you
will see your great-ntece happily married before you leave;
she is going to be a Countess ”

But levies, raiding the raiders, and the price given by
the officer for the Fischer business, could not immediately
raise the sixty thousand francs of Hortense’s dowry, in-
cluding the trousseau, worth another five thousand francs,
and the forty thousand francs already spent, or shortly to
be spent, on Madame Marneffe How, then, had the Baron
raised the thirty thousand francs that he had just brought?
As follows. A'few days before Hulot had taken out hfe
insurance pohcies for the sum of a hundred and fifty
thousand francs, for three years, with two different insur-
ance compantes Provided with these msurance pohcies, on
which he had paid the premium, he had spoken as follows
to Baron de Nucingen, Peer of France, as he sat with him
in the cab 1n which they were both leaving a sitting of the
Chamber, on his way, 1n fact, to dine with him.

“Baron, I need seventy thousand francs, and I am going
to ask you to lend them to me You must nominate a
deputy to whom I will make over, the night to draw my
salary; this amounts to twenty-five thousand francs per
annum, which comes to seventy-five thousand francs, m
three years. You will say, ‘But supposing you die””

The Baron nodded his assent.

“Here is an nsurance policy for a hundred and ﬁf:y
thousand francs, which I will hand over to you unt! eighty



thousand francs have been paid to you,” the Baron cot-
tinued, drawing a paper from his pocket.

“And what if you are dismissed?” said the millonaire
Baron in his mimitable German-Jewish accent, with 2 smilé:

‘The other Baron, n Ionaire, became thoughtful

“But do not worry, 1 did not ratse the objection except
only to point out to you that I have some merit in givisg
you the money. You must be 1n great straits, then, for the
bank has your signature?”

“I am marrying my daughter,” sard Baron Hulot, “and
1 have no money, like all those who have continued 10
serve the government in these thankless times, when five
hundred bourgeois sitting on benches do not know how to
reward servants of the state as the Emperor did ”

“Well, you kept Josépha!” the Peer of France went 0%
“which explams everything! Between ourselves, the Dic
d’Hérouville did you a great service 1n taking off that Jeech
who was draiming your purse ‘I, too, have known that
sorrow, and withstood 1t,”” he added, under the impres
ston that he was quoting French verse. “Listen to g0
advice, my friend- shut up shop, or you will be rumed "

This dubious transaction was put into execution throuf
the intermediary of a little moneylender called Vauvinet
one of those agents that large banking houses keep in the
background, like the small fish that attend upon sharks
This apprentice jackal promsed to Baron Hulot (so eag®f
was he to obtan the favor of that eminent man) to 13i%¢
thirty thousand francs for him 1n exchange-notes for mnety
days, with the option of remewing them four times, and
pledging himself not to put them into circulation.

Fischer's successor had to give forty thousand francs for
his busmess, with the promise of the good will of ¢
fodder trade in a department near Paris. .

Such was the termble maze in which this passion nad
involved a man whose honesty had hitherto been beyond
reproach, one of the most able administrators in tH°

pol government, pecul to pay for usury, usury -
to pay for hus passtons and to marry off his daughter. A%
this elaborate scrence of prodigality, all these efforts, we® l
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expended in order to impress Madame Marneffe, to be a
Juputer to that middle-class Danae. A man would not have
had to spend more energy, more intelligence, more enter-
pnse, in order to make an honest fortune than the Baron
displayed in running his bead nto a hornet’s nest: he
attended to the affairs of his department, he hurried up
the upholsterers, he saw the workmen, he supervised even
the minutest detarls of the Rue Vanneau establishment.
Although his time was wholly taken up with Madame
Marneffe, he attended the situngs of the Chamber; he
managed to be everywhere at once, and nexther his family
nor anyone else observed his preoccupations.

Adeline, astomshed to learn that her uncle was saved,
on seeing a dowry mcluded m the contract, 1n the mudst of
her happiness that Hortense’s marriage was accomphshed
upon such honorable terms, felt a trace of anxety, but
on the eve of her daughter’s marnage, which the Baron
arranged should comcide with the day on which Madame
Marneffe was to take possession of her flat in the Rue
Vanneau, Hector brought his wife’s astorushment to an
end by the foll minstertal :

“Adeline, our daughter 1s now married, and our worries
on that account are at an end. The moment has come for
us to withdraw from the world, because now I am within
three years of retirement, when I shall have qualified for my
pension. Why should we continue with expenses that are
o longer necessary? The rent of our house is six thousand
francs a year, we have four maids, we spend thurty thou-
sand francs per annum on housekeeping If you want me
to fulfill my engagements—for I have mortgaged my salary
for three years in exchange for the sums necessary for
establishing Hortense, and for paying your uncle—"

“Ah! You have done right, my dear'” she said, inter-
rupting her husband and kissing his hands.

This confession put an end to Adehne’s fears.

“I shall have a few Lttle sacrifices to ask of you,” he
went on, withdrawing his hands and placing a kiss on his
wife’s forehead. “I have heard of a very good first-floor
flat in the Rue Plumet, very handsome, with fine carved
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paneling, which would cost only fifteen hundred francs.
where you would only need one maid for yourself, and 1
would make do, for myself, with a boy.”

“Yes, my dear.”

“By cutting down our housekeeping expenses, and at the
same time preserving appearances, you would no longer
need to spend more than six thousand francs a year, apart
from my personal expenses, for which I will make myself
responsible .

The generous wife flung her arms around her husband's
neck, entirely happy

“What a pleasure to be able to prave to you once more
how much I love you! she cried “And what a resourceful
man you are!”

“We will have our family to dinner once a week, and, 25
you know, I rarely dine at home, you can very well dine
twice a week with Victoria, and twice with Hortense, and,
as I hope to manage a complete reconciliation with Cievel,
we will dine with him once a week, and these five dinners
and our own will make up the week, 1f we allow for a fo¥
invitations outside the family.”

“I will economize for you,” said Adeline

“Ah' he exclamed “You are the pearl of women”

“My dear divine Hector! X shall bless you to my dying
day,” she replied, “for having married darling Hortense 50
well

This was the beginrung of the end of beautiful Baroness
Hulot’s home, and of her aband solemnly pr d
to Madame Marneffe

Crevel, fat and self-umportant, who was, as a matter of
course, invited to be present at the signing of the marri2g®
contract, behaved as if the scene with which this narrative
opened had never taken place, as if he bore no grude®
against Baron Hulot Célestin Crevel was amiable; he was,
as wsual, a Ittle too much the ex-perfumer, but he had
begun to aspire to a majestic bearing sice he had becomé
a major He talked of dancing at the wedding.

“Fair lady,” he said graciously to Baroness Hulotr
“people like ourselves krow how to forget, Do not banish
me from your home, and deign to adorn my house some-




times by visiting it with your children. Don’t worry, I will
never say a word of that which les at the bottom of my
heart T don’t know what possessed me, because I should
lose too much if T were never to see you agamn.”

“Sir, an honest woman has no ears for speeches like
those you refer to, and if you keep your promise you may
be sure that no one will be more glad than myself to see
the end of the coolness—these things are always painful 1n
fambies.”

“Well, you great sulky brute,” said Baron Hulot, leading
Crevel into the garden by force, “you are always avotding
me, even 11 my own house, Why should two old admirers
of the fair sex quarrel over a skirt? Really, you know, it’s
t00 vulgar altogether!”

“Sir, T am not a handsome man ltke you, and my few
attractions make 1t impossible for me to make good my
Josses as easily as you can.”

“You are bemng sarcastic,” said the Baron

“That is permissible on the part of the vanqushed
toward the victor.”

The conversation begun on this note ended 1 a complete
reconcihation, all the same, Crevel reserved his nght to
have his revenge

Madame Marneffe was eager to be mvited to Made-
moiselle Hulot's wedding In order to see his future mistress
in lus own drawing room, the Councilor of State was
obliged to ask all the staff of his department, down to and
including the grade of deputy head clerk, therefore a large
ball became necessary The Baroness, with an eye to
economizing, calculated that an evemng party would cost
less than a dinner, and would make it possible to invite
more people Hortense’s marriage, therefore, created quite
a stir. Marshal Prince Wissembourg and the Baron de
Nucingen were the witnesses on behalf of the bride, and
the Counts de Rastignac and Popmot for Steinbock.
Besides this, since Count Stembock had msen to fame,
members of the highest circles of the Polish colony had
taken him up, and the artist felt bound to invite them The
State Council, as well as the Barou’s own department, 2nd
the Army, out of compliment to Count de Forzheim, were



all repiesented at their highest levels, It was estimated that
there would be two hundred indispensable invitations
What more natural, then, that little Madame Marneffe
should be all eagerness to appear in her glory in the midst
of such an assembly?

It was now a month since the Baroness had devoted the
price of her dramonds to furnishing her daughter’s house,
she had, however, kept the best for her trousseau. This sale
brought in fifteen thousand francs, five thousand of which
went toward the cost of Hortense’s trousseau And what

were ten thousand francs toward furnishing the yousg °

couple’s flat, 1f we consider the requirements of modern
Iuxury? But young Monsieur and Madame Hulot, old
Crevel, and the Count de Forzheim gave handsome pres-
ents, for the old uncle had kept a sum in reserve for the
purchase of silver plate Thanks to these various contribu-
tions, the most exacting woman in Pans would have been
satisfied with the way 1 which the young couple were set
up m the flat they had chosen in the Rue Saint-Domintque,
near the Invalides Everything in it seemed in harmony
with therr love, so pure, so open and so sincere on both
sides,

At last the great day came, for 1t was to be a great day
for the father as well as for Hortense and Wenceslas, for
Madame Marneffe had decided to give a housewarming
at her home the day after the one on which she was to
become the Baron’s mustress, that of the marriage of the
two lovers.

‘Who has not, once in his Iife, been a guest at a weddmg
ball? I refer every reader to his own memories; each of us
will smile, to be sure, as we evoke again all those people in
their Sunday best and faces to match, If any soctal event
proves the influence of surroundmgs surely 1t 15 2 wedding
reception The festive mood of some reacts so powerfully
on the rest that even those most accustonmied to wearnng
dress clothes soon look as if they belonged to the number
of those for whom a wedding 15 a great event 1n ther lLives.
And think of those serious ones. old men to whom all
events are so equally indifferent that they have kept to their
everyday black suits; the older married men whose faces



bear the marks of the bitter experiences of the life that the
young are only begmnning; the gay sparks like carbon-
dioxide bubbles 1n champagne, and the young girls full
of envy, the women taken up with the thought of thetr
clothes, and poor relations whose skimped finery contrasts
with the men in full dress; think of the gourmands who
are only the and the card
players with no thought except for the games . there they
all are, rich and poor, envious and envied, the cynics and
the dreamers, all arranged like flowers 1 a basket about
that rarest blossom, the bride A wedding reception is 2
world in mmiature.

‘When the excitement was at 1ts height Crevel took the
Barons arm and whispered to him in the most natural
manner possible, “By Jove, what a pretty woman, over
there in pink, making eyes at you!”

“Which one?”

“The wife of that deputy head cletk you' ‘re promoting,
heaven knows why! Madame Marneffe.”

“How do you know that?”

“Listen, Hulot, I will try to forgive zll the injuries you
have done me if you will introduce me to her, and in
return I will ask you to meet Héloise. Everybody is asking
who that charmng creature can be Are you sure that no
one in your department will tumble to the way in which
her husband’s nomination was signed? You lucky devil,
she is worth more than a department I would gladly work
in her office .  Come on, Cinna, let us be friends ”

“Never better,” said the Baron to the perfumer, “and
T promise to behave myself Withm a month I will ask you
to dine with that httle angel . . for she is an angel, old
Td:oy. Take my advice and follow my example—give up the

evil

Cousin Bette, who had moved to the Rue Vanneau, to
a pretty Iittle flat on the third floor, left the ball at ten
o'clock to go home and look at her bonds representing an
income of twelve hundred francs, one of them was in the
nzame of Count Stemnbock, the other of the young Madame
Hulot, This will explain how Monsieur Crevel came to
speak of Madame Marneffe to his fiend Hulot, and to




know of a matter of which the rest of the world was
ignorant; for in Monsieur Mamefle’s absence only Cousin
Bette, the Baron, and Valérie were in the secret.

The Baron had made the mistake of giving Madame
Marneffe a dress obviously much too expensive for the
wife of a deputy head clerk; other wives were jealous, both
of Valénie’s dress and of her beauty, there were whisper-
ings behind fans, because the fact that the Marneffes were
hard up was common knowledge in the department; "h‘
clerk had been asking for more money at the very time
when the Baron had fallen for his wife, And besides,
Hector was unable to conceal his delight at the spectacle
of Valéne’s success, as, decorous, ladylike, and envied, she
underwent that attentive scrutiny that so many womett
dread when they enter a new environment for the first time.

Having seen Ius wife, his daughter, and his son-in-law
into a carniage, the Baron looked for an opportuntty 0
shp away d, leaving hus son-in-law and daughter
to play the host and hostess He got into Madame Mar-
neffe’s carniage to see her home; but he found her silent
and thoughtful, almost melancholy.

“My happiness makes you very sad, Valérie,” he said,
drawmng her toward him in the darkness of the cab.

“Why, my dear, must not a poor woman always be 2
little sad when she first falls from virtue, even when hef
husband’s ill-treatment entitles her to her freedom? DO
you mmagmne that T have no soul, no farth, no religion?
Your exultation this evenng was most indiscreet, and yoU
have drawn attention to me in the most odious way. Reallys
2 schoolboy would have had more idea of how to behave
And all those women have been pickmg me to pieces Wi
the aid of looks and sarcastic remarks! What woman does
not value her reputation” You have ruined me! Oh' I 2%
yours now' and T have no longer any means of jusnfyiﬂ%
my fault except by being faithful to you ... Monster!”
she said, laughing, and letung him kiss her “You knew
very well what you were doing! Madame Coquet, the wif¢
of our chief clerk, came and sat beside me to admmire My
lace, ‘It 1s English, she said. ‘Was it very expensive?” 1
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don’t know,’ T said to her. ‘It was my mother's; I can’t
afford to buy things like that."”

" Madame Marneffe had succeeded, in fact, in so fascinat-
ing the old Empire beau that he thought that he was
persuading her to be unfaithful for the first time, and that
he had nspired her with a passion strong enough to make
her forget her duties She told him that the odtous Marneffe
had neglected her from the vilest of motives Ever since,
she had gladly lived the life of the most virtuous young
gul, for marriage seemed to her so horrible, This was the
reason for her present sadness.

“What if love should be like marriage?” she said tear~
fully,

These lying coquetries, that nearly all women in Valé-
rie’s situation can produce wholesale, filled the Baron with
visions of the roses of the seventh heaven. So Valérie
played up to the Baron, while the lovesick artist and
Hortense waited, a little tmpauently perhaps, until the
Baroness had bestowed her last blessing and her last kiss
on the young girl

At seven 1n the mornmg the Baron, at the height of
happiness—for he had found 1n his Valérie all the inno-
cence of a young girl, combined with the most consummate
deviltry—returned to relieve young Monsieur and Madame
Hulot of their fatigue duty. Those merrymakers, most of
them strangers to the house, who end by taking possession
of the place at all weddings, were stll dancing their
interminable figure dances called cotillions, and the bouil-
lotte players were still clustering round the tables, where
old Crevel had won six thousand francs.

‘The papers distributed by the newsvendors next mormng
contained the following short item in the Pans gossip
column:

The marriage was celebrated this morning at the Church of St.
Thomas d’Aquin, of Count Steinbock and Mademoselle Hortense
Hulot, daughter of Baron Hulot d'Ervy, Councilor of State and a
Director of the Munistry of War, niece of the famous Count de
Forzheim. This ceremony drew a large gathering Amongst those
Present were several of our artistic celebrities: Léon de Lora,

145



Joseph Bridau, Stidmann, Bixiou, eminent officials of the Mansstry
of War, the Council of State, and several members of both Cham-
bers; besides distnguished members of the Polish colony, Counts
Paz, Laginski, etc

Count Wenceslas Stenbock is a grand-nephew of the fameus
general who served under Charles XII, King of Sweden The your§
Count, after taking part n the Polsh rising, found refuge
France, where his well.merited fame as a sculptor has gatoed for
Tim his papers of naturahzation

So, 1n spite of the desperate financial straits of Baron
Hulot d'Ervy, nothing was wanung that public opmniot
demands, not even the p given by the newspap
to his daughter’s marriage, whose celebration was m every
particular the same as that of his son and Mademorselle
Crevel This occasion went some way toward snﬂmg“he
current rumors about the Director’s financial situation
and at the same tme the dowry given to his daughtet
explained the necessity he was in of having to ‘borrow
money. .

Here, then, ends the ntroduction to this story This
account 15, to the drama that follows 1t, what premises &%
to a proposition, and what the prologue 1s to 2 classicat
tragedy.

CHAPTER XV

IN Pans, when a woman decides to make a trade and
profession of her beauty, 1t does not necessarily follow that
she will make her fortune One meets in that city Tovely
creatures, full of wit, iving in dreadful shabbiness, an
ending 1n squalor lives begun m pleasure The reasan ®
thus, 1t 15 not enough to adopt the shameful career of i
courtesan, hoping to profit by 1ts advantages, while retail
ing the externals of a respectable middle-class wife Vi
does not come by 1ts triumphs so easily, 1t is like gerss
in this respect, that both require a whole concourse o
favorable circumstances to bring nto play the happy
combination of fortune and talent, oot

Elimmate the strange prelude of the Revolution, and the
Emperor could no longer have existed, he would have beet



nothing more than a second Fabert Venal beauty without
amateurs, without celebnity, without the cross of dishonor
that is won by squandering fortunes, 1s a Correggio in an
atfre, genius dying m a garret. In Paris a Lars, then, must
first of all find a rich man to fall for her charms sufficiently
to pay therr price Above all, she must keep up a high
standard of elegance—for this 15 her trade-mark—have
sufficiently good manners to flatter men’s self-respect, and
possess that Sophie Arnould wit that stimulates the apathy
of nch men; and finally she must arouse the destres of
libertines by seeming to be farthful to one only, whose good
fortune 15 envied by the rest.

These conditions, which women of that class call luck,
are quite difficult to realize in Pars, for all that it is a city
of mlhonaires and idlers, the bored and the sophisticated.
Providence, 1t seems, has set a strong defense about the
homes of clerks and the lower-middle classes in general,
for whom such difficulues are at least doubled by the
society in which they move All the same, there are enough
Madame Marneffes in Pans for Valéne to represent a
type 1n this history of manners Among these women, some
follow, at the same time, real passion and financial neces-
sity, like Madame Colleville, who was for so long attached
to one of the most distinguished orators of the Left, Keller
the banker, others are inspired by vamity, ke Madame
de ta Baudraye, who remained almost respectable in spite
of her elopement with Lousteau, some are drawn in by
their desire for fine clothes, others by the mmpossibility of
making ends meet m a household run on obviously too
Lttle money. The meanness of the State, or Parhament, if
you like, 15 at the root of many musfortunes, and engenders
many kinds of corruption. It is at present the fashion to
express much sympathy with the lot of the working classes,
who are d as bemng 1 by the 1
manufacturers, but the State 1s a hundred tmes harder
than the most grasping mdustralist—it carries its economy
1 the matter of salanes to the pomnt of absurdity. 1f you
work hard, mndustry will pay you in proportion to your
effort; but what does the State do for all its obscure and
conscientious workers?
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To stray from the paths of virtue is, for 2 married
woman, an inexcusable fault, but there are degrees ‘even
here Some women, far from becoming depraved, hide
their faults and remain respectable women, like the two
whose stories have just been mentioned, while others add
to their other faults the shame of becoming gamblers.
Madame Marrneffe is, as 1t were, the type of the ambitious
married courtesan who from the first accepts depravity it
all its implications, and who sets out to make her fortun®
by amusing herself, with no scruples as to the means
neatly all of these have, like Madame Marneffe, husbar{di
who are their confederates and accomplices. These Machia-
vellis in petircoats are the most dangerous; and of all the
Xinds of evil women in Paris they arc the worst. Redl
courtesans Iike Josépha, Madame Schontz and Malaga,
Jenny Cadine and the rest, by the very openness of th¢
sttuation, carry a warning as unmistakable as the red lamp
of prostitution, or the flares of gambling dens. A ma#
knows, therefore, that he goes that way at his penl. But
the sugary respectability, the appearances of virtue, and
the hypocritical bearng of a married woman who nevef
lets anything be seen except the vulgar necessities of house-
keeping, and who appears to refuse all excesses, involv
men in unspectacular ruin, all the more remarkable in that
the victims can find excuses, without, however, being able
to account for it It 1s the ignoble bills of household
accounts, not gay dissipation, that eat up fortunes. “The
father of a family goes ingloriously to his ruin, and without
the major consolation of gratified vanity,

Ths little lecture will go home to the hearts of many 2
famly, Madame Marneffes are to be found on all levels of
society, even at Court, for Valérie is a sad reality, painled
from the lfe down to the smallest detail Unfortunatells
this portrait will cure no one of the folly of falling for thos¢
sweetly smiling angels with pensive looks, 1nnocent faces:
and cash-boxes for hearts.

About three years after Hortense’s marnage, in 1841,
everybody said that Baron Hulot d’Ervy had settled dow?
“put up his horses,” as the first surgeon of Louis XV put
it, when, in fact, Madame Marneffe was costing him twic®
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as much as he had spent on Josépha But Valérie, although
always very nicely dressed, affected the simplicity of the
wife of a subordmate official; she confined her Iuxury to
her dressing gowns and house frocks. In this way she
sacrificed her Parisian vanity to her dear Hector. Never-
theless, when she went to the theater she always appeared
in a charming hat, wearing a dress in the latest fashion,
the Baron fetched her 1n a carnage, to an expensive box.

The flat, which occupied the whole of the second floor
of a modern buildimg in the Rue Vanneau, between a
forecourt and a garden, exuded respectability. Its luxury
consisted in good-quality chintz curtains and m good, sohd
furmture. The bedroom was the exception, and offered the
rich profusion of the Jenny Cadines and the Madame
Schontzes. There were lace curtams, cashmere hangings,
brocade portieres, a chimney-prece whose ornaments were
designed by Stidmann, and a Lttle cabmet crammed with
knicknacks Hulot would not consent to see his Valéne
n any setting 1nferior 1 magnificence to Josépha's dung~
hill of imiquity in gold and pearls. As to the two principal
rooms, the drawing room had been furmshed in red
damask and the dining room in carved oak. And, wishing
to have everything to match, the Baron, at the end of six
months, had added solid luxury to ephemeral, by giving
her such valuable household property as, for example, a
set of silver plate costing over twenty-four thousand francs.

Within two years Madame Marneffe’s house had ac-
quired the reputation of being a very pleasant one There
was gambling Valérie herself was soon known as a pleasant
and amusing woman. A rumor was spread, in order to
explain her changed circumstances, of an enormous legacy
from her natural father, Marshal Montcornet, left in trust.
With forethought, Valérie had added religion to social
hYPOCrisy. She was punctilious in her Sunday observance,
and enjoyed all the honors due to piety. She collect_ed‘fot
the Church, belonged to a women’s charitable association,
contributed consecrated bread, and did a certain amount
of good among the poor of the neighborhood, and all at
Hector’s expense. So that everything in her household had
the mark of respectability, and many people affirmed that
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To stray from the paths of virtue is, for a married
woman, an inexcusable fault, but there are degrees evet
here. Some women, far from becoming depraved, hide
their faults and remain respectable women, like the e
whose stories have just been mentioned, while others add
to therr other faults the shame of becoming gamh!_m
Madame Marneffe is, as it were, the type of the ambitions
married courtesan who from the first accepts depravity in
all its implications, and who sets out to make her fortust
by amusing herself, with no scruples as to_the means;
nealy all of these have, like Madame Mamefle, husbands
who are their confederates and accomplices. These Machia-
vellis in petticoats are the most dangerous; and of all the
¥inds of evil women in Paris they are the worst. Re:
courtesans like Josépha, Madame Schontz and Malags
Jenny Cadine and the rest, by the very openness of the
situation, carry a warmng as unmistakable as the red lamp
of prostitution, or the flares of gambling dens, A M
knows, therefore, that he goes that way at his peril. But
the sugary respectability, the appearances of viftue, and
the hypocritical beanng of a married woman who nevel
lets anything be seen except the vulgar necessities of house*
keepimg, and who appears to refuse all excesses, imvolve
men in unspectacular ruin, all the more remarkable in that
the victims can find excuses, without, however, being sble
to account for 1t It 15 the ignoble bills of Hhouseho!
accounts, not gay dissipation, that eat up fortunes The
father of a family goes ingloriously to his ruin, and without
the major consolation of gratfied vanity.

This little lecture will go home to the hearts of many
farmily. Madame Marnefles are to be found on all Tevels of
society, even at Court, for Valérie is a sad reality, painte!
from the life down to the smallest detail, Unfortunatell:
this portrait will cure no one of the folly of falling for thost
sweetly smiling angels with pensive looks, innocent fact
and cash-boxes for hearts,

About three years after Hortense's marriage, in 1841,
everybody said that Baron Hulot d'Ervy had settled dovf
“put up his horses,” as the first surgeon of Louis XV PU
it, when, 1n fact, Madame Marneffe was costing him twc
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of men of similar tastes and outlook, all interested in
maintaining and proclaiming the infinite ments of the
mistress of the house The real Holy Alliance in Paris, they
say, is that of complicity in vice Interests always fall apart
in the end, but there is always an understanding among
the wicked.

Wrthin three months of moving into the Rue Vanneau
flat Madame Marneffe was entertammg Monsieur Crevel,
who had just been made mayor of his borough and an
officer of the Legion of Honor Crevel had hesttated for a
long time, 1t had meant giving up the well-known umform
of the National Guard, 1 which he strutted at the Tuileries,
thinking himself as much a soldter as the Emperor himself,
but ambition, urged on by Madame Marneffe, proved
stronger than vamty. The Mayor had decided that his
laison with Mademoiselle Hélosse Brisetout was quite in-
compatible with his politrcal status Long before his acces-
sion to the bourgeors throne of the mayor his gallantries
had been wrapped 1n the deepest mystery But Crevel, as
the reader may have guessed, had purchased the right
of taking, as often as possible, hus revenge for the loss of
Josépha at the price of a settlement yielding an interest of
six thousand francs 1n the name of Valéne Fortin—for the
wife of the good Marneffe owned her property independ-
ently, Valérie, mheniting perhaps from her mother the
particular talent of the kept woman, had read the character
of that grotesque admurer at a glance, the phrase “I have
never had a lady,” spoken by Crevel to Lisbeth, and
repeated by Lisbeth to her dear Valéne, had counted for
a great deal m the transaction to which she owed her six
thousand francs of interest mn five-per-cents. From that
time she had never allowed her prestige to diminish m the
eyes of César Burotteau's one-tume traveler.

Crevel had marrred the daughter of a miller of Bne, the
only child, what 1s more, whose inhentance bad brought
him three-quarters of his fortune, for as a rule, when
shopkeepers grow rich 1t 1s not so much from their business
as by a combination of trade and rural economy Any
number of farmers, millers, graziers, and market gardeners
round Pans covet for their daughters the glosies of the



counter, and regard a retailer, a jeweler, a moneylender,
as a much more desirable son-in-law than a solicator or an
attorney, whose social status makes them uneasy, they ar¢
afraid of later bemng despised by these exalted members of
the middle class. Madame Crevel, rather plain, very vulgar
and stupid, had died early, having given her husband no
other pleasures but those of paternity; therefore, 1 the
early days of his business career, this libertine, restricted
by the duties of his position, and held in check by poverty,
had suffered the torments of Tantalus. In touch with—to
use his own expression—the most elegant women 1n Paris
he ushered them to the door with the servility of a shop-
keeper, at the same time adminng therr grace, their way
of wearing their clothes—all the indefinable marks of what
we call good breeding To aspire to one of these fairies of
the drawing room had been the dream of his youth, smce
hidden in the depths of his heart. To win the favors of
Madame Marneffe was, therefore, not only the realization
of his chimera, but also a matter of pride, vamty, and self-
respect, as we have scen His ambition increased with
success, his head was completely turned, and when the
mnd 1s captivated, the heart responds, and every pleasur®
is increased tenfold. Besides this, Madame Marnefie offered
him refinements of pleasure that he had never before
experienced, for neither Josépha nor Hélosse had toved ‘
him; whereas Madame Marneffe thought fit to decer®
completely 2 man i whom she saw an inexhaustible source
of money. The deceptions of feigned love are more be-
witching than the reality itself. True love involves lovers'
quarrels that cut to the quick, but a quarrel in fun, on th¢
contrary, flatters the vanity The rare opportunities accorded
to Crevel kept his passion at white heat He was forevet
pitng himself agamnst Valéne's virtuous severity, het
feigned remorse; she would ask what her father must be
thinking of her in the Heaven of the brave He had ©
overcome a kind of coldness, over which the clever Jeading
lady, in seeming to yreld before the shopkeeper’s consum-
ing passion, allowed him to think he trumphed; but she
would always resume, as if ashamed, her bearing of 2
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respectable woman, and her ais of virtue, like any Eng-
lishwoman; and always crushed her Crevel with the weight
of her digmity, for Crevel had, from the very first, swal~
lowed her claim to be virtuous. Valérie had, in fact, special
Iines of tenderness that made her no less indispensable to
Crevel than she was to the Baron. In public she presented
an enchanting combination of modest and pensive inno-
cense, an 1rreproachable propriety, wit ent by charm,
" grace, and Creole indolence, but in private she outdid any
courtesan, then she was daring, amusing, and fertile 1n her
inventiveness A contrast of this kind 15 a source of dehight
to a man of Crevel's stamp, he flatters himself that he is
the unique author of this comedy, and thinkmng that 1t is
played exclusively for his benefit, laughs at the exquisite
hypocrisy of 1t while be admires the woman who acts the
part .
Valérie had taken complete possession of Baron Hulot,

and had induced lum to grow old by one of those subtle

forms of flattery that so well llustrate the diabolical talent

of such women Even with the best of constitutions, a

moment comes when, hike a besieged fort that for a long

time has kept up a gallant defense, the true state of affairs

will out Foreseemng the approaching collapse of the old

beau of the Empire, Valérie made up her mind to hasten it

“Why do you take so much trouble, my old veteran?”

. she said to him six months after thewr clandestine and
doubly adulterous marriage. “Have you still pretensions?
Do you want to be unfaithful to me? I should like you so
much better 1f you stopped using make-up. Surely you
don't imagme that I love you for a halfpennyworth of
polish on your boots, your rubber stays, your tight waist-
coat, and your dyed hair? Besides, the older you look the
less T shall be afraid that my Hulot will be carried off by a
rival?”

Trusting, therefore, mn the hi 1y friendship no less
than in the love of Madame Marneffe, with whom, more-
over, he intended to end his days, the Councilor of State
followed this private hint and gave up dyeing his hair and
whiskers After receiving this touching declaration from
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Valérie, the splendid, hand Hector apy d one fine
morning gray-baired. Madame Mamefle easily convinced
her dear Hector that she had nouced the white line made
by the growth of his hair a hundred times.

“White hair smts your face beautifully,” she said when
she saw him; “1t softens 1t, you look so much nicet, abso-
lutely charming ™

And the Baron, having once started on this course,

t Tus leather and hus stays; he left off
all his bracings; his stomach fell, and he became noticeably
portly. The oak became a tower, and the heaviness of his
movements was all the more alarming because the Baron
had aged enormously 1n the role of Louis XIT. His eye-
brows were sull black, and vaguely recalled the handsome
Hulot, 25 in some feudal wall a faint getail of sculpture
remains to suggest what the chiteau must have been in its
great days, This discordant detail made hys expression, stil
youthful and lively, alf the more strange 1 his 1anned face,
for where the ruddy coloning of a Rubens had so long
flovrished a certain reddentng and the deep tension of the
wninkles betrayed the struggles of passton in rebellion
against the course of nature Hulot was at this time one of
those splendid human runs m which virility asserts itself
in tufts of hair 1n the ears and nose and on the hands, ke
that moss that grows on the all but etesnal monuments of
the Roman Empire,

How had Valéne managed 10 keep Crevel and Hulot
side by side mn her house, while the vindictive Mayor was
all for open tnumph over Hulot? Leaving this question
unanswered for the moment, to be unfolded 10 the course
of the story, we wall merely observe that Lisbeth and
Valérie had between them constructed an enormous piece
of machinery whose operation was tending toward this
tesult. Marneffe, seeing his wife improved by the setting
in which she was now enthroned, like the sun at the center
of a sofar system, scermed alsa, 1 the eyes of the world, 10
have been kindled once moye by her fires, and 1o be guite
mad about her. But if thig sealousy on the part of the good
Marneffe made fum something of a spailspart, it also added
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enormously to the value of Valérie’s favors. Marneffe
nevertheless evinced a confidence in his director that de-
generated 1nto an absurd complaisance. But he would not
stand Crevel at any price.

Marneffe, wrecked by debaucheries peculiar to great
cities, described by the Roman poets, but for which our
modern decency has no name, had become as hdeous as
an anatomical specimen 1 wax But this walking disease,
dressed in a good suit, balanced its spindle shanks 1n ele-
gant trousers That shrunken chest was perfumed 1n fine
hnen, and musk disgmsed the fetid odors of human cor-
ruption This hideous example of expiring vice, shod in
red-heeled shoes (for Valénie had dressed Marneffe 1 a
style suitable to hus part, his position, and his cross), put
the fear of God into Crevel, who could not bear to meet
the white eyes of the deputy head clerk Marnefic was the
Mayor's mghtmare And this evil rascal, aware of the
smgular power which Lisbeth and his wife had conferred
upon him, took pleasure 1n the situation, he played on 1t
as on an instrument, and, as cards 1 the drawing room
were the last resource of a mund as worn out as his body,
he fleeced Crevel, who felt himself obhiged to “go easy”
with the respectable official whom ke was deceiving

Secing Crevel such a child at the mercy of that hideous
and vile mummy, whose particular brand of corruption was
a closed book to the Mayor, and secing him, above all,
such an object of contempt to Valéne, who laughed at
Crevel as at a buffoon, the Baron apparently thought him-
self so secure from any rvalry from that quarter that he
constantly invited him to dinner

Valére, protected by these two vigilant passions keeping
guard oyer her, and by a jealous husband, drew all eyes,
excited all desires, mn the circle i which she shone. Thus,
while keeping up appearances, she had succeeded, 1n about
three years, n realtzing the difficult conditions of that
success that courtesans deswe but so seldom attam by
means of the scandal, the audacity, and the dzzzling ghtter
of publicity. Like a well-cut diamond exquisitely set by
Chanor, Valérie’s beauty, once hidden m the mud of the
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Rue du Doyenné, was now worth more than its real valu¢;
she could break hearts! Claude Vignon loved Valérie it
secret, .

This Tetrospective account, necessary when we meet
people again after a three years® interval, shows Valérie’s
balance sheet. And now let us turn to that of her partnef,
Lisbeth.

CHAPTER XVI

CousIN BETTE played, in the Marneffe household, the
part of a relation who has assumed the functions of com*
panion and housekeeper, but she suffered none of thos
humiliations which most women untucky enough to be
forced to accept these ambiguous situations have to pet
up with Lisbeth and Valéne offered the touching spectacl
of one of those friendships between women, so warm an
yet so improbable, in which Parisians, who are always to¢
clever by half, see occasion for scandal The contrast
between Bette’s dry masculine nature and Valérie’s easy
indolence lent weight to the calumny. Madame Marnefi¢
had, moreover, given encouragement to this scandal by the
trouble she took on her friend’s behalf with an eye to @
certain marriage which was, as we shall see, to complet®
Lisbeth’s vengeance An immense change had taken plact
in Cousin Bette Valérie, who had decided to take her
clothes 1n hand, had turned thus change to the best possible
advantage This strange woman had taken to corsets an
tight lacing, used bandolme lotion for her smooth hair, and
consented to wear her dresses as they came from the dress- -
maker, she wore neat little boots and gray silk stockings,
which were put down on Valérie’s accounts, to be settled
by the one entitled to do so,

Thus smartened up, but stifl wearing the yellow cashe
mere shawl, no one would have recognized the Bette of
three years ago This other diamond, black, the rarest
diamond of all, trimmed by a skilled hand and mounted i
a setting that became her, was fully appreciated by certaits
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ambitious clerks Anyone seeing Bette for the first time
might have shuddered involuntarily at the air of savage
poetry that the clever Valérie, by her attention to the dress
of this Bleeding Nun, had succeeded mn bringing out, skill-
fully framung her dry sallow face n thick bands of hair as
black as her eyes, and making the most of her rigid figure.
Bette, like a Virgin by Cranach or Van Eyck, or a Byzan-
tine virgin stepped out of its frame, kept the stiffness, the
precimon, of thcse mysterious figures, first cousins of Isis
and the sh d of Egypuan p She was
like antmated grante, or basalt, or porphyry Secure from
want for the rest of her days, Bette became quite charmung,
and took her gatety with her wherever she went to dine.
The Baron, bestdes, paid the rent of her little flat, furnished,
as we know, with the remnants of Valérie's former boudorr
and sitting room,

+ “I started Iife,” she sard, “as a hungry nanny-goat, and
T am ending it as a loness " She still continued to work
some of the finer and more elaborate trimmungs for Mon-
steur Rivet, but only n order, as she said, not to waste her
time And besides, her lfe was, as we shall see, fully
occupted, too fully occupied But 1t 15 an ingramned habit
of the country-bred mever to give up their work, in this
they resemble the Jews

Every mornmg, very early, Bettc went herself to the
market with the cook It was part of Bette's plan that the
household accounts, which were rummg Baron Hulot,
should enrich her dear Valérie—and they did so to good
purpose.

What rustress of a house has not, since 1838, experi-
enced the disastrous results of the antisocial doctrines
spread among the lower classes by mflammatory writers?
In all households the servant problem 1s nowadays the
worst of all financial problems With a few rare exceptions,
which deserve the Montyon prize—caoks, male and female,
are domestic robbers, paid thieves, utterly brazen, with the
Government complacently playmg the part of fence, in "
allowing the natural tendency to steal, almost j v i
among cooks, in the old joke about the “handle of,
basket,” to develop to such lengths, Where these w




used to steal forty sous for their lottery tickets they now
take fifty francs to put into their savings. And the cold
Puntans who amuse themselves in France with philas-
thropic projects think that they have made the common
people moral! Between the market and the master’s table
the servant class has established a clandestine customs to}l.
and the city of Paris is much less efficient in collecting its
duties than they are in taking their percentages on every-
thing they purchase. Besides the fifty per cent that they
charge on all kinds of grocer’s provisions, they demand
large i from the trad Even the most
hghly reputable tradesmen tremble before this secret
menace, but they all pay up without protest—coach-makers,
jewelers, tailors, and all At any attempt at interference
servants retaliate with msolence, or with those stupidly
deliberate accidents that are so expensive, nowadays serv:
ants make iquinies about their employers’ characters, Just
as in the old days employers made inquiries about theirs
This evil, which has now reached a head, and which the
law courts are at last trying to stem, cannot be dealt with
except by a law compelling domestic servants to have
passbooks of good conduct, like Iaborers, If this were
done, the evil would cease at once, like magic. Servants
being obliged to produce their books, and masters being
obliged to enter the reasons for dismussal, this corruption
would encounter a powerful check Our rulers, who are 50
preoccupied with the high politics of the moment, have 10
conception of the lengths to which the demorahzation of
the lower classes of Pans has gone. 1t is equaled only
by their consuming jealousy. Statistics are sient on the
alarming number of workingmen of twenty who marty
cooks of forty and fifty who have grown rich by thieving:
It is alarming to contemplate the consequences of such
unions, from the threef tandp of criminality, de-
generacy of the race, and unhappy family life Even the
purely financial consequences of these domestic thefts have
immense political repercussions Life being twice as expen”
sive, there 1s no financial margin in many households—
that margin that comprises half the trade of a nation, as It
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does the elegance of life Books and flowers are to many
people as necessary as bread.

Lisbeth, well aware of this fearful plague of Parisian
households, first had the idea of supervising Valérie's
housekeepng durmg that ternble scene in the course of
which the two had come to be like sisters. She had, there~
fore, brought up from the depths of the Vosges a relation
on her mother’s side, a pious and extremely honest old
maid who had been cook to the Bishop of Nancy. Anxieus,
nevertheless, on account of her want of experience of Paris,
and even more feaning the effect of those evil counsels that
destroy so many fragile loyalties, Lisbeth accompanied
Mathurine to the big market, and set about teaching her
what to buy In Pans one must have a sense of domestic
economy 1n order to know the real prices of goods and
command the respect of the salesman; in order to buy
luxurtes, such as fish, only when they are cheap, to keep
a watch on the prices of groceries, so as to buy cheap when
arise in price is Itkely As Mathurine was paid good wages,
and given any number of presents, she was sufficiently
loyal to the household to be glad to be economical And
for some time now she had been almost a match for Lisbeth
herself, who regarded her as sufficiently tramed and reliable
to do the marketing alone, except on days when Valére
was entertaiung, which, mcidentally, were frequent The
reason for this was as follows At first the Baron had main~
tained the most strict decorum, but his passion for Madame
Marneffe soon became so excessive, so all-absorbing, that
he wished to be away from her as little as possible. At first
he dined there four days a week, and later he found that
it was pleasanter to dine there every day Six months after
his daughter’s marnage he gave Madame Mameffe an
allowance of two thousand francs a month for his board.
Madame Marneffe 1nvited any friends that her dear Baron
wished to entertain The dinner, therefore, was always
arranged for six, so that the Baron could bring three with-
out warning Lisbeth’s economy solved the difficult prob -
lem of entertaining lavishly for the sum of a thou
francs a month, and of handing over the other

159



to Madame Marneffe. Valénie’s clothes were mostly paid
for by Crevel and the Baron, and the two friends made
another thousand francs a month out of this. In this way
that pure and innocent creature had already amassed 2
hundred and fifty thousand francs in savings. She had saved
her allowance and her monthly bonus, which produced
enormous interest, thanks to the generosity with whick
Crevel allowed the caprital of his “lttle duchess” to be
invested 1m his own financial ventures. Crevel had intiated
Valérie 1nto the jargon and procedure of the Stock Ex-
change, and, ke all Pamsian women, she had soo
surpassed her master. Lisbeth, who never spent a farthing
of her twelve hundred francs, whose rent and dress allow-
ance were paid for, and who never spent a penny out of
her own pocket, also possessed a small capital of five or
six thousand francs which Crevel watched over for her
with paternal care.

All the same, the Baron’s love, and Crevel's, put a heavy
strain on Valérie On the day on which this narrative 15
resumed, untated by one of those small incidents that have,
in hife, the effect that the ringing of a bell has on a swarm
of bees, making them aggregate into a solid mass, Valérie
had gone up to Lisbeth to give vent to one of those lengthy
lamentations with which, rather as they smoke cigarettes,
women soothe life’s minor museries

“Lisbeth darling, two hours of Crevel this mormng'
Such a bore! How I wish I could send you instead.”

“That, unfortunately, is impossible,” said Lisbeth, smtl-
ing. “I shall die a virgin » !

‘chlongmg to those two old men! Sometimes 1 am
pos'mvely ashamed of myself ¥ my poor mother could see
me™™

' “You are talking to me as if I were Crevel,” replied
Lisbeth

“Bette darling, you don’t despise me, do you?”

“Ah, if I had been pretty, wouldn’t I have had some
adventures'” exclaimed Lisbeth “That is your excuse.”

“But you would have obeyed only your heart,” sud
Madame Marneffe with a sigh,
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“Bah!” replied Lisbeth “Marneffe is a corpse that they
have forgotten to bury, the Baron is to all intents and
purposes your husband, and Crevel your admirer; that
seerns to me quite in order for any married woman.”

“But that is not the point, my dear darling girl, that is
nat the real trouble, but you choose not to understand me.”

“To be sure I undersand you,” exclaimed the peasant
from Lorraine, “for what you refer to is part of my plan of
vengeance. But what can I do? 1 am doing my best!”

*“To love Wenceslas so that T am growing thin, and not
to be able to see him" said Valére, stretching her arms.
“Hulot asks lum to dinner here, and my artist declimes! He
doesn't know how he 1s adored, the monster! What has
his wife got, after all? A fine body' Yes, she is beautiful,
but I—T know it instinctively—I am worse!”

“Don’t worry, my dear gir], he will come,” said Lisbeth
in the tone in which nurses speak to impatient childcen.
“I am determined.”

“But when””

“This week, perhaps.”

“Let me kiss you.”

As may be seen, these two women were as one; all
Valérie’s actions, even her most reckless, her pleasures,
her fll-humors, were decided upon only after careful delib-
eration on the part of the two women.

Lisbeth, who found this courtesan existence strangely
exciting, advised Valérie m everything, and pursued the
course of her vengeance with pitiless logic Besides, she
adored Valérie; she had made of her a daughter, a friend,
the object of her love; and in her she found the doctlity,
the softness and voluptuousness of a Creole; she enjoyed
chatting with her every morning much more than she had
with Wenceslas, for they could laugh together over the
mischief that they planned, over the stupidity of men, and
count up together the accumulating interest of their respec-
tive hoards. Lisbeth had mndeed found, in her great plan,
and sn her new friendship, far greater scope for her activity
than in her insane love for Wenceslas. The pleasures of+
bate satisfied are the fiercest and strongest that the I,
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can know. Love is the gold, but hate the iron of that m_il‘fe
of emotions that lies buried within us And besides, Valérie
was, in Lisbeth’s eyes, beauty in all its glory—that beauty
that she adored, as we only adore what we cannot possess,
beauty far more malleable than that of Wenceslas, who,
to her, had always been cold and remote. 5

By the end of nearly three years Lisbeth was beginnizg
to see the progress of the underground tunnel on which
she was expending her Uife and the energies of her mind.
Lisbeth thought, Madame Marneffe acted Madame Mar-
neffe was the ax, Lisbeth the hand that was demolishing
by blow after blow the family which was daily becomisg
more hateful to her, because we hate more and more, fust
as each day, when we love, we love more and more Love
and hate are that feed on themselves; but of the
two hate 15 the more enduring. Love 15 limited by our
limited strength—t draws 1ts power from living and gwing,
but hate is like death and avarice—it is a sort of activé
abstraction, apart from people and things. Lisbeth, having
entered upon an existence that was her natural self-expres-
sion, brought all her faculties into play; she ruled, like the
Jeswits, behind the scenes; and the regeneration of her
appearance was no less complete, Her face shone And
Lisbeth dreamed of becoming Madame la Maréchale Hulot

This episode, in the course of which the two friends had
bluntly expressed their most secret thoughts without the
slightest reserve, had taken place just after Lisbeth’s retur?
from the market, where she had been to buy the materials
for an elegant dinner Marneffe, who coveted Monsieur
Coquet’s position, had invited him, with the virtuous
Madame Coguet, and Valérte hoped to arrange that very
evening for Hulot to dismiss the head clerk Lisbeth was
dressing to visit the Baroness, with whom she was to dme-

“You will come back 1n time to pour out tea for US,
Bette my dear”” said Valérie,

“I hope so.”

“What do you mean, you hope so? Are you going 0
bed with Adeline, to drink her tears while she is asleep””

“If only I could!” replied Lisbeth with a laugh. “I would
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not refuse. She is expiating her happiness, and 1 am glad
of it, for I remember my childhood. Turn and turn
about. She will be in the gutter, and I will be Countess de
Forzheim!

CHAPTER XVII

LispETH set out for the Rue Plumet, where she had been
in the habit of going for some time, as one goes to the
theater, as an emotional luxury.

The flat that Hulot had found for his wife consisted of
a large bare hall, a drawing room, and a bedroom with a
dressing room. The diming room opened into the drawing
Toom on one side. Two servants’ rooms and a Kitchen on
the third floor completed the accommodation, which was,
however, not unworthy of a Councilor of State and a
Director of the Mimstry of War The house, courtyard,
and stairs were imposing "The Baroness, who had to furnish
her drawing room, bedroom, and diming room with the
relics of her former splendor, had brought the best of the
furniture from her home in the Rue de I'Université.
Besides, the poor woman was attached to these silent
reminders of her happiness, and for her they had an almost
consoling eloquence. Her flowers of memory had not faded,
Iike the roses on the carpets, that now were scarcely visible
to other eyes than her own

In that great hall twelve chairs, 2 barometer, and a huge
stove, and long white calico curtamns with red borders,
suggested the dreariness of waiting rooms in mimistries,
and struck a chill to the heart; one felt the oppressive
solitude 1n which she lived. Sorrow, hke happiness, creates
an atrosphere One knows at 2 glance whether love or
despair reigns 1n any home. Adeline was to be found in an
immense bedroom furnished with beautiful furniture by
Jacob Dx 1n speckled mahy d d, in the
Empire style, with those ormolu ornaments that manage
talook even colder than Lows XVI bronzes. It was enough
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to make anyone shudder to see this woman, seated on 2
Roman chair with the sphinxes of a worktable before h_cr,
all her color gone, affecting a false cheerfulness, preserving
her imperial air as carefully as she did the blue velvet dress
that she wore in the house. Her proud spirit sustained her
strength and preserved her beauty But the Baroness, by
the end of the first year of her exile in this apartment, had
plumbed the depths of musfortune.

“Even though he has banished me here, my Hector has
made my life much better than a simple peasant wornan
had any right to expect,” she told herself. “It is his decision,
and his will be done. I am Baroness Hulot, the sistcr—ln.—hw
of a Marshal of France, I have done nothing with which I
can reproach myself, my two children are settled, and I
can wait for death shrouded in the immaculate veit of 2
chaste wife, 1n the crepe of my past happiness.”

A portrait of Hulot, in the uniform of a Commissary
General of the Imperial Guard, panted in 1810 by Robert
Lefebvre, hung above the worktable, nto a drawer ©
which, 1f visitors were announced, Adeline would hastly
thrust a copy of the imitanon of Christ, which she read

For this bl Magd, heard the voice
of the Holy Spint in her desert.

“Manette, my dear,” Lisbeth asked the cook who opened
the door to her, “how 15 my dear Adeline?”

“Oh, she seems quite well, Mademoiselle. But betweell
ourselves, if she goes on like ths, she won't last long,” 5‘}"6
Mariette in a whisper. “Really, you must make her promisé
to eat more Yesterday Madame told me to give her tw0
sous’ worth of milk and a roll for breakfast; and a herring
or a little cold veal for lunch; she made me cook a pound
to last her the week, that is, for the days when she dmes
alone and at home. She doesn’t want 1o spend more that
ten sous a day on her food. It 1s not night. If T was to ‘,‘u
Monsieur le Maréchal about it, he would quarrel with
Monsteur le Baron and disinherit him; unless you, who ar¢
so kind and clever, can manage things » .

“Well, why don’t you ask my cousin the Baron?” said
Lisbeth.

“Oh, dear Mademoiselle, it’s more than three weeks
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since he was here; in fact, not since you were last heref
Besides, Madame has made me promuse, on pain of dis-
missal, not to ask the master for money. But talk about
troubles! Ah! Poor Madame has plenty This is the first
time that the master has neglected her for so long Every
time the bell rang she used to fly to the window; but for
the Iast five days she has just gone on sitting in her chair
She reads! And whenever she goes to see Madame Ia
Comtesse she says to me, ‘Martette,” she says, “f the
master should come, say I am at home, and send the porter
to fetch me at once, and I will pay him well for his
trouble.”

“Poor coustn® said Bette “It goes to my heart to hear
of 1t I speak to my cousin the Baron about her every day.
But what can I do? He says, ‘You are quite nght, Bette, T
am a wretch, my wife 1s an angel, and I am a monster, T
will go tomorrow . ’ and he stays with Madame Marneffe;
that woman will be his rum, and he dotes on her, he
cannot bear her out of his sight I do all I can If I were
not there, and if I had not Mathunine with me, the Baron
would have spent twice the money, and as he has very
Titdle left, he might already have blown his brains out. And
you know, Mariette, her husband's death would kill Ade-
line, of that I am sure. At least I try to make ends meet,
and to stop my cousin from throwing away too much
money ”

“Yes, that is just what the poor nustress says! She knows
how much she owes to you,” Marette replied *“She says
she misjudged you for a long tune ”

. “Oh"” said Lisbeth, “Did she say anything else?”

+ *“No, Mademoselle. If you want to make her happy, tatk
to her about the master, she thinks you are lucky to see
him every day.”

“Is she alone?”

“Oh, I beg pardon, the Marshal is with her. Oh! he
comes every day, and she always says that she has seen
the master that mornmg, and that he comes in very late
at night ™

“And is there a good dinner today?” asked Bette. K

Mariette hesitated and conld not meet the peasant



woman's eye; just then the drawing-room door opened,
and Marshal Hulot came out in such a hurry that he greeted
Bette without looking at her, and dropped a paper. Bette
picked up this paper, and ran to the stairs, for it wa
useless 10 call after a deaf man; but she managed not to
overtake the Marshal, and as she returned she furtively
read the following note, written 1n pencils
MY DEAR BROTHER, 5 ¢
My husband has given me my allowance for this quarter, bu!
my deughter Hortense was m such straits that T ave fent her the
whole amount, which 15 barely enough to set her nght. Could you
lend me a few hundred francs? Becanse I don't want to ask Hector
for money, I could not bear 1t 1f he were to be angry with me

“Ah" thought Lisbeth, “she must be in desperate straits
to humble her pride to this extent!”

Lisbeth went in, and finding Adeline in tears, she put
her arms around her neck .

“Adeline, my poot darhing, 1 know everything!” said
Cousin Bette “Look, the Marshal dropped thus papet; b
secemed very distressed, for he was runmng like a grey
hound . . How long 1s 1t since that dreadful Hector g2v¢
you any money?”

“He pays me regularly,” answered the Baroness, “ut
Hortense needed it, and—"

“And you had nothing to pay for our dinner,” said Bet®
interrupting her cousin “Now 1 understand why Mariett®
was o embarrassed when T said something about the 5082
to her Now, no nonsense, Adeline, let me give you ™Y
savings!™

“Thank you, my kind Bette,” replied Adeline, Wipin§
away a tear, “this little difficulty 15 only temporary, 8%
have made arrangements for the future. In the future T
shall not be expecting more than two thousand four hun*
dred francs a year, including rent, and I shall have enough
But whatever happens, Bette, don't say a word to Hector!
How is he?

“As sound as the Pont Neuf and as gay as a lark, he
tatks of nothing but the bewitchung Valérie.”

Madame Hulot was looking at a great silver fir outsid®
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the window, and Lisbeth could read nothing of the expres-
sion m her cousin’s eyes. !

“Prd you remind him that this is the day when we all
dine here?”

“Yes, but Madame Marneffe is giving a big dinner, if
you please, she is trying to get Monsieur Coquet dismissed!
And that takes precedence over everything! Look here,
Adelie, Listen to me You know how fiercely independent
1 am on the subject of money Your husband, my dear,
will most certainly ruin you I had hoped to be able to be
useful to you all with that woman, but there 1s no end to
the depravity of the creature, she will extract so much
from your husband that he will bring you all to disgrace.”

Adeline recoiled as 1f she had recerved a sword thrust in
her hemt.

“Yes, my dear Adeline, I am certain of it It ts my duty
to enlighten you Well, we must think of the future! The
Marshal 15 old, but he will last a long time yet—he has
fine constitution, his widow, after his death, would receive
a pension of six thousand francs With that amount I would
give you my word to look after you alll Use your imfluence:
over the old man to persuade hum to marry me It 1snt
that T care about being Madame la Maréchale—I set no:
more store by such nonsense than by Madame Marneffe’s
conscience, but then you would all have enough to eat.
Hortense must be in great want, since she has to borrow
from you.”

The Marshal appeared; the old soldier had hurried so-
much that he was mopping his brow with his handkerchief..

“I have gwven two thousand framcs to Marette,” he
whispered 1 bis sister-n-law’s ear.

Adeline turned cnmson to the roots of her haw Twar
tears trembled on her still long eyelashes, and she pressed’
in silence the hand of the old man, whose face shone with:
the happiness of a favored lover.

“I had intended to spend the money on a present for you,
Adeline,” he went on, “mstead of paying 1t back to me,
‘want you to choose yourself whatever you would Iike *

He advanced to take the hand that Lisbeth held ©
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him, and so carnied away was he by his happiness that he
kissed 1t .
“That looks promising,” Adeline said to Lisbeth, doing
her best to smile.
The younger Hulot and his wife now arrived
“Is my brother dimng with us?” asked the Marshal
sharply.
Adelime took up 2 pencil and wrote on a slip of paper’

1 am expecting hum, he promised me this mormng to dine hert;
but 1f he does not come, 1t will be because the Marshal has kept
him; he 15 ternbly busy

And she handed him the paper She had invented thiS
mode of conversation with the Marshal, and a supply of
little slips of paper and a pencil were placed ready ont her
table,

“I know,” replied the Marshal, “that he is overwhelmed
with work 1n connection with Algeria.”

Hortense and Wenceslas came in at thus moment, and,
with her famuly about her, the Baroness looked at the
Marshal with an expression the meaning of which W
understood only by Lisbeth.

Happintess had greatly improved the appearance of the
artist, who was adored by his wife and flattered by the
world,

His face was now almost full, and his elegant figure W3
enhanced by those advantages that good breeding impartt
to all true gentlemen His early success, his eminence, and
those deceptive praises that the world bestows on artists 25
lightly as we say “good afternoon,” or talk about the
weather, had given him that sense of self-importance that
degenerates 1nto fatugy when talent wanes The cross of
the Legion of Honor completed, 1n his own eyes, the pictur®
of the great man he imagined himself to be.

After three years of marriage Hortense behaved toward
her husband like a dog to its master; she followed his every
movement with a look, as it were, of inquiry; she never
took her eyes from him, watching him as a muser watchfs
over his treasure; her adminng sclf-effacement was quit®
touching, One saw in her the marks of her mothers
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character and upbringing Her beauty, as great as ever,
was now modified, though poetically, to be sure, by the
gentle shadows of a secret melancholy.

As she saw her cousin come m Lisbeth had the impres-
sion that a spirit of protest, too long repressed, would soon
break the fragile bonds of discretion For Lisbeth’s opinion,
from the first day of the honeymoon, had been that the
young couple had too small an income to sustain s¢ great
a passion.

Hortense, as she kissed her mother, exchanged a few
whispered heart-to-heart phrases, whose secret was betrayed
to Bette by their shakes of the head

“Adeline will have to earn her own hving, like me,”
thought Cousin Bette “I must find out what she is going
to do. Those pretty fingers will know at last, like mine,
what 1t is to have to work.”

“At six o'clock the fanuly went into the dining room
Hector's place was laid

“Leave it,” said the Baroness to Marette “The Baron
is sometimes late.”

“Oh, yes, my father is certainly coming,” said young
Hulot to his mother. “He told me that he would be here
when we left the Chamber ”

Lisbeth, like a spider 1n the mddle of her web, observed
all their faces She had known Hortense and Victorin ever
since they were born, and their faces were, for her, like
glass through which she could read their young minds.
And, to judge by certain inadvertent glances that Victorin
directed toward his mother, she saw that some misfortune
was about to descend upon Adeline, and that Victorin was
reluctant to break 1t to her The emuent young lawyer had
some secret anxiety, His pmfound respect for his mother
was dantly clear 1n the with which he
looked at her, Hortense, for her part, was evidently pre-
occupied with troubles of her own; and for the Jast fortnight
Lisbeth knew that she had been experiencing for the first
time those anxeties that lack of money brings to *
people, to young women on whom hife has always sm*
and who hide their anxieties. Moreover, Cousin Bette-
divined at a glance that the mother had given




her daughter. Adeline, in her delicacy, had descended to
those deceits that necessity suggests to borrowers. HDE-
tense’s preoccupation, and her brother’s, the Baronesss
profound melancholy, cast a cloud over the dinner party,
with the added chill of the old Marshal’s deafness. Three
people were cheerful, Lisbeth, Célesune, and Wenceslas.
Hortense's love had developed in the artist all his Pofish
animation, that lively boastfulness, that noisy high spint
that distinguishes these Frenchmen of the North. His state
of mind and lus expression left no doubt that he beheve'd
in himself, and that poor Hortense, fajthful to her motbers
precepts, hud from him all her domestc troubles,

“You ought to be pleased,” Lisbeth said to her young
cousin as they left the dining room, “as your mother has
come to the rescue by giving you her money.”

“Mamma?” Hortense replied, astonished. “Oh! poot
Mamma! I wish I could make some for her! Do you know
Lisbeth, I strongly suspect that she works in secret.”

They were just crossing the great dark unlit drawing
room, following Mariette, who was carrying the lamp fl"’f“
the dining room mto Adeline’s bedroom, when Victotit
touched the arms of Lisbeth and Hortense, both, under-
standing the meaning of this gesture, allowed ‘Wenceslas,
Célestine, the Marshal, and the Baroness to go into the
bedroom, and remained standing n the bay of 2 windo#-

“What is 1t, Victorm?” said Lisbeth. “I dare swear ihat
it is some disaster caused by your father.”

“Yes, unfortunately,” said Victorm. “A moneylende!
called Vauvinet has bills of my father’s amounting to sixty
thousand francs, and he wants to prosecute! I tried to 12k
to my father about this dreadful busmess at the Chambef,
but he refused to understand me; he almost avoided me-
Ought we to warn Mother?” .

“No, no,” said Lisbeth, “she has too many troubles, it
would be 2 death blow to her We must be tactful with her.
You don't know what steaits she 15 in, If it hadn’t been fof
your uncle, you would not have got any dwmner tomght "

“Good Heavens, Victorin, what monsters we are!
Hortense said to her brother. “Lisbeth has to tell us what
we should have guessed, My dinner chokes me *

v
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Hortense could say no more; she covered her mouth
with her handkerchief to stfie a sob, and burst into tears

“I have told this Vauvinet fellow to come and see me
tomorrow,” said Victorin “But will he be satsfied with
my guarantee on the mortgage? I doubt 1t These people
want ready money with which to bleed others with their
usurions dealings

“We could sell out our capital,” saxd Lisbeth to Hortensc.

“That would not amount to much' Fifteen or sixteen
thousand francs,” Victonn replied, “and we need sixty
thousand ”

“Dear cousin!” exclaimed Hortense, kissing Lisbeth with
all the enthusiasm of an mnocent heart

“No, Lisbeth, keep your httle income,” said Victorm,
pressing the peasant woman’s hand “I will see tomorrow
what this man has up his sleeve, If my wife will agree, T
shall be able to prevent, or at least delay, the proceedings;
because it would be a fnightful thing to see my father's
honor attacked. What would the Mimister of War have to
say? My father's salary, which was pledged for three years,
will not be avallable untl December: this Vauvinet has
renewed the bills of exchange eleven tunes, so you may
imagine the sums that my father must have been paying
in mterest! We must close this bottomless pit ”

“If only Madame Marneffe would leave him'” said
Hortense bitterly

“Heaven forbid!” said Victorin. “My father might go
elsewhere And there, at least, the onigmal outlay has been
made already.”

‘What a change in these children, once so respectful,
whose mother had so long mstilled mto them an absolute
veneration for their father! Now they had judged him for
themselves

“But for me,” Lisbeth went on, “your father would have
been even more completely ruined than he is.”

“We must go m,” said Hortense, “Mamma 1s very quick;
she will suspect something, and as our kind Lisbeth says,
We must let her see nothing . . . we must be careful.”

“Victorin, you don’t know what your father will !
¥ou to with his passion for women'” said Lisbeth, “T,



make sure of some future resources by marrying me to.the
Marshal; you can say something to him this very evening.
I shall go early on purpose.™

Victorin went into the bedroom. |

“Well, my poor dear,” said Lisbeth softly to her little
cousin, *and what are you going to do?”

“Come to dinner with us tomorrow, and we will talk
it over,” Hortense repked “I don’t know which way 10
turn. You know how difficult Life is, and you must advise
me”

While the whole family with combined forces %25
preaching marriage to the Marshal, and Lisbeth was o1 her
way back to the Rue Vanneau, there happened one of those
incidents that nfuse new energy into the vice of womed
like Madame Marneffe, by compelling them to bring into
play all their resources of depravity. Let us admit at least
so much* Life in Pans is too busy for vicious people to €0
out of their way to do evil; they use vice as a defensive
weapon, that is all.

CHAPTER XVIII

MapaME MARNEFFPE’s drawmg room was full of hef
faithful admirers, and she had just settled her guests to play
whist, when the footman, an old soldier engaged by the
Baron, announced, “Monsieur le Baron Montes de Mont¢-
janos ™

Valérie’s heart beat fast, but she hurried to the doon
exclaiming, “My cousin!”

And as she met the Brazilian, she whispered to him
“You are my relation, or everything 1s over between us!
S$o0,” she went on aloud, as she led the Brazilian to the fir¢:
“you were not shipwrecked, then, Henri, as they told me?
¥ have been in mourning for you these three years.”

“How are you, my friend?” said Monsieur Marneff¢,
holding out his hand to the Brazilhan, who was every inch
a Brazilian millionaire,

Baron Henti Montés de Montejanos, on whom the
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equatorial climate had bestowed the physique and com-
plexion that we all associate with the part of Othello, had
an alarming look of gloom, but this was only a plastic
effect; for hus character was of that gentle and affectionate
kind that is predestined to fall victim to the kind of
exploitation that weak women practice on strong men The
scorn that his face expressed, the muscular strength to
which his massive build bore witness, all his powers, in
fact, were only brought mto play against men, a form of
flattery that worhen rehsh so much that whenever a2 man
gives his arm to his mustress he assumes instinctively an
absurd matador swagger Looking superb in a blue coat
with buttons of solid gold, black trousers, fine boots rre-
proachably polished, and fashionable gloves, the only
Brazilian touch about the Baron’s dress was an enormous
dtamond, worth about a hundred thousand francs, that
shone Itke a star in his sumptuous silk cravat, tucked into
a white waistcoat 1 such a way as to allow a shirt of
incredibly fine texture to be seen His brow, which was
bossy like that of a satyr—a sign of stubborn tenacity in
passton—was surmounted by tufted jet-black hair like a
virgin forest, beneath which flashed a pair of clear eyes,
so wild as to suggest that the Baron’s mother had been
frightened by a jaguar before he was born

This magnificent specimen of the Portuguese in Brazil
took up his stand with his back to the fireplace in a pose
that revealed his Parisian habats, and, with his hat in one
hand, resting his arm on the velvet overmantel, he leaned
toward Madame Marneffe m order to carry on a conversa-
tion with her in a low vorce, canng little for 2ll those
fughtfully common people who, to his mind, were very
much in the way m the drawing room.

This dramatic entry, and the Braziltan’s pose and be-
havior, produced sumilar stirmngs of cunsity mngled with
anxiety in the minds of Crevel and the Baron. Both wore
the same expression, manifested the same fear, And l.}rm-"
maneuver nspired by these two deep passions was,
simultaneous timing, so comical that it made those+
were observant enough to notice it smile to ~
Crevel, still every inch a middle-class shopkeeper,



of being a mayor of Paris, unfortunately was slower in s
reactions than his opposite number, and the Baron was ab{c
to read 1n a flash Crevel’s involuntary self-revelation. This
was yet another blow to the heart of the elderly lover, who
determined to have the matter out with Valérie

“This evemng,” Crevel Likewise said to himself as be
arranged his cards, “this thing must be settled!”

“You have a heart,” Marneffe challenged him, “and you
have just revoked!” N

“I beg your pardon,” said Crevel, trying to take back bis
card. “This new Baron 15 one too many,” he went of
thinking to himself. “If Valérie Lives with my Baron and
me, that 1s my revenge, and I know how to get rid of bl
—but the cousin' Another Baron 15 too much of a good
thing I don't want to be made a fool of. I would like 10
know exactly how they are related™”

That evenung, by one of those lucky chances that qn’y
happen to pretty women, Valérie was looking charming
Her dazzling white breast was displayed by a lace tucker
whose russet shade set off the dull satin of her Tovely
shoulders, for Parisian women {by what means, noné
knows!) manage to have lovely skins, and to remain sh?
at the same time. She was wearing a black velvet dress that
seemed every moment about to shp from her shoulder,
and she wore a lace headdress trimmed with flowers an
grapes Her arms, at once slender and firm, emerged from
puffed sleeves frilled with lace. She looked like one of thos®
rare fruits, coquettishly served on a beautiful plate, ‘h'l,s
make the kmfe blade itch to be cutting them “Valérie,
said the Brazilian to the young woman in a low VOICE, “1
am still farthful to you; my uncle 15 dead, and 1 am twiﬂf
as nich as I was when I went away. I want to live and di¢
in Pars, near you, for you!”

“Speak more queetly, Henn, for Heaven's sake!”

“Nonsense, I must talk to you this evening, even it1
have to throw all these people out the window, especially
as T have wasted two days trying to find you, I can 5t}
ull they have gone, can’t 17
., Valérie smiled at her supposed cousin, and said to um
“Remember that you must be the son of a sister of MY
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mother’s, who married your father during Tunot's campaign
in Ponugal g

“I, Montés de Montejanos, great-grandson of one of the
conquerors of Brazil, tell a te?”

“Quuetly, or you will not be able to come back.”

“Why not?"

“Marnefie, like all dying men who pursue some last
fancy, has conceived a passion for me *

“That fellow?” said the Braziltan, who knew his Mar-
neffe. “I'll soon settle him!”

“You are violent!”

“Dear me, where does all this luxury come from?” asked
the Brazihan, who had at last noticed the splendors of the
drawing room

She began to laugh.

“What bad taste, Henr1"" she said.

She had just been subjected to two glances of such
burning jealousy that she was now compelled to take notice
of the two souls m torment Crevel, who was playing
against the Baron and Monsieur Coquet, had Marneffe for
his partner The odds were even, because Crevel and the
Baron were equally distracted, and both made one mustake
after another. These two old men had both, i one moment,
Iet out the secret that Valérte had succeeded in persuading
them to keep for three years, but she herself had been
unable to hude the pleasure 1n her eyes at seeng again the
first man who had ever made her heart beat faster, her
first love For the rights of these happy mortals live as long
as the woman over whom they hold sway.

In the center of these three absolute passions, one based
on the msolence of money, the second on the nght of
possession, and the third on youth, strength, fortune, and
priority, Madame Marnefle remained as calm and clear-
headed as Bonaparte at Mantua, when he had to contend
with two armies while continuing to besiege the city

Hulot’s face, distorted with jealousy, was as terrible
that of the late Marshal Montcornet leading a car,
charge against a Russtan army lmed up for battle |
handsome man, the Councilor of State had never ”
!efﬂousy. just as Murat never experienced fear, W
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always been sure of his triumph. His setback with Joséphﬂ,.
the first of his life, he had put down to her love of money;
he told himself that he had been supplanted by Flllllonsx
not by an abortion, as he called the Duc d'Hérouville The
poisons and delinums 1o which that mad _passion I’s’t!
abounds, began 1n that instant to pour into his heart. He
turned from the whist table toward the fireplace, 2 12
Mirabeau, and when he put down his cards in order 10
direct a Jook of challenge upon the Brazilian ax.ld Valénc!;
the company expenenced that sense of alarm, mmgle.d wit
curiosity, which 1s aroused by the spectacle of violence
whose outbreak 1s to be expected from one moment to the
next. The so-called cousin looked at the Councilor of Stat¢
as he might have looked at some large Chinese vase. This
situation could not continue. It was bound to lead to some
dreadful scene Marneffe was as much afraid of Pﬁmn
Hulot as Crevel was of Marnefle, because he did not intend
to die a deputy head clerk. Dying men believe in Lfe 8
convicts do 1n liberty. This man was determined t0
head of an office at all costs. Alarmed, and with good
reason, by the pantomime of Crevel and the Councior
of State, he got up and said a word to his wife; and to the
great astonishment of all present, Valérie went into the
bedroom with the Brazilian and her husband.

“Has Madame Marnefie ever mentioned this cousin t0
you?” Crevel asked Baron Hulot.

“Never!” replied the Baron, getting up, “That’s enough
for this evening,” he added. “I have lost two louis; here
you are!”

He threw down two gold pieces on the table, and went
end sat on the divan with an expresston that everybody
interpreted as a hint to go Monsicur and Madame Coquets
after chatting for a moment, Ieft the room, and Claude
Vignon, in despair, followed thewr example. These two0
departures served to move the less sensitive guests, who
now realized that they were in the way. The Baron and
Crevel remamed there alone, neither of them saying 3
word Hulot presently forgot about Crevel, and went 00
tiptoe to listen at the bedroom door; he retreated with 2
great bound, because Monsicur Marneffe at that moment
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opened the door and appeared with a calm face, apparently
astonished to find only two people left.

“What about tea?” he said

“Where 1s Valérie?” sard the Baron, furious.

“My wife?” said Marneffe. “She has gone up to your
cousin; she is coming back.”

“And why has she left us for that stupid nanny?”

“Well,” sad Marneffe, “Mademoiselle Lisbeth came
back from Madame the Baroness your wife with an attack
of ndigestion, and Mathurine asked Valérie for some tea
for her, and so she has gone up to see what 1s the matter.”

“And the cousm?”

“He has gone.”

“Do you really think so?” sard the Baron

“I saw lum to his carnage,” Marneffe replied with a
hideous smle.

The noise of a carriage was heard 1 the Rue Vanneau.
The Baron, to whom Marneffe’s word counted for less
than nothing, left the room and went up to Lisbeth’s flat,
An idea flashed through his mind of the kind that the heart
puts into the head when 1t 1s influenced by jealousy.
Marneffe’s baseness was so well known to him that he
suspected a shameful conmivance between the husband and
the wife

“Where has everybody gone?” Marneffe asked, on find-
ing himself alone with Crevel.

“When the sun goes to bed so does the poultry yaxd >
Crevel replied. “Mad Marneffe has PP and
her admirers have departed. What about a game of paquet?"
he added, for he was determined to stay on.

He, too, believed that the Brazlian was in the house.
Monsieur Marneffe agreed. The Mayor was a match for
the Baton; he could stay on indefinitely, playmg with the
husband, who, since the suppression of public gambling,
had to make do with the restricted and paltry opportunities
of private play

Baron Hulot hurried upstairs to his Cousin Bette’s
but he found the door shut, and the usual inquiries ~
the door gave the two alert and clever women time «
to stage a scene of indigestion, with cups of tea T°
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was in such pain that Valéric was seriously alarmed, Sf’
that Valérie scarcely paid any attention to the Barons
furious entrance. Illness is one of the commonest screens
that women erect to ward off the storm of a quarrel, Hulot
looked about stealthly, but could see no place in Cousta
Bette’s bedroom where a Brazilian might be hidden.

“Your indigestion, Bette, does credit to my wife's di-
ner,” he said, looking at the old maid, who was in the ?651
of health and doing her utmost to imitate the convulsions
of hiccups as she drank tea. .

“You see what 2 good thing 1t is that dear Bette is Iving
in my house! Without me the poor girl would have died,
said Madame Marneffe

“You look as 1f you don’t belicve me,” added Lisbeth,
speaking to the Baron, “and that would be a shame.”

“Why!” asked the Baron “Do you know the reason of
my vistt?” And he eyed the door of the dressing room
from which the key had been removed. |

“Are you talking Greek?” Madame Marneffe replied,
with a melting Jook of misunderstood tenderness and
fidelity

“But it 1s on your account, my dear cousin; yes, It 18
your fault that I am 1n such a state,” said Lisbeth with
<mphasis

This outburst diverted the Baron’s attention, and he
looked at the old maid in profound surprise

*“You know that I am devoted to you,” Lisbeth contin*
ued. “I am here, which is proof enough. I use every ounce
of my strength to watch over your interests by looking
after dear Valéne's. Her household expenses would be ten
‘imes as much in any other house run on the same scale
But for me, Cousin, mstead of two thousand francs 2
month, you would have to pay out three or four thousand "

“I know all that,” replied the Baron jmpatiently “YoU
look after us i all kinds of ways,” he added, going OVer
to Madame Marneffe and putting his arm around her neck.
“Does she not, my little beauty?”

“Upon my word,” Valérie exclaimed, “I think you ar¢
mad!”

178



“Well, you have no occasion to doubt my attachment,”
sard Lisbeth, “but I also love my Cousin Adeline, and T
found her 1n tears. She has not seen you for a month! No,
that is not good enough' You leave poor Adeline without
any money. Hortense nearly broke down when she dis~
covered that it was only thanks to your brother that we
had any dumer! There was not even any bread m your
house today. Adeline has taken the heroic decision to keep
everything to herself She said to me, ‘I shall be like you’
‘That went to my heart; and after dinner 1 thought of what
my cousmn was n eighteen eleven and compared it with
what she 1s 1 exghteen forty-one, thuty years later I had
a violent attack of indigestion I tried to get over if, but
when I got home I thought I should die

“You see, Valére,” said the Baron, “what my adoration
of you has brought me to! To domestic crimes'”

“Oh, I did well to remain an old mud,” exclzimed
Lisbeth, with savage joy “You are the best of men,
Adehine 1s an angel, and look at the reward of her blnd
devotion”

“But an old angel!” said Madame Marneffe softly, as she
looked half tenderly, half amused, at her Hector, who was
looking at her as an examining judge looks at the accused.

“Poor woman!” said the Baron “It 1s more than nme
months smce 1 gave her any money, and 1 have always
found 1t for you, Valére, at any price! No one will ever
love you as I do, and what troubles you bring me m
return

“Troubles?” she said. “What do you call happiness,
then?”

“I still do not know on what terms you have been with
this so-called cousin whom you have never mentioned
before,” the Baron continued, without paying any attention
to Valérie’s interruptron. “But when he came in it was Itke
2 knife wound to my heart Hoodwinked I may be, but
blind 1 am not. I could read his eyes, and yours. Well, that
ape’s eyes shone into yours, and your look—oh, you h:wg
never looked at me like that, never! As for that mysterv
Valérie, it must be cleared up. You are the enly



‘who has ever made me know what jealousy mearns, so you
need not be surpnsed at what I am saying. B'u( anoth::
mystery has come to light, one that seems to me infamovs.

“Go on,” said Valérie. -

“Thats, that Crevel, that cube of grossness and stupidity,
loves you and that you have encouraged him at Jeast
enough to give him the right to display his passion i#
public.” |

“That makes three! Can’t you find any others?” asked
Madame Marneffe

“There may be others™ said the Baron,

“If Monsieur Crevel is in love with me, he is per{ccdy
within his rights as a man; if T encouraged his passion, that
wonld be the act of a coquette, of 2 woman who woul
<ertainly leave much to be desired, Well, take me as I am
or leave me If you give me back my freedom, neither you
nor Monsieur Crevel shall ever come here again; I 5‘}"“
take my cousin as a lover, 50 as not to lose all the charmif?
Thabits that you accuse me of having Goodbye, Monsieds
e Baron Hulot

She got up, but the Councilor of State seized her by the
-arm and {orced her to sit down The old man could neve!
agam replace Valérie; she had, for him, become mor®
indispensable than the necessaries of Lfe, and he chos
Tather to remain uncertain than to have even the smailest
proot of Valérie's infidelity

“My dear Valérie,” he ‘said. “Don’t you see how I 3%
suffering? T only ask you to explain . . give me some
explanation.”

“Very well, watt for me downstairs, because 1 am sur
you do nat want to look on while T attend to your cousift

Hulot drew back slowly.

“You old Uibertine!” exclaimed Cousin Bette. “You have
not even asked how your children are! What are you goifé
10 do about Adelne? For a start, I am going to take hef
my savings tomorrow *

“At least a man owes his w
Madame Marneffe, smiling.

The Baron, without taking offense at the way in which
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Lisbeth had rated him, as roundly as Josépha, left the

. room, glad to avoid such a difficult question.

When the door had been bolted the Braziltan came out
of the dressing room, where he had been waiting, his eyes
full of tears, in a pitiable state. It was plain that Montés
had heard everything,

CHAPTER XIX

“You don’t love me any more, Henri—I can see it.”
said Madame Marneffe, hiding her face 1 her handkerchief
and bursting into tears

It was the cry of real love The outery of a woman’s
despair is so persuasive that it draws forth the forgiveness
that is latent in every lover’s heart when the woman in
question is young., beautiful, and wearing a dress so low
cut that she could slip out at the top in the garb of Eve.

“But 1f you love me, why do you not leave everything
for me?” asked the Brazlian.

This son of America, logical, as are all children of
nature, immediately resumed the conversation at the point
at which he had left 1, putting us arm around Valéne’s
waist again

“Why?” she sard, raising her head and gazing at Henri,
dominating him with a look eloquent with love “Because,
my sweet, I am married, because we are in Paris and not
in the savannahs, or in the pampas, m the wide open
spaces of Americal My darltng Henn, my first and only
love, do listen to me. This husband of mine, who 1s only
an under clerk 1o the War Mimstry, has set his heart on
being a head clerk and an officer of the Legion of Honor.
Can T help his being ambitious? And for the same reason
that made him leave us entwely free—it was nearly four
years ago, do yott remember, you bad boyl—he’s now
forcing Monsieur Hulot upon me. I cannot get rid of -
dreadful bureaucrat who pufts like a grampus and *,
of hair in his nostrils, and is sixty-three, and whn *
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ten years in the last three in the attempt to keep young;
I hate him so much that on the day that Marneffe is a head
clerk and an officer of the Legion of Honor—"

“How much more will your husband be getting thea?

“A thousand crowns.” N

“I will pay him that as an annuity,” Baron Montés
persisted. “We will leave Paris and go—" .

“Go where?” asked Valére, with one of those pretty
grimaces with which women make fun of men they 2ro
sure of. “Pans 1s the only city where we could be happy.
Your love means too much to me to risk seeing it fade
away when we find ourselves alone in a desert. Listen,
Henri, you are the only man in the whole umverse that I
love, get that into your tiger’s head ”

A woman always persuades a man that he is a lion, witk
a will of 1ron, when she 15 making a sheep of him

“Now listen to met Marneffe has not five years to live;
he is rotten to the marrow. He spends seven months out
of twelve drinking medicine and tonics, and he lives 1
flannel, and as the doctor says, death may cut him off at
any momient, an illness that would be slight for a man m
good health would be fatal to him; his blood 15 infected,
his Iife 15 undermuned at the roots 1 have not let him kiss
me once in five years—the man 1s a disease! Some day.
and that day 1s not far off, I shall be a widow. Well—and
I have already had a proposal from a man with sixty
thousand francs a year, who 1s as completely in my hands
as 1f he were a lump of sugar—T swear to you that if you
were as poor as Hulot and as drseased as Marneffe, and if
you beat me, you are still the man that I want to marry,
only you, for I love you, and T want to bear your name.

And I am ready to give you any pledge of my love that
you may ask—"
“Tomght, then—"

“But, you son of Rio, my lovely jaguar from the virait
forests of Brazil,” she said, taking his hand and kissing it
and caressing it, “show some consideration for the woman
you intend to marry . . shall T be your wife, Henni?”

“Yes,” sad the Brazlian, overcome by the intoxicating
language of passion.
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And he went down on his knees.

“Listen, Henri,” said Valérie, taking both hss hands and
looking deep into his eyes. “Will you swear to me here, in
the presence of Lisbeth, my best and only friend, my sister,
to take me for your wife at the end of my year of widow-
hood?”

“I swear ”

“That’s not enough! Swear by your mother’s ashes and
her eternal salvation, swear it by the Virgin, and by your
hopes as a Catholic!”

Valénie knew that the Brazian would keep his word,
into whatever social depths she should have fallen The
Brazihan took his solemn oath, his nose almost touching
Vakrie’s white bosom, and his eyes fascmated, he was
intovscated, as men are when they see agam the woman
they love, after a voyage of a hundred and forty days

“Very well, now don't worry. And treat Madame
Marmeffe with the respect due to the future Baroness de
Montejanos. Do not spend a farthing on my account, I
forbid 1t Wait here, 1n the front room-—you can lie on the
sofa I will come myself and tell you when you can leave.
Tomorrow we will breakfast together, and you can leave
about ore o'clock, as 1f you had come to wisit me at
twelve Do not be anxious, the porters are as devoted to
me as if they were my father and mother And now I must
go down to serve tea.”

She signed to Lisbeth, who came with her as far as the
landing There Valéne whispered mn the old mard’s ear.

“This blackamoor has come back a httle too soon!
Because I shall die if T cannot give you your revenge on
Hortense!”

“Don’t worry, my dearest httle demon,” said the old
mand, kissing her on the brow “Love and revenge, hunting
in couple, will never lose the game. Hortense is expecting
me tomorrow. She 1s in distress about money Wenceslas
would give you a thousand kisses for a thousand francs ™*

After leaving Valéne, Hulot had gone down to the
and taken Madame Olivier by surprise.

“Madame Olivier””

On hearing this imperious nterrogation, and
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the gesture which accompanied it, Madame Olivier came
out of her lodge and into the court, to the place where the
Baron beckoned her,

“You know that if there is anyone who can one day help
your son 1o a practice, it is myself; it is thanks to me that
he is at this moment third clerk in a solicitor's office, and
reading for the law »

“Yes, Monsieur le Baron, and Monsieur le Baron can
count on our grattude Not a day passes but X pray to
God for Monsieur Je Baron’s happiness.” w

“Not so much talk, my good woman,” said Hulot, but
action!” .

“What do you want me to do?”" asked Madame 011)119‘7{;

“A man came tomght 1n a carriage Do you know ‘him’ .

Madame Olwier had, of course, recognized Montés;
how should she have forgotten him? Montés always “Se.d
to ship five sous mto her hand 1n the Rue du Doyentt
whenever he left the house rather too early m the mommgd
1f the Baron had approached Olivier, perhaps he wouk
have learned everything. But Olivier was asleep. Among
the lower orders the woman 1s not only superior to the
man, she also has, almost always, the upper hand. Madam®
Olvier had long since decided which side she would take
in case of a collision between her two benefactors; ¢
regarded Madame Marneffe as the stronger power.

“Do I know him?” she replied “No, indeed; no, I have
never seen mm before ™

“What! Did Madame Marneffe’s cousin pever go to 5¢
her when she Lived 1n the Rue du Doyenné?”

“OR' Was it her cousin?” exclarmed Madame OlveT,
“Perhaps he did come, but I did not recognize him. Next
ume, sir, I will take notice.” .

“He will be coming down,” smid Hulot, interruptiné
Madame Olwier sharply.

“But he has gone,” replied Madame Olvier, who had
taken in the situation. “The carnage has left.”

“Did you see him go?”

“As plamly as I see you. He told his man to drive © the
Embassy.” N

Her tone of conviction and this assurance drew 2 sigh
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of relief from the Baron, who took Madame Olivier's hand
and pressed 1t.

“Thank you, my dear Madame Olvier; but there is
something else. What about Monsteur Crevel?”

“Monsieur Crevel? What do you mean? I don’t under-
stand,” said Madame Olivier

“Listen to me' He 1s 1n love with Madame Marneffe.”

“I can’t believe 1t, Monsieur le Baron; I can’t believe it

“He is m love with Madame Marneffe!” the Baron
repeated emphatically “What they are up to I do not know;
but I mean to know, and you must find out. If you can put
me on the track of that intrigue, your son shall be a
solicitor,”

“Don’t you take on ke this, Monsieur le Baron!” said
Madame Olivier “Madame loves you, and nobody else;
her maid knows that for sure, and we are often saying that
you are the luckiest man alive, because you know what
Madame 1s—she 1s simply perfect! She gets up at ten every
day; and then she has breakfast, well, and then she takes
an hour to dress, and all that takes up two hours, well,
then, she goes and walks 1n the Tuileries, where anybody
can see her, and she 1s always back by four, 1n time to be
ready for you. Oh, she’s as regular as the clock She has
no secrets from her maid, and Reine doesn’t keep anything
from me, you may be sure! She couldn'’t 1f she wanted to,
on account of my son—she’s sweet on him So you see,
Monsieur, 1f Madame was to have any goings-on with
Monsieur Crevel, we should be sure to know 1t ™

The Baron went up again to Madame Marneffe’s flat,
with a beaming face, convinced that he was the only man
who enjoyed the love of that shameless courtesan, as
treacherous, but as lovely and as charming, as any siren.

Crevel and Marneffe were beginning a second game of
piquet. Crevel was losing, like 2 man whose mind was not
on the game Marneffe, who knew the reason for the
Mayor's absent-mindedness, was taking unscrupulous ad-
vantage of it. He was looking at the cards on the table
and discarding accordingly. Knowing, by this means, what
his opponent had m his hand, he was playmg with confi-
dence The stakes were twenty sous a point, and be *



already cheated the Mayor out of thirty franes when the
Baron returned. . d

“Dear me,” said the Councilor of State, surprised to fin
no one else there, “are you alone? Where has everyone
gone?" » g

“Your pleasant temper frightened them away, replie
Crevel

“No, 1t was my wife’s cousin arriving,” said va:{rn:ﬂh
«These ladies and gentlemen thought that Valérie and
Henri must have a great deal to say to each other after
three years’ absence, and so they discreetly retired, If 1 had
been there, 1 would have made them stay, but as it happen®
it 1s just as well, because Lisbeth 1s not very well, and her
not being able to make the tea as usual at half-past ten has
upset everything,”

“Then 15 Lisbeth really 1l1?” asked Crevel, furious.

“So they say,” replied Marneffe, with the amoral md"f'
ference of a man for whom women have ceased to exist

The Mayor looked at the clock, and, by his calcm.allOﬂr
it seemed that the Baron must have spent forty minutes
with Lisbeth Hulot's jubilant expression seriously compro
mised Valérie, Lisbeth, and Hector himself. .

“I have just been seeing her She is in great pain, pooF
dear,” said the Baron.

“The sufferings of others seem to cause You great
pleasure, my friend,” retorted Crevel with acrimony, “be-
cause you have come back positively beaming with jubita-
tion! Is Lisbeth in serious danger? Your daughter is her
her, I believe. You are Iike a different man. You went off
with a face like the Moor of Venice, and you come back
looking ltke Samnt-Preux! I would very much like to see
Madame Marneffe’s face!”

“Exactly what do you mean by that?” said Marneffe 10
Crevel, gathering up his cards and laying them down if
front of him.

The dull eyes of this decrepit man of forty-seven kindleds
and a faint color flushed his cold and flabby checks; he
opened his toothless mouth, and his blackened lips caked
with a sort of white chalky foam. That impotent rage ofa
man whose life hung on a thread, and who in a duel would

186



’

have had nothing to risk, whereas Crevel would have had
everything to lose, scared the Mayor.

“I said,” Crevel replied, “that I should like to see
Madame Marneffe’s face, and I have all the more reason
because your own is not very pleasant at this moment.
Upon my word, you are as ugly as s, my dear Marneffe.”

“Do you reahze that you are very uncivil?”

A man who has won thirty francs off me m forty-five
minutes never looks particularly handsome to me »

“Ah” replied the under clerk. “If only you had seen me
when T was seventeen!”

“Were you very attractive?”

“That has been my nun Now, if T had been hke you, I
might have been a mayor and a peer of France ”

“Yes,” repled Crevel with a smile, “you have been in
the wars too much And of the two metals that can be
gamned by cultivating the god of commerce, you have come
1 for the worse—the dross!”

Crevel roared with laughter And if Marneffe took
offense when his honor was i penl, he always took these
vulgar and coarse pleasantries in good part, they were the
small change of conversation between Crevel and himself.

*“Eve has cost me dear, to be sure, but, by Jove, short
and sweet, that’s my motto ”

“Happy ever after 1s more 1n my line,” rephed Crevel.

Madame Marneffe, comng 1, saw only her husband
Playing cards with Crevel, and the Baron, m the drawing
room. She guessed from the expression of the mumcipal
digmtary all that had been agitating bis mind, and she took
her cue

“Marneffe, my dear,” she said, gong over and leaning
on her husband’s shoulder, and running her pretty fingers
through his dingy gray hair, but without succeeding 1
covering his bald head with it, as she pathered it together,
“it 15 very late for you; you ought to go to bed. You know
that tomorrow you have to dose yourself, the doctor *
ordered Reine to give you your herb broth at seven
value your hife, you must finish your game now.”

“Shall we stop after five more points?” Marnefle

“Very good. I have made two already,” said c



“How long will it take?” asked Valérie

“Ten minutes,” replied Marmeffe.

“It is eleven already,” said Valérie, “and really, .M°"‘
sieur Crevel, anyone would think you wanted to kill my
husband, In any case, don't be long ™

This double=edged remark made Crevel, Hulot, and
even Marncffe himself smile, Valérie went over to talk t©
her Hector.

“Go now, my dear,” Valénie whispered to Hector. “Walk
up and down 1n the Rue Vanneay, and come back when
you see Crevel leave ™

“I would rather leave the flat and come back to your
room by the dressing-room door You could ask Reine t0
open it for me.”

“Reme 15 upstairs with Lisbeth.”

“Very well, shall I go back to Lisbeth’s flat?” .

Valéne saw danger on all sides, foreseeing a scené with
Crevel, she did not want Hulot 1 her room, where he
would hear everything, . . And the Brazilian waiting 1
Lisbeth’s flat

“Really, you men,” said Valérie to Hulot, “when you
get an idea into your heads, you would set fire to the house
fo get into 1t Lisbeth 15 1 no fit state to receive you- A€
you afraid of catching cold mn the street? Wait there—or
good might!”

“Good night, gentlemen,” said the Baron aloud.

His old man’s vanity was piqued, Hulot was determined
1o prove that he could play the young man by waiting fof
the hour of surrender in the street, and he left.

Marneffe said good night to his wife, and took her hands
with a d jon of seeming ion. Valérie pressed
het husband's hand in a way which meant: “Get rid of
Crevel for me.”

“Good night, Crevel,” said Marneffe “I hope you won't
stay long with Valérie You see, ] am jealous. A Tittle late
1 the day, but it has got mel I shall come back to s¢¢
whether you have gone.”

“I want to talk fo Valérie, but I won't stay long,” said
Crevel.

“Talk quetly,” said Valérie in a low voice “Now, what
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is it?” she said aloud, giving Crevel a look of mingled pride
and contempt .

Before this haughty look Crevel, who had rendered
great services to Valérie, and who had intended to point
out this fact, became at once humble and submissive.

“This Brazilian . . .” Crevel, quailing before Valérie's
fixed expression of contempt, broke off.

“Well?” she said,

“This cousin.”

“He is not my cousin,” she replied “He is my cousin to
the world, and to Monsieur Marneffe. And if he were my
lover, that would be no affair of yours. A shopkeeper who
buys a woman mn order to have his revenge 15, in my
opinion, lower than one who buys her for love. You were
not in love with me; to you I was only Monsieur Hulot's
mistress, and you paid for me as one might buy a pistol to
shoot an enemy. I needed money, so I consented »

“You have not kept your side of the bargam,” sad
Crevel, lapsing mto the shopkeeper.

“Ah! You want Baron Hulot to know that you have
robbed him of his mistress i revenge for his having taken
Josépha? Nothing could prove your baseness more clearly,
You say you love a woman, you treat her like a duchess,
and then you want to dishonor her! But after all, my dear,
you are quite night; I am not to be compared with Josépha
That young lady has the courage of her shame, while I am
only a hypocrite, who deserves to be whipped in public.
Oh dear! Josépha is protected by her talent and her wealth.
I have only my reputation to protect me; I am still a
respectable and virtuous middleclass wife. But if you make
a scandal, what shall I be? If I were rich, it would not
matter! But you know very well that at most I have fifteen
thousand francs a year ”

“Much more,” said Crevel. “I have doubled your savings
during the last two months in Orleans shares.”

“Well, one has no status in Paris on less than
thousand; just give me the equivalent in money *
reputation 1 shall lose! All T ask 1s to see Mamefie
head clerk; then he will draw a salary of six ’
francs He has twenty-seven years of service, _



years I shail be entitled to a pension of fifteen hundred
francs if he dies! And you, whom I have loaded with
kmdness, whom I have made entirely happy, you camnot
wait! And you call that love!” she exclaimed

“I may have begun with an ulterior motive,” said Crevel,
“but pow I am at your beck and call. You trample on my
affections, you crush me, you humiliate me, and I love you
as T have never loved before. Valérie, I love you as much
as 1 love Célestine! I would do anything for you Listen,
instead of coming twice a week to the Rue du Dauphin,
come three times!™

“Is that all? You are growmng quite young again, my
dear!”

“Let me send Hulot packing, humiliate him, get rid of
him for you,” suid Crevel, disregarding this insult. “Don’t
see that Braziltan again, be mne entirely! You will have
no reason to regret it. To begin with, I will give you 2
bond for eight thousand francs a year, 1t will be an annuity
to begin with—I will only give you the capital after five
years of fidelity

“More bargains! Shopkeepers can never learn to give'
You want to mvest 1n love by installments, all throu
your life, by means of security bonds! Tradesman! Hair-oil
seller' You put a price on everything! Hector told me that
the Duc d'Hérouville gave Josépha bonds for thirty thou-
sand a year m a packet of sugar almonds! And I am worth
six Joséphas! Ah! To be Joved!” she said, setting her curls,
and going over to the mirror, “Henn loves me 1 have only
to bit my finger and he would kill you like a fly, Hulot
loves me; his wife is sleeping on straw! Go and be a good
famuly man, my dear. You have three hundred thousand
francs pocket money, over and above your fortune—Ift
fact, a gold mme—and all you think about 1s mcreasing 1t

“For you, Valérie, for 1 offer you half of 1t!" he said,
gomng down on his knees

“Are you still here?” exclaimed the hideous Marneffe,
coming 1n in his dressing gown. “What are you doing””

“He 15 apologizing to me, my dear, for an msultng
proposal that he has just made to me, As I did not agre®
to it, he proposed to buy me!” N
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Crevel would have liked a trap door to open and let him
down into the cellar, as in a theater.

“Get up, my dear Crevel,” saxd Marneffe, smiling. “You
Jook quite ridiculous. I see from Valérie’s expression that
T am in no danger.”

“Go to bed and sleep well,” said Madame Marneffe

“How clever she 15" thought Crevel. “She 1s adorable!
She has saved me!”

‘When Marneffe had gone back to his room the Mayor
ook Valérie’s hands and kissed them, leaving on them the
traces of a few tears.

“All in your name!” he said.

“That is the way to love,” she murmured in his ear.
“Very well, love for love Hulot 13 down below, in the
street. The poor old thing 1s waiting to come up, when I
stand a candle in one of my bedroom windows. I give you
my permussion to tell him that I love only you, he will not
believe you, so take him to the Rue du Dauphm, give him
proofs, shatter lim You have my permission; I order you
to do it Tam bored with that old seal, bored to death with
him Keep your man mn the Rue du Dauphin all night,
kil him by inches Have your revenge for the loss of
Josépha It may kill Hulot; but we shall be saving his wife
and children from utter rum Madame Hulot 1s working
for her living!”

“Oh! Poor woman' Upon my word, it is abominable!”
exclaimed Crevel, his native good nature reviving.

“If you love me, Célestn,” she whispered in Crevel’s
ear, brushmg 1t with her lips as she did so, “keep hum
away, or T am undone Marneffe 1s suspicious, and Hector
has a key to the outer gate, and is expecting to come
back!”

Crevel pressed Madame Marneffe in his arms, and left
in a state of supreme happiness, Valérie accompanied him
affectionately as far as the landing, and then, like a woman
bewitched, followed him down to the first floor, and to the
bottom of the stairs )

“My own Valérie! Go back; do not compromise your
self before the porters! Go, my Iife and my N
everything is yours. Go back, my duchess!”



“Madame Olivier!” Valérie called softly, as soon as the
door was closed. .

“Why, Mad yon here? exclaimed Madame Olivier,
bewildered. )

“Bolt the main door top and bottom, and don't open it
again ™

“Very good, Madame!”

‘When she had bolted the door Madame Olivier gave 3
account of the attempted bribery on the part of the ugh
official.

“That was angelic of you, dear Olivier; but we will talk
about that tomorrow.”

Valérie went up to the third floor like an arrow, knocked
three times on Lisbeth’s door, and returned to her QWﬂ
flat, where she gave instructions to Mademoiselle Rein®
for 2 woman must make the best of her oppoxtullillcs
when a Montés comes back from Brazil.

CHAPTER XX

“No, by Jove, only women of the world know how to
love like that!” Crevel said to himself, “How she cam®
down the stairs, lighting 1t up with her look, and she Was
following me! Josépha! She 1s no catch at all,” contiu\ltd
the ex-commercial traveler, “What was that I said? ‘Ne
catch . . .’ Oh Lord! T might come out with that one day
at the Tuileries. . . . No, unless Valérie sees to my educa
tion I shail never be up to much—and I am set on passitg
for 2 gentleman. . . Ah! What a woman! She upsets B¢
like an attack of colic when she looks at me coldly. « «
What grace! What wit! Josépha never gave me SUC
emotions. And what unsuspected perfections! . . . Ah, 0¥
there’s my man.”

In the darkness of the Rue de Babylone he pcrceived
Hulot, his tall figure a little bowed, stealing along besid®
the scaffolding of a house that was being built, and he went

steaight up to him
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“Good morning, Baron, for it is past midnight, my
friend. What the devil are you doing here? You are taking
a walk in a fine drizzle At our age that is not wise, Would
you like me to give you a piece of advice? Let us both go
bome. For between you and me you will not see the light
in the window ”

On hearing that last phrase, the Baron became suddenly
aware that he was sixty-three, and that his cloak was wet.

“Who on earth told you?” he asked.

“Valérie, naturally, our Valéne, who is henceforth going
10 be only my Valérie We are even now, Baron; we will
play the final round whenever you like. You cannot com-
Pplain. You know that I always retained the night to take
my revenge It took you threc months to take Yosépha
from tme; and I took Valéne m . . but we won’t go into
that,” he went on “Now I mean to have her all to myself.
But we can still be good friends all the same.”

“Crevel, do not joke,” the Baron replied in a voice
choked with rage. “This is a matter of Life and death.”

“Is that how you take 1t? Come, Baron, don’t you
remember what you said to me on the day of Hortense’s
marriage? Are two old beaus like ocurselves going to quarrel
over a skurt? Tt is common, 1t is 1ll-bred! We are Regency,
we agreed, bl i Pompadour, eight h
tury, positively, Maréchal Richelieu, rococo, and, T might
even say, Liaisons dangereuses™

Crevel might have continued to pile vp his literary
allusions indefinitely, the Baron heard them but indistinetly,
like 2 man who is beginming to go deaf. But seeing, by the
light of the gaslamp, that the face of his enemy had turned
Pale, the victor stopped short This was a shattering blow
for the Baron, after Madame Olivier’s assurances, after
Valérie’s parting glance.

“Good heavens' There are plenty of other women in
Paris!” he exclaimed at last.

“That’s what I said to you when you took Josépha,” said
Crevel,

“But really, Crevel, it is impossible. Give me proofst
Have you a key, as I have, to let yourself in?”
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And the Baron, who had now reached the house, put a
key into the lock; but the door was immovable, and he
tried in vain to open it.

“Don’t make a disturbance at night,” said Crevel calmlj.
“Take my word for it, Baron, I have better keys than

outs,”
Y “Prove 1t! Prove it!” the Baron repeated, exasperated
by misery to the point of madness.

“Come with me, and I will give you proofs,” rephed
Crevel.

And following Valérie’s instructions, he led the Baron
toward the quay, by the Rue Hillerin-Bertin The unfortu-
nate Councilor of State went, like a tradesman on the day
before he declares himself bankrupt He was absorbed m
conjectures on the reasons for the secret depravity hidden
in Valérie’s heart, and thought that he must be suffering
from some kind of delusion Going over the Pont Royal,
he felt his existence to be so blank, so utterly at an end,
so entangled financially, that he all but yielded to an evi
::‘flp\!lsb to fing Crevel 1nto the river, and to jump 1 after

im.

‘When they reached the Rue du Dauphin, which at that
time had not yet been widened, Crevel stopped before 3
door in the wall This door opened 1nto a long corridor

paved with black and white tiles that served as an entrance
hall, and at the end of which was a staircase and a porter’s
lodge lighted from a small inper courtyard, of a type not
uncommon 1n Pans, This courtyard, which was shared
with the neighboring house, was a singular instance of
unequal division. Crevel's little house—for he was the
owner—had an annex with a glass roof, built on the
adjomning plot, and under the restricting conditron that n¢
higher story should be built on this structure, which was
entirely concealed by the lodge and by the corbeling of the
staircase

This property had for a long time been used as a store
room, back premises, and kitchen of one of two shops
facing on to the road. Crevel had separated off these three
ground-floor rooms from the rest of the building, and
Grindot had transformed them into a small economically



planned house. There were two entrances: one from the
front, through the shop of a furniture dealer to whom
Crevel let the premises at a low rent, and by the month,
so that he could get rid of him if he talked, the other by a
door so well concealed in the wall of the corndor as to be
almost invisible. Thus little residence, consisting of a dinmg
room, a drawing room, and a bedroom, It from above,
built partly on Crevel’s ground and partly on hrs neighbor’s,
was therefore very hard to find With the exception of the
secondhand furmiture dealer, the tenants were unaware of
the existence of this little paradise. The porter’s wife, who
was mn Crevel's pay, was an excellent cook; the Mayor
could therefore enter his compact little house or leave it
at any hour of the might without any fear of being spied
upon During the day a2 woman dressed as women dress in
Paris to do their shopping, provided with a key, ran no
Tisk 1n gomng nto Crevel’s rooms She could stop to look
at a piece of secondhand furmture, ask 1its price, go nto
the shop or leave 1t, without arousmg the shightest suspicion
if anyone should chance to meet her

‘When Crevel had It the candles in the drawing room
the Baron was astomished to see the clever and expensive
smartness of the place. The ex-perfumer had given Grindot
a free hand, and the old archutect had distinguished himself
by producing an interior m the Pompadour style which
had, incidentally, cost sixty thousand francs.

“I should Iike a duchess to be mmpressed if she was
brought here,” Crevel had sard to Grindot. .

He wanted a perfect Panstan Eden 1n which to enjoy his
Eve, his woman of the world, his Valérie, his duchess.

“There are two beds,” saxd Crevel to Hulot, mdicating
a divan with a bed that pulled out like a drawer from a
chest of drawers “Here is one; the other is 1 the bedroom.
So we can both spend the mght here ¥

“What about the proofs?” saxd the Baron .

Crevel took a candlestick and led his friend into the
bedroom, where, on a sofa, he saw an expensive dresci
gown belonging to Valérie that she had brought from
Vanneau, where she had the pleasure of shawulg’
before brnging it to Crevel's little house. The
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opened the secret drawer of one of those pretty ]iu]e_inlaxd
writing tables called bonheur-du-jours, rummaged in it, and
drew out a letter which he handed to the Baron.
“Read this.” .
The Councilor of State read the following note, writtet
in pencil: v
I waited for you 1n vam, you old villan Women like me nevel
watt for retired perfumers Dinner had not been ordered, and there
were no cigarettes T will pay you out for this,

“Is 1t her writing?”

“My God"™ Hulot exclaimed, sitting down, comp]etcl)’
crushed. “I recognize all her things—her caps, her slippers.
Good Lord! How long have you—"

Crevel indicated that he understood, and took out 2
handful of bills from the little inlaid desk

*Look at these, old boy 1 paid the burlders in December
—gighteen thirty-eight This delightful lutle house was first
used two months before.”

The Councilor of State bowed his head.

“But how on earth did you manage it? Because 1 know
how she spends every hour of her time ”

“What about the walk n the Tuleries?” said Crevel,
rubbing his hands tnumphantly,

“Well?” said Hulot, still mystified.

“Your supposed mistress goes to the Tuileries, where
she is supposed to be walking from one to four; but, hey
presto! she is here in a trice. You know your Mohere?
Well, Baron, there ts nothing imaginary in your title.”

Hulot, no longer in doubt, remained ominously silent.
Disasters impel strong and intelligent minds toward phi-
Iosophy But the Baron was, morally, like a man lost in 2
forest at night. This gloomy silence and the change that
had come over the Baron's shrunken features alarmed
Crevel, who did mot wish to cause the death of his
collaborator.

“As I was saying, old chap, we are even pow, so let uS
play for the rubber. Won't you play for the rubber? Come!
The deciding round!”
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“Why is it,” said Hulot, addressing himself, “that out of
ten pretty women at least seven are false?”

The Baron was too much shaken to find any answer to
the question Beauty is the strongest of all human powers.
All power that is entirely unchecked, without autocratic
restraint, leads to abuse, to excess Despousm is power
gone mad. Among women, despotism 1s a matter of
whims,

“You have no cause to complam, my good friend; you
have a beautiful wife, and she 1s virtuous

“I deserve it all,” saxd Hulot. “1 have not appreciated
my wife; I bave made her suffer—and she is an angel’ Oh,
my poor Adeline, you are avenged' She suffers 1n silence,
alone, and she deserves to be adored; she 1s worthy of my
love! Tought to .. because she 1s still beauttful, mnocent,
almost virginal again . . But was there ever a more
worthless, contemptible, vicious woman than this Valéne?”

“She is a good-for-nothmng hussy who deserves to be
whipped in the Place du Chitelet,” said Crevel “But, my
dear Canillac, even though we are such gallants, so very
much Maréchal de Richelien, rakes, Pompadour, du Barry,
old p and as cightcenth-century as you please,
we have no longer a lieutenant of police ”

“How does one succeed 1n being loved?” Hulot asked
himself, without paying any attention to Crevel. ]

“It is mere folly for the hkes of you and me,” said
Crevel, “to expect to be loved; at most we can hope to be
tolerated, for Madame Marneffe 1s a hundred times more
corrupt than Josépha ™

“And more avaricious! She has cost me a hundred and
tiinety-two thousand francs'” exclaimed Hulot

*“And how many centimes?” asked Crevel, with a trades-
man’s insolence, thinking that the sum was a small one.

“It is obvious that you do not love her,” said the Baron
sadly

“I have had enough of her,” said Crevel “She has had
more than three hundred thousand francs from me.”

“What does she do with {t? Where does all that money,
£0 t0?" said the Baron, holding his head 1n his hands.

197




“If we had had an arrangement between us, like the
poor young devils who go shares in keeping a twopenny
tart, she would have cost us less.” .

“That is an idea! the Baron replicd; “but she would still
deceive us, because, my portly friend, what do you make
of that Brazilan?”

“Yes, you old fox, you are right, we are cheated Itke—
like shareholders! said Crevel. “All women of her sort ar®
liabilities.”

“Was 1t really she who told you about the light 1n the
window?” asked the Baron. .

“My dear old boy,” said Crevel, striking his attitude,
“she has fooled us both Valérie is a— She told me ©
keep you here. . . . Now I understand. She has her Brazilian
with her. Ah! T am finished with her If you hold her hands,
she manages to cheat you with her feet! Really, she 15
vicious, utterly immoral.”

“She 18 worse than a prostitute,” said the Baron
“Josépha and Jenny Cadine had a perfect right to deceiv®
us, after all, they make a trade of their charms.”

“But she plays the saint, the prude!” said Crevel “Look
here, Hulot, you should go back to your wife. Your
finances are not too good, people are beginning to talk
about certain 10Us m the possession of a shady moncy”
lender called Vauvinet, whose special Line is lending mopey
to prostitutes As for me, I have had enough of the ladies-
Besides, at our age, what do we want with these chits, who
frankly, are bound to deceive us You have white hair and
false teeth, Baron And I look like Silenus, T am going 0
save monhey, Money never lets you down, Even if the
Treasury 1s open to everybody every six months, at least
it pays your interest, and that woman spends it. . . » Wi
you, friend Guberta, my old comrade, 1 mught bavé
accepted an unseemly, or perhaps I ought to say a philo-
sophucal, situation, but a Brazilian who may have brougth
some dubious colonral currency from his country—"

“Women,” said Hulot, “are inexplicable creatues.”

*1 can explam them,” said Crevel. “We are old, and th®

il 1s young and hand: "
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“Yes, that is true,” said Hulot. “I must admit that we are
not as young as we were, But, my friend, how is one to
live without seeing these lovely creatures undressing, rolimg
up their curls, smiling at us meamngly through their fingers
as they twist up their curling-papers, and going through
all their repertorre, telling therr lies, saying that we do not
love them when we are preoccupied with our work, and
taking our minds off our troubles””

“Yes; upon my word 1t is the only pleasure in life!”
exclaimed Crevel “When a saucy puss smiles at you and
says ‘Darling, you don’t know how mice you are' I suppose
T am different from other women, who fall n love with
youths with goats® beards, fellows who smoke, with man-
ners like lackeys, because bemng young they think they can
dispense with common courtesy! And besides, they come
and go as they please, and then they say goodbye, and go
their ways. . You think I am a flirt, but I prefer men
of fifty to these whippersnappers, one can keep them longer.
They are devoted, they know that women are not so easily
come by, they appreciate us. That is why I love you, you
old rascal” And they throw 1n all kinds of petting and
caresses— Oh, there is no more truth 1 1t than m the
Posters on the Town Hall!”

“Lies are often preferable to the truth,” said Hulot,
thinking of several charmng occasions, evoked by Crevel's
mimicry of Valére. “They have to act up to their hes and
sew spangles on their stage costumes »

“And we have them, after all, the bitches,” said Crevel
brutally

“Valérie 1s a witch,” said the Baron; “she can turn an
old man into a young one.”

“Yes, that’s true enough,” said Crevel, “she is an eel
that wriggles out of your hands, but the prettiest of eels,
white, and sweet as sugar . . . as amusing as Ariel, and
what a sense of humor!” 5

“Oh, yes, she 15 very watty!” said the Baron, forgetting
all about his wife

The two comrades went to bed the best of friends,
recalling to one another Valéne's perfections, the intona--
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tions of her voice, her little ways, her gestures, the amusis
things she did, her sallies of wit and demonstrations of
affection. For she was expert in the art of love, and h{d
remarkable moments, just as a tenor may sing an af
better at one performance than at another. And they bU"h
fell asleep, lulled in these tender and diabolical remi-
niscences, lit up by the fires of hell

Next day, at nine, Hulot set out for the Ministry; Crevel
had business in the country. They left together, and CrcVF‘
offered the Baron his hand, as he said, “No ill feeling, 13.
shere? Because we are both done with Madame Marneffe

““Oh, this is the end!” replied Hulot, with an expressiol .
almost of horror. B

At half-past ten Crevel was going up Madame Marneffe's
stairs four steps at a time. He found that infamous creaturé,
that adorable enchantress, in the most attractive dressing
gown, eating an exquisite breakfast in the company f’!
Baron Henri Montés de Montejanos and Lisbeth. In spit¢
of his shock at the sight of the Brazilian, Crevel asked
Madame Marneffe to give hun two minutes in private.
Valérie went with Crevel into the drawing room.

“Valérie, my angel,” said the amorous Cyevel, “Mos-
sieur Marneffe will not last long; 1f you will be faithful 0
me, when he dies we can be married. Think it over. [ have
got nd of Hulot for you So just consider whether that
Brazilian is worth a Mayor of Paris, a man who WO“‘_
attain the highest dignities for your sake, and who, a5 it
is, has an income of eighty-odd thousand a year.”

“I will think 1t over,” she said. “I will be at the Rue dU
Dauphin at two, and we can talk about it. But see that you
behave yourself! And do not forget the shares you promise
to make over to me yesterday!”

She returned to the dining room, followed by Creveh
who was congratulating himself on having hit upon a pla?
for having Valérie to himself, but he now saw Baron Hulot
who had come in during this short conference, with 2
simifar motive. The Councilor of State asked, as Crevel
had done, for a few moments alone with Valéric Madarm®
Marmeffe rose to go back to the drawing room, smiling 2t
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the Brazilian as she did so, as much as to say: “They are
mad! Can they not sec yon here?”

“Valérie my child,” said the Councilor of State, “that
cousin i an American cousin,”

“Don't say any morel” she cried, interrupting the Baron.
“Marneffe has never been, and never will be, my husband
The first and the only man that I have ever loved has just
returned when T least expected him. It 15 not my fault!
But look at Henr, and look at yourself! And ask yourself
whether any woman, especially when she 1s in love, could
hesitate My dear, I am not a kept woman. From today
I am not going to continue to play Susannah between the
two elders. If I mean anything to you, you can be our
friends, you and Crevel, but everything else 1s over, because
I am twenty-six, and from now on I mtend to be an
absolute saint—a good and worthy woman—like your
wife

“Really?” said Hulot. “Is this how you receive me, when
I come ke a pope offerng you indulgences with both
hands?. Very well, then, your husband shall never be a
senior clerk, nor an officer of the Legion of Honor!™

“That remains to be seen!” said Madame Marneffe, with
a significant look at Hulot.

“Dor’t let us quarrel,” said Hulot in despair. “T will
come this evening, and then we can discuss everything.”

“In Lisbeth’s flat, then ™

“Very well, at Lisbeth’s,” said the amorous old man.

Hulot and Crevel went downstatrs together to the street
without saying 2 word. But on the pavement they looked
at one another and laughed bitterly.

“We are two old fools,” said Crevel,

“I have got nid of them,” said Madame Marneffe to
Lisbeth as she returned to the table, “I have never loved
and I never shall love any man but my jaguar,” she added,
smiling at Henn Montés, “Lisbeth, my dear, do you know?
Henri has forgiven me all the infamies to which I was
driven by poverty.” e

“Itis my fault,” said the Brazilian “I ought to have sent,,
you a hundred thousand francs.” :
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“Poor darling" said Valéric. “I ought to have worked
for my living, but my fingers are not made for that—ask
Lisbeth.” .y

The Braziltan went away the happiest man in Paris. :

At noon Valénie and Lisbeth were talking in the splends
bedroom where this dangerous Parisian was adding 10 ‘“5
toilet those finishing touches that no mad can give. Behin
locked doors and drawn curtains, Valérie gave an account
of everything that had happened the previous evemng
night, and morning, down to the last detail.

“Are you pleased, duckie?” she asked Lisbeth finally,
“Which shall 1 be, Madame Crevel or Madame Moatés?
‘What do you advise?”

“Crevel will not fast more than ten yeas, libertme that
he 15,” said Lisbeth, “and Montés is young, Crevel would
leave you an income of about thirty thousand francs a yeat.
Let Montes wait, he will be quite pleased to be the
Benjamm And at about thirty-three, my deac girl, 1f yoU
take care of your looks, you will be able to marry !‘7“;
Brazftan and five in style with sixty thousand a year 0
your own—and with a Marshal’s wife to protect you'

“Yes, but Montés 1s a4 Brazilian, he will never get any”
where,” observed Valérie. .

“We Iive n the age of railways,” sard Lisbeth, ‘“‘“‘d .
foreigners nowadays nise to high positions in France

“We shall see,” said Valérie. “When Marneffe is dead:
He has not very much longer to suffer.”

“These attacks of his,” said Lisbeth, “are a sort ,?f
remorse of the body. Now I must go and see Hortense.

“Yes, go, there’s an angel"™ said Valérie “And bring m¢
my attst! In three years I have not gained so much as a2
inch of ground! That is a disgeace to both of us! Wenceslas
and Henri are my only two passions. One §s Tove, and the
other 15 a fancy!™

“How beautiful you are this morning!” saxd Lisbetb,
putting her arm around Valérie's waist and kissing hef
brow. “I enjoy all your pleasures, your good fortune, yout
dresses. . . . I never knew what it was to live until the 42y
when we became sisters.” -

“Wait a moment, my dear tigresst™ said Valérie, smiling

~yy



“Your shawl is crooked. You still don’t know how to wear
a shawl, after three years, after all my lessons; you will
never be Madame f2 Maréchale Hulot!”

CHAPTER XXI

LIsSBETH, wearing prunella boots, gray sik stockings,
and fortified with a dress made of beautiful Levantne
cloth, her braided hair surmounted by a very pretty black
velvet bonnet lined with yellow satm, made her way to Rue
Saint-Dommque by way of the Boulevard des Invahdes,
wondering as she went whether discouragement would at
last break down Hortense’s courageous spint, and whether
Slavonic nstability, taken at a weak moment, would make
Wenceslas’s fidehty waver

Hortense and Wenceslas lived 1n the ground-floor flat of
a house at the corner of the Rue Sant-Domnique and the
Esplanade des Invalides Thus flat, which was originally
harmony with the haneymoon, now had that half-new,
half-faded look that one might describe as the autumn of
furmishing Young couples are extravagant and wasteful
without realizing it, or meamng to be so, with all therr
belongings and with their love as well They are entirely
selfcentered, and take Little thought for the future that,
Tater on, preoccupres the mother of a family

Lisbeth found her Cousin Hortense Just as she had
finsshed dressing a tmy Wenceslas, who had been casried
out into the garden.

“Good afternoon, Bette,” saud Hortense, who opened
the door to her cousin herself.

The cook had gone out shopping; the housemaid, who
was also the nurse, was doing the washing.

“Good afternoon, dear child,” said Bette, kissing Hor-
tense. “Is Wenceslas at his studio”” she added in a whisper.

“No, he 15 talking to Stidmann and Chanor m the
drawing roym.”

“Is there anywhere that we can talk privately?”

“Corme into my bedroom * oo
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The man who can explam his design in words passes for
an extraordinary man. All artists and writers possess this
faculty But to produce, to bring to birth, to bring up the
wfant work with labor, to put it to bed full-fed with mr'k,
to take 1t up agan every mormng with inexhaustible
maternal love, to lick it clean, to dress it a hundred times
1 lovely garments that it tears up agamn and again; never
to be discouraged by the convulstons of this mad life, and
to make of 1t a Living masterpiece that speaks to all eyes 1n
sculpture, or to all minds in hterature, to all memories 12
pamting, to all hearts in music—that 1s the task of exect-
tion The hand must be ready at every instant to obey the
mind. And the creative moments of the mind do not come
to order. These, like the moments of love, are discontiuous.

This creative habat, the mdefatigable maternal love that
makes a mother (that natural masterpiece that Raphael
30 well understood)—in short, this intellectual maternal
faculty that 15 so difficult to acquire, may easily be Jost.
Inspiration gives genius 1ts opportunity She runs, not on 3
razor’s edge, but in the air aself, and fhits away with all
the suspicious wildness of a crow; she wears no scarf by
which the poet may catch hold of her, her hair 1s a flame,
the 1s as elusive as those lovely rose and white flammgoes
that are the despair of sportsmen And work 15 a weaty
struggle at once dreaded and loved by those fine and
powerful natures who are often broken under the stram of
it. A great contemporary poet has said, speaking of this
appalling labor, “T begin 1t with desparr, but I leave st with
regret ” Let the ignorant take note' If the artist does not
throw himself into tus work like Curtius 1nto the gulf, Iike
a soldier nto the breach, unreflectingly, and if, 1 that
crater, he does not dig like a muner buried under a fall of
rock, if, in fact, he thinks about the difficulures imstead
of overcomung them one by one, like those mortals favored
by the fairies, who, 1n order to win therr princesses, fight a
whole series of combats against successtve enchantments,
the work will never be completed, 1t will penish in the
sutdio, where production becomes impossible, and the
ait<t looks on at the suicide of his own talent. Rossini,
whose talent was of an order comparable with that of
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Raphael, provides a striking example of this, with his
youthful days of poverty, contrasting with the wealth and
success of his riper years And it 15 for that reason that
the same reward, the same triumph, the same laurels, are
accorded to great poets as to great generals.

Wenceslas, by nature a dreamer, had devoted so much
energy to production, study, and work under Lisbeth’s
despotic rule, that love and happmess had produced a
reaction His true character re-asserted stself The 1dleness.
the carelessness, and the weakness of the Slav returned, to
occupy once more 1n his nature those comfortable corners
from which the rod of the schoolmistress had driven them
During the first months the artist was n love with his wife.
Hortense and doned th to the
adorable childishness of a legitimate, happy, and unbounded
Passion Hortense, durmng this ime, was the first to excuse
Wenceslas from his work, proud of bemg thus zble to
triumph over her nval, his sculpture And a woman’s
caresses drtve away the muse, and weaken the fierce,
resolute determmation of the worker Six or seven months
went by, and the sculptor’s fingers were forgetting the
use of their tools When work became urgently necessary,
when the Prince de Wissembourg, president of the com-
mittee of subscribers, asked to see the statue, Wenceslas
Produced the phrase so charactenstic of all dlers, “I am
Just begmnning work on t” And he lulled his beloved
Hortense with deceptive words, with the magmficent
schemes of an artist’s daydreams Hortense loved her poet
more than ever, she imagmed 2 sublime statue of Marshal
Montcornet. Montcornet was to be the idealization of
bravery, the very type of the cavalry officer, courage 1n
the style of Murat. Why, one would only have to look at
that statue to picture all the Emperor’s victories! And what

- execution! The pencil was very accommodating, and bore
out the artist’s words

But the only statue that was produced was an exquisite
Intle Wenceslas.

When Wenceslas was on the point of going to the studio
at the Gros-Caillou, to work the clay and finish the
maquette, the prince’s clock required his presence at the




studio of Florent and Chanor, where the figures were l?emg
filed; or the day was dull and dark; on one day business
had to be attended to, on another there was a family dinner,
not to mention indispositions of talent or of health, besides
those spent in dalliance with his adored wife. The Masshal
Prince de Wissembourg was obliged to get positively angty
before he could succeed in seewng the model, and to $3
that he would go back on his choice. It was only after
endless complaints and by dint of strong words that the
committee of subscribers succeeded m secing the plaster
model. After a day at work, Steinbock would return home
visibly tred, complamning of having to work like a common
mason, and of his physical weakness During this first year
the household was comfortably off Countess Steinbock,
madly 1n love with her husband, 1n the exultation of her
required affection, bitterly reproached the War Minister-
She went to see him, and told him that great works Wer®
not manufactured like cannon, and that the State ought t0
take its orders from genius—as under Lows XIV, Francs
1, and Pope Leo X. Poor Hortense, who imagined that
she held a Phudias 1n her arms, had, in respect to her
Wenceslas, all the maternal cowardice of a woman Who
carries love to the point of idolatry )

“Do not hurry,” she would say to her husband. “Qurt
whole future depends upon this statue; take your Hmé
produce a masterpiece

She would go to the studio. And Steinbock, 1 10V
would waste five hours out of seven with his wife, descrb
1ng the statue instead of working on 1t In this way he spent
eighteen months 1n completing this work that was of such
supreme importance for hum, When the plaster had been
cast, and the model actually existed, poor Hortense, who
had been a witness of her husband’s tremendous efforts,
who had seen his health suffer from that physical exhaus”
tion to which the body, the arms, and the hands of 2
sculptor are subject—Hortense thought the result alto-
gether admirable. Her father, who knew nothing about
sculpture, and the Baromess, who was equally 1gnorant,
praised it as a masterpiece; then they brought the Minister
of War, and he, carried away by their persuasion, and
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s_ecing this model, by itself, well lighted, and carefully
displayed against a green baize background, gave his
approval, But alas! At the exhibition of 1841 unanimous
d ion soon d d, m the mouths of those
inclined to be hostile toward an 1dol who had nsen so
quickly to fame, into howls of mockery. Stidmann, who
tried to advise his friend, was accused of jealousy. The
articles in the newspapers Hostense read simply as the
utterances of envy. Stidmann, hike a true friend, had articles
written challenging the cntics, and pointing out that
sculptors alter their works very considerably in transposing
them from the plaster to the marble, and that it 15 the
marble that matters. “Between the plaster model and the
marble,” wrote Claude Vignon, “a masterpicce may be
ruined, or a great work made from a poor model The
plaster is the manuscript, the marble 1s the book.”

In two and a half years Steinbock had produced a statue
and a son; the son was exquisitely beautiful; the statue was
deplorable.

The clock for the Prince and the statue paid off the
young couple’s debts. Stemnbock had acquired the habits of
social hife, he went to plays, and to the opera; he talked
brilliantly about art, and he mamtained his reputation as a
great artist, so far as the world of fashion was concerned,
by his conversation, by his cnucal disquisitions  There are
men of talent 1n Pans who spend thetr Lives in talk, and
who are satisfied with a sort of drawmng-room celebrity.
Steinback, in imif of these eunuchs, con-
tracted an evergrowing disinchination for work. From the
outset he would see all the difficulties involved m any un-
dertaking, and the consequent discouragement undermined
his will to work Inspiration, that mania of mtellectual
generation, took flight from such a halfhearted lover.

Sculpture, Iike drama, is at once the easiest and the most
difficult of all the arts. You have sumply to copy a model,
and the work 1s done; but to endow 1t with life, and while
Tepresenting a man or a woman, to create a type, 15 a
Promethean task. Those who, in the annals of sculpture,
have succeeded in domng this are as few in number as the
poets of mankind. Michelangelo, Michel Columb, Jean




Goujon, Phidias, Praxiteles, Polycleitus, Puget, Canova,
and Albert Durer, are the companions of Milton, Virglh,
Dante, Shakespeare, Tasso, Homer, and Moligre. Wor}t
like theirs is on so grand a scale that a single statue I¥
enough to make a man immortal, just as Figaro, Lovelace,
and Manon Lescaut suffice to immortalize Beaumarchais,
Richardson, and the Abbé Prévost Supetficial minds (ﬂ!jd
there are all too many of these among artists) have said
that sculpture depends entirely upon the nude, that 1t died
with Greece and that modern dress makes it impossible.
But, i the first place, there are sublime statues, f\ll]_Y
draped, among the works of antiquity—the Polyhymnid
and the Julta, for example—and we have not seen a tenth
part of their work, and furthermore, true lovers of art have
only to go and see Michel Thinker m Fl of
mn the Cathedral of Mamnz the Virgin of Albert Durer,
who has made, 1 ebony, a living woman clad in torple
robes, whose harr falls 1n waves more soft than any that
a lady’s maid ever combed The 1gnorant have but to Jook
at these works to be convinced that genius can inspie
drapery, armor, and dress with a soul, and clothe 2 bol{y
1n 1t just as a man mparts to hus clothes the stamp of his
character and habits Sculpture 1s the continual realization
of the quality that, n panting, has but one name, once
and for all' Raphael! The solution of this tremendous
problem can only be reached by dint of constant, sus-
tained work, for the material difficulties must be O
completely mastered, the hand be under such perfect
control, 50 ready to obey the mind, that the sculptor i
able to struggle in naked conflict with that mdefinable
moral element that it 1s his task to embody and transfigure-
It Paganmi, who could utter his soul in the sounds of his
violin, went for three days without practicing, he lost,
besides his expression, the register of his instrument—3s
he called that intimate harmony exsting between the
wood, the bow, the strings, and himself; and, this uniont
dissolved, he would have been no more than any ordmary
violinist.

Constant labor 1s the law of art, as 1t 15 of ordmary hife:
for art is the creative activity of the mind. And neither
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great artists nor true poets wait for commissions or pur-
chasers; they create today, tomorrow, every day. And this
produces a habit of work, that perpetual struggle with the
difficulties of their art that keeps them i constant
relations with the muse, with their creative powers. Canova
lived in his studio, Voltaire 1n hs study, so must Homer
and Phidias also have lived.

Wenceslas Stemnbock had kept to the hard road trodden
by these great men, the road that leads to the height of
glory, so long as Lisbeth had kept him shut up in his
garret. Happiness, 1n the person of Hortense, had reduced
the poet to indolence. A normal state of alt artists, for to
them idleness is in itself an occupation In it they enjoy
the pleasures of the pasha m his seraglio, they toy with
1deas, they get drunk at the springs of the mtellect Some
great arusts who, like Stembock. have wasted themselves
m revene have been truly described as dreamers These
opium-eaters all sink mto poverty, whereas, had they been
upheld by the discipline of bfe, they might have been great
men. These sem-artists are charming, to be sure, and the
world is fond of them, and turns their heads with applause.
They seem to be supetior to real artists, who are objected
to on the grounds of thew alleged egoism, bad manners,
and rebelion agamst the rules of society. This 1s because
great men belong to their work Their entire detachment,
their devotion to their work, brands them as cgossts in
the eyes of stupid people, who would Iike to see them
dressed like men about town, performing those worldly
evolutions called social duties Such people would like to
see the lions of Atlas combed and perfumed like 2 lady’s
lapdog Such men, who rarely encounter their equals, for
of these there are few, fall into solitary exclusiveness They
become incomprehensible to the majonty, which, as we
know, is composed of the fools, the envios, the ignorant,
and the superficial Imagme, then, the part that a woman
must play mn the hfc of one of these exceptional beings! A
wife would have to be all that Lisbeth was for five years,
and mve love besides—humble and discreet love, always
Teady, and always smfing.

Hortense, made wise by her sufferings as a mother and



A tear came into Wenceslas's eye, .

“Oh, but I shall work,” he replied, going over anfl
sitting down beside his wife, and drawing her on to his
knee. “I shall do odds and ends, a wedding chest, bronze
groups—"

“But, my dear children,” said Lisbeth, “you kn?W. you
are my heirs, and believe me, I shall leave you 2 nice lm!lc
pie, espectally 1f you help me to marry the Marshal—i
we manage it quickly, I will take you all in as boarders,
you and Adeline Oh, we could live together very happily
But for the moment listen to the voice of my long expen
ence Dor’t rush off to a moneylender, that spells rwn. I
have seen it happen again and again; the borrowers never
have the money when the interest falls due, and lose every~
thing. I can get you the money at five per cent on your
note of hand alone.”

“Oh, then we should be saved!” said Hortense

“Welt, my child, Wenceslas had better come with me 0
see the person who will lend it if T ask her. It 1s Madame
Marneffe If she 15 flattered—for she has all the vanity of 2
parvenue~—she will make no difficulty about getting yoU
out of your trouble. Come and see her yourself, my dear
Hortense

Hortense looked at Wenceslas with the expression of the
condemned on their way to the scaffold.

“Claude Vignon took Stidmann there,” said wenceslas.
"It is a very pleasant house.”

Hortense bowed her head. What she felt can be de
scribed only by one word; it was not pain, it was illncsfv

“But, my dear Hortense, you must learn what hife &
ket Lisbeth exclaimed, understanding Hortense's elo-
quent gesture, “otherwise you will be Itke your mothet
abandoned 1n a deserted room where you will weep ke
Calypso after the departure of Ulysses, and at an age
when there will be no hope of a Telemachus!” she addeds

P a witticism of M. Marneffe’s, “You must
regard people in the world as fools that can be made U
of, taken up or put down according to their usefulness
Make use of Madame Marneffe, my children, and droP
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her afterward. Are you afraid that Wenceslas, who adores
you, will fall for a woman four or five years older than
you are, faded as a sheaf of fodder, and—"

“I would rather pawn my diamonds,” sard Hortense.
“Oh, never go there, Wenceslas! It is hell!”

“Hortense is right!” said Wenceslas, kissing hus wife.

“Darhing, thank you! said the young wife, delighted.
“You see what an angel my husband is, Lisbeth He doesn’t
gamble, and we go everywhere together, and if he could
only settle down to work no, I should be too happy.
Why should we be shown off to my father’s mustress, a
woman who is ruining him, and 1s the cause of all the
troubles that are killing our heroc Mamma?”

“My dear child, that 1s not what 15 ruining your father}
It was that singer who rumed lim, and then your mar-
tiage!” replied Cousin Bette “Good Heavens' Madame
Mlameﬁe is very useful to him however, I must not
tatk,”

“You have a good word for everyome, Bette dear.”
Hortense was just then summoned to the garden by her

_ baby’s cries, and Lisbeth rematned alone with Wenceslas

“Your wife is an angel, Wenceslas!” sard Cousin Bette,
“love her well, and never gve her any cause for um-
happiness ”

“Yes, I love her so much that I have not told her our
situation,” Wenceslas rephed, “but I can speak freely to
you, Lisbeth, . . Well, if we were to pawn my wife's
diamonds, that still would not help ”

“Well then, borrow from Madame Marneffe,” sad
Lisbeth “Persuade Hortense to let you go, Wenceslas, or,
good gracious me, go there without telling her!”

“That js yust what 1 was thinking,” said Wenceslas,
“when I refused to go, for fear of hurting Hortense ”

“Listen, Wenceslas, I am much too fond of both of you
ot to warn you of the danger. 1f you go there, hold on to
your heart with both hands, because that woman s a
demon! Everyone who sees her adores her; she is so wicked,
and so tempting! She fascinates men, Like a work of art.
Borrow her money, but don’t leave your soul as a pledge!

.-
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be one of those special dinners that Mathurine used to cook
for her Bishop when he entertained the prelate of the
neighboring diocese.

Stidmann, Claude Vignon, and Count Steinbock arrived .
almost together, just before six. An ordinary, or, if you
Tike, a natural woman, would have hurried down on hearing
the name she had so ardently desired, but Valérie, who
had been waiting 1n her room since five, left her three
guests alone together, certain that she would be the subject
of their conversation, or of their secret thoughts She
herself had supervised the arrangement of her drawing
room, and had placed in evidence those delicious pieces ©
nonsense produced only in Paris—and which only Pans
can produce—that reveal the woman and, as it were,
anaounce her presence, scrapbooks bound in enamel and
encrusted with pearls; dishes full of pretty rings; preces of
Sevres and Dresden, exquisitely mounted by Florent and
Chanor, besides statuettes, and albums—all those trifles
that cost fantastic sums and are commissioned from the
makers either 1 the first ardor of passion or 1n 1ts 1ast
reconcibiation. Besides, Valéne was drunk with success.
She had promised to marry Crevel if Marnefle were to
die; and the amorous Crevel had transferred to the account
of Valérne Fortin bonds bringing 1n an income of ten
thousand francs a year, the whole amount of his profits in
railway speculations during the past three years, the fruits
of the capital of a hundred thousand crowns that he had
offered to Baroness Hulot So that Valéne's income pow
amounted to thirty-two thousand francs. Crevel had just
made another promise even more considerable than the
gift of hus profits, In the paroxysm of passion into which
his “duchess” (for this was the title he gave to Madame
de Marnefle, in order to complete his illusion) had plunged
him between the hours of two and four—for Valéric had
surpassed herself that day m the Rue du Dauphin—he
felt compelled to encourage the promised fidelity by men-
tioring a beautiful little house that a rash speculator had
built i Rue Barbette and now wanted to sell, Valérie
already saw herself in this charming house, with its 08
court and garden, keeping her own carriage.



“What respectable ife could ever produce so much in
s short a time, and with so little trouble?” she had said to
Lisbeth as she dressed,

Lisbeth was diming that evening with Valérie, m order
10 be able to say to Steinbock things that no woman can
say about herself. Madame Marneffe, her face radiant with
pleasure, entered the drawing room with graceful modesty,
followed by Bette, who, in black and yellow, served, as
they say in the studios, as a foil.

*“Good evening, Claude,” she said as she gave her hand
to the distinguished old critic

Claude Vignon, like many another, had gone mto
politics—a phrase mvented to describe an ambitious man
in the first stages of his career The man m politics of 1840
is more or less the equivalent of the abbé of the eighteenth
century, No drawing room is complete without its politician.

“My dear, this is my cousm Count Stemnbock,” said
Lisbeth, as she mtroduced Wenceslas, whom Valérie
appeared not to have noticed

“Yes, indeed, I recogmzed Monsieur fe Comte,” sad
Valérie, with a gracious inchnation to the artist. “I often
Used to se¢ you 1n the Rue du Doyenné. I had the pleasure
of being present at your wedding. My dear,” she said to
Lisbeth, “it would be difficult to forget your ex-som, even
after seeing hum only once Monsieur Stdmann, how good
of you,” she continued, greeting the sculptor, “to have
accepted my invitation at such short notice, but necessity
15 above the law? I knew that you were the friend of these
two gentlemen. And there 1s nothing more chiling and
dreary than a dinner when the guests do not know each
other, and so I dragged you 1n for their sakes; but you will
come another time yust for’ mine, won't you? Do say yes'”

And she moved off for a few moments with Stdmann,
seeming to be entirely taken up with im. First Crevel,
then Baron Hulot, and lastly a deputy named Beauvisage,
were announced This personage, a provincial Crevel, one
of those born to make up the undistingnished crowd, voted
under the banner of Giraud, the Councilor of State, and
of Victorin Hulot., These two poliicians were trying to
form a nucleus of progressives in the broad ranks of the



Conservative party. Giraud sometimes came in the eve:
nings to visit Madame Marneffe, who flattered herself ('hﬂ!
she would also capture Victorin Hulot; but the puritanical
barnister had so far found excuses for refusing both bis
father and his father-in-law. To visit the house of the
woman who caused his mother so many tears sezmed 10
him a crime. Victorn Hulot was, among the puritans of
politics, what a pious woman is among the devout.

Beauvisage, a one-time hosier of Arcis, was amxious 10,

“pick up the Paris style.” This man, one of the outer C'l_Idc
of the Chamber, was under the tutelage of the charming,
ravishing Madame Marneffe, having been lured there by
Crevel, whom he had accepted, on Valéne’s advice, 8
model and master He consulted him on all points, asked
for the address of his tailor, imitated him, and tried t0
strike an attitude like Crevel; in short, Crevel was @ great
man to him Valérie, surrounded by these great personages:
and by the three artists, well seconded by Lisbeth, imprﬂs‘d
Wenceslas as a woman of distinction, all the more s 25
Claude Vignon spoke of her in the tones of a man in love

“She is Madame de Maintenon in Nnon’s skarts!” said
the old cnitic “You may please her in a single evenng, if
you are in a witty mood; but to make her love yo\I——‘ha'
would be a triumph to satisfy a man's ambition, and 61
his ife?”

Valérie, by seeming cold and indifferent to her old
neighbor, wounded his vanity, though quite unconsciously,
for she knew nothing of the Polish character, All Slavs
have a childish side, Iike all primutive races, that have not
so much become really civilized as jrrupted among the
civilized nations This race has spread like a wave, and
covered an immense area It inhabits deserts in whose vast
spaces it has room to expand, there is no crowding, as 1
Europe, and civilization is impossible where there is not @
continual jostling of minds and interests, The Ukrane,
Russia, the plains of the Danube, in other words, the Sla¥
race, provides a link between Europe and Asia, between
civiization and barbarism And so 1t 1s that the Poles, the
nichest of the Slav nations, have in their character the
childssh and i i strain of the beardless races. They
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possess courage, spirit, and energy, but undermined by
wnconstancy, this courage, and that energy, that spint, has
neither method nor direction, for a Pole 1s as unstable as
the wind that blows on those immense plans, broken with
swamps; and although he has the mpetuosity of those
snowstorms that carry off houses, he 1s, Iike those aerial
avalanches, lost in the first pool and dissolved mto water.
Man always assinul from the envi 1 which he
lives, Forever at war with the Turks, the Poles have
become infected with the taste for Oriental magnificence—
they often forego necessitres for the sake of display, the
men are as vain as women, and yet the climate has givest
them constitutions as hard as those of Arabs.

The Poles, sublime in suffering, have wearied the armies
of their oppressors by dint of their endurance mn defeat,
and in the h century have ted the sp 1
of the earty Christians. Add ten per cent of Eaglish caution
to the Polish character, so frank and open, and the
generous white eagle would reign today 1 all those regions
mto which the two-headed eagle has imsmuated itself A
httle Machi: would have p: d Poland from
going to the rescue of Austria, who has partitioned her;
from borrowing from Prussia, the usurer who has under~
mined her; and from breaking up at the time of the first
Partition. At the chnstening of Poland a wicked fairy,
forgotten by the gemal spirits who doted on that enchanting
nation, with all 1ts brilliant qualities, must certamly have
come and said: “Keep all the gifts that my sisters have
bestowed upon you, but you shall never know what you
want!” If, in her heroic duels with Russta, Poland had been
victorious, the Poles would have been at war among
themselves today, as they formerly fought their Diets
to hinder one another from becoming king. The day when
that nation, entirely made up of reckless courage, has the
200d sense to seek out a Louwts X among her progeny, 0
accept a tyranny and a dynasty, she will be saved' 3

What Poland is in poltics, most Poles are in their
Private hives, especially under the stress of disaster. And
50 Wenceslas Steinbock, who had adored his wife for three
Yyears, and who knew that 1 her eyes he was a god, was
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so piqued at being hardly noticed by Madame Marnefie
that 1t became a pomt of honor with him to attract }ltr
attention Comparing her with his wife, he gave Vaténe
the advantage Hortense was a beautiful body, as Valérie
had said to Lisbeth; but Madame Marneffe was spirited 1o
her finger tips, and had all the attraction of vice. Hortenses
devotion was such as a husband takes as his due. The
sense of the immense worth of an absolute Jove 15 3008
Tost, just as a debtor, i the course of time, begins to Took
upon the loan as his Such hgh loyalty becomes, as it were,
the soul’s daily bread, whereas infideltty has the seductive
ness of a delicacy A disdainful woman, and above alt a
dangerous woman, stmulates curiosity, as spices season
good food Besides, disdain—so well feigned by Vatérie—
was 2 new experience for Wenceslas, after three years &7(
pleasures easily enjoyed Hortense was a wife, but Valérie
was a mistress

Many men wish to possess these two editions of the same
work; however, 1t 1s a sign of great infertority in a man t©
be unable to make his wife s mustress Vanity, m this
respect, 1s a mark of weakness Constancy will always be
the genius of love, evidence of immense power, the power
that makes a poet! A man should be able to find all women
in his wife, as the disrep poets of the i
century did in their Manons as Irses and Chloes.

“Well,” said Lisbeth to Wenceslas, when she observcg
that he was fascinated, “what do you think of Valérie”

“All too charmung,” said Wenceslas.

“You would not listen to me,” went on Cousin Bette.
“Ah, my dear boy, if you and I had rematned together
you might have been that siren’s lover, you could have
married her when she became a widow, and had her forty
thousand francs a year!”

“Really?”

“Certainly,” said Lisbeth “But now you must be
carefid I warned you of the danger, don't go too near the
candle flame! Give me your arm—drmner is served ™

No words could have been more demoralizing, for yo!
have only to point out a precipice to a Pole and he will
immedtately throw himselfl over. This race has the men




tality of a cavalry regiment; they fancy that they can ride
down all obstacles and come through victorious. This spur
10 hus vamity, applied by Lisbeth, was driven home by the
sight of the diming room, shing with silver plate, here
Stembock saw all the refinement and taste of Parisian
luzury,

“I should have done better to marry Céliméne,” he
thought to himself.

All through dinner Hulot was charming, he was glad to
see his son-in-law present, and still more happy because he
was certain of a reconciliation with Valérie, whose fidehty
he flattered himself that he would be able to assure by the
promise of Coquet’s post. Stidmann responded to the
Baron’s anuability by the best sallies of Parisian wit, and
his artist’s verve. Steinbock would not allow himself to be
echpsed by his friend, and he too exerted his wit, made
brilliant sallies, made an impression, and was lighly pleased
with himself, Madame Marneffe smiled at him several
times 1n order to show him that she entirely understood
him, The good food and the heady wimnes completed the
work; Wenceslas was plunged mto what one might call
the slough of pleasure After dinner, excited by a shade too
much wine, he stretched humself on a divan, and gave
himself up to physical and mental well-being, wh'lch
Madame Marneffe rassed to the seventh heaven by coming
and sitting beside him, light, scented, and pretty enough
to damn the angels. She leaned toward Wenceslas—she
almost brushed his ear as she whispered to him.

“We cannot talk business this evering unless you stay
till the others have gone Then you and Lisbeth and I can
arrange matters for you.” )

“You are an angel!” Wenceslas replied in the same low
tones “I was a great fool not to fisten to Lisbeth.”

“What did she say?”

“She told me, 1n the Rue du Doyenné, that you were
in love with me!”

Madame Marneffe looked at Wenceslas, seemed to be
much confused, and got up quickly. A young and beautiful
Woman cannot with impumty arouse 1o a man the idea of
an immediate success. This gesture of a virtuous woman
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suppressing a secret passion was a thousand times more
eloquent than the most eloquent declaration. Wenceslas's
desire was now so thoroughly aroused that he redoubled
his attentions to Valérie. A woman in the public eye 15 2
woman coveted! Hence the terrible power of actresses.
Madame Marneffe, knowing that she was being looked at,
behaved like a popular actress. She was charming, and ber
triumph was complete .

“My father-n-law's follies no longer surprise me,” said
Wenceslas to Lisbeth W

“If you talk like that, Wenceslas,” said the cousin, T
shall repent to my dymg day ever having got you the loan
of those ten thousand francs Are you going to be like t{xe
rest of them,” she asked, indicating the guests, “madly in
love with that creature? Just thunk, you would be yout
father-in-law’s rival. And besides, think of all the unhappt-
ness you would bring on Hortense ™

“That 1s true,” said Wenceslas, “Hortense 1s an angel
I would be a monster.”

“One in the family is quite enough,” Lisbeth rephed-

“Artists should never marry,” Steinbock exclumed

“Ah! That is exactly what I said to you in the Rue du
Doyenné. Your group and statues, your works, are your
chuldren ” .

“What are you talking about over there?” Vakrie
asked, coming and joming Lisbeth “Pour out the ted
cousin.”

Stemnbock, out of Polish boastfulness, was eager to ap~
pear on terms of familianty with this drawing-room fairy.
Having defied Stidmann, Claude Vignon, and Crevel with
a look, he took Valérie’s hand, and forced her to sit down
beside hum on the divan

“You are much too lordly, Count Steinbock!™ she
exclaimed, resisting a httle.

And she began to laugh as she dropped down beside
him, arranging the little rosebud displayed on her bodice
as she did so. '

“Alas! If T were, 1 should not come here to borro¥

money!” he said. .
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_ “Poor boy! I remember how you used to work half the
night at the Rue du Doyenné. You have been rather a
goose! You went and marrted like a starving man grabbing
a loaf. You didn’t know Paris! Look where you have
Ianded yourself! But you turned a deaf ear to Bette's
devotion, to say nothing of the love of a woman who
knows her Pans by heart.”

“Don’t say any more! cried Stenbock. “I give mt”

“You shall have your ten thousand francs, my dear
‘Wenceslas, but on one condition,” she said, playing with
his fine wavy harr.

“What is that?

“Well, I do not want any mterest—"

“Madame'”

“Oh, don't be angry, you shall repay me with a bronze
group, You began the story of Samson—finish it Do
Deltlah cutting off the hair of her Jewssh Hercules! But

-you, who would be a great artist if you Iistened to me, I
hope that you understand the subject! What you must
express is the power of woman Samson doesn’t count. He
is the dead body of swength. Delilah 15 passion, that
destroys everything How much finer,” she concluded,
seeing Claude Vignon and Stidmann coming over to them,
hearing them talking about sculpture, ‘s that replica—is
that the night word?—of the story of Hercules at the feet
of Omphale than the Greek myth' Did the Greeks copy
the Jews, or was it the Jews who took the story from

Greece?”

“There, Madame, you ratse an important question, that
of the period when the different books of the Bible were
written. The great and immortal Spinoza, so wrongly
tanked among the atheists, who proved the existence of
God by mathematics, claimed that Genesis and the politi-
cal portions, so to speak, of the Bible date from the time
©of Moses, and he demonstrated the mterpolations by means
of philological proofs. And for that he was stabbed three
times as he went into the synagogue.”

“I had no 1dea T was so learned,” said Valérie, annoyed
at the interruption of her téte-a-téte,
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“Women know everything, by instinct,” replied Claude
Vignon

“Well, do you promise?” she said to Steinbock, taking
his hand as shyly as a young gul in love. °

“You are very lucky, my dear fellow,” said Stidman,
“if Madame Marneffe has asked you a favor!”

“What is 1t?” asked Claude Vignon.

“A lttle group in bronze,” said Steinbock. “Delilah
cutting Samson’s hair.” "

“Difficult,” said Claude Vignon, “because of the bed—

“On the contrary, nothing could be easter,” sephed
Valérie, with a smile.

“Aht Let us all become sculptors!” said Stidmann.

“Madame should be your subject!” Vignon replied, with
a keen glance at Valérie.

“Well,” she went on, “this is how I imagme the comp>-
sition. Samson has awakened with no hair, hke many
another dandy with a false wig. The hero is sitting on the
bed, so you have only to show the foot of it, hudden by
hangings and draperies He sits there hke Marius on the
ruins of Carthage, lis arms crossed, his head shaved—
Napoleon on Smnt Helena, don’t you know! Delilah 18
kneeling, more or less ike Canova’s Magdalene When 2
woman has ruined her man she adores hum, As I see it, the
Jewess was afraid of Samson, ternble and strong, but she
must have loved Samson the httle child again. So Delilah
is bewailing her crime; she would gladly give her lovef
back his hair, she hardly dares to look at him, but she does
look at him, with 2 smile, because in his weakness sh
reads her forgiveness. This group, and another, of fero-
cious Judith, is the whole truth about women, Virtue cuts
off your head, but vice only cuts off your hair. S0 look out
for your wigs, gentlemen!”

And she left the two artists, quite overcome, to sing hel
praises, along with the entic.

“She couldn’t be more delightful'” exclaimed Stidmannt

“Oh,” said Claude Vignon, “she is the most witty and
attractive woman I have ever met! The combination of
beauty and intelligence is rare indeed!”

“If you, who had the honor of knowing Camille
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Maupin, can talk like that, what are we to think?” Std-
mann went on.

“If you are going to make your Delilah a portrait of
Valérie, my dear Count,” said Crevel, who had left the
card table for a moment, and had overheard the conversa~
tion ,“T would give a thousand crowns for the group, Yes,
by Jove! I will stump up a thousand crowns!”

“Stump up? What does that mean?” Beauvisage asked
Claude Vignon.

.“IE Madame Marneffe will do me the honor of sitting,”
said Steinbock, to Crevel, “Ask her.”

At this moment Valéne herself brought Steinbock a cup
of tea This was more than a mark of attention, 1t was a
favor, There is a whole language in the way i which a
Wwoman performs this small action, and women are well
aware of this; 1t 1s fascinating to study their movements,
their expression, their looks, their tone, their accent, when
they accomplish this seemingly simple act of politeness.
From the question, “Do you take tea?” “Will you have
Some tea?” “A cup of tea?” coldly asked, and the order
glven to the nymph presiding over the un to bring it, to
the endless poem of the odalisque comng from the tea
table, cup in hand, toward the pasha of her heart, present-
ing it to hum with submussive air, offering it with caressing
voice, with a look eloguent with voluptuous promise, a
Physiologist might observe all the feminine emotions,

Tom aversion, through mdifference, to the declaration of
Phaedra to Hippolytus. Women can at will make this act
contemptuous to the pornt of nsult, or humble to the point
of Oriental servility. Valéne was more than a woman. She
Was the serpent in female form, and she achieved her
diabohical work by gomng up to Steimbock with a cup of
tea 1n her hand.

“I will take,” the artist whispered in Valérie's ear, rising
and touching her fingers lightly with his own, “as many
€ups of tea as you care to offer me, to have them brought
1o me like this!”

“What were you saying about posing?” she asked, with-
Out showing that this utterance, so frantically desired, had
Bone straight to her heart,



“Old Crevel has offered me a thousand crowns for 2
copy of your group.”

“He! A thousand crowns for a bronze?”

“Yes, if you will pose as Delilah,” said Steinbock.

I hope he will not be there!” she said. “For then the
group would be worth more than his whole fortune,
because Delilah 1s very scantily clad ”

Just as Crevel liked to strike his attitude, so all women
have a victorious gesture, a studied pose, m which |.th
know that they are irresistible. There are some who, in 2
drawing room, spend the whole time looking down at the
lace of their tuckers, or adjusting the shoulders of thett
dresses; others who make play with the brilliance of their
eyes by looking up at the cornices. But Madame Marnefie *
did not trumph front-face like other women. She turned
away abruptly, to return to Lisbeth at the tea table. That
dancer’s gesture, with the movement of her skurts, that had

i Hulot, b hed Steinbock

“Your is plete,” Valérie whispered 10
Lisbeth. “Hortense will weep bitter tears, and curse the day
when she took Wenceslas from you.”

“Nothing 1s complete until T am Madame 12 Maréchale,”
replied the peasant; “but they are all beginning to want it
This morming I saw Victorin. 1 forgot to tell you. The
young Hulots have bought back the Baron’s notes of hand
from Vauwinet, and tomorrow they are going to put they
nhames to a for ty-t t d francs at
five per cent, payable in three years, with a mortgage on
their house. So the young Hulots are in straits for the next
three years, and they won’t be able to raise any moré
money on that property. Victonn is terribly upset; he has
discovered the truth about his father. And Crevel is quit
capable of refusing to see them again, he will be so annoyed
about this act of self-sacrifice.”

“Has the Baron nothing left?” Valérie whispered 10
Lisbeth, smiling at Hulot as she did 50,

“Nothing that T know of. But he will draw his salary
again from next September.”

“And he has his insurance policy; he has renewed it
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Dear me, it is time he made Marneffe a head clerk—I wall
fix him this evening.”

"‘My dear Wenceslas,” Lisbeth said, going over to the
artist, “you really must go home; you are making a fool of
Yourself, looking at Valérie 1n that compromising way,
and her husband is madly jealous Don't follow the exam-~
pl_: of your father-in-law Go home. I am sure Hortense
will be waiting up for you.”

“Madame Marneffe asked me to wait until the others had
gone, to arrange our little bustness together,” Wenceslas
replied.

“No,” said Lisbeth, “I will send you the ten thousand
francs. Her husband has his eye on you, 1t would be unwise
to stay. Brng the note of hand at eleven tomorrow; that
yellow-faced Marnefle is m his office at that time and
Valérie will be free. Have you really asked her to pose for
a group? Come up to me first. Ab! I always knew,” said
Lisbeth, catching 2 look that Steinbock flashed at Valéne,
“that you were 2 budding libertine. Valéne is very beauti~
ful, but try not to bring trouble on Hortense *

Nothing is so irritating to a married man as to have his
wife, at every turn, interposed between humself and his
desire, however transient

CHAPTER XXIII

WENCESLAS returned home at about one in the morning.
Hortense had been expectng him since half-past nine.
From half-past mune to ten she had Tistened to the sound of
cartiages, thinking to herself that Wenceslas had never
come home so late from dining with Chanor and Florent.
She sat and sewed beside her son’s cradle, for she had
begun to economuze on the wages of a sewing-woman by
doing some of the mending herself. From ten to half-past
a suspicion crossed her mind, and she wondered.

“Has he really gone to dinc with Chanor and Florent, as
e told me? He chose his best cravat and best tie-pin when.
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he dressed He took as long over his toilet as a woman who
wants to look her best. . . . Ridiculous! He loves me. . ..
And here he is,”

Instead of stopping, the carriage that the young wife had
heard went past. From eleven until midnight Hortense
was tormented by every kind of fear, for the quarter wher¢
they lived was deserted,

“If he set out on foot,” she thought to herself, “som?
accident may have happened to him! Men have been
known to kill themselves by tripping over a curb, or by
not noticing holes 1n the road Artists are so carcless What
if he has been stopped by thieves? This is the first time he
has left me here alone for six hours and a half But what
am I worrymg about? He 1s not in love with anyone except
me.”

Men ought to be faithful to wives who love them, i
only because of the perpetual miracles wrought by real
love 1n that sublime region that we call the world of the
Spirit. A woman 1n love 1s, in relation to the man she loves,
in the position of a somnambulist to whom the hypronst
has given the unfortunate faculty of knowing, as a woman
{when she has ceased to be the mirror of the world), what
she observed as a somnambulist Passion induces in 2
woman’s nervous system that ecstatic condition in which
presentment 1s as acute as the vision of a clarvoyant. A
woman knows when she 1s betrayed, but she will not let
herself know it, she doubts her own knowledge, because
she loves She refuses to listen to the voice of the Pythrat
oracle within her This extremty of love should command
an all-but-religous veneration In noble minds respect for
this holy phenomenon will always be a barrier apams!
infidelity. How should a man not love a beautiful and
intefligent being whose soul attains to such heights? . . . BY
one in the mormng Hortense had reached such a degree
of anxiety that she rushed to the door when she recognized
Wenceslas’s ring She flung her arms around him an
clasped tum like a mother.

“Here you are at last!” she said, recovering her powers
of speech *Darling, after this wherever you go I shall go
with you, because I could not endure the torture of waiting
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Itke this for you again. T imagined you tripping over a
curbstone and fracturing your skull! Killed by thieves! No,
1 it happened again I should go mad So you enjoyed
Yourself? Without me? How could you!”

“What can I say, darling angel? Bixiou was there, and
he brought us some new commissions, Léon de Lora,
.Whose wit never dries up, Claude Vignon, to whom I am
indebted for the only favorable notice 1 have had on the
monument of Marshal Montcornet. There was—"

“There were no women?”

“The worthy Madame Florent—"

“You told me it was at the Rocher de Cancale. Was 1t
at their house, then?”

“Yes, it was. I made a mistake ™

“Did you not take a cab home””

“No

“You walked all the way from Rue des Tournelles?”

“Stidmann and Bixion walked back with me along the
boulevards as far as the Madeleme, talking all the way

“It must have been dry, then, on the boulevards, and the
Place de 1a Concorde and the Rue du Bourgogne, because
your shoes are not muddy,” said Hortense, looking at her
husband’s patent-leather boots.

It had been raming, but Wenceslas had not got his
feet wet between the Rue Vanneav and the Rue Saint-
Dominique

“Look, here are five thousand francs that Chanor has
very kindly lent me,” sard Wenceslas, 1n order to cut short
this cross—questioning

He had divided his ten thousand-franc notes into two
Packets, one for Hortense, another for humself; for he had
some five thousand francs’ worth of debts that Hortense
did not know about, He owed money to lus figure-carver
and his workmen 5

“Now you need not worry, my darling,” he said, kissing
his wife. I am going to work from tomorrow on. To-
morrow 1 shall be off to the studio at half-past eight, I shall |
£0 to bed at once, 50 as to get up in good time, 1f you will
forgive me, my sweet.” K

The suspicion that had formed m Hortense’s
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vanished, she was a thousand miles away from the truth.
Madame Marmeffe! The idea never entered her head
What she feared for her Wenceslas was the company of
courtesans. The names of Bixiou and Léon de Lora, two
artists notorious for their wild life, had alarmed her. .

Next day she saw Wenceslas off at nine o'clock, entirely
reassured.

“Now he has started work,” she thought to hcrsel'f, as
she dressed her baby “I see he 1s 1n the mood. Well, if we
cannot have the glory of Michelangelo, we shall at least
have that of Benvenuto Cellint.”

Lulling herself i her own hopes, Hortense dreamed of
a happy future, and she was talking to her son, aged twenty
months, 1n that nonsense language that makes babies laugh
when, at about eleven, the cook, who had not seen Wen-
ceslas go out, announced Stidmann,

“Do forgive me,” said the artst “Has Wenceslas gone
out already?”

“He is at Ins studio.”

“I came to talk over our work with him "

“I will send someone to fetch hum,” said Hortense,
offering Stidmann a chair,

The young wife, thanking Heaven inwardly for ths
lucky chance, was anxious to keep Sudmann in order to
hear more about the previous evening Stidmann bowed
to the Countess in acknowledgment of fhus favor, Madame
Steinbock rang, the cook appearcd, and she sent her off to
the studio in search of the master

“Did you have an amusing evening last night?” said
Hortense. “Wenceslas did not get back until one.”

“Amusing? I would not exactly say that,” said the artist,
who had been trying to “make” Madame Marneffe the
night before. “Society 1s not very amusing unless one is
hoping to get something out of 1t That lLttle Madame
Marnefle is certainly very amusing, but she is a furt.”

“And what did Wenceslas think of her?" poor Hortense
asked, trying to keep calm. “He didn't tell me.”

“I will only tell you one thung,” said Stidmann, “and
that is, that T think she is a very dangerous woman.”

Hortense turned as pale as a woman in clildbirth.
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“So then it was . . . at Madame Marneffe’s . . . and not
at the Chanors’ that you dined . . .” she stammered, “. . .
last night . . . with Wenceslas, and he . .

Stidmann, withont realizing the mature of his blunder,
realized that he had made one. The Countess did not finish
her but fainted pletel

The artist rang, and the maid came in When Lowse
tried to help the Countess Stembock to her room she fell
into a fit of alarming hysterics Stdmann, like all those
who have destroyed the carefully erected fabrication of a
man’s lie to bis famly, could not imagine why his words
had had such an effect, he supposed that the Countess
must be in a dehcate state, 1n which the slightest contradic-
tion was dangerous. The cook returned and said—in a loud
voice, unfortunately—that the master was not at hus studio.
In the msdst of her attack the Countess heard this answer,
and the hysterics began again

“Go and fetch Madame’s mother!” said Louise to the
cook. “Run!”

“If I knew where to find Wenceslas, I would go and tell
him,” said Stidmann, 1n desparr.

“He 1s with that woman!” cried poor Hortense. “He
dressed very differently from when he goes to his studio.”

Sudmann rushed to Madame Marmeffe's, reahzing the
bkelthood of this guess, the product of passion’s second
sight. At this moment Valérie was posmg as Deblah.
Stidmann was too clever to ask for Madame Marneffe, but
went straight past the porter’s lodge, and quickly ran up
1o the second floor, thinking to himself: “If.T ask for
Madame Marneffe she will certainly be out; if T ask bluntly
for Steinbock they will laugh 1n my face I will take them
by storm ” Reme came 1n answer to his nag. .

“Please fell Count Stemnbock to come at once; his wife
is dymg .

Reine, who was a match for Stidmann, looked at him
with an expression of convincing stupidity “But, sir, T
don’t understand . . . what did you . .."” o

“I tell you my friend Steinbock is here; his wife is dying,
and the matter 15 serious enough for you to disturb your
mistress.”




And Stidmann went awa

“He is there, all right,” he thought to hims_:lf. And sure
enough, Stidmann, who waited for a few minutes 1 the
Rue Vanneau, saw Wenceslas come out, and sxgr.xed him
to hurry Having told hum of the tragedy that was in prog-
ress at Rue Saint-Domtmnique, Stid scolded !
for not having warned him to keep quiet about the dinner
of the previous evening.

“I am done for,” said Wenceslas, “but I forgive you I
forgot all about our appointment for this morning. and I
ought to have told you that—we were supposed to be
dintng with Florent Well, there 1t is. That Valérie 1}35
made me mad, but, my dear fellow, she is worth the price
of glory, and of misfortune . . . Ab, she is . . . Good Lord,
what a dreadful situation I am in! Give me some advice!
What shall I say? What excuse shall I make?”

“Give you advice? I have none to give,” said Stidmany.
“But your wife loves you, doesn’t she? Well, she will
believe anything, Tell her, anyhow, that you had gone to
find me, while T was Iooking for you That will at least
explain this morning’s session Goodbye!”

Bette, warned by Retne, hurred aftor Steinbock and
overtook hum at the corner of Rue Hullersn-Bertin. She was

be compromised, she said a few words to Wenceslas, who,
in his joy, kissed her in the public street. She had, no
doubt, given the artist a plank on which to cross this pitfall
of married Life

On seeing her mother, who had hurried to her side,
Hortense had burst into floods of tears The nervous crisis
took a favorable turp,

“He has decewved me, Mamma dear!” she said to her.
“Wenceslas, after giving me his word of honor not to
visit Madame Marneffe, dined there yesterday, and did not
come home until quarter past one! If you only knew!
Last might we had not exactly a quarrel, but an explanation,
and I begged and pleaded with him! I said 1 was jealous,
and that I should die if he were to be unfaithful; that I+
knew I was suspicious, but that he ought to have some
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consideration for my failings, when they come from my
Jove for him, that T had my father’s blood 1 my veins, as
well as yours. That if I were to discover an infidelity T was
capable of anything, of taking my revenge, of dishonoring
us all—~himself, his son, and myself" And that I was even
capable of kiling him, and myself afterward! And more
besides. And he went there, and he 15 there now! That
woman is determined to rum us all' Yesterday Victonn
and Célestine pledged themselves to pay back seventy-two
thousand francs, borrowed in the hame of that wretched
man! Yes, Mamma, they were going to sue my father,
and send him to prison! That abominable woman—is she
1ot content with my father, and with your tears? Need she
take Wenceslas from me? T shall go there and stab her!”

Madame Hulot, stricken to the heart by the dreadful
secret that Hortense m her fury had betrayed without
reahzing that she had done so, controlled her gnef by ene
of those heroic efforts of which really great mothers are
capable, and drew her daughter’s head on to her bosom
and covered 1t wath kisses.

“Wait until Wenceslas comes, my child, and he wll be
able to explain everything It may not be so bad as you
think! T have been decewved too, darling Hortense, You
think I am beaunful, and 1 have been farthful, but in spite
of that I have been deserted for twenty-three years now,
for women Itke Jenny Cadine, and Josépha, and this
Marneffe! Did you know?”

“You, Mamma, you' You have endured that for
twenty—" She stopped short, appalled by her own
thoughts .,

“Do as T have done, my child,” the mother continued.
“Be gentle, and kind, and your conscience will be at peace.
I a man can say on his deathbed, ‘My wife has never
caused me the smallest pain” God, who hears these last
words, counts it in our favor. I I had abandoned myself
to rages like yours, what would the result have been? Yo
father would have become embittered, perhaps he wou
bave left me, and he would not have been held n Ch“k.
the fear of hurting me; our ruin, that is complete |
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to be sure, might have come about ten years ago, and the
world would have seen the spectacle of a husband and ‘f”f‘
living apart—the worst kind of scandal, heartbreaking,
because 1t means the death of the family. Neither you not
your brother would have been given a start in life 1have
sacrificed myself and put such a brave face on it that untd
this last intnigue of your father’s the world has always
imagined that 1 was happy. My opportune, not 10 say
courageous, dissembling has protected Hector so far; heis
still respected; only this old man’s passion is carrying hm
too far, I can see. His folly, I am afraid, will break through
the screen that I have kept between us and the world. But
1 have kept 1t up for twenty-three years, this curtain behind
which T have wept, without a mother, or a friend, or any
other support than that of religion, I have saved the ‘honor
of the family for twenty-threc years.”

Hortense listened to her mother with a fixed gaze Her
calm voice, and the resignation of that supreme suffering,
soothed the smart of the young wife’s first wound Her
tears came, and fell 1n torrents In an access of filial love,
overcome by her mother’s nobility, she knelt at her fect
and kessed the hem of her dress as pious Catholics kiss the
holy relics of a martyr,

“Get up, my Hortense,” said the Baroness. “Such under-
standing from my daughter wipes out many sad memortes.
Come into my arms Your own trouble is all you need be
distressed about. The desperation of my own poot Itle
girl, whose happiniess was my only joy, has broken the seal
of absolute silence that nothing else would have made me
break. Yes, I hoped to take my sorrow to the grave, ke
one more shroud Ionly spoke in order to quiet your frenzys
God forgive me! O, if you were to have my life, I do not
know what I should dof Men, the world, fate, nature, and
even God, I believe, make us pay for love with the worst
of torments. 1 shall have paid for ten years of happmess
with twenty-four years of despair, ceaseless sorrow, and
bitterness.”

“You had ten years, dearest Mamma, and I have had
only three!™ she exclaimed, in the egoism of her own Tove.
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“Nothing is lost, my chuild Wait until Wenceslas comes

“Mother,” she cried, “he lied to me! He deceived me!
He said that he would not go, and he went' Arnd that
beside his child’s cradle!™

“My angel, men will commit the most cowardly,
shameful acts for the sake of therr pleasures—crimes even,
that 1s their nature, it seems. We wives are marked out for
sacrifice, T thought my troubles were over, but they are
only just beginmng, for I never expected to suffer all over
again for my daughter. Courage, 2nd silence! My Hortense,
promise not to speak of your troubles to anyone except
me, not to let any third person suspect them . . Cormue, be
as proud as your mother!”

Hortense started at this moment, for she heard her
husband’s step.

“I hear that Stidmann came to look for me here, while
T was Jooking for him 1n his roorms

“Indeed!” exclaimed poor Hortense, with the savage
irony of an injured woman, who uses words as weapons.
! “Yes, we have only just met,” rephied Wenceslas, feign-
ing astonishment.

“And yesterday?” Hortense continued

“Well, yes, 1 did deceive you, darling love, and your
mother shall judge.”

Ths frankness was a relief to Hortense's heart. All really
noble women prefer truth to lies They cannot bear to see
therr idol degraded; they like to be proud of the man
whom they allow to dominate them. The Rusglans have
something of the same feeling in relation to their Czar.

“Listen, Mother dear,” said Wenceslas. “I love my ge9d
sweet Hortense so much that 1 concealed our financial
Straits from her. What else could T have done? She was
still a nursing mother, and worries would have been very
bad for her, You know how much a woman risks at that
tme Her beanty, her health, and her youth are all in
danger, Was that wrong? She thought that we owed only
five thousand francs. but I owed another five thousand. . .-
The day before yesterday we were 1 despair! Nobody in y
the world will Jend money to an artist. They no more,
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beheve in our talents than in our imaginations I have
knocked at all the doors in vain. Lisbeth offered us her
savings ”

“Poor soul!” said Hortense

“Poor soul,” said the Baroness

«But what use were Lisbeth's two thousand francs?
They are her all, and they would have been no help to us.
And then our cousin spoke, as you know, Hortense, of
Madame Marneffe, who, from a sense of honor, as she.
owes everything to the Baron, would not take even the
smallest interest Hortense wanted to pawn her diamonds {
They would have brought us a few thousand francs, but
we needed ten thousand. And those ten thousand were
available, for a year, and without interest! I said to myself,
‘Hortense need not know. I shall take them.’ This woman
invited me to dinner yesterday, through my father-in-law,
giving me to understand that Lisbeth had spoken to her,
and that 1 could have the money. Between despair for
Hortense, and accepting that invitation, I did not hesitate
That is all. How could Hortense, at twenty-four, pure and
faithful, who is all my happiness and my pnde, whom 1
have never left since we were married, jmagine that could
prefer—what? A hard-mouthed hard-baked, hard-boiled
creature,” he said, using vulgar slang in order to drive
home his contempt by one of those exaggerations that
women ke,

“Al! if your father had ever been so open with me!”
exclaimed the Baroness

Hortense threw her arms affectionately around her
husband’s neck.

“Yes, T would have done the same,” said Adeline
“Wenceslas, my dear, your wife might have died,” she
went on, in a serious tone. “You see how much she Joves
you, and, alas, she 1s yours * And she sighed deeply

“He could either make her a martyr or a happy woman,”
she thought to herself, thinking those thoughts that all
mothers think when their daughters are married. “It seems
to me,” she added aloud, “that I am unhappy enough to
be allowed to see my children happy

“Do not worry, Mother dear,” said Wenceslas, delghted
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beyond measure to see this crisis happily ended “Within
two months I shall have paid the money back to that
dreadful woman What else could I have done” he went
on, repeating his typically Polish phrase with Polish grace.
“There are times when one would borrow from the Devil
himself After all, the money belongs to the family, and
since she invited me, should I have been able to get this
morney, that has cost us so dear, 1f I had responded rudely
to her politeness?”

“Oh, Mamma, what trouble Papa 1s bringing on us!”
cried Hortense.

The Baroness laid her finger to her lips, and Hortense
wished she had not spoken These were the first words of
blame that she had ever spoken of the father so herowcally
protected by her mother’s sublime silence

“Goodbye, my children,” said Madame Hulot “The
sun 1s shimng again, but don't quarrel any more ™ 5

When Wenceslas and his wife had returned to their
Toom, after seeing the Baroness to the door, Hortense said
to her husband, “Tell me about your evening!™

And she scrutimzed Wenceslas’s face as he told hus
story, mnterrupting him with all those questions that nise
to the lips of a wife n such circumstances This account
made Hortense thoughtful, because she divined the .dla-
bolical amusement that artists must find m such vicious
company

“Be honest, Wenceslas! Sttdmann was there, and qlaude
Vigron, and Vernisset, and who else? In fact, it was
amusing?”

“For my part, I was thinking only of our ten thm.xs:md
francs, and I thought to myself, ‘My Hortense will be
worrying,’

The Livoman found this cross-questioning very exhaust-
ing, and he took advantage of a moment of gaiety to say
to Hortense, “And what would you have done, my angel,
if your arust had been gumilty?”

“I7 she said, wath an atr of decison “I would have
taken Stidmann for a lover, but without being 1n love with
him, of course

“Hortense!™ exclaimed Steinbock, getting up abruptly/

.



with a theatrical gesture. “You would not have had time
1 would have killed you!™ -
* Hortense flung herself into her husband’s arms and
clung to lum, covered him with kisses, and exclaimed, “So
you love me, Wenceslas! Come, you have nothing to fear!
But no more Marneffe! Never plunge into a sink of vice
like that again!™

“I swear to you, my darhng Hortense, that I will never
g0 back there, except to redeem my note of hand!”

She sulked, but only as women n love sulk, in order
to make her point Wenceslas, exhausted by such a momn-
mg, let his wife sulk; and went off to his studio, where
he made a maguette for the grouwp of Samson and Deli-
lah, the sketch for which was mn his pocket Hortense,
repentant because she had sulked, and thinking that Wen-
cesles was annoyed, arnved at the studio just as her
husband had finished molding the clay with the rage that
inspires artists when the creative mood is on them. At the
sight of his wife Wenceslas hastly threw a damp cloth
over the rough design for the group, and took Hortense
1n his arms, sayimg, “We are not angry, are we, my puss?”

Hortense had seen the group, and the cloth thrown over
1t, and said nothing But before she left the studio she
turned back, took off the rag, and looked at the sketch.

“What is this?”

“A group that I thought of doing *

“Why did you hide it from me?"”

“I didn’t want you to see it until 1t was finished.”

“The woman is very pretty!” said Hortense. And a
thousand suspicions sprang up in her soul, like the dense
rank tropical vegetation that n India springs up overnight.

CHAPTER XXIiV

By the end of about three weeks Madame Marneffe was
Becommg profoundly irritated by Hortense, Such wormen
have their pride; they want men 10 kiss the Devil's hoof, ’
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and they mever forgive virtue that does not fear their
power or that stands its ground against them. Now,
Wenceslas had not paid a single visit to the Rue Vanneau,
Tot even the courtesy visit that he owed to a woman who
had posed as Delilah, Whenever Lisbeth had gore to visit
the Steinbocks she had found them out. They were iving
in the studio Lisbeth, tracking the two turtledoves to
their nest at Gros-Calloy, found Wenceslas hard at work,
and was told by the cook that Madame never left him.
Wenceslas had submtted to the despotism of love Valérie,
therefore, took sides with Lisbeth for reasons of her own
in her hatred of Hortense, Women refuse to let go of a
Jover for whom another woman ts competing, just as men
do of women who are desired by more fools than one.
And any reflections here made on the subject of Madame
Marneffe apply equally well to male adventurers, who are
the equivalent of courtesans. Valéne’s whim became an
obsession; she was determined to have her group at all
costs, and she was promusing herself to go, one morning,
to see Wenceslas at his studio, when a serious event
occurred, of a kind that for a woman like herself can only
be called one of the fortunes of war. '

Valérie announced the news of this very personal event
as follows She was breakfasting with Lisbeth and Monsieur
Marneffe.

“Tell me, Mamneffe, what would you say to bemng a
father for the second time?”

“Are you pregnant, really? May I kiss you?” He rose,
weat to the other side of the table, and his wife offered him
her brow in such a way as to recerve his kiss on her hair.

“Then T am a head clerk and officer of the Legion of
Honor at one go!' All the same, my dear, I don’t want to
see Stamslaus suffer for 1t! Poor little fellow!”

“Poor little fellow?” said Lisbeth *You haven't set eyes
on him for seven months, they think at the school that I
am his mother, because I am the only person 1n this house
who ever does anything about him" ,

“A child that costs us a hundred crowns every three
months!” said Valérie. “And besides, he at least is yo*
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child, Marneffe! You ought to pay for his schooling out
of your salary. The new one, instead of reminding us of
shopkeepers” bills, will save us from want.” N

“Valérie,” said Marneffe, imitating Crevel’s pose, 1
hope that Monsieur Je Baron Hulot will look after his son,
and that he will not lay the burden on a poor civil servant.
Ipropose to take a firm line with him. So get your evidence,
Madame' Try to get letters from him in which he speaks
of his happiness, because he 1sn’t being very forthcommg
over my nomination.”

And Marneffe set out for the Ministry, at which, thanks
to the valuable friendship of his director, he did not need
to arrive before eleven, he did, moreover, very hittle work
when he got there, for his mefficiency was as notorious as
his aversion to work

When they were alone Lisbeth and Valérie looked at
each other for a moment like two Augurs, and broke
simultaneously into a great fit of laughter.

“Look here, Valérse, 1s it true?” said Lisbeth. “Or just
a farce?”

“It is a physical fact!” said Valérie “I am sick of
Hortense And last mght it occurred to me that T mrght
throw this infant like a bombshell 1nto Wenceslas’s house-
hold.”

Valérie went into her room, followed by Lisbeth, and
showed her the following letter, ready written:

‘WENCESLAS MY DEAR,

1 sull beheve in your love, although 1 have not seen you for
nearly three weeks Do you despise me? Delilah can hardly believe
it. Is it not, rather, the result of the tyranny of a woman whom
you told me you would never be able to love agam? Wengeslas,
You are 100 great an artist to allow yourself to be dominated hke
that The home 1s the tomb of glory Is there nothing left of th;
old Wenceslas of the Rue du Doyenné? You failed with my father’s
statue; but in you the lover 13 greater than the artist, and you had
better Inck with his daughter; and you are a father, my adored
Wenceslas If you don't come and see me in my present condition,
your friends will have 2 very poor opinion of you, but I love you
0 madly that I feel I should never have the strength to blame you
May 1 still sign myself,

Your VALERIE?
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“What do you say to my sending this letter to the studio
to arrive when our dear Hortense is alone there?” said
Valérie to Lisbeth. “Last mght I found out from Stidmann
that Wenceslas is going to fetch him at eleven to go and
see Chanor about some commission, so that great lump
Hortense will be alone »

“After such a trick,” Lisbeth replied, “I would not be
able to remain your friend openly I would have to break
with you, to be thought not to visit you any more, or even
to speak to you ™

“Obviously,” said Valéne, “but—"

“Oh, don’t worry,” Lisbeth broke in “We shall meet
again when I am Madame la Maréchale, they are all for
it now; the Baron 1s the only one who does not know of
the scheme, but you can bring lim around ”

“But,” said Valérie, “it is quite possible that T shall
soon be on cool terms with the Baron ™

“Madame Olivier 1s the only person who can make sure
of Hortense getting the letter,” smd Lisbeth, “we must
send her first to Rue Saint-Donnique, before she goes on
to the studio.”

“Oh! Qur ittle beauty will be at home,” replted Madame
Marneffe, ringing for Reine, to sead i search of Madame
Olivier.

Ten minutes after the dispatch of that fatal letter Baron
Hulot arnved. Madame Marneffe, with the grace of a
lutten, flung her arms around the old man’s neck.

“Hector! You are a father'” she whispered mn his ear.
“That is what comes of quarreling and making it up
again!”

Noticing a look of astonishment that the Baron did not
conceal quickly enough, Valéne put on a cold manner,
which reduced the Councilor of State to despair. She made
him draw from her one by one the most convincing proofs.
When conviction, led on by vanity, had taken possesston of
the old man’s mind, she told him of Monsienr Marneffe’s
Wwrath.

“My dear old veteran,” she said, “you can scarcely
refuse to get your acting editor, or our managing ducclcf



if you like, nominated as a head clerk and officer of‘ the |
Legion of Honor, because, poor man, you have mxn{d
him; he adores Stanislas, that little monstrosity who is
so like him, and whom I cannot endure, Unless you would
prefer to settle an annuity of twelve hundred francs on
Stanislas—the capital to be his, I mean, and the interest
in my name?”

“But if T make any settlement, T should prefer it to be
in the name of my son, and not on the monstrosity!” said
the Baron

This rash utterance, in which the phrase “my son” came
out as roundly as a nver in flood, was transformed by the
end of an hour’s discussion 1nto a formal promise to settle
an annuity of twelve hundred francs on the future child
And this pronuse was, on Valérie's tongue and in her face,
what a drum is to a child, she played on it incessantly for
three weeks.

Just as Baron Hulot was leaving the Rue Vanneau, as
happy as 2 husband after a year of marriage“who wants
an heir, Madame Olivier had allowed Hortense to extract
from her the letter that she had been asked to delver only
into the Count’s own hands The young wife paid a twenty-
franc piece for this letter, The svicide pays for his opium,
or his pistol, or hts charcoal. Hortense read and reread the
letter; she could see only a white paper crossed by black
lines—there was nothmng in the whole universe but this
letter. She was in utter darkness The light of the conflagra-
tion that was devouring the edifice of her happiness lit vp
this paper in the blackness of night that surrounded her.
The voice of her little Wenceslas, playing near, reached her
ears as if he had been at the bottom of a valley, and hersell
on the summit. To be thus outraged, at twenty-four, in the
full splendor of her beauty, enhanced by a pure and
devoted fove, was more than 2 wound: it was death itself.
The first attack had been purely nervous—her body had
glven way under the stress of jealousy; but now that
certainty attacked her soul she was unconscious of her
body. Hortense remained thus stunned for about ten mu-
utes. Her mother’s image rose to her nund, and wrought 3
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fevolution in her; she became calm and cold, and recovered
the use of her reason. She rang

“My dear, ask Louise to help you,” she said to the cook,
“You must pack, as quickly as possible, everything here
that belongs to me, or to my son. I give you an hour When
everything is ready go to the square and fetch a cab, and
tell me. Don't ask any questions! I am leaving the house,
and 1 shall take Louise with me You must stay with the
master; take good care of im . .”

And she went mnto her room, sat down at her table, and
wrote the following letter:

MonNsieur 12 Comte,
The enclosed Jetter will explamn to you the resolution that X have
taken

When you read these Lines I shall have left your house, and
Teturned to my mother’s, with our child Do not wmagine that I
shall ever go back on this decision. If you attribute this act to the
mpetuosity of youth, or impulse, or the rashness of young love,
outraged, you will be utterly mistaken

I have thought a great deal, during the last fortnight, §boux hfe,
and love, and our marnage, and our mutual responsibalities. I
know all abont my mother's devotion, for she has told me of
ber sufferings She has been heroic, daily, for the past twenty-three
years, but T do not feel that I have the strength to tmtate her, not
because 1 love you less than she loves my father, but by reason of
my character Our home would become a hell, and T mught lose
my head to the pomt of disgracing you. myself, and our child 1
4o not wish o be a Madame Marneffe, and, in that career, a
Woman of my temperament would probably stop at nothng. I am,
unluckily for myself, a Hulot and not a Fischer, i

Alone, and away from the spectacle of your dissipations, I can
keep control of myself, especially wath our child to look after, and
With my strong and noble mother, whose example will restramn
the wild impulses of my emotions There I can be a goad mother,
bring up our son well, and live With you. the wife would destroy
e mother, and incessant quarrels would embitter my character.

I'can accept a death blow, but I could not endure to suffer for
Iwenty-five years, ke my mother If you have, after three years,

trayed an absolute, constant Jove, for your father-in-law's mis-
tress, what sort of rivals would you mve me later? Alas, you have

BU your career as a hbertine much earlier than my father, with
the Jooseness that 1s a disgrace to the father of a farmly, that Joses
the rtespect of his children, and that leads at last to shame and
desparr.



I am not unforgiving Implacable resentment is not becon)ins
m any frail creature, hving under the eye of God. If you achieve
success and fame by continuous work, if you give up courtesans,
and ignoble and unworthy courses, you will stll find in me a wife
worthy of you

I believe you to be too much of a gentleman to go to Jaw You
will respect my wish, Monsieur le Comte, m leaving me with my
mother, and above all, do not ever come there. 1 am leaving you
all the money that you borrowed from that vile woman Goodbye

Horrense HuLoT.

This letter was written with difficulty. Hortense repeat:
edly broke down in tears, and the cries of murdered
passion She laid down her pen, and took it up again, 10
express simply what love commonly proclaims in such
testamentary letters She poured out her heart in exclama-
tions, cnies, and tears; but her letter was dictated by reason.

The young wife, on being told by Lowse that all was
ready, went slowly round the httle garden, the bedroom
and the drawing room, looking at everything for the last
time. Then she gave the cook the most urgent instructions
to look after the master well, promising to reward her i
she would be honest At last she got mnto the cab to g0 10
her mother’s, her heart broken, weeping so much that her
maid was quite distressed, kissing listle Wenceslas in a way
that betrayed her still great love for hus father.

The Baroness had already heard from Lisbeth that the
father-n-law was largely to blame for the son-in-law’s
fault, and she was not surprised 1o see her daughter arrive,
approved of her action, and agreed to keep her with her.
Adeline, seeing that sweetness and devotion had never
checked Hector, for whom her respect was beginning ¥
grow less, thought that her daughter had done mght it
taking another course. Within three weeks the poor mother
had received two wounds that caused her greater suffering
than all the tortures that she had endured Hitherto. The
Baron had placed Victoria and his wife in difficulties; and
now he was the cause, according to Lisbeth, of Wenceslas's
lapse, and had corrupted his son-in-law. The digmty of
the father of the family, so long upheld at the price of 50
many absurd sacrifices, had been degraded. Although they



did not grudge their money, the younger Hulots felt both
mistrust and anxiety with regard to the Baron This 1ll-
concealed sentiment was a cause of deep distress to
Adeline, who foresaw the breakup of the family The
B{mness gave her daughter the dining room, which was
quickly transformed into a bedroom, with the help of the
Marshal’s money, and the hall was made, as m many
households, into the dining room

When Wenceslas returned home, and had read both the
Ietters, he felt a kind of joy, mingled with sadness Kept so
constantly under observation, so to speak, by s wife, he
had inwardly rebelled agamst this new servitude, after the
style of Lisbeth. Sated with love for three years, he, too,
had been thinking during the past fortmght, and he found
the family burdensome. He had just been congratulated by
Stidmann on the passion he had mspured in Valérie, for
Stidmann, with an ulterior motive not difficult to guess,
thought it to flatter the vamty of Hortense’s husband 1n
the hope of consoling the vichm So Wenceslas was glad
1o be able to return to Madame Marneffe. And yet he
remembered the perfect and pure happmess that he had
enjoyed with Hortense, all her perfections, her wisdom, her
innocent and unfeigned love, and he missed her desperately.
He would gladly have gone at once to his mother-n-law
fo beg for forgiveness, but, ike Hulot and Crevel, he wer}t
instead to sec Madame Marneffe, to whom he took his
wife's letter to show her what a disaster she had caused,
and to diminish this musfortune, so to speak, by demanding
in return the pleasures his nustress could bestow He found
Crevel with Valéne. The Mayor, puffed up with Vpndc,
was walking up and down i the drawing room in the
manner of a man laboring under a violent emotion He
took up his position, as 1f he were about to speak, but dared
not. His face was radant, and he went to the wmdmy,
tapping the panes with his fingers. He looked at Valérie
with a soft and tender expression. Fortunately for Crevel,
Lisbeth came in

“Cousin,” he whispered to her, “do you know the news?
Tam a father! I do not seem to Jove my poor Célestine so
much. Oh! What it 1s to have a child by a woman that one



adores! To combine paternity of the heart with that of the_
blood! Look here, tell Valérie! I shall work for that child,
I will make him rich! She tells me that she thinks, from
certain indications, that 1t will be a boy! If it's a boy, I want
him to have the name Crevel: I shall see my lawyer.”

“1 know how much she loves you,” said Lisbeth, “but
for the sake of your future and hers control yourself, and
don’t rub your hands every two minutes.” 5

During this aside between Lisbeth and Crevel, Valérie
had asked Wenceslas to return her letter, and whispered ia
his ear proposals that banished all his grief, T

“Now you are free, my dear,” she said, “Ought great
artists ever to marry? Freedom and impulse 1s life to you
Come, 1 shall love you so much, my dearest poet, that you
will not muss your wife. All the same, if, like a great many
men, you wish to preserve appearances, I promise you '1’3"’ ,
T can arrange for Hortense to return to you 1n no time.

“Oht If only that were possible!”

“I am sure of it,” said Valéne, annoyed, “Your poor
father-in-law 1s finished, in every way, and out of vanily
he wants to have it thought that he is loved, wants people
to thiok that he has a mustress; and he is so vain in this
matter that I can persuade him to do anything The Bar-
oness 1s still so much m love with her old Hector—1I always *
feel as if 1 were talking about the Iliad—that the lWO‘Old
people will manage to persuade Hortense to patch things
up with you. Only, if you want to avord trouble at home,
don’t stay away from your mustress for three weeks . -'-I
was dying. My dear, a il owes some deration
10 a woman he has ised as you have P ed
me, especially when the woman has to be so careful about
her reputation . |, . stay to dinner, my angel . . . 2
remember that I shall have to be all the more cold W“&
you, as you are the author of this all-too-obvious mistake-

Baron Montés was announced, Valérie rose, ran to mf“
him, and whispered to him for a few moments, impressing
on him the same conditions of reserve in behavior as sh
had just done with ‘Wenceslas; for the Brazilian wort 2
diplomatic expression appropriate to the great news that
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filled him with joy, for he, at least, was certain of his
paternity)

Thanks to this strategy, based on the vamty of men in
the capacity of lovers, Valérie sat at her table surrounded
by four men, all happy, animated, and under her spell,
Peheving themselves adored, whom Marneffe called, jok-
ingly, to Lisbeth, including himself, the five Fathers of
the Church,

, Only Baron Hulot at fitst looked worried. For on leaving
his office he had been to see the head of the Personnel
Department, a general, hus comrade for thisty years, and he
had rassed the question of appointing Marnefie to Coquet’s
place, the latter having agreed to resign

“My dear fellow,” he said, “I would not ask this faver
of the Marshal without talking 1t over with you, and having
your agreement

“My dear fellow,” replied the Director of Personnel,
“sllow me to observe that for your own sake you would
do well not to press for this appomtment. I have already
given you my views It would create a scandal n the
department, where there is already a great deal too much
talk about yourself and Madame Marneffe. This 1s abso-
Iutely between ourselves. I do not want to touch you on &
sensttive spot, or to disoblige you in any way, anq T will
Prove it, If you absolutely 1nstst, if you are determined to
ask for Coguet’s place—and he will be a real loss to the
War Ministry, for he has been here since 18091 shall go
Into the country for a fortmght, and leave you a clear
field with the Marshal, who loves you like 2 son. In that
way I shall be nerther for nor agamst, and I shall have a
clear conscience as an administrator.”

“Thank you,” sard the Baron. “I shall think over what
you have said.” )

“If I have spoken 1n this way, my dear fellow, it is much
more in your own interest than because it concerns me or
my vanity, In the first place, the Marshal has the last word.
And besides, my dear fellow, we are all blamed for so
Many things—what is one more or less? We are not new
toit, when it comes to being cniticized. Under the Restora-
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tion men were nominated just in order to give them
appointments, regardless of their fitness for the job. You
and I are old comrades ”

“Yes,” the Baron broke in, “and it is just because I do
not want to compromise an old and valued friendship that
pant

“Well, well,” said the Director of Personnel, secimg
embarrassment written on Hulot's face, “I will go off, my
dear fellow. . But be careful' You have enemies—that
is to say, men who would like to have your high appont-
ment—and you are only held by one anchor. Ah! if you
were only a deputy, like me, you would have nothing to
worry about. So go carefully

This speech, dehivered n all friendship, made a deep
mmpression on the Councilor of State. 5

“But after all, Roger, what 1s all the fuss about? Don’t
keep things back from me'”

The individual addressed as Roger looked at Hulot, took
tus hand, and pressed it.

*“We have been friends too long for me not to warn you.
If you want to keep your place, you will have to look aftet
your own interests. In fact, in your posttion, instead of
asking the Marshal to give Coquet’s place to Marneffe, T
would ask him to use his influence to reserve a place for m¢
on the General Council of State, where 1 could die in
peace; and like the beaver, I should abandon my Director
Generalship to the hunters ™

“What! The Marshal would surely never forget—"

*“My dear fellow, the Marshal spoke sa warmly on your
behalf at a general meeting of Ministers that there is 70
longer any question of sacking you. But it was discussed!
So do not give them any pretexts. I will say no more.AA!
the moment you can make your own terms, be a Councilof
of State and a Peer of France, If you leave it too long, if
you give them any weapons aganst you, T cannot answet
for the consequences . , . Do you still want me to go?”

“Wait a bit. T will see the Marshal,” said Hulot, “and 1
will ask my brother to sound him first

It is easy to imagine the frame of mind in which th¢
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Baron returned to Madame Marneffe’s; he had almost
forgotten that he was a father, for Roger had played the
part of a true and kind friend in telling him the real state
of affairs. Nevertheless, Valérie’s influence was so great
that halfway through dinner the Baron was in tune agam,
and was all the more gay because he had wornes to forget;
but the unfortunate man did not know that, this very
evening, he would have to choose between his happiness
and the danger of which the Director of Personnel had
warned him—in short, to choose between Madame Mar-
neffe and his position

CHAPTER XXV

AT about eleven, when the party was at its height—for
the drawing room was full of guests—Valéne drew Hector
on to a corner of her sofa

“My dear old thing,” she whispered to him, “your
daughiter is so annoyed because Wenceslas comes here that
she has walked out on lum Hortense seems to be very
hezdstrong Ask Wenceslas to let you see the letter that the
Litle fool wrote um This separation of two lovers, for
which T am supposed to be to blame, might do me ncal-
culable harm, because this is how virtuous women attack
one another. It is monstrous to play the vichm 1n order to
throw the blame onto a woman whose only fault 15 that
her house is a pleasant one If you love me, you will clear
me by reconcihing the two turtledoves I do not particularly
Want to receive your son-in-law, it was you who brought
him here; take him away agam' If you have any authority
With your family, it seems to me that you could insist on
your wife’s making the reconcibation Tell the worthy gld
lady from me that if I am unjustly blamed for having
broken up their marnage, and divided the family, and
annexing both the father and the son-n-law, then I shall
live up to my reputation, and cause them trouble, after my
own fashion! Now Lisbeth is talking of leaving me! She
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prefers her family, and I don't blame her. She wilt not
stay, she says, unless the young people are reconciled We -
shalt be in a fine fix; the housekeeping here would cost
three times as much ” . ¢

“Oh, leave that to me'” said the Baron, on hearmg o
his daughter’s scandal. “I will soon settle that!”

“Now,” smd Valénie, “there is something else. What
about Coquet’s place?” o

“That,” sad Hector, looking down, “is more difficult,
not to say impossible!” . i

“Impossible, my dear Hector?”” Madame Marneffe sai
in a low voice “But you don’t know to what extrenes
Marneffe 1s capable of gomg. I am n his power; be 15 ;
immoral, 1n hus own interests, Itke most men, but hg is ﬂ}m
extremely vindictive, like alt petty minds. In the situation
in which you have placed me, T am at his mercy. I shall
have to hve with him for a few days, and he is quit¢
capable of refusmg to leave my room again ”

Hulot gave a great start

“He will leave me free only on condition he is made 4
head clerk. It 1s mfamous—but logical.”

“Valéne, do you love me?” .

“In my present condition, my dear, that question is the
lowest kind of mnsultt”

“Very well. If I were to attempt—only to attempt—L0
ask the Marshal for Marneffe’s promotion, 1 should b
finished, and Marneffe would be out of a job ™

“I thought that you and the Prince were old and intimate
friends,” .

“That 1s true, and he has amply proved it But, my fh“d‘
there 1s an authority higher than the Marshal—there i d‘lg
Council of Ministers, for example. Given a Dittle time, an
manenvenng, we shall manage it. In order to succeed,
must wait for an opportunity—when T have been asked 1
do some service. Then T could say, ‘One good tur?
deserves another.’ " a

“If T say that to Marneffe, my poor dear Hector, he W'l
do us some bad turn or other, Listen—tell him yoursel
that he will have to wait T really cannot be responsible:
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Oh' I know what my position would be; he knows how
to punish me—he would never leave my bedroom! . . .
Don’t forget the twelve hundred francs annuity for the
attle one!™

« Hulot, seeing lus pleasure threatened, took Marneffe
aside; and for the first time he dropped the lofty tone that
be had hitherto maintained, so appalled was he by the
thought of that monbund creature in his pretty wfe’s
bedroom,

“Marneffe, my dear fellow,” he began, “I was talking
about you today! But you cannot be promoted to a head
clerkship just yet, . . . We must wait

“Oh, can't I, Monsieur le Baron?” sard Marneffe curtly.

“But my dear fellow—"

“Oh, can't I, Monsicur le Baron?” Marneffe repeated
coldly, Jooking from the Baron to Valéne and back again
“You have put my wife in a situation in which she will have
1o be reconciled with me, and I shall keep her, because,
my dear fellow, she 1s charming!™ he added with hormble
rrony “I am master here—which 1s more than you are at
the Ministry.”

The Baron experienced one of those pangs that produce
in the heart the same effect as violent toothache, and he
could not conceal the tears in hs eyes Dunng this brief
scene Valérie had confided this supposed determination of
Marneffe to Henri Mont?s, so getting id of hun for a time.

Of her four faithful ones, only Crevel, as the possessor
of the economical hittle house, was exempted from this
measure; therefore his face wore an expression of truly
insolent beatitude, in spite of the sient reproofs that
Valérie admymstered to him, by frowns and meaning looks;
but his radiant paternity shone 1 every feature. At a word
of whispered reproach from Valéne, he clasped her hand
and replied, “Tomorrow, my duchess, you shall have your
Iittle house! I shall be signing the lease tomorrow.”

“And the furmture?” she replied, smiling.

' “I'have a thousand shares in the Versailles rive gauche
railway, * %t at twenty-five francs, and they will

beatt: ; “™wd, ns a result of the amalgamation of
W,



two lines, a secret T was let into You shall have fumiture
fit for a queen! But you will be only mine from then o8,
won't you?”

“Yes, Big Mayor!™ said that middie-class Madame ¢
Merteul “But behave yourself! Respect the future Madane
Crevel” o

“My dear cousin,” Lisbeth was saying to the Baron,
went to see Adeline early yesterday, because, you kno¥
I cannot 1n common decency stay on here. I am gomg 0
keep house for your brother the Marshal

“I am going home tonight,” said the Baron.  d

“Very well, T will come to breakfast tomorrow,” &
Lisbeth with a smile.

She knew how necessary her presence would be at the
family scene that would take place the next day. Therefor®
first thing in the morning, she went to see Victorin, whom
she told of the separation of Hortense and Wenceslas.

When the Baron returned to his home, at half-past e
Mariette and Lowse, who had had a hard day, weré
up the flat so that Hulot did not need to ring The husband:
very much put out by his compulsory virtue, went straigft
to his wife’s bedroom, and through the half-open doot he
saw her kneeling before her crucifix, lost in prayer, and 17
one of those poses that are the glary of painters or sculptors
who have the good luck to mvent and reproduce them
Adeline, carnied away 1n her exaltation, was praying aloud

0 God, have mercy on us and enlighten him!”

The Baroness was praying for her Hector. At this SlE"‘NY
so different from the one had just left, and on heants
this phrase, inspired by the events of that day, the Ba®
was touched, and a sigh escaped tum Adehine turned bef
face wet with tears She believed so completely that het
prayer had been answered that she jumped up and clasp®
Hector in her arms with all the strength of haPPmessd
Adeline had stripped herself of all 4 woman’s instincts, 3%
sorrow had obliterated even the memory of them. Ther®
were no feelings left 1n her except those of maternuty,
fanily honor, and the pure attachment of a Christtan W
for an erring husband, that saintly tenderness that survi*e*
all else in a woman's heart. All this was easy to divis®
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“Hector,” she said at Tast, “are you coming back to us?
Has God taken pity on our family?™

“Dear Adeline!” teplied the Baron, coming in and
drawing his wife down beside him on a sofa. “You are the
saintliest creature that T have ever known, and I have long
ceased to be worthy of you,”

“It would need very httle, my dear,” she said, holding
Hulot’s hand and trembling so much that she seemed to
bave no control of her nerves “Very lttle indeed to set
things right again.”

She dared not continue, she felt that every word would
be arep h, and she was 1 to mar the happi
with which this meetmg was flooding her soul.

“I have come here because of Hortense,” Hulot began.
“That girl may do us far more harm by her precipitate
action than my absurd passion for Valérie has done. But,
we will talk of all that tomorrow Hortense is asleep,
Mariette tells me; we will not disturb her.

“Yes,” said Madame Hulot, sudden} by decp
sadness,

She dwmed that the reason for the Baron’s return was
ot so much the wish to see bis famuly as some ulterior
motive. .

“Do not worry her tomorrow, either, the poor child is
in a dreadful state; she has not stopped crying 21l day,”
said the Baroness

Next morning at nine the Baron, while he waited for
his daughter, whom he had sent for, walked up and down
the great deserted drawing room, trymng to think of argu-
ments with which to overcome the most diﬂir:ult of all
forms of obstinacy—that of a young wife, injured and
Powerless, as blameless youth ever 1s, knuwing‘ nothing of
the shady compromises of the world, because ignorant of
the world’s passions and interests. 5

“Here I am, Papa!” said Hortense 1n a tremulous voice,
and looking pale from unhappiness 5

Hulot, sitting down on a chair, put his arm around his
daughter’s waist, and made her sit on his knee. .

“Well, my child,” he said, kissing her brow, “so there is
Touble at home, and you have been headstrong? That 1s .




vot good form My Hortense should not take so decisive
a step on her own imtiative—to leave ber house, and
desert her husband—without consulting her parents. My
«darling Hortense, if you had only come to see your kied:
and admirable mother, you would not have been the cause
of the great distress that you make me suffer. You do not
know the world Tt 15 very wicked. People might say that
your husband has sent you back to your parents. C:u'ls
brought up, as you were, under your mother’s wins
remain children longer than the others—they know nothing ,
of life! Natve, innocent love, like yours for Wenceslas,
unfortunately never calculates; 1t acts only on 1ts first
impulses. The litle heart takes the lead, and the head
follows. You would burn down Paris to have your reveng,
without giving a thought to the police court! When yout
old father tells you that you have not shown due regard 0
the proprieties, you must believe him And I have sad
nothing of the deep pain that ¥ feel; it 15 very bitter, becaus®
you throw the blame on a woman whose heart you do not
know, whose enmity might become terrible. Alas! you 1€
80 open, 50 mnocent and pure, that you suspect nothind
you may be calumniated, slandered. And besides, mY
dearest Inttle angel, you have made too much of a mere .
joke, and I can personally assure you that your ‘husband i
innocent Madame Marneffe—*

So far the Baron, artist in diplomacy that he was, had
formulated his remonstrances with admirable tact He had.
as we see, skillfully led up to the introduction of that name:
Nevertheless, on hearing it, Hortense started as 1f wounded
to the quick, -

“Listen to me—I have great experience, and I bave scct
the whole thing,” her father continued, preventtng hs
daughter from speaking. “That lady treats your husband
very coldly Yes, you have been the victim of a pract
joke. I can prove it to you, Wenceslas was there at dinset
yesterday—"

“He went to dinner?” exclaimed the young wife, startins .
up, and looking at her father with horror painted on h"‘;
face. “Yesterday! After reading my letter? Ob, my Go¢
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Why did I not bury myself in a convent, instead of getting
married? My life is no longer my own. I have a child!”
she added, sobbing.

These tears went to Madame Hulot's heart She came
out of her bedroom, ran to her daughter, and took her in
her arms, asking her those pointless questions of guef, the
first that came into her mund.

“Now we have tears,” thought the Baron, “Just when
everything was going so well' What 1s to be done now,
with crying women?”

“My child,” said the Baroness to Hortense, “listen to
your father, He loves us. There there.”

+“Come now, Hortense, my dear little gul, don’t cry;
it will spoil your looks,” said the Baron “Come now, be
sensible, Go quietly home and I promuse you that Wenceslas
shall never set foot in that house I ask you to make that
sacrifice, 1f it 15 a sacrifice to forgive such a small fault iz a
husband you love! I ask you to do it for the sake of my
gray haws, and for the sake of the love you owe your
mother. Surely you do mot want to darken my old age
with bitterness and grief””

Hortense flung herself in a frenzy at her father’s feet,
with a gesture of such violent desperation that her hair,
loosely pinned up, came down and she held up her hands
t0 him with an expression 1 which was written her despair.
_ “Father, you are asking me to sacrifice my life! Take 1,
ifyou must, but at least take 1t pure and stamless 1 \ivxll lay
it down for you gladly. But do not ask me to die in dis-
honor, a erimnal! T am not like my mother! I cannat
swallow outrages! If 1 return to my husband’s house, 1
Iught smother Wenceslas 1 a fit of jealousy. or do some-
thing even worse. Do not demand of me things that arc
beyond my power! Do not have to mourn for me while
I am stil alive! Because the least thing that can happen 15
that I should go mad! T feel on the verge of madness
already! Last mght! Last night! He dined with that woman
after reading my letter! Are other men like that? 1 will
&ive you my life, provided that my death is not dxshonor;
able! His faultt Light! To have a child by that woman!
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“A child?” exclaimed Hulot, starting back. “Come! This
must be some joke.”

At this moment Victorin and Cousin Bette came in, and
stood speechless at this spectacl daughter was Iyig
prostrate at her father’s feet The Baroness, silent, and torn
between her maternal mstincts and her duty as a wifé,
presented an anxious and tear-stained face.

“Lisbeth,” said the Baron, seizing the spinster’s hand,
and indicating Hortense, “you must help me, Poor Hortens¢
is beside herself She thinks that Madame Marneffe 18
Wenceslas's mistress, and all she wanted was a group by
him.”

“Delilah!™ cried the young woman “The only thing bt
has done without endless delays since our marnage' The
man would not work for me, or for his son, and yet h¢
worked for that worthless creature with such energy—
Oh! kill me outright, father, because every word you speak
is a sword thrust!”

Turning to the Baroness and Victorin, Lisbeth indicated
the Baron, who could not see her, with a pitying shrug oL
the shoulders.

“Listen, Cousmn,” smid Lisbeth “When you asked me t0
go and live above her, and keep house for her, I did not
know what Madame Marnefle was. But one can learn 2 °
lot 1n three years. That woman 1s a whore! And a whore
whose depravity can only be compared with that of her
vile and hideous husband You are the dupe, the Lord
Provider for these people, and they will lead you farther
than you thmk! T must speak frankly to you, for you ar¢
at the bottom of a pit)”

Hearing Lisbeth speak n these terms, the Baroness and
her daughter looked at her with an expression with which
the devout might thank the Madonna for having saved
their lves.

“She has made up her mind, that dreadful woman, 1©
wreck your son-inlaw’s marniage. I do not know more
than that, for my intelligence is too weak to sec clearly
into such dark, ignoble, perverse intrigues, Your Madame
Marneffe is not in love with your son-in-law, but she has
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vowed to have him at her feet, out of revenge. I have just
been talking to this wretched woman as she deserves. She
is a shameless courtesan. I told her that I was leaving her
house, that I could no longer smurch my honor in that
sk of vice. I belong to my family, before everything I
heard that my httle cousin had left Wenceslas, so I came.
Your Valérie, whom you think 15 a perfect saint, is the
cause of this cruel separation How can I stay with such a
woman? Our poor darling Hortense,” she said, touching
the Baron’s arm significantly, *1s perhaps the victim of a
whim, for which women of her sort will sacrifice a whole
family in order to possess some tufle 1 do mot thmk
Wenceslas is guilty, but I do think him weak, and I should
not like to say that he would not succumb to her refine-
ments of temptation I have made up my mind That
woman 1s fatal to you, she will have you all out in the
street I do not want to seem to be involved n the run of
my family, after staymng three years there simply in order
to prevent it You are bemng decewved, Cousin! Say firmly
that you will have nothing to do with the appomtment of
that contemptible Marneffe, and just see what will happen!
There is fine trouble 1n store for you 1if that happens™

Lisbeth raised her young cousn, and kissed her warmly.

“My dear Hortense, don’t give way,” she whispered.

The Baroness embraced Lisbeth with the eagerness of a
woman who sees herself avenged The whole family stood
in silence around the father, who was ntelligent enough to
know the meaning of that silence An expression of fearful
anger passed over his brow and his face; its signs were
unmistakable All his veins swelled, and hus eyes became
bleadshot, and s face showed blotches. Adehne flung
herself on her knees before him, and took his hands

“My dear, my dear, have mercy!” o,

“I am hateful to you'” said the Baron, putting into
words the cry of his conscience .

We are all 1n the secret of our own misdoings. We nearly
always 1magine n our victims the sentiments of hate that
vengeance mught well insprre in them; and u:x‘s.pxte of the
efforts of hypocrisy, our words or our expression give
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away under the stress of some unforeseen ordeal, just asin |
the past the criminal used to confess under the hands of the
torturer. '

“In the end,” he went on, in order to retract his avowal, .
“our children turn against us.”

“Father!” Victorin exclaimed -

“You are interrupting your father'” the Baron continued
in a voice of thunder, looking at hus som.

“Listen, Father,” said Victonn in a clear, firm tone, the
tone of a puritamical deputy. “I am too fully aware (!f.fhe
respect I owe you ever to fail i 1t, and you will certainly
always find in me the most obedient and submisstve of
sons.”

Those who are in the habit of attending the sittings .Of
the two Chambers will recognize the technique of parlia-
mentary debate 1n these attenuated phrases, calculated 0
calm irritation and gain time

“We are so far from being your enemies,” Victort
continued, “that T have quarreled with my father-in-la%
Monsieur Crevel, because I have redeemed Vauvinet's

tes-of-hand for sixty th  francs, and there is not 3
shade of doubt that that money is in the hands of Madamé
Marneffe, Oh, I am not criticizing you in the least, Father,
he added, in reply to a gesture of the Baron’s, “but 1 wish
merely to join my protest to Cousin Lisbeth’s, and to pornt
out to you that although my devotion to you is blind, and
indeed unlimited, Father, my dear Father, unfortunately
our financial resources are not!”

“Money!” exclaimed the excited old man, dropping it
a chair, quite crushed by this argument. “And this 15 my
son! Your money shall be repaid, sirl” he sad, rising.

He went toward the door.

“Hector!”

At this cry the Baron turned, and suddenty revealed f0
his wife a face bathed in tears. She flung her arms around
him with the strength of despair.

“Don’t go away like this . . . do not leave us in anget:
T at least have not said a word!”

At this heartrending cry the children went on their knees
before their father,
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“We all love you!” exclaimed Hortense

Lisbeth, immobile as a statue, watched this tableau with
a scornful smile on her lps. At this moment Marshal
Hulot's voice was heard in the hall. The famly realized
the importance of concealment, and the scenc abruptly
changed. The two young people rose, and everyone en-
deavored to conceal all traces of emotion

Meanwhile an altercation was taking place at the door
between Mariette and a soldier, that presently became so
Pressing that the cook came into the drawing room

“Sir, a regimental quartermaster Just back from Algiers
insists on seeing you.”

“Tell him to wait.”

“He told me, sir, to tell you privately that it has some-
thing to do with your uncle.”

The Baron started, for he thought that at last the funds
tiad arrived which for the last two months he had been
secretly asking for, in order to pay his bills. He legt tis
family and hurried into the hall He saw there a typically
Alsatian figure,

“Arc you Mennesir the Paron Hilotte?”

e

“Himself?”

“Himself,” . N

The quartermaster had been fumbling m the lining of his
cap during this dialogue, and drew out 2 letter which the
Baron hurriedly tore open, and read as follows.

DEAR Neruew,

Far from being able to send you the hundred thousand francs
that you ask me for, my position has become untenable waless you
can take drastic steps to save me We have the Public ‘Prosecutor
01 our tracks, falking moral nonsense, and gowmg on about the
admimstration It is impossible to make this wretched civilian keep
his mouth shit 1f the Mimustry of War lets these ‘black-coated
indiiduals feed out of 1ts hand, T am done for. I can trust the
bearer Try to get him promoted, because he has done good service
for us Do not leave me to the crows!

This letter was a thunderbolt The Baron saw in 1t the
early‘signs of the internal disputes between the ¢ivil and -
milstary authonties that are’ vexing the Algenan admlms-\,‘



tration to this day, and realized that he must invent som
palliative for the trouble that stared him in the face, He
told the soldser to return the next day; and having dismissed
him wtih fine promises of promotion, he returned to the
drawing room.

“Hail and farewell, brother,” he said to the Marshal.
“Goodbye, chiidren. Goodbye, Adeline, my dear. And
what are you going to do, Lisbeth?” he asked.

“I am going to keep house for the Marshal, because |
must end my days doing what I can for one or other of

ou”

“Don’t leave Valéne untl 1 have seen you,” Hulol
whispered to his cousin “Goodbye, Hortense, my htfle
rebel, try to be sensible. I have mmportant matters to attend
to, and we will talk about your reconciliation some oth.ﬂ
time Think it over, there's a good little puss!” he said,
kissing her

He left his wife and children so obvsously worried that
they continued to feel the gravest apprehensions.

“Lisbeth,” said the Baroness, “we must find out what 1
worrymg Hector I have never seen him in such a state
Stay a few days longer with that woman, he tells her
everything, and so we may find out what has upset himt 0
suddenly, Don’t worry, We will arrange your marriagé i
with the Marshal, for it really is necessary.”

“I shall never forget your courage this morning,” said
Hortense, kissing Lisbeth

“You have avenged our poor mother,” said Victorin

‘The Marshal looked on with a puzzled air at these
marks of affection lavished on Lisbeth, who went home to
describe this scene to Valérie

‘This sketch will enable innocent readers to divine d}°
varjous ravages that the Madame Marneffes bring about I
a family, and the means by which they can attack poor
virtuous wives, apparently beyond their reach. But if %&
transpose, in imagination, these troubles into the highest
social sphere, about the throne, and consider what kings
mistresses must have cost them, we can form some idea ©
the indebtedness a“nation owes to those sovereigns who 6

ducted d ic life.

an ple of
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CHAPTER XXVI

IN Paris every Mumstry is 2 Intle town, from which
women are excluded. But just as much scandal and de-
traﬂ_lon goes on there as if the femumne population were
admitted  After three years, Monsieur Marneffe’s position
had been, so to speak, clarified, brought to light, and m
the offices everybody was askmg, “Will or will not Monsieur
Marneffe be Monsieur Coguet’s successor?” yust as in the
Chamber they asked, “Will the Budget be passed or not””
Every sign from the Personnel Department was carefully
watched, as was everything that went on n the Baron’s
department, The astute Councilor of State had won over
to his side the victim of Marneffe’s promotion, a capable
worker, teling hum that if he could arrange Marneffe’s
promotion he should certamly be his successor, pointing
out that Marneffe was a dying man This clerk was can-
vassing for Marneffe

As Hulot went through his outer office, full of visitors,
he noticed Marneffe’s colorless face 1 a corner, and sent
first for him

“What do you want to ses me about, my dear fellow?”
said the Baron, concealing hus anxiety.

“Monsieur le Directeur, T am the laughing stock of the
department, becanse it is known that the head of the
Personnel Department has left this morning on sick leave,
and will be away for about a month. Waiting a month—
T know what that means You have put me in the position
of being laughed at by my enemes, and 1t 1s bad enough to
be drummed on one side, both sides at once, Monsteur le
Durectenr, is enough to burst the drum ”

“My dear Marnefle, it takes a lot of patience to get what
one wants, You cannot be made a head clerk—if you ever
are—in less than two months from now. A time when I
am obliged to consolidate my own position is not the
moment to ask for a promotion that would cause a
scandal.”

“If you are sacked I shall mever get the job,” sad
Monsieur Marneffe coldly. “And 1f you get me apposnted
1t will make no difference in the end
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“Am I to sacrifice myself for you, then?” N

“If you do not, I shall be very much mistaken in you "
., “You are too Marneffe altogether, Monsieur Marneffe!
said the Barom, rising and showing the deputy clerk the
door,

“I wish you good morming, Monsieur le Baron,” sud
Marmeffe in humble tones. .

“The mfamous scoundrel,” thought the Baron to him-
self. “This looks very much like a summons to pay up
within twenty-four hours on pain of distraint.”

Two hours later, just as the Baron was briefing Clau'de
Vignon, whom he was sending to the Ministry of Justic®
to get the information about the judicial authorities uﬂl}"
whose jurisdiction Johann Fischer was working, Rein®
opened the door of the Director’s office, and handed him 2
little note, saying she would wait for the answer. -

“Why has she sent Reine?” thought the Baron, “Valéie
is mad, she will compronuse us all, and she is certan}})’
compromising the ab le Marneffe’s app !

He dismissed the Mimster’s private secretary, and read
as follows.

Ob, my dear, what a scene T have had to endure! If you hav®
given me three years of happiness, 1 have certamly had to pay fof
' He came m from lus office in a rage that made me really
frightened He 15 ugly at the best of times, but he looked hke &
monster His four real teeth were chattering, and he threatened
me with hus hateful attentions 1f 1 contimued to receive you MY
poor dear, alas' our door 1s henceforth closed agamst you YoU
can see my tears—they are dripping on the paper and making i
quite wet, Can you read this at all, Hector dear? Oh! Not 10 %
you agam, give you up, when I have within me a part of your I
as T hope 1 have your heart also, is enough to kill me! Think o
our child Do not forsake me! But do not compromise yourself f7 ¢
Marneffe; don't give in to his threats! Oh, T love you more than
have ever loved you' I remember all the sacnfices you have md®
for your Valéne, and T shall never cease to be grateful, you 2/%
and you will always be, my only husband Do not give anothet
thought to the twelve hundred francs annuity that I asked you
scttle on that dear little Hector who will be born not many monis
from now .. T will not be a financial burden to you Indeed, MY
money will always be yours.

Ab' 1f only you lovéd me as I love you, my Hector, you would
Tetire, we would both say goodbye to our famulies, our troublet
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and our present lives, entangled with so much hate, and go night
away, taking Lisbeth, and hve m some pretty place—in Brttany,
or anywhere you Iike. There we should see 1o one, and we shonid
be happy, right away from all these people Your pension, and the
fittle Y have saved i my own name would be quite enough for us
1f you are jealous—well, then you would see your Valérie piving
alt her thought to her Hector, and you would never bave to scold
me, as you did the other day I should have only one child—ours—
of that you may be sure, my darling old veteran No, you cannot
magine the state Tam 10 because you don't know how he behaved
to me, and the insults that he spat out at your Valérie! The very
words would soil the paper; but a woman like me, Montcornet's
daughter, ought never n all her life to have heard such words'
Oh, T wish you had been there, so that T could have punished hum
by showing him how utterly T love you! My father would have
killed the wretch! As for me. I am only 2 weak woman, I love you
desperately! Indeed, my love, m my present state of distress T
simply cannot mve up seemg you Yes. I am determuned to se¢
YOu m secret every day'! We women are hike that, I share your
Tesentment For pity's sake, if you love me, do not promote hm
~let hum die a deputy clerk! At this moment I simply can't think,
Tean stlt hear um abusing me Bette, who was going to leave me,
bas taken pity on me, and 1s staymg on for a few days

My dearest darling, T don’t know yet what to do I can only
think of flight. I have always adored the country, Brittany,

anguedoc, anywhere you like, so long as there T should be free to
love you Poor darling, I am sorry for you Here you are compelled
10 g0 back to your old Adelme, to that Jachrymal urn, because that
brute meant what be said he will watch me day and mght He
even spoke of the police! Do not come’ I know that he 1s capable
of anything, for he 1s using me for the purposes of the most
1gmoble kind of speculation So I would hike to be able to give you
back everything 1 awe to your generosity Oh, my darling Hector,
I'may have firted and seemed light to you but you don't know
your Valéne! She loves to tease you, but she loves you more than
anyone else m the world Nobody can stop you from going to see
YOur coustn, so T wall plan with her some means of our seeing each
other My dear old thing, I do beg you to write me just one hne
10 reassure me, in the absence of your dear presence! (Oh! I would
Bve my right hand to have you by my side on our divan?) A
Ietter would be hike a charm to me; wnte me something full of
your noble heart I shall return your fetter, for we must be careful

don't know where T could hude it; he rummages everywhere
But do please reassure your Valkéne, your wife, the mother of your
B4 To have to wnite to you, after seeing you every dayl As 1
$4id to Lisbeth, I mever realized how happy 1 was' A thousand
loving Kisses, dear ofd thing And always love

Your VarErie



“And tears™ thought Hulot, as he finished readmg this
letter, “Tears that have quite blotted out her name How is
she?” he said to Reine. .

“Madame is in bed; she has had dreadful hysterics,
replied Reine. “Madame had an attack that twisted her Tike
a bent twig after she had finished writing That comes of
crying, She heard the master’s voice on the stairs.”

The Baron in his distress wrote the following letter on @
sheet of headed official notepaper.

Don't worry, my angel, he shall die a deputy clerk! Your 1dea
1s excellent, we will go and live right away from Parns, and Wt
shall be happy with our hittle Hector I shall retwe, aod sball
certainly be able to find a good place on some rallway mea:!v
Ah, my darling love, your letter makes me feel young gt
shall start life over agamn, you shall see, and make a forwne for
our dear ittle one As I read your letter, a thousand times more
ardent than those of the Nouvellz Héloise, 1t worked a miracle it
me! I never imagined that I could love you more, You shall se¢ m¢
this eveming at Lisheth's

Your N
Hrcror (for life")

Reine went off with this reply. the first letter that the
Baron had ever wnitten to his very dear friend!

Emotions such as these to some extent counterbnlanccd
the disasters whose distant thunder was growling on ¢
horizon; but at this moment the Baron, believing that he
could certainly avert the blow mmed at his uncle Johant
Fischer, was concerned only with the deficit .

One of the peculiarinies of the Bonapartist character 18
faith in the power of the sword, and the conviction of the
superiority of the military over the civil authorities. Hulot
felt nothing but scorn for the Public Prosecutor 1 Algiers:
where the Ministry of War was supreme. Men remait
what they have once been, How should officers of the
Imperial Guard forget having seen the mayors of the largest
towns of the Empire, the Emperor’s prefects, Emperors
themseives on a small scale, coming out to recee the *
Imperial Guard to do 1t honor on the fronters of %€
departments through which it passed—in fact, to accord
it the honors accorded to sovereigns?

At a quarter past four the Baron went straight ¥



Madame Marneffe's; his heart beat fast as that of a young
man as he went upstairs, for he was asking himself this
question* “Shall T see her? Or shall T not see her?” How
could he possibly remember the scene of the morning, in
which his children had knelt weeping at his feet” Did not
Valérie's letter, placed for ever in a shm note-case lying
2against his heart, prove that he was adored more than the
most adorable of young men? After ninging, the unfortu-
nate Baron heard the shuffling of shippers, and the mvahd
Matneffe’s hateful cough Marneffe opened the door, but
only in order to strike an atitude and ndicate the stairs to
Hulot with a gesture exactly like the one with which Hulot
had shown him the door 1 his office

‘;]You are altogether too Hulot, Monsicur Hulot!” he
sai
. The Baron tried to push past him, but Marneffe drew a
Pistol from his pocket and cocked 1t

“Monsieur Councilor of State, when a man is as vile
as I am—for you think me very vile, don’t you?—he would
Be the warst of galley slaves if he did not extract all the
benefits due to the honor he has sold You have asked for
war; it will be lively, and no quarter. Don’t come here
again, and don’t attempt to get past me, 1 have told the
police of my situation with regard to you.”

And while Hulot was still dumfounded with amazement,
he pushed him out and shut the door

“The low scoundrel!” Hulot thought to humself, as he
went upstairs to Lisbeth’s flat “Now I understand her
Tetter! Valérie and 1 will leave Paris Valérte 1s mine for the
Test of my hfe; she will close my eyest™

Lisbeth was not at home. Madame Olvier told Hulot
that she had gone to see the Baroness, expecting to find
him there.

“Poor girl! I could never have believed she could be 50
subtle as she was this morning, “thought the Baron, recall~
ing Lisbeth's conduct, as he made his way from Rue
Vanneau to Rue Plurmet

At the corner of Rue Vanneau and Rue de Babylone he
looked up at the Eden from which Hymen had bamshed .
him with the sword of the law. Valérie, at her window,



watching Hulot, When he looked up she waved her hand-
kerchief, but the infamous Marneffe struck a blow at his
wife’s cap and dragged her violently away from thfl
window, Tears came imto the eyes of the Councilor o
State 4

“To be loved like this' To see a woman maltreated, an
to be nearly seventy!” he thought,

Lisbeth had gone to give the family the good news
Adeline and Hortense already knew that the Barom, ur-
willitng to dishonor himself in the eyes of the' enlﬂ;
Munistry by appomting Marneffe to a head clerkship, ha
been turned out by the husband, who had turned violenty
against hum. In her happiness Adeline had planned 2 dmnei
that should be better than her Hector would f.ind ol
Valérie's, and the devoted Lisbeth had helped Marietie ©0
achieve this difficult result. Cousin Bette was the idof of lh;
hour. mother and daughter had kissed her hands, and ha
told her with touching delight that the Marshal had cot
sented to take her as lus housekeeper. .

“And from that, my dear, to becoming his wife is but 2
step,” said Adeline, ! .

“And he did not say no when Victorin suggested it 1©
him,” added Countess Stembock. h

The Baron was welcomed by his family with suc
charming, ing expressions of jon, so overflowing
with love, that he was forced to conceal his worry. TH
Marshal came to dinner. After dinner, Hulot did not leav®-
Victorin and his wife came 1n, and they made up 8 party
for whst. ’

“It is a long time, Hector,” said the Marshal gravelys
“since you have given us such a pleasant evening.”

«This speech from the old soldier, so indulgent to IS
brother, and wha in these words implicitly rebuked hith
made a deep impression. It showed how wide and decP
were the wounds in a heart in which all the sorrows 8¢
which he guessed found their echo, *

At eight the Baron insisted on secing Lisbeth hom®
himself, promising to return. . , :

“You know, Lisbeth, he ill-treats herl” he said to hef
on the way. “Ah! 1 have never loved her so much!”

nro
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“Ah! T pever realized how much Valéne loved you!”
Lisbeth rephied “She is light, she is a flirt, she likes to be
flattered, to see the comedy of love played for her benefit,
as she says; but you are her only real attachment.”

“What message did she give you for me?”

“This,” said Lisbeth *“She has, as you know, encouraged
Crevel You must not hold it agamst her, for that 1s why
she is now secure from utter poverty for the rest of her
days; but she detests him, and 1t 1s practically over. Well,
she has kept the key of some rooms—"

“Rue du Dauphin!™ exclaimed the delighted Baron “Just
for that I will forgive her for Crevel! I have been there;
I know—>"

“Here is the key,” said Lisbeth “Get another like it
made tomorrow—two if you can.”

“And then”” said Hulot eagerly

“Well, T will come to dimner with you agamn tomorrow,
and you can give me back Valérie’s key—because old
Crevel might ask her to give 1t back to him—-and you can
£0 and meet her the day after. You can arrange matters
then. You will be quite safe, because there are two en-
trances. Tf Crevel should by any chance come in by the
back way—for he has Regency habuts, as he always says—
you can leave by the shop, and vice versa Well, you old
wretch, you owe all this to me. What are you going to do
for me?”

“Anything you like!” )

N “‘k‘mku then, you would not oppose my marrying your
rother!™

' “You the Maréchale Hulot, Countess of Forzheim?”
exclamed Hulot, taken by surprise. )

“Well, Adeline is a Baroness!” Bette replied in 2 sharp
and threatening tone. “Listen, you old libertine, you know
the state of affairs you are m! Your famuly may find itself
starving and in the gutter—"

“That is what I dread?” ssid Hulot, startled.

“If your brother were to die, who would look after your
wife and daughter? The widow of a Marshal of France
would be given a pension of at least six thousand franes, 4
would she not? Well, I only want to marry in orderA 10



make sure that your daughter and your wife will have
bread to eat, you old imbecile!” .

“I never thought of it in that ight” sad the Baron. *1
will talk to my brother, for we can depend upon you. Te
my angel that my hfe is hers.”

And the Baron, having seen Lisbeth go into the houst
in Rue Vanneau, returned to play whist and remained a
home. The Baroness was at the height of happiness, for it
seemed that her husband had returned. For nearly a fort-
night he went to the Ministry at nine, returned for dinnet
at six, and spent the eveming with his famuly. He o0k
Adeline and Hortense twice fo the theater. Mother and
daughter had three Thanksgiving Masses said, and proyed
10 God to keep with them the husband and father that He
had restored, .

CHAPTER XXVII

ONF evening Victorin Hulot, ns he saw his father gong
off to bed, said to his mother, “Well, we have every 1easo?
fo be happy. My father has come home; and my wife and
T will never grudge our capital if this lasts

“Your father is nearly seventy,” said the Baroness. “He
is stll thinking about Madame Marneffe, 1 cant see; bet
presently ke will forget; a passion for women is not m\:
gambling, or speculation, or avarice—there is an end to 2t-

But the beautiful Adeline—for she was still beautiful it
spite of her fifty years and her sorrows—was mistaken i
this, Libertines, those men on whom nature has bestowe!
the rare faculty of loving beyond the limits that she s¢%
for Jove, are rarely as old as their age. During this relapse
into virtue the Baron had gone thres times to the Ru¢ du
Dauphin, where he had certainly not behaved like a m2¢
of seventy. His rekindled passion rejuvenated him, anq he
would have thrown away his honor, his family, everythin®
for Valérie, without a regret, But Valérie, completsly
changed, now never spoke to him about money, of
twelve hundred francs a year to be settled on their son; 01
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the contrary, she offered him money, and loved Hulot as
a woman of thirty-six might love a handsome law student,
poor, poetic, and in love, And poor Adeline thought that
she had recaptured her beloved Hector! The Tovers” fourth
meeting had been arranged at the last moment of the third,
exactly as in the old days the play for the next night was
announced at the Ttahan theaters The hour agreed upon
was nine in the mormng On the day on which the happi-
ness was due, in anticipation of which the infatuated old
man had resigned himself to family ife, at about eight
o'clock Reine came and asked for the Baron. Hulot, fearing
some catastrophe, went to speak to Reme, who would not
come into the flat, The faithful maid gave the following
note to the Baron:

Drsr Orp THING, .

Do not go to Rue du Dauphm Our bad dream is 11, and T must
look after hum; but be there tomght at mne Crevel is at Corbeil,
with Monsicur Lebas, and 1 am quite sure he will bring no
princesses to s hittle villa I can arrange to spend the night there,
23 I need not be back before Marneffe wakes Pl:ase Cnnﬁn‘n lh:;;
for perhaps your great elegy of a wafe does pot leave you fres
lormerly.g[shyey sagr:he 13 sizlyll ‘beautful, and you might be unfaith-
ful to me—you are such a libertne! Burn this note I am suspicrous
of everyone.

Hulot wrote the following brief reply.

My Love, .

My wife has never, for the Jast twenty-five years, interfered with
my pleasures, as 1 have told you I would sacnfice a hundrefl
Adelines for yout 1 will be there this eveniag at mune, 1 Creve; s
temple, waiting for my dvimty Oh, that your deputy clerh might
soon die! Then we need never be parted again That 15 the dearest
wish of

Your
HECTOR

In the evening the Baron told his wife that he had some
work 1o attend to with the Minster at Saint-Cloud, and
that he would be back at four or five m the morming, and
set out for the Rue du Daupbin. It was toward the end of
the month of June. )

Few men in therr lives have really expenenced the¢
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terrible sensation of going to their death, for those who
return from the scaffold can be easily counted; but a few
have vividly experienced that agony in - dreams, Ived
through it all, even to feeling the knife at their neck at tbe
moment when awakemng and day come'to delver them
‘Well, the sensation to which the Councilor of State was
prey at five in the morning, in Crevel's elegant and §W‘15h
bed, far surpassed in horror that of feeling himself tied to
the fatal block, while ten thousand spectators 190kcd on
through twenty thousand fiery eyes Valérie was ‘asleep i
a graceful attitude. She was as lovely as beautiful wom{n
are, women beautiful enough to be so even in sleep It#
art invading nature—literally a Lving picture’ '

In his horizontal position the Baron’s eyes were three
feet above the floor; his gaze, straying at random, like thost
of a man who has just awakened, and who is collecting his
thoughts, fell on the door, covered with flowers painted by
Jan, an artist who could afford to despise fame. The Baro#
did not see, like the man condemned to death, tweaty
thousand ling eyes, but only one, whose look was, how-
ever, more truly piercing than that of the ten thousaﬂti,‘“
the public square. This sensation was of an intensitys
coming as it did 1n the midst of enjoyment, greatet lhﬂ‘;
that of a man condemned to death; and any number O
melancholic Englishmen would have paid a high price for
1t. The Baron lay there, still horizontal, literally bathed it
a cold sweat He tried to doubt his senses; but that deadly
eye babbled There was a murmur of whispering voice$
behind the door. ‘ .

“If only it is nothing worse than Crevel playmg 2 trick
on mef” the Baron thought, no longer in doubt that some
person was present in the temple, .

‘The door opened. The majesty of the French law, which
on all the public notices, comes after that of the king, mad¢
its appearance in the shape of a little police officer accom”
panied by a tall justice of the peace, both ushered in bY
friend Marneffe The police officer, who began with 2 p3¢
of shoes whose flaps were tied with ribbons with bedml!sl?‘f
bows, ended with a yellow cranium almost bare of haifs
he seemed to be a sly fellow; with a broad sense of humot



who no longer cherished any iflusions on the subject of
Paris life. His eyes, from behind his spectacles, glittered
through the glass with a knowing and mocking expression.
The justice of the peace, a retired solicitor, and an old
admirer of the fair sex, envied the delinquent.

“We have to do our duty, you know, Monsieur Je
Baron!" said the officer. “We ase acting for the plaintiff.
The justice of the peace is here to avthonze entermg 2
})rivate residence. I know who you are, and who the
ady is.”

Valérie opened her eyes, astonished, and gave a piercing
scream of the kind that actresses use when they are imper-
Sonating madness in the theater, and twisted in convulsions
on the bed Iike a medieval witch 1n her yellow vest, on 2
bed of fagots.

“Death! My dearest Hector, but a police court? Oh,
never)”

She leaped from the bed, and passed like a white cloud
between the (hree spectators, and crouched under the
writing table, hiding her face in her hands.

“I am Jost! Let me die'” she cried.

“Str,” said Marneffe to Hulot, “if Madame M?rneﬁe
2oes mad, you will be worse than a libertine, you will be a
murderer!™ .

What can a man do, or say, when he is found in a bed
that does not belong to hum, even as a tenant, with a
woman who does not belong to hum either? This.

“Mr. Justice of the Peace, and you, Officer,” said the
Baran with dignity, “be 50 good as to attend to this unfor-
tunate lady, whose reason appears to me to be m danger
« .. and talk afterward. The doors ate no doubt locked,
and you need not fear that either she or I will escape, in
Our present condstion.”

‘Tke two officials followed the injunction of the Counctlor
of State,

“Come here to me, you muserable fiunky,” sard Hulot
aside to Marneffe, taking his arm and drawing him toward
him “It 15 not I who will be a murderer, but you! You
Want 1o be a head clerk, and an officer of the Legion of
Honor?” .
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“Before everything, Monsienr le Baron,” said Marpefie
1th a bow.
* t‘ElYo: shall be both, reassure your wife, and send these
ellows away.” .
f “‘Oh, no!%: said Marneffe cunningly. “These Eﬂ’““‘l‘;:
must draw up their action as witnesses to the fact, l:'cca‘Ild
without that document, the basis of my n:l?um, where sh}?a‘,e
1 be” High officialdom 15 choked with swindlers. Yg“ ok
taken my wife, and have not made me a hea dC su;
Monsteur le Baron! 1 give you just two days to 40
Here are some letters!” ofe
“Letters'” exclaimed the Baron, interrupting, Mars n‘;
“Yes, letters proving that the child my wife is cary! in;l
at this moment 1s yours Do you understand? Yor ("I’-Se
to settle on my son an income equal to what he will onu
through this bastard But I will be moderate, lf' lswxﬂ
business of mine, I am not enamored of paternity! 1
be satsfied with a bundred lows a year. Tomoncr\‘:hc
succeed Coquet, and go on the July honors l}s! for et
Legion of Honor or the documentary evidence .
be laid before the Bench, along with my charge. 1@
letting you off hightly, am I not?* e
*My word! That's a pretty woman!” said the J P.vt‘o o4
police officer. “A loss to the world if she goes 'mﬂd The
“She’s not mad,” replied the officer sententiously-
police are always skepticism incarnate. Joud
“Baron Hulot has walked into a trap,” he added, 10
enough for Valérie to hear him. ted
Valérie gave the officer a look that would have K ‘
him, if looks could put into force the rage that they €x
press The policeman smuled, for he, too, had set hus “T{Ir’;
and the woman had fallen into 1t. Marneffe asked hts ™!
to go into the dressing room and dress, for he had sttt
with the Baron  , w e —
“Gentlemen,” he said to the two functionaries, “I 7

ant acl wnn ta Laan ohi.



finished her toilet Hulot went in and dressed Meanwhile
the report was finished. Marnefie then waited to take his
wife home; but Hulot, believing that he was seeing her for
the fast time, implored the husband, with a look, to allow
him to speak to her.

“Sir, your wife has cost me too dear for you not to allow
me to bid her goodbye . . . 1n the presence of you all, of
Course ™
. Valérie went over to lim, and Hulot whispered to her,

“The only thing left for us is to fly, but how can we
communicate? We have been betrayed . ”

“By Reine!” she replied “But, my dear, after this scene,
We cannot see each other agan. I am dishonored. And
people will tell you dreadful things about me—and you
will believe them!™

The Baron made a gesture of denial

“You will believe them, and thank Heaven you will,
because then perhaps you won't regret me ”

“He shall not die a deputy clerk,” Marnefie muttered 1n
the ear of the Councilor of State, as he returned to take
away his wife, to whom he said, brutally, “That’s enough!
I am weak with you, but I will pot be made 2 fool of by
anyone else!”

Valérie left Crevel’s little house with a last look at the
Baron, so piquant that he thought that she adored him.
The J.P. gallantly offered hus hand to Madame Marneffe
as he saw her into the cab, The Baron, who had to sign the
feport, remained completely shattered, alone with the
bolice officer. When the Councilor of State had signed,

the officer looked at him keenly, over his glasses.

“You are very fond of that little lady, sir?”

*“Yes, to my cost, as you see.”

“And what if she did not care for you?” the officer went
on. “If she was deceyving you?”

“I know that already, Officer—here, in this very house
-+ - We talked 1t over, Monsicur Crevel and 17

» “Oh! then you knew that you were in the Mayor's little
Villam .
“Perfectly ™
The officer touched his cap respectfully.



“You must be very much in love, I will say‘no .glo\:t,"
he said. “I respect mncurable passions, as doctqrf ’IfSP”t
incurable invalids. . . . I ber Monsieur de Nt
the banker, when he was attacked by an infatuation ke
lhal ”» 3 " .
“He is a friend of mine,” said the Baron, “I have often
dined with the beautiful Esther She was worth the two
million she cost him ”

“More than that,” said the officer “That whim of the
old banker cost four people their lives. Oh! Infatuations like
that are hike the cholera.”

“What were you going (0 say to me?” asked the Coun-
cilor of State, who did not like wndirect warnings.

“Why should I destroy your 1llustons?” replied the police
officer “It 15 rare enough to have any at your age'”

“Rid me of them! cried the Councilor of State.

“You will curse the doctor later,” replied the policeman
with a smile. .

“I ask you as a favor, Officer ” KN

“Well, then, that woman was in collusion with hef
husband.”

“Oht"

“That is so, sir, in two cases out of every ten. Oh, ¥e
know all about 1™

“What proof have you of this complicity?” ,

“To begin with, the husband,” said the knowing pobic®
officer, with all the calm of a surgeon accustomc‘dr ‘9,

ing wounds, “Specul is d on every b€
of his ugly face. But you must have set great store,by 2.
certain letter written by that woman, in which (ﬁgrg »
mention made of the child?” . .

“That letter means so much to me that I always carty it
with me,” Baron Hulot rephed to the police officets
rummaging in his side pocket to find the httle note-cas¢
that he carried with him everywhere,

“You can leave the note-casc where it is,” said the
officer, thundering out his indictment, “Here is the lettcl-
Now I know all I wanted to know. Madame Marncfle must
have known what was in that note-case.”

“No one clse in the world.” ~ . =




“That is what I thought Now, here is the proof that you
asked me for, of the complicity of that httle lady ”

“What do you mean?” sad the Baron, stili incredulots.

“When we came 1n, Monsieur le Baron,” the officer
proceeded, “that miserable Marneffe came 1n first, and he
took that letter, which his wife had no doubt put en that
table,” indicating the dressing table. “Evidently the hus-
band and wife had agreed upon the place, 1f she managed
to steal the letter from you while you were asleep, because
the letter that the lady wrote you, along with thase you
wrote to her, would be decisive evidence 1n a police court ”

The policeman showed Hulot the letter that Remne had
brought to him in his office at the Minustry.

“It is one of the documents in the case,” said he “You
must return 1t to me, sir ™

“Well, Officer,” saxd Hulot, whose face changed, “that
woman serves out profligacy m fixed ratons. I am sure
Row that she has three lovers!”

“That is obvious,” said the police officer “Oh! they are
not all walking the streets! When a woman follows that
trade, sir, with a carniage, in drawing rooms, ot in her own
house, it is not a matter of francs and centimes Made-
moiselle Esther, whom you just mentioned, and who
poisoned herself, ran through millions. . Take my
advice, Monsieur le Baron, settle down to a quiet Iife.
This httle party will cost you a tidy sum, that crook of a

usband has the law on his side . and what is more, but
or me the little lady would have caught you again ”

“Thank you, Officer,” sad the Councilor of State,
Strugaling to keep his dignity.

“Well, sir, we must lock up, the farce is over, and you
can return the key to the Mayor.”

Hulot returned home in a state of depression that
teduced him almost to breakmg pomnt, and plunged in
thoughts of the deepest gloom. He woke his noble, sainly,
and virtuous wife, and poured out to her the story of those
three years, sabbing like 2 child whose toy has been takent
,2way from tum. This confession from an old man, sull

“Young at heart, this frightful and heart-rending saga, while
it moved Adeline’ to pity, also secretly caused her the




livehest joy, and she thanked heaven for this final blov,
because she now saw her husband as settled for good in
the bosom of his family, i

“Lisbeth was right!” said Madame Hulot quietly, ﬂ‘ld
without any useless recriminations. “She warned us 1
advance.” 3

“Yes! Oh, if I had only bLstened, instead of getting
angry, the day I tried to persuade poor Hortense to retur®
home, so as not to compromise the reputation of that—
Oh, my dear Adehne, we must save Wenceslas! He 15 it
that mure up to the neck!”

“My poor darling, so the middle-class wife turned out
to be no better than the actresses! said Adeline, smling

The Baroness was alarmed at the change in Hectoh
when she saw lum unhappy, suffering, bowed under (.he
weight of his troubles, her heart went out to hum in pity
and love, she would have laid down her Life to make Hulot
happy.

“Stay with us, Hector, my dear. 'Tell me how thest
women manage to attract you so much, I will try. .. Wby
have you not taught me to be what you want? Is it becaus¢
I'am not clever enough? There are still men who think m¢
beautiful enough to pay court to.”

Many married women, faithful to their duties and 1@
their husbands, may well ask at this point why strong and
affectionate men, so tenderhearted to the Madame Maﬂleﬂ‘fs
of this world, do not make their wives the objects of theil
fancies and their passions, especially when these wives 31
like Adeline Hulot This 15 one of the profound mysteri¢s
of human nature, Love cuts clean across reason; the wril
and austere delight of great minds, and pleasure—ih®
vulgar dity sold in the marketplace—are two aspec
of the same reality. The women who can satisfy these t¥0
great appetites of the two sides of human nature are 35
rare, 1n sexual life, as great generals, great writers, great
artists, and great inventors, 1n the hfe of a nation. Men
of superior qualities, as well as fools—the Hulots no IesS
than the Crevels—feel the double need for the ideal an
for pleasure; all alke go in search of that mysterios
androgyne, that rare work of nature, which in most cases




proves to be in two volumes. This search is a depravity
produced by society. To be sure, marriage must be accepted
as a duty; it is Ife, imposing 1ts tasks and stern sacrifices
equally on both sides. Libertines, those treasure-hunters,
2re as guilty as other malefactors punished more severely
}han they. This reflection is not merely a moral platitude;
it reveals the cause of many unexplaned misfortunes. This
Scene of Paris life has, however, 1ts moral—morals, rather,
more than one, and of varsous kinds

The Baron went without delay to sce the Marshal
Prince de Wissembourg, whose high protection was his
last resource The old soldier’s protégé, for thirty-five
Years, he had access to hum at all times, and could call at
s rooms first thing in the morning

“Ah, good morning, my dear Hector,” said that great
and worthy leader, “What 1s the matter? You look worried
But the session is ended—one more over! I speak of these
things now as T used to of our campaigns And upon my
word, Y believe the newspapers refer to the sesstons as
Pathamentary campaigns *

“Yes, we have been n difficulties, Marshal. But the
times are hard,” said Hulot “It can’t be helped, that 15
what the world is ike Every period has its drawbacks. In
1841 the worst trouble 15 that nerther the King nor his
Munusters are free to act, as the Emperor was >

The Marshal gave Hulot one of those eagle fooks whose
Prde, clearness, and perspicacity revealed that, in spite of
his years, that great mind was still strong and vigorous
. “You want me to do something for you?” he said in a
Jovaal tone,

“I find myself in the position of having to ask you, as a
Personal favor, for the promotion of one of my deputy
Clerks 10 the grade of head clerk of a department, and for
s nomination as an officer of the Legion of Hon‘cr“'

“What is his name?” said the Marshal, piercing the
Baron with 2 lightning glance.

“Marneffe.” B

“He has a pretty wife; I saw her at yout daughter’s
Martiage. It Roger . . . but Roger is away. Hector, my boy,

this is 2 matter of your pleasure. What! You are stifl at 17



Well, you do credit to the, Imperial Guard! That 1s what
comes of having been in the Commissariat; you have
reserves! Drop this business, my dear boy; it is too much
a matter of gallantry to be brought up in administratve
quarters.”

“No, Marshal, 1t 1s a bad business, for the police are
involved. You don’t want to see me 1 a police court?”

“The deuce!” exclaimed the Marshal, becoming serious.
“Goon™

“1am in the position of a fox caught in 2 trap. You have
always shown me so much kimndness that I hope you wil
consent to get me out of the shameful position in which I
am placed.”

And Hulot described his musadventures as wittily and
lightly as he could, "

“And, my dear Prince,” he concluded, “you will surely
not allow my brother, who is your friend, to die of grief,
and allow one of your directors, a Councilor of State, t
be dragged in the mud? This Marneffe 15 a miserable
specimen He can be made to retire 1n a year or two " ,

“How you talk of two or three years, my dear fellow!”

“But, Prince, the Imperial Guard is immortal.”

“I am the last of the first batch of Marshals,” said the
Minister. “Listen, Hector. 1 am more fond of you than you
know; I will prove it' The day I quit the Ministry we will
both go You are not a deputy, my friend! Any numbet
of men would like your place; and but for me, you would
have been out by this time. Yes, I have broken several
lances in your defense. Very well, T will grant your tw0
Tequests, because it would never do to see you in the dock
at your age and in your position. But you have stretched
your credit almost to breaking point, If this appontment
gives rise to any talk, we shall be held responsible. For
myself, I do not mind, but it is another thorn in your path
At the next session you will be sacked. Your place is held
out as a bait to five or six influential men, and you have
only been saved so far by the force of my argaments |
said that on the day you retired and your place was filled
there would be five malcontents to one happy man; wheress
by letting them stew in their own juice for two o thret
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years we should have six votes. They laughed, in the
Council meeting, and declared that the Veteran of the
Old Guard, as they said, was becomung very strong on
Parliamentary tactics. 1 tell you this frankly And besides,
you are getting op in years. You are fortunate to be able
sl to get into difficulties of that kind It 1s a long time
since Sub-Li Cottin had

The Marshal rang

“That police report must be torn up,” be added.

“You are acting Iike a father. sir I did not venture to
mention my anxjety on that account ”

“I wish Roger were here!” the Marshal exclumed, as
Mrtouflet, his batman, came . “I was going to send for
im No, you can go, Mitouflet And you go, too, my
friend. T will have this nommation drawn up, and sign it.
But that low schemer shall not enjoy the fruit of his crimes
for long. He shall be watched, and drummed out of the
fegiment on the first pretext. Meanwhile, you are sa\'e'd,
Hector, my dear fellow; but be careful Do mot strain
friendship too far. You shall have the pomination this
morning, and your man shall be an officer of the Legion
of Honor, How old ate you now?”

T shall be seventy in three mouths” ime”
. “What a fellow you are!” said the Marshal, smiling “Tt
1s you who ought to be promoted, but, by Jove, we are
ot under Louis XVI™

Such is the strength of the comradeship that unites the
glosious survivors of the Napoleome phalanx; they feel
always as if they were still in camp together, and bound to
stand by one another against ay attack.

“One more favor like that,” Hulot thought as he crossed
the court, “and I am finished.™

The unfortunate official went to see the Baron de

ucingen, 1o whom he now owed only a mere tnfle; he
sHcceeded in borrowing forty thousand francs by pledging
his salary for another two years; but the Baron supul:nz‘d
that, in the case of Hulot’s refirement, the whole of his
Pension shauld be devoted to the repayment of the debt,
until both interest and capital were repaid. This new
arangement, like the first, was made through Vauvinet,

~at



to whom the Baron signed notes of hand for twelve thm{-
sand francs. Next day the fatal police report, the husband’s
charge, letters and all, were destroyed The scandalous
promotions of Monsieur Marneffe passed over almost
unnoticed during the July celebrations and did not gwe
rise to a single comment in the newspapers

CHAPTER XXVIII

LispeTH, who had to all appearances broken wit}\
Madame Marneffe, had moved in to Marshal Hulot’
household Ten days after these events the first banns of
marriage were published between the old mad and the
itlustrious old soldier, to whom, m order to-obtain f}li
consent, Adeline had given an account of Hector's financial
catastrophe, begging him never to mention it to the Baron
who, she sud, was despondent, deeply depressed, an

quite crushed

“I am afraid he 15 feeling his age!” she added.

Sa Lisbeth had trumphed! She was about to attain the
goal of her ambition, see her schemes accomplished, hef
hatred graufied. She was rejoicing in advance at the
prospect of the pleasure of ruling the family which had 0
long looked down upon her She vowed to patronize hef
patrons, to play the lady bountful keeping the uined
family alive; she greeted herself in the mirror as Madame
la Comtesse or Madame la Maréchale! Adeline and H?r'
tense should end their days n misery, struggling Wi
penury, while she, Cousin Bette, was received at the
Tuileries, and paraded in the world of fashion. .

But a terrible event occurred which threw the old maid
down from the social heights where she sat so proudly
enthroned,

On the very day that these first banns were published
the Baron received another message from Africa. A second
Alsatian arrived, and handed him a letter, having first mede
sure that he was giving it to Baron Hulot in person; he
gave him the address of his lodgings, and left the high

P



Oﬁi;i:\l utterly overwhelmed by the first few hines that he
read:

Dear Neruew,

You will recerve this letter, by my calculations, on Avgust 7th.
Supposing 1t takes you three days to send us the help we need, and
that 1t takes a fortnight to get here, that brings us to September 15t

If You can act withtn that time, you will have saved the honor
©f your humble servant Johann Fischer

This is what the clerk that you have pven me 2s an accomphce

Ells me to ask, for I am, it seems, hable to be brought before
tither the Court of Assizes or a court marnal You will uvnder-
stand that Jobann Fischer wall never appear before any tribunal;
be will go, by his own act, before the tnbunal of God.
. Your clerk seems to me a bad lot, quite capable of compromis-
1ng you, but he is as astute as a thief He says that your best line
' 10 protest louder than anyone else, and send out an mspector
%ith a special commission to find out who 15 guilty. to discover
buses, in fact to make a fuss, but 1 don't know who will stand
between us and the law 1f any trouble starts

If your commissioner arrives here by September Ist and you
give him the word, 1f you can send by him two hundred thousand
francs to make good the quanties of stores that we say we have

ught 10 remote distncts, we shall be regarded as solvent and
Hlameless,

Yeu can trust the soldier who 15 the bearer of this letter with a
theck made out to me payable through an Algenan bank He is
# sound man, a refation of mune, and would never thiak of trying
10 find out what he 1s carrying If you cannot do aaythiog, T will
e willingly for the man to whom we owe our Adeline’s bappipess

The anguish and pleasures of passion, the catastrophe
that had just brought his career of gallantry to an end, had
Prevented Baron Hulot from gving a thought to poar
Johann Fischer, although his first letter had given clear
enough warning of the danger that had now become so
Pressing The Baran left the dimng room 1n such a state
of agitation that he tterally dropped into a chair 1n the
drawing room. He was stunned, and overcome by the
dizziness caused by his heavy fall He stared at a rose in
the carpet, without noticing that he was sull holding
Johanos fatal tetter in his hand Adelne was 10 her bed-
To0m, when she heard her husband drop mto the chair
like 2 deaq weight. The sound was so unusual that she
thought he myst have had a stroke. She looked vp in



breathtaking, paralysing fear, at her mirror, in which the
room was refiected through the open door, and saw her
Hector in a state of collapse like a broken man. The
Baroness entered on tiptoe, and as Hector did not hear
her, she was able to approach, see the letter, take it, and
read 1t, trembling in every imb She experienced one of
those violent nervous shocks that leave their mark forevet
on the body. Several days later she became affected with 3
continual nervous tremor; for after the first moment the
need to act caused her to summon up such strength as cat
only be drawn from the very sources of life itself. .

“Hector, come into my bedroom,” she said in a voice
that was scarcely above a whisper. “Don’t let your daughter
see you like this Come, my dear, come.”

“Where can 1 find two hundred thousand francs? 1
could manage to have Claude Vignon sent out on & Speci
commission. He is a clever, inteltigent fellow . . . that
could be managed in a couple of days. But two hundred
thousand francs' My son hasn’t got the money; his ‘hous¢
is already mortgaged for three hundred thousand. My
brother’s savings at most amount to thirty thousand.
Nucingen would laugh at me! Vauvinet? He was reluctant
enough to lend me ten thousand to settle on the son of that
scoundrel Marnefte. No, 1t is all up with me; I shall have
to throw myself on the Marshal's mercy, confess hov
matters stand, hear him call me a rotter, lListen to his
broadside, and then go decently to the bottom.” 5

“But, Hector, this is not merely financial rum; it i
disgrace!” smd Adeline, “My poor uncle will kill himself.
Kill only us—you have the right—but you cannot be 2
murderer! Take courage! There must be some way.”

“Nonel!” said the Baron. “No one in the govemmenl
could lay hands on two hundred thousand francs, even 10
save a Ministry! Oh, Napoleon, where are you now?”

“My uncle! Poor man! Hector, he cannot be allowed t0
kill himself, in disgrace!™

“There is just a chance,” he said, “but a very slim on¢:
Yes, Crevel is at daggers drawn with his daughter. Ab,
he’s got the money; he is the only one who could . . -
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“Come, Hector, better that your wife should suffer than
that your uncle, your brother, and the honor of the family
should be destroyed!” said the Baroness, suddenly struck
by anidea “Yes, I can save you all Good Godt what 2
dreadfa] thought! How could I think of 1t?”

.She clasped her hands, went down on her knees, and
sa.ld a prayer. As she rose she saw an expression of such
wild joy on her husband’s face that the diabolical thought
teturned, and Adeline sank mto a kind of msane stupor

"(‘]0, my dear, hurry to the Mmstry,” she exclaimed,
rousing herself from this torpor, “try to send out a com-
mission, You must! Get around the Marshal! And when
You come back at five perhaps you will find—yes, you will
find two hundred thousand francs. Your family, your honot
2y a gentleman, a Councilor of State, a government official
—your honesty, your son, shall all be saved But your
Adeline will be lost; you will never sce her agan Hector,
my dear,” she said, going on her knees before him, press-
ing his hand and kissing it, “give me your blessing, and
say goodhye to me.”

,IE was so heart-rending that, taking his wife in hus arms,
Taising her, and kissing her, Hulot sad to her, “1 don't
understand *

“If you did,” she said, “I should die of shame, or not
have sufficient strength to carry out this last sacrifice.”

Mariette came to say that breakfast was served

Hortense came 1 to wish her father and mother good
morning. They would have to g0 to breakfast, and put on
an assumed cheerfulness. .

“Go and begin without me; 1 will join you™ satd the
Baroness, )

;‘\nd she sat down at her desk and wrote the following
note,

MY nEAR MonstEur CREVEL,

 Thave 2 favor to ask of you, and I shall expect you this
ing, for I count on your gallantry, which 1s known 0 me,
0 me wartmg too long.

morn-
not 0

Your devoted servant,
ApeLwie HuLo!



“Iouise,” she said to her daughter’s maid, who waited
on her as well, “give this letter to the concierge, and tell
Ium to take it at once to this address, and to wait for 20
answer

The Baron, who was reading the papers, handed a Re:
publican paper to his wife, pointing to an article, and
saying, “Will there be time?”

This was the item, one of those paragraphs of scandal
with which the newspapers spice their political bread and
butter*

A correspondent writes to us from Algiers that such grave abuss
have come to light 1n the commussariat department of the proviac
of Oran that official inquinies are being made It is a clear casé ©
peculation, and the guilty parties are known Unless severe meas
ures are taken, we will continue to lose more men by the
embezzlement that keeps down their rations than by Arab steel
and the fiery heat of the cimate We await further informatiot
before saying any more on this deplorable subject. We aré no
Tonger surprised at the alarm caused by the establishment of the
press 1 Algeria, envisaged tn the 1830 Charter.

“I will dress and go to the Minister,” said the Baron. 8
he left the breakfast table, “time is precious, a man's life
depends on every moment.”

“Oh, Mamma, 1 have lost all hope!” exclaimed Hortensé

And, unable to hold back her tears, she passed over to
her mother a copy of the Revue des Beaux-Arts Madame
Hulot saw a reproduction of a group entitled Delilah by
Count Steinboch, beneath which was printed: “In the
possession of Madame Marneffe.” From the first line the
article, signed V, bore the mark of Claude Vignon's style
and friendliness.

“Poor child,” said the Baroness.

Startled by the indifference of her mother's toh¢
Hortense looked at het, and recognized in her expressio?
a sorrow before which her own paled; she came over and
kissed her mother, saying, “What is the matter, Mamma
What has happened? Can we possibly be more “wretche
than we are?” .

“My child, in comparison with what I am sufferit?
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foday, it seems to me that the worst that I ever endured m
the past was as nothing. When shall I ever cease to suffer””
“In heaven, darling Mother,” said Hortense gravely.

“Come, my angel, you must help me to dress . . No,
I would rather you did not, on this oceasion Send me
Louise,”

Adelne, returning to her bedroom, went and examined
herself in the marror. She looked at herself, sadly and
<curiously, asking herself, “Am I stll beautful? Could
anyone still desire me? Am T wrnkled””

She bited up her beauttful goiden hair, and uncovered
her temples, They were as fresh as a young girls.

Adeline went further, she uncovered her shoulders, and
was satisfied, and expenenced a little thrill of pride, The

auty of beautiful shoulders is the Jast thing a woman
loses, above all when her life has been pure Adeline
sclected her stems of dress carefully; but a pious and
chaste woman will always be chastely dressed, in spite of
all the little adornments of coquetry What use are new
£ray sk stockings, and high-heeled satin shoes, when she
is utterly ignorant of the art of displaymg, at the critcal
moment, a pretty foot, a few wnches beyond a half-lifted
skirt, 1 such a way as to open up horizons of desire! She
did indeed put on her pretuest dress of flowered mushn,
with a low neck and short sleeves. but, alarmed at this
Bareness, she covered her Jovely arms with sleeves of
transparent gauze, and velled her bosom and shoulders
with an embroidered fichu.

Her cugls, @ PAnglarse, seemed to her too suggestive,
and she extinguished their vitality under a very pretty cap,
but, with or without the bonnet, would she ever have

20%n how to make play with therr golden ringlets, to show
them off, to cusplay her tapermg fingers for admxmnop?

As for rouge, the conviction of guilt, the preparations
for a deliberate sin, threw this samntly woman into such a
{ever that she hnd, for & while, all the color of her youth,
Her eyes shone, and her cheeks glowed But instead ot
Puttng on a seductive arr, she saw herself as shameless,
and was horrified. At Adelme’s request Lisbeth had de-
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scribed to her the circumstances of Wenceslas's infidelity,
and the Baroness had learned to her great astonishment
that in one evening, in 2 moment, Madame Marneffe bad
made herself the mustress of the bewitched artist

“How do these women do it?” the Baroness had asked
Lisbeth, .

Nothing exceeds the curiosity of virtnous women on this
subject; they would Iike to possess the seductions of Vic%
while remaining pure. .

“Why, they are seductive; that is their business,” Bett®
had replied “That evening, you see, Valérie was enough 10
damn an angel.”

“Well, tell me how she did it ” o

“There 15 no theory; it is only a matter of practict, n
that trade,” Lisbeth had said mockingly.

The Baroness, remembering this conversation, W?“‘d
have liked to consult Cousm Bette, but there was no fime:
Poor Adeline, incapable of inventing a beauty spot "}
pinning a rosebud in the Jovely middle of her bosom, ©
devising those stratagems of the toilet calculated to a% °
in men their slumbenng desires, was merely carefully
dressed One cannot become a courtesan at willl “Woma?
is man’s meat,” as Moliére wituly observed, by the mouth
of the judicions Gros-René. Such a comparison suppose
a sort of culinary science in the art of love, Then the “°b}c
and virtuous wife would be the Homeric repast, flesh Jai
on burning coals. The courtesan, on the other hand, woul
be a dish by Caréme, with all its accompaniments, fla¥v0r
ings, and skill 1n preparation, The Baroness could not, {hd
ot know how, to serve up her white bosom in 2 magpl
cent dish of lace, after the manner of Madame Marnefie
The secret of certain atttudes, the effect of certain 100k
were unknown to her. In fact, she did not possess any ox
of magic. The noble wife might have turned about 2
hundred times, and yet not known how to offer anything
to the expert eye of a libertine,

To be an honest woman and a prude in the eyes of ihe
world, and a courtesan for her husband, is the prcrog-’l““
of the woman of genius, and these are few. Therein Ties the
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secret of long attachments, inexplicable for women who
do not possess these two magnificent faculties Imagine
Madame Marneffe virtuous, and you have the Marchesa
de Pescaraf But such great and iflustrious women, beautiful,
}d:s Diane de Postiers, and virtuous, are few 10 number.

The scene with which this sertous and ternble study of
Paris manners opened was now to be repeated, with this
one difference—that the misenes foretold by the captam
of the munjcipal militia had reversed the roles. Madame
Hulot awaited Crevel with the same intentions that had
brought him, smuling at the Paris crowds from his milord,
three years before, And, strangest of all, the Baroness,
faithful to herself ang to her love, was contemplating the
worst kind of infidelity—that which is not even justified
{in the eyes of cettain judges at least) by the viafence of
Ppassion.

“What can I do to become 2 Madame Marneffe?” she
wondered, as she heard the doorbell.

She restrained her tears, and fever gave animation to her
features, as she resolved to be a complete courtesan, poot
foble creature!

“What the deuce can the worthy Baroness Hulot want
with me?” thought Crevel, as he went up the wide stair-
tase “She 15 probably gomng to talk to me about my
quarrel with C¢lestine and Victorin, confound it! But 1
shall not give way

As he entered the drawing room, into which he was
shown by Louise, he thought, as he surveyed the bareness
of the premises (Crevel's word), “Poor woman! Here she
Is, Iike a fine pictare put away 1 an attic by a man who
knows nothing about painting.” .

Crevel, seeing that Count Popinat, Mmister of Com-
merce, bought pictures and statues, wanted to become
famous as one of those Maecenases of Paris, whose love o
art consists in trying to buy for twenty sous works worth
twenty francs. Adeline smifed graciously at Crevel, and
Moticned him to a chair facing her. R
' “Here am ¥, fair lady, at your service,” said Crevel 5

The Mayor, now a political figure, had taken to wearing
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black. His face emerged above this garb like the full moon
ising above a mass of dark clouds. His shirt, adomefi by
three enormous pearls, worth five hundred francs apiece,
gave a high idea of his capacity—his thoracic capacity—
and he was fond of saying, “In me you see the future
athlete of the Trbunet” Bis large plebian hands were
encased tn yellow gloves, even 1 the mornng. His patent-
feather boots suggested the little brown coupé with one
horse which had brought him, In three years ambition had
modified Crevel’s famous pose., Like great painters, he hed
entered Tus second period. In high society, when he went
to see the Prince de Wissembourg, to the Prefecture, 10
Count Popmot's, and the hke, he held his hat in his hand
1n a free and easy style that Valérie had taught him, and
inserted the thumb of the other hand mto the armhole of
his waistcoat with a waggish aur, simpering and smirking
at the same time This new stance was the product of
Valérie's sense of humor, who, on the pretext of rejuvenat
ing her Mayor, had bestowed upon hm yet one more
ridiculous trait.

“I asked you to come, my dear kind Monsieur Crevel,”
the Baroness began 1n a stifled voice, “on a matter of the
greatest importance * . '

“So I guessed, Madame,” said Crevel with a knowing
air, “but what you ask is out of the question. Oh, 1 am not
a brutal father, a man, as Napoleon says, stiff through and
through with avanice Listen to me, fair 1ady. Jf my children
were ruining themselves for their own benefit, I woul
come to the rescue. But to back your husband, Madame?
That would be to pour water into the vessels of the
Danaids! Their house is mortgaged for three hundred
thousand francs, for an incorrigible father! They have
nothing left, poor wretches! And they don’t get any fun
out of it. All they have got to live on now is Victorin's
salary at the law courts He will have to jabber to some
purpose, that son of yours' And he was going t0 be 3
minister, that fittle lawyer, the hope of us alll A fine pilot:
who has run aground badly; now if he had borrowed in
order 1o get on, and got into debt entertaming deputics
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infi canvassing votes and gaining influence, T should have
said to him: *Here is my purse; help yourself, my friend”
But to pay for his father’s follies, follies that I foretold to
you! Why, his father has rumned every chance he ever had
of getting on—1 am the one who will be a munister™

“I'm afraid, dear Crevel, it was not about our children,
poor dears! If you have hardened your heart agunst
Victorn and Célestine I shall love them so much the more,
and that may lessen the bitterness that your anger has
caused in their kind hearts You are pumshing your
children for a good actjon!”

“Yes; a good action ill done! That 1s halfway to being
2 cnmet™ said Crevel, much pleased with this eprgram
. “Doing good, my dear Crevel,” the Baroness continued,

‘does not consist in spanng money from an overflowmng
Ppurse! 1t is to go short ourselves in order to be generous,
make 2 sacnfice! It is being prepared for ingratitude!
Heaven 1gnores the chanty that costs us nothing ™

“Saints, Madame, can go to the workhouse 1if they
please; they know that for them it 1s the gate of heaven. As
for me, T am a man of the world, I fear God, but I fear
the hell of poverty more. To be penmless is the last degree
of misfortune in society as 1t 1s today. I am a man of my
time. Y Tespect money!™

; Tom a worldly point of view,” said Adeline, “you are
night
She found herself a hundred miles away from the point,
21d she felt ke St. Lawrence on the gndion as she
thought of her uncle, for she could see him, 1 her mind’s
€3¢, blowing his brains out She looked down and then
raised her eyes, full of angelic sweetness—how nnlike that
Provoking wantonness in which Valéne excelled—to look
2 Crevel, Three years earlier she would have enchanted
Crevel with that adorable look.

“I have known you,” she said, “to be more generous;
then you used to speak of three hundred thousand francs
In the most ordly way.” . »

Crevel looked at Madame Hulot, and saw her like a lily
about to fade, and a vague suspicion crossed his mind. But
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he felt so much respect for this saintly woman that be
drove back such ideas into the unworthier regions of his
heart.

“Madame, T have not changed, but there is—and ought
to be—method in the lordliness of a retired businessman
He is systematic and economical in all things. He opens an
account for his Intle amusements, and devotes cerfain
profits to that heading; but as to touching his capital!
That would be folly My children shall have all Y have t0
leave—their mother's fortune and my own; but surely they
don’t want to see their father becoming a dufl dog—
turning into 2 monk and a mummy! I enjoy lfe! T g0
gaily down the river— fulfill all the duties that la®
affection, and family life impose on me, just as I have
always paid my bills promptly as they fall due. If my
children manage their domestic life as well as 1 have, I
shall be satisfied; and as for the present, so long as MY
follies—for I admit T am guilty of them—cost nothing 10
anyone except suckers—pardon me, I don’t suppose you
know that piece of aity slang—they will have nothing 1
repraach me with, and they will still come in for 2 tidy
sum on my death. Your children cannot say as much for
their father, whose gomgs-on are ruining his son and my
daughter,” .

‘The Baroness was getting farther and farther away from
her objective,

“You are very hard on my husbapd, my dear Crevel,
and yet if you bad found his wife frail you would have been
his best friend

She gave Crevel a burning glance. But then, like Dubois
who gave the Regent three kicks, she overdid it, and the
Regency perfumer’s profiigate ideas returned; he thought
to himself: “Does she want her revenge on Hulot? Dot
she like me better as a mayor than in the uniform of the
National Guard? Women are unaccountable!”

And he took up his second-period position, looking at
the Baroness with a Regency expression.

“One might suppose,” she continued, “that you 2r¢
taking your revenge on him for a virtae that resisted Yo
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~for & woman that you loved enough—to—buy her,” she
concluded almost inaudibly.

“For & divine woman,” tephed Crevel, with a meaning
§mile at the Baroness, who looked down to hide the tears
in her eyes, “for you have swallowed some bitter pills . . -
in the last three years . , eh, my dear?”

“Don't let us tali about my troubles, dear Crevel, they
ar¢ more than any human being can endure But if only
you still loved me you would save me from the abyss into
which I have fallen. Yes, I am 1n hell! The regicides that
were tortured with red-hot tongs, and torn 1 quarters by
four horses, were op a bed of roses in companson with me,
because only their bodies suffered, but my very heart is
torn in pieces.”

Crevel’s hand moved from tis armbole, he rested his
hat on the worktable, broke his pose, and smled! This
smile was so silly that the Baroness misunderstood 1, and
took it for an expression of kindness.

“You see a woman not m despair, but in the death
throes of her honor, prepated to do anything, my dear, to
Prevent a crime

Fearing that Hortense might come 1, she bolted the
door; then, with the same impulsive gesture, she flung
herself at Crevel's feet, seized his hand, and kissed it.

“Be my deliverer” she cried .

She believed there was a generous strain in his shop-
keeper’s heart, and conceived the sudden hope that she
might obtain the two hundred thousand francs without
Tosing her honor. o,

“Buy affection—for you were ready to buy virtue,” she
went on, looking up at hun wildly. “Put your trust in 1y
honor as a woman, in my honer, whose integrity you
know! Be my friend! Save an entire family from ruia,
shame, and despair, and keep 1t from sinking into the mud,,
Where there are quicksands and blood! Don't ask me 0
explain™ she said, as Crevel made a move, and was ﬁt"f“t
10 speak “Above all, don't say to me ‘I told you sol" like
those friends who are glad at misfortupe, Come! Put
yourself in the hands of a woman you used to love, and

293



whose humiliation at your feet is perhaps her noblest
moment! Do not make terms with her, but be sure that
her gratitude will withhold nothing from you! No, give
me nothing, but lend me, lend to me, whom you used to
call Adeline!”

At this point her tears flowed so fast, and Adeline was
sobbing so uncontrolledly, that Crevel's gloves were soakcg
through. The words “I need two hundred thousand francs
were scarcely audible 1 that flood of weeping, just as
stones, however large, cannot be seen in Alpine torrents
swollen by the melting snows .

Such 15 the mexperience of virtue! Vice asks fot nothing,
as we have seen in the case of Madame Maeneffes it
succeeds 1n having everything offered to 1t. Such women
only make their demands when they have made themselves
indispensable, or when a man has to be “worked,” 2s on¢
works a quarry in which the lime has become scarce,
“worked out,” as the quarrymen say. On hearing these
words Crevel understood everything He raised the Bar-
oness with a gallant air, with the insolent phrase, “Come
now, bear up, Mother,” which Adeline in her distraction
did not even hear The scene was changing its character,
and Crevel was becoming, as he himself would have said,
“master of the situation.”

CHAPTER XXIX

TuE magmtude of the sum startled Crevel so much that
the emotion aroused in him by seeing this beautiful woman
in tears at his feet was suddenly dissipated Besides, how-
ever angelic and santly a woman may be, her beauty
disappears when she is weeping floods of tears. The
Madame Marnefles, as we have seen, cry a little on octa~
sion, allowing a stray tear to trickle down their cheeks
but to burst into tears, in such a way as to make their €)es
and noses red! Never would they make such a mistake as
that!
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“Come, come, my child, calm yourself,” said Crevel,
taking the beautiful Madame Hulots hands m his own,
and patting them, “Good Lord! Why are you asking me
for two hundred thousand francs? What are you going to
do with them? Who are they for?”

“Don’t ask me to give an explanation, but give them to
me! You will have saved the hives of thres people, and our
children’s honor!™

“And do you suppose, httle woman, that you would
find 2 man in the whole of Pans who could £o, at a word
from a woman practically off her head, and produce,
there and then, out of 2 drawer. somewhere or other, two
hundred thousand francs that have been quietly simmerning
there, waiting until she deigns to skim them? Is that all
you know of Iife, and business, my dear? Your people are
1o 3 bad way, send them the Sacraments; for no one n
Paris, with the exception of Her Holmess the Bank, the
great Nucmgen, or some mnsane miser who has fallen
love with gold, as we common men do with women, could
%otk a miracle of that kind' Even the Crvil List, however
il jt may be, would ask you to call back tomotrow.
Everyone has his money mvested, and uses 1t to the best
advantage, You are deceiving yourself, my dear angel, if
30U imagine that Louis Philippe rules the country—he

sell does not make that mistake. He knows very well,
like the rest of us, that above the law 15 the holy, venerable,
solid, adored, gractous, beautiful, noble, young, and afi-
Powerful frane! Now, my angel, money demands mtt‘:rest,
and jt y5 always busy watching for its opportumues. ‘God
of the Jews, thou art supreme!” says Racine In short, the
Ol story of the Golden Calf There was financial specula-
tion in'the desert in the days of Moses, and we have
feturned to the Buble traditions. The Golden Calf was the:
frst Tedger,” he went on. “You have lived oo long in the
Rue Plumet, Adehne The Egypttans must have lent
€H0rMmous sums 1o the Hebrews, and what they ran after
Was not God’s Chosen People, but therr capnal.! "

He fooked at the Baroness with a look that invited hes
o admite hus cleverness.
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“You don’t know how devoted citizens are to thslt
sacred pile,” he continued, after this pause. “Now if you' 1
have the goodness to listen to me! Get this idea into your
head. You want two hundred thousand francs? No one
can give them to you without seling out some of his
capital, Now work 1t out! To raise two hundred thousand
francs 1n ready money would mean selling out above seven
hundred thousand francs in three per cent, Well, you could
not yaise your money i less than two days. That would
be the very least time it would take. If you want to persuade
a man to hand over a fortune—and a lot of people would
consider two hundred th d francs a fortun 1l, the
least you can do 1s to say where all that money is £oin§
to, and what you want 1t for.”

“It is gowng, my dear, kind Crevel, to save the fives of
two men, one of whom would die of grief and the Dt'hﬂ'
kill himself! And for my sake, too, for I should certainly
go mad. [ am a little mad already, am I not?”

“Not so very mad!™ he sad, putting hus arm around
Madame Hulot's knees “Old Crevel has his price, since you
thought of applyng to him, my angel.”

“It seems that one has to let a man put his arms arf:und
one’s knees!” thought this samtly and noble woman, hldmg
her face in her hands, “You offered me a fortune once,
she said aloud, blushing .

“Ab' Ittle woman, that was three years ago,” said
Crevel. “Oh! you are more beautiful now than 1 ever saw
youl” he exclaimed, taking the Baraness’s arm and pressing
it to his heart. “By Jove, you have a good memory, MY
child! Well, now you see what a mustake you made R
being so prudish! Because those three hundred thousan_d
francs that you so nobly refused are in another woman’s
pocket. T loved you, and T still love you; but to go l?“f.
to three years ago, when 1 said to you *You shall be mine!
‘What was my motive? I wanted to have my revenge on that
cad Hulot. Well, my dear, your husband took a gem of 3
woman as his mistress, a pear], a knowing little hussy whe
must then have been twenty-three, for she is now twenty~
six. 1 thought it would be more amusing, more complete,
more Louts XV, more Marshal de Richelieu, would have




more kick 10 it, to carry off that charming creature, who,
in any case, never loved Hulot, and who for three years
has been crazy about your humble servant.”

As he spoke Crevel, from whose hands the Baroness had
withdrawn her own, had resumed his atutude He put his
thumbs in his armboles and beat hus chest with both his
hands, for all the world Like a flappmg par of wngs,
thinking that he was thus making himself desirable and
charming, 1t was as much as to say, “This 15 the man to
whom you showed the door!”

“So you see, my dear, I have had my revenge, and your
husband knows it! 1 proved to hum categorically that he
!lad ‘been duped, what you call tit for tat. Madame Marneffe
s my mistress, and 1f fuend Marneffe kacks the bucket she
will be my wife.”

. I;v((adame Hulot looked at Crevel with a fixed, distrait
ook.

“Hector knew that!” she said.

“And went back to ber!” Crevel replied “And I put up
with it, because Valéne wanted her husband made a chief
cletk; but she gave me her word to arrange things so th:at
our Baron should be completely done for so that he won't
show up any more. And my Ittle duchess—for she was
born 10 be a duchess, that woman, upon my wordh—
kept her promise She has returned your Hector to yau,,
Madame, as she so wittily put it, ‘virtuous in perpetusty.
Tt has taught him a Tesson, and no mistake! The Baron has
bad some hard knocks; he won't keep any more dancers,
Of pretty ladues either, He is radically cured, for he has
been rinsed out like a beer glass If you had listened to ofd
Crevel, instead of humiliating him, and showmg i the
door, you should have had four hundred thousand francs,

aUse my revenge has cost me more than that But I
hope to get my money back when Marneffe daes . . . 1 have
nvested it in my future wife, That 1s the secret of my
CXtravagances I have solved the problem of how to act
the grang seigneur inexpensively.” -

“Would you give your daughter such a stepmother!
exclaimed Madame Hulot .

“You don’t know Valérie, Madame,” Crevel replied



sententiously, taking up the attitude of his first period.
She is well born, and a lady, and extremely well connected.
Why, only yesterday the vicar of her parish dined with her.
We have given a superb monstrance to the church—fot
she is very devout She is clever, you see, and witly,
charming, and well mformed—she has everything And for
myself, my dear Adeline, I owe everything to that charming
woman. She has broadened my outlook, and polished my
speech, as you can see, she keeps me in hand, gives m¢
ideas, and helps me to express them. I never make mistakes
in grammar now 1 have changed a lot—you must have
noticed 1t And what 1s more, she has msptred my ambition:
¥ shall be a deputy, and I won’t make any blunders,
because I shall consult my Egeria even on the smallest
points  All great polticians, from Numa to our present
Prme Muister, have had their sybil of the fountai.
Valérie entertains a score of deputies, she is becoming
very infiuential, and now that she 15 goung fo move into 8
charmng house, and have a carniage, she will be one of
the lndden arbuters of Paris. Such a woman is a real power!
Oh, yes, I have often thanked my lucky stars that you were
wirtuous!”

“It 15 enough to make anyone doubt the goodoess. of
God!” exclaimed Adeline, whose indignation had dried bef
tears. “But 1t 1s impossible—~divine justice must be hanging
aver her head!™

“You don't know the world, fair Iady!” said Crevel, the
great pohtician, deeply offended. “The world, my deaf
Adehine, loves success After all, has it ever come in search
of your subhme virtues, whose price js two hundre
thousand francs?”

Madame Hulot shuddered at this speech, and her nervous
trembling came on again. She realized that the ex-perfume?
was taking 2 mean revenge on her, just as he had had his
sevenge on Hulot. Her gorge rose with disgust, in 2 spas™
that contracted her throat so viclently that she could #o!
speak. ”

*“Money!” she managed to say at last. “Always money!

“You touched me deeply,” said Crevel, brought back by
this exclamation to the humiliatan of this woman, “whe?
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I'saw you there, weeping at my feet. Well, perhaps yor
don’t believe me, but if T had my note—case with me I
®ould have given it 1o you. Come, now, do you realls
need such a large sum?”

On hearing that question, big with two hundred thou-
sand francs, Adeline forgot the insults of this cheap
imitation of a fine gentleman at the bait of success so
cunningly dangled by Crevel, whose only motve was to
fearn_Adeline’s secrets so as to laugh over them with
Valérie,

“Oh, T will do anything™ exclumed the wretched
Foman. “Sir, T am prepared to sell myself—to become a
Valérie, if need be.” ]

“You would find that difficult,” saxd Crevel “Valérie 15
2 tasterpuect in her own way, you know, Mother Twenty-
five years of virtue puts men off, ike a neglected disease.

d your virtue has grown moldy, my chid But you
shall see how fond of youlam I shall manage to get you
Jour two hundred thousand francs.”

Adeline seized Crevel’s hand, and pressed 1t to her heart,
“able to utter a word, and tears of joy came into her
eyes.

“Oh* Not 50 fast it will have to be angled for! Now, T
2.2 good sort, with no prejudices—like a good time—and

3m going 1o speak to you plainly You want to do as
Valérie does. Very good, but that 1s not the whole story.
You need 1o get hold of some sucker, a stockholder, a

Uot. Now, X know a retred tradesman, a hoster, as a
Matter of facy, He is dull, and stup:d, hasn’t an idea in his

ead. | am licking him into shape, but I don't know when

#ill do me any credt, My man s a deputy. He 1s vam,
#nd & bore. Some virago of a wfe buried i the provinces
hag Preserved him m a state of complete innocence from
the fuxury ang pleasures of Pansian life, but Bcauwsagei
™ Beauvisage—is a mullionaire, and he woul
§¥e, s I would have given three years ago, my dear, 2

Undred thousand crowns to have a real lady for his,
Mistress, Yes,” he said, thinking that he had understood
sorrectly a pesture from Adeline, “he is jealous of me, }
€. Yes, be i jealous of my happiess with
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/self, and advancing another step up the path to per-
tion “My words sound like irony, but indeed they are
& Forgive me. Besides, sir, [ had no intention of hurting
yone but myself.”

“The majesty of virtue, its holy radiance. had dnven out

¢ transient impurity of this woman, who, resplendent in

€ beauty patural to her, seemad in Crevel's eyes to have
own taller. Adeline at this moment bad the subhnuty of

e of those emblems of religion, upheld by a cross,

inted by the early Venetian school; but she expressed, in

T misfortune, all her greatness, and that of the Catholic

urch to which she flew for refuge ke a wounded dove.

evel was dazzled and dumfounded.

“Madame, I am at your service, unconditonafly!” be

claimed, in an jmpulse of generosity “We will look mto

is matter and . . . whatever you want . . . even the
ipossible . . . T will do. I will deposit securities at the
1k, and within two hours you shall bave the morey.”

“Oh, God, this is a miracle!™ said poor Adehne, fallmg
it her knees.

She tepeated a prayer with a fervor that touched Crevel
50 profoundly that Madame Hulot saw tears in bis eyes
when, her prayer ended, she rose to her feet.

“Be a friend to me,” she said “Your heart 15 better than
your conduct 2nd your words God gave you your heart,
but you have learned your ideas from the world, and from
Your passions! Oh, I will really love you,” she exclaimed
with an angelic ardor whose expression contrasted strangely
with her foolish attempts at coquetry.

“Do not tremble like that.” sud Crevel.

“Am 1 trembling?” asked the Baroness, who had not
Doticed this infirmity that had so suddenly come upon her.

“Yes. Why, look,” said Crevel, taking Adelne’s arm
2nd showing her that she was shaking with nervousness.
“Come, Madame,” he added, with respect, “calm yourself.
Tam going to the bark.” L

“Come back quickly! Remember,” she said, giving
away her secrets, “it is 2 matier of preventing the suicide
of my poor Uncle Fischer, whom my husband has com-
Promised, because now I can trust you, and tell you every<

201




thing! Ah! 1f we do not succeed in fime, I know the
Marshal—he is so sensitive, and he would not survive the
shock many days!” N

“I will go, then,” saud Crevel, kissing the Baroness'$
hand. “But what has poor old Hulot been up to?”

“He has robbed the State!

“Good Heaven' Il be off at once. T understand, and ¥
admire you!” i

Crevel bent on one knee, kissed Madame Huolot's skirt,
and vamshed, saymg, “1 will be back presently.”

Unfortunately, an his way from Rue Plumet to feich
his securihies from his own house Crevel had to pass Ru¢
Vanneau, and he could not resist the pleasure of going 10
se¢ hs htile duchess When he arrived his face still showed
signs of emohwon He went into Valénie’s bedrootn. where
he found her downg her haw She examined Crevel in the
murror, and was, like all women of her sort, annoyed to
see—although she stll knew nothing of the oceasion—
that he was under the stress of an emotion of which she
was not the cause,

“What is the matter, my poodle?” she said to Crevel. “I¢
this how you come to see your httle duchess? I won't Pﬂ
your duchess any more, sic, and I won't be your sweetie”
pie either, you old monster!”

Crevel rephied with a sad smile, and a glance toward
Reine,

“Reine, my child, that will do for today, I can finish my
hair mysell Give me my Chinese dressing gown. becausé
my gentleman seems to me in a fine Chinese puzzle.”

Reine, whose face was pitted like a colander, and who
seemed 10 have been made specially for Valérie, exchanged
a smle with her misicess, and brought the dressing gown:
Valérie took off her weap—she was in her vest—and took

refuge in her dressing gown like @ grass-snake disappearing
under a tuft of grass,

“Madame Is not at home?” .
“What a question!” said Valérie. “Now, tell me, my big
puss, has the Rwve Gauche gone down?”
“They have put up the price of the house?”
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anail. That boy,” she said, “serves to show me whather
¥ou Tove me . . - and this morning you don¥ ke e

“Not fove you, Valérie?” smd Crevel. S S SSURSN )
million!™

“That is mot emough!™ she Went on, jumiping witd
Crevel's knees, and putting both her arws anind hie ey
28 if she were hanging hersell on a hatpog *1 want to b
Ioved ten million, as much as all the gehl iy the workd -~
and more. Henn can't be with me five mbrtes withowt
telling me everything he has on his mindl Come, what !.\'
1, my big poodle? Out with it Tell Mannya ail atuit [

And she brushed Crevel's face With fret ik il prfledd
h]s nose. "

“How can you have a nose like thut Mie went o, utind
St have secrets from your Vayiemesdiid ettt y

At Vavg she bent his nose to the tght, at ft0 the tefl
a‘lfl‘;ill 1rm‘e tweaked it atenlght agalin.

"Well, T have just seen—="
. Crevel stoppcdf and fooked af Mudaine Muiﬁ:lhﬂ

Valérie, my jewel, do you rotiise on yor Yt 5l

0%, o1 ous—not to repeit i word of what { “"“

“That is understood, Muyor! Jtise yoif fih
thust And your foot!”




thing' Ah! if we do not succeed in time, 1 know the
Marshal—he is so sensitive, and he would not survive the
shock many dayst™ .

“I will go, then,” sad Crevel, kissing the Ba'ronesss
band. “But what has poor old Hulot been wp to?"

“He has robbed the Statet”

“Good Heaven? Tl be off at once. I understand, and 1
admire you!™ )

Crevel bent on one knee, kissed Madame Hulot's skitt,
and vanished, saymg, 1 will be back presently.”

Unfortunately, on his way from Rue Plumet to fetch
his securities from his own house Crevel had to pass Rue
Vanneau, and he could nat resist the pleasure of gaing to
see fus little duchess When he arrived his face still showed
signs of emotion He went into Valkéne’s bedroom, where
he found her doing her hur She examined Crevel in the
mirror, and was, bke all women of her sort, axmoy.cd 0
sec—afthiough she suli knew nothing of the occasion—
that he was under the stress of an emotion of which she
was not the cause

“What is the matter, my poodie?” she said to Crevel, “Is
this how you come to see your little duchess? I won't be
your duchess any more, sir, and [ won't be your gweetie-
pse either, you old monster!”

Crevel replied with a sad smile, and a glance toward
Reine,

“Reine, my child, that wiit do for today; I can finish my
hair myself Give me ry Chinese dressing gown, because
my gentieman seems to me 1n & fine Chinese puzzle

Reme, whose face was pitted fike a colander, and whe
seemed to have been made specially for Valérie, exchanged
a smule with her mstress, and brought the dressing gow-
Valérie took off her wrap—she was in hes vest—and took

refuge in her dressing gown like 4 grass-snake disappearing
under a tuft of prass,

“Madame Is not at home?” .

“What a question!” said Valérie. “Naw, tell me, my big
puss, has the Rive Gauche gone down?™

“No.

“Th;y have put up the price of the house?"



then! How good I was then! Immaculate! Aht if anyone
bad said to my mother, ‘Your daughter will be a kept
woman; she will be unfaithfol to her husband. Some day
a police officer will find ker in a certamn little villa, and she
will sell herself to a Crevel to deceive a Hulot—two hor-
nble old men. . . * Pah! Why, she would have died before
the end of the sentence, she loved me so much, poor
woman.”

“Don’t take on like this!”

“You do not know how much a woman must love a man
in order to silence the remorse that gnaws at the beart of
an adlterous wafe. I am sorry that Reine has gone; she
wauld have told you that only this morning she found me
in tears, praying. I, Monsieur Crevel, for my part, do not
scoff at religion. Have you ever heard me say a wrong
word on that subject?

Crevel shook his head.

“I never allow religion to be discussed in my presence.
I make fun of everything under the sun royalty, politics,
money, all that is held sacred 1n the eyes of the world—
judges, marriage, love, young girls, old men' But the
Church! And God! . . , Ah, there T draw the lme 1 know
very well that I am wicked——that T am sacrificing my futore
bappness for you . . . and you dor’t know how much love
that means!™

Crevel cfasped his hands

“Ah, you would have to see into my heart, and there
measure the extent of my convictions, before you could
know how mmuch I have sacnficed for you! I feed that 1
have the making of a Magdalene in me. And you know
Bow much respect I show to priests! Thik of the preseots
1 bave given to the Church! My mother brought me up in
gke Catholic faith, and 1 know about God. It 15 to sinners

€ us that He speaks most terribly!”

Valérie Wl'pch:way two tears that rolled down her
cheeks, Crevel was appalled, in her exaltation Madame
Marneffe got up .

“Calm yourself, my precious duck! You dlarm o=

Madame Marneffe went down on her knees ™

“Oh, God! I am not utterly wicked'™ she : ~



her hands “Deign to rescue Thy lost lamb, strike her,
wound her, to snatch her from the hands that have caused
her shame, and made her an adulteress, and with what joy
she will nestle upan Thy shoulder! With what joy will she
return to the fold!™

She rose, looked at Crevel, and Crevel was alarmed at
her lackluster eyes. *

“Yes, Crevel, and do you know, 1 am frightened some-
times The justice of God 1s exercised in this world as well
as 1 the next. What good can we hope from God? His
vengeance falls on the guilty in all kinds of ways; it assumes
every form of musfortune. All kinds of musfortunes that
foolish people cannot understand are punishments. That IS
what my mother told me on her deathbed, speaking of
her old age And if I were to lose you-—" she added,
scizing Crevel m an embrace of savage energy. “Ah! I
shoutd diet

Madame Marnefle released Crevel, knelt down again in
front ?I her armchar, clasped her hands (and in what 3
rawishing attitude), and recited with infinite fervor the
following prayer.

“And thou, Saint Valérie, my dear patron, why dost
thou not visit more often the pillow of her who was
co'nﬁdcd to thy care? Oh, come this mght, as thou camest
this morning, inspire me with good thoughts, and I will
leave my evit ways, T will renounce, like the Magdalene,
these deceptive jays, the false glamour of the world, even
the man T love!” .

“My own sweetre-pie!” exclaimed Crevel.

“No more sweetic-pie, sir,”

She turned away proudly, like a wvirtuous wife, het
eyes £ull of tears, but dignified, cold, and indilferent.

Leave me,” she said, repulsing Crevel. “What is my
duty? To belong to my husband. He is a dying man, and
what do I do? Deceive hum at the very gates of the tomb!
He believes that your son is his. T shall tell him the truth,
and begin by begging his pardon, before asking God 10
pardon me! We must part! Goodbye, Monsicur Crevel,”
she added, rising, and offering him a cold hand, “Goodbye,
my dear; we shall not meet again until we meet in a bettet
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:mld. You owe me some happiness—criminal, to be sure;
utnow I want . . . yes, I shall earn your respect)”
Srevel was weeping hot tears
it You great ninny!” she exclaimed, bursting into an
infernal peal of laughter *That 15 how pious women set
;b"“t pulling up a carrot of two hundred thousand francs!
Lﬂd you talk of Marshal de Richelieu, the ongmal of
DWIExce, and yet you can be taken in by that old gambit,
as Steinbock would say I could drag two hundred thousand
f{""’CS out of you myself, whenever 1 wanted to, you big
simpletont Keep your money! If you have too much, you
ought to give 1t to me! If you give two sous to that good
Wwoman, who has taken up relimon because she 1s ffty-
seven, you shall not see me agam, and you will lose your
mistress, you would come back to me the next day, alt
brussed with her angular caresses, and wet through with
her tears, and sick of her little cotton bonnets and her
“”h“‘mPErings, turning her favors into rainstorms ”

Th? fact is,” said Crevel, “that two hundred thousand
fraAr‘ms is a lot of money.”

They certarnly expect a great deal, these pious women!
Well, T 'must say they sell their sermons at a better price
than we sell the most precious and most certam thing on
earth—pleasure! And what long stones they can tell! No,
Iknhow them; T have seen them at my mother’s. They think
anything is permitted for the sake of the Church, for . «
Really, my sweetie-pie, you ought to be ashamed of your-
self~—you, who are nat given to generosity Why, you have
ot given me two hundred thousand francs altogether!”
lh“ h, 1 have,” said Crevel. “The house alone will cost

at.”
“Then you must have four hundred thousand francs””
she said thoughtfully.

“No.»

"Weh, then, you meant to lend that old horror the two
hundred thousand francs for my house? That 1s high
treason against your sweetie-prel”

“But please listen™
“If you were giving that money to some stupid philart

thropic scheme, you would pass as a man of the fi
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she said, becoming animated, “and I would be the first to
advise you to do it; because you are too simple to write
big political books that would make you famous—you
haven't enough style to dish up a pamphlet, But you njlgh‘
make a gesture—other men have done it in your position
—~written their names in gold letters by putting them to
some soctal, moral, national, or what-not scheme, Benevo~
lence is quite out, quite vulgar nowadays. Luttle comforts .
for old prisoners, who have a better time than many poor
honest souls, 1s quite played out. I would like to se¢ you
think up something more difficult to do with your twd
hundred thousand francs—something really useful, Then
you would be talked of as a benefactor to mankind, 8
Montyon, and I should be proud of you! But to throw
two hundred thousand francs nto a holy-water stoup,
lend them to a prous woman deserted by her husband for
some reason or other—come! There 15 always a reason.
Would you leave me?—is a stupidity which nowadays
could only germinate n the bram of an ex-perfumer! It
reeks of the counter, Two days later you would not dare
1o look yourself in the face in your glass! Go and put your
money i a safe—tun, for I shall not let you come back
without a receipt! Go, and 80 quickiy—at oncel”

She pushed Crevel out of her bedroom by the shoulders,
seeing avarice blossoming on his face once again. When the
outer door of the flat had closed, she exclaimed, “Navf,
Lisbeth, you are more than revenged' What g pity she is
at her old Marshal's! Woulde't we have Yaughed! So the

©ld woman wants to take the bread out of my mouth, does
she? I'll show her!™

CHAPTER XXX

BEING obiiged to Ive in a style consistent with the
highest militaty rank, Marshal Hulot had taken a fine houst
in the Rue du Montparnasse, i which there are (wo OF
three princely residences. Although he rented the whole of
the house, he occupied only the ground floor. When Lisbeth
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went to keep house she at ance wanted to let the first floor,
which, she said, would pay the whole rent, so that the
Count would be able to live almost rent-free; but the old
soldier would not agree to this For months past the
Marshal had been troubled by many sad thoughts He had
Doticed his sister-in-law’s poverty, and saw that she was
in distress, without being able to guess the cause. The old
mag, sa cheerful in his deafness, had become taciturn, he
had it in mind that his house might one day provide 2
refuge for Baroness Hulot and her daughter, and 1t was
for them that he was keeping the first floor The modest
fortume of the Count de Forzheim was so well known that
the Minister of War, the Punce de Wissembourg, had
insisted on his old comrade’s acceptmg 2 grant for the
purpose of furnishing his house Hulot had used this grant
®© furpish the ground floor, m which everythmg was m
good order; for he did not. as he said, intend to accept the
Marshal’s baton just to carry 1t about the strects Under
the Empire the house had belonged to a senator, and the
ground-floor rooms had therefore been magnificently ﬁ'nzd
with carved paneling in gold and white, which was in a
8ood state of preservation. The Marshal had put in some
800d old furniture in the same style. In the coach-house he
kept 2 carriage with two crossed batoms panted on the
panels, and he hied horses when he had to go anywhere
in style, 1o the Minister's or to the Palace, to attend 2
eremony or a reception .

Since he had for his batman an old soldier of sixty, who
fad been with him for the last thirty years, and whose
sister was his cook, he was able to save about twelve
thousand francs, which he was adding to a Iittle sum that
was destined for Hortense, Every day the old man walked
from the Rue du Montparnasse to the Rue Plumet along
the boulevard, the pensioners of the Invalides, as they saw

m coming, never failed to stand at attention fxnd salute
himl. and the Marshal rewarded cvery old soldier wth 2
smule,

“Who is that man you always stand at attent
salute? 3 young workman one day asked an old -
and pensioner, U
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“I will tell you, my lad,” the officer replied, and the
“lad” prepared to resign himself to listening to along
story.

“i!n 1809,” said the pensioner, “we were defending the
flank of the Grande Armée, marching on Vienna, under the
command of the Emperor, We came to a bridge defended
by three batteries of cannon, on a kind of cliff, in three
redoubts one abave the other, all traned on the bridge.
We were under the d of Marshal Masséna. That
man you see there was at that time Colonel of the Grena-
dier Guards, and T was one of them. Qur columns held
one bapk of the river, and the redoubts were on the other.
Three times they attacked the bridge, and three times they
were driven back. 'Go and fetch Hulot,” the Marshal said.
‘Nobody except lim and his men can swallow that morsel”
So we arnved The General who was just withdrawing
from the attack stopped Hulot under fite to tell him how
ta take the posttion, and he took up all the road. ‘I don't
want any advice, but room to pass,’ said our Colonel coolly,
and set out to cross the bridge at the head of his men.
And then—bang! Tturty guns let loose on us—"

“Ah! By gosh,” exclaimed the workman, “that must
have accounted for some of these crutches!”

“IE you had heard the quict way he said that, my 1ad,
you would bow down to the ground before that man! It
1s not so famous as the bridge of Arcoli, but it was perhaps
even finer. So we followed Hulat at the double, up to
these batteries All honor to those who fell there!” said
the officer, raising s cap. “The kaiserlicks were amazed
at the style of the thing. And so the Emperor made that
old man you see there 2 count, and he honored us all in
honoring our leader, and this King had good reason fo
make him a Marshal »

“Long live the Marshal!” said the workman.

"*Oh, you can shout all you like! The Marshal is deaf—
with the cannon-fire,” .

This anccdote perhaps gives some idea cf the respect in
which the pensioners held Marshal Hulot, whose Republi-
can views, moreover, won for him the affection of the
common people of the neighborhood.
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S”ﬁfﬁng taking hold of this calm, mnocent, and honor-
able mind was a heartbreaking spectacle All the Baroness
could do was to lie, and to hide, with all a woman’s tact,
the ternble truth from her brother-in-law. Dunng this
disastrous morning the Marshal, who slept very httle, ke
2! old men, had extracted from Lisbeth full particulars
of hxs.bm!her’s situation, and promsed to marry her as
the price of her mndiscretion. Anyone will understand the
Ple.asure with which the old mad allowed these confidences,
l\zhlch she had been longing to tell her future husband ever
since she had come to the house, to be dragged out of her;
for in this way her marriage was made more certain

“Your brother 1s incorngible!” Lisbeth shouted into
the Marshal's good ear Her strong clear peasant’s voice
enabled her to talk to the old man She wore out her lungs,
50 eager was she to demonstrate to her future husband that
be would never be deaf with her

“He has had three mustresses,” said the old man, “and
lus wife was an Adelne . . . Poor Adeline!”

“If you will take my advice,” Lisbeth shouted, “you will
Use your influence with the Prince de Wissembourg to
find my cousin some suitable employment She wall need
it, for the Baron's salary 1s pledged for three years "

“I will go to the Mynistry,” he replied, “and talk to the
Marshal, and see what he has to say about my brother, and
ask him to do something to help my sister. To find some

* Place that is wosthy of her ”

“The Paris Women’s Charstable Organization has formed
Several ¢ under the p of the
Archbishop; they employ nspectors, who are quite well
Paid, whose task it is to look into cases of reat need, Work
of that kind would just suit dear Adelmne, it would be
after ber own heart.” ;

“Send for the horses,” sud the Marshal “1 will go and
dress. 1 will drive to Neuilly 1f need be ™ !

“How fond he 15 of her) I shall always find her in the
way, at every turn!” said the peasant to herself. i

Lisbeth was already bossing everyone in the house, L
only out of the Marshal's sight. She had put the fear of &
inta the three servants, She had engaged 2 personal
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and used all her old maid’s energy in poking her nost inte
everything, taking stock of everything, and in every way
looking after the well-being of her Marshal. No less
Republican than her future husband, Lisbeth pleascd'lum
by her democratic views, and she flattered him, besides,
with amazing skill; and for the last fortnight the Marshal,
whose house was better kept, and who found himselt
being looked after like a child by its mother, had begun
to regard Lisbeth as a partner after his dreams. . . -

“My dear Marshal,” she shouted, as she saw him to the
steps, “put up the windows, and don™t sit in a draft—t0
please me!”

The Marshal, an old bachelor who had never been
pampered in his life, went off smlmg at Lisbeth, although
his heart was sore

At this very moment Baron Hulot was leaving the War
Office and was on his way 0 sec the Marshal Prince o¢
Wissembourg, who had sent for him. Although there was
pothing unusual in the Minister's sending for one of his
directors, Hulot's conscience was so uneasy that he fancied
that there was something cold and forbidding in Mitouflet’s
expression

“And how is the Prince, Mitouflet?” he asked as he shut
the door of his office and joined the messenger, who had
Bone on ahead. '

“He must have a bone to pick with you, Monsieur le
Baron,” replied the messenger, “for his voice, his tempet
and his face are set stormy.”

Hulot turned pale, and said nothing; he passed through
the hall, the reception rooms, and arrived, his heart beating
violently, at the door of his office. The Marshal, then aged
seventy, with the pure white hawr and tanned complexion
of old men of that age, was striking on account of a brow
of such breadth that it suggested ta the imagination 8
field of battle. Beneath that hoary dome, crowned with
snow, there shone, under the hollow of his strongly project”
ing brows, eyes as blue as Napoleon's, whose ordmary
expression was one of the sadness of bitter thoughts, and
regrets. For this rival of Bemadotte had hoped for 2
throne, But those eyes could flash formidable lightnisg
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shen they expressed strong feeling. His voice, deep at al
lmes, rang at such moments with strident tonss In anger
the Prince was 4 soldier once more, he spoke the langaage
of Sub-Lieutenant Cottin, and no longer minced his words
Halot ¢'Ervy found ¢his old lon, his hair dishaveled fike
2 mane, standing in front of the fireplace, his eyebrows

tin a frown, his back against the mantelpiece, and his
3¢5, 10 all appearances, fised on vacancy

Here [ am at your orders, Prince!” said Hulot 1n his
most charming manner, affecting 1o be quite at his ease.

The Marshal looked hard at the director without saying
¢ word during the time 1t took the Baron to walk over
from-the door to within a few steps of him. This leaden
Stare was fike the eye of God, Hulot could not sustain it,
2nd lowered his eyes in confusion.

“He knows everything,” he said to himself.

“Does your conscience tell you nothmg”" asked the
Marshal in his deep, ringing tones.
. "Rt tells me, Prince, that T probably did wrong in order-
03 razzias in Algeria without referring the matter to you.
At my age, and with my tastes, after forty-fise years of
service, 1 have no fortune. You know the methods of the
four hundreq elected representatives of France All those
gentlemen envy any man in 2 high position, and they have
Pared down the salaries of Mmisters, and there it is. Just
&ty asking them for money for an old servant of the State!
What can you expect of men who pay legal officials as
badly as they do? Who pay thirty sous a day to the workers
2t the port of Toulon, when it is a physical impossibitity
‘?’ 2 family to five on less than forty sous? Who never
Eive 2 thought to the atrocity of paying cletks salaries of
froms six hundred francs to ten or twelve hundred in Paris,
2nd who covet our places when they carry a salary of forty
thewsand francs? And who now refuse to restore to the
Sown 2 picce of crown property confiscated in cightcen
thirty, and acquired, what is more, from Louit XV’ privy
Burse, when they were asked for it for an impoverished
Princet If you had not your fortune, Prince, you would be
et stranded, like my brother, with pothing bﬂ'! o
talary, As for your having saved the Grande a, -
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myself along with it, in the swampy plains of Poland, they
would never give it a thought!”

“You have robbed the State! You have made yourself
liable to be brought up for trial," said the Marshal, “like
that clerk mn the Treasury! And you treat that, sir, with
such levity?”

“But there was a great difference, sir’” exclaimed Baron
Hulot. “Have I dipped hands into a cash-box entrusted t©
my care?”

“A man in your posttion,” said the Marshal, “when he
commits such ap mfamous crime, 1s doubly guilty if he
does it clumsily You have shamefully compromised our
high admmistration, which has hitherto been the purest in
Europe. And that, sir, in order to get two hundred thou-
sand franes for a whore'™ said the Marshal in a terrible
voice “You are a Councilor of State, and a simple soldier
is punished by death for selling the property of his regiment!
Here is a story that Colonel Poutin, of the Second Lancers,
once told me At Saverne, one of his men fell in Jove with
2 fjttle Alsatian girl who wanted a shawl, the hussy carried
on so that the poor devil, who was about o be promolcd
10 quartermaster, after twenty years of service, the pride
of the regiment, sold, in order to get that shawl, some
property belonging to his company Do you know what
that lancer did, Baron d'Ervy? He ate the glass of a win-
dow, after having stolen that property, and died eleven
hours later at the hosprtal’ You had better try to die of 2
stroke, so that we can save your honor ™

The Baron looked with haggard eyes at the old warriof;
and the Marshal, seeing his expression, which betrayed the
coward, flushed crimson, and his eyes blazed.

“Are you going 1o izt me down?* Hulot stammered.

At this moment Marshal Hulot, having been told that
his brother was alone with the Minster, ventured to come
in, and went straight up 1o the Prince, in the manner of
deaf people.

“Oh!” exclaimed the hero of the Polish campaign, “1
know what you have come for, my old friend} But it it
quite useless.”
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“Useless?” repeated Marshal Hulot, who had heard only
that one word.

“Yes, you have come to plead for your brother; but do
you know what your brother is?”

“My brother?” asked the deaf man

“Yes,” shouted the Marshal. “He is an mfernal black-
guard, unworthy of you!™

And in his wrath the Marshal’s eyes darted those flaming
looks that, Iike those of Napoleon, broke men’s walls and
nerve,

“You lie, Cottin!” rephed Marshal Hulot, who had
tumed pale. “Throw down your baton, and ¥ will throw
mine! [ am at your service!”

. The Prince went up to hus old comrade, looked him full
itt the face, and shouted in us car, as he pressed bs hand,
“Are you a man?”

“You shall see.”

“Very well, pull yourself together! This is gowng to be
the greatest blow that could befall you.”

The Prince turned around, took a folder from his table,
and pat it into the hands of Marshal Hulot, shouting to
him, “Read thist” i

The Count de Forzheim read the following letter, which
Tay at the top of the folder:

To His Excellency the President of the Council

Secre
t and Confidential. Algers
MY bEAR Prrvee, B
We have 2 very unpleasant business on our hands, as you will
3¢ from the accompanying documents N
Tle matter, briefly, 15 this. Baron Hulot d'Eavy has sent an uncle
of bis mto the proviace of Oran 2 a buyer of gram and forase,
with a x a5 an I i X to gam
favor, made a confession, but bas sice escaped. The Publc
ecutor handled the affair firmly, thinking that only tho minor
Offictals were fnvolved, but Johann Fischer, the uncle of your
Durector.General, finding humself about to be brought up for trial,
Stabbed himsclf 1n prison with 2 nail. .
The matter would have ended there if this worthy and honest
Man, who was, 1t would scem, decerved by his accomplice and
bis nephew, had not decided to write to Baron Hulot This 1
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seized by the police, so astonished the Public Prosecutor that he
came to see me 1t would be suck a terrible thing to arrest and try
2 Councilor of State, 2 Director-General who has such a record of
good and loyal service—for he saved us all after Beresina by

the ion—that I had all the ts sent

1o me

Must this affair take 1its course? Or would it be better, now that
the principal apparent culprit 15 dead, to bury the matter, and
condemn the storekeeper 1n default?

The Public Prosecutor has consented to my forwarding the
documents to you, and, as Baron d'Ervy is domiciled in Paris, the
proceedings would lie with your superior court We have taken
this rather shabby way of getting out of the difficulty for the
moment.

Only, my dear Marshal, act quickly There is already a great
deal too much talk about this deplorable business, which will do
s more harm than it has already done if the complicity of the
principal culprit, which 1s at present known only to the Public
Prosecutor, the examinmg pudge, and myself, should leak out.

At this point the letter fell from Marshal Hulot's hands;
he looked at his brother, and saw that there was no nee
to examine the documents; but he looked for Johann
Fischer’s letter, and handed it to his brother, after readmg
it at a glance.

From the Prison at Oran.
Dear NEPHEW,
‘When you read ths letter I shall no longer be alive
Be quite casy; they will niot be able to find any evidence agamst
you With myself dead, and your Jesuit Chardin escaped, the matfer
will end The thought of Adelie's face made happy by you makes
death easy to me. You need not trouble to send the two bundred
thousand francs now Goodbye,
This letter will be dehvered to you by a prisoner whom T thisk
I can trust,
Jouann FIscHER.

“T ask your pardon,” said Marshal Hulot to the Prince
de Wissembourg, with pathetic pride,

“Come, never be formal with me, Hulot!” the Minstef
replied, shaking his old friend by the hand. “The poof
lancer killed no one but himself,” he said, with a thundet-
ous Took at Hulot d'Ervy. .

*“How much did you take?" said the Count de Forzheim
sternly to his brother.
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*Two hundred thousand francs.”

“My dear friend,” said the Count, addressing the
Munister, “you shall have the two hundred thousand francs
within forty-eight hours. It shall never be said that a man
bearing the name of Hulot has defrauded the State of a
single sou.”

“What nonsense!” said the Marshal “I know where the
two hundred thousand francs are, and I will get thgm back.
Hand in your resignation and ask for your pension,” .he
went on, tossing a double sheet of foolscap in the direction
of the Councilor of State, who had sat down at the table,
for his legs were trembling “Your trial would disgrace us
all; so T obtained from the Council of Minssters permisston
to take this course. Since you are willing to accept Iife
without honor, without my esteem, a degraded existence,
you shalt have the pension to which you are entitled. Only
&et yourself forgotten *

The Marshal rang.

“Is the clerk Marneffe there?”

“Yes, Your Excellency "

“Send him in "

“You,” exclaimed the Munister, on seemg Marnefle,
“and your wife have deliberately rumed the Baron d'Exvy,
whom you see here.”

“I beg your pardon, Monsieur le Minsstre, we :;:f;dvew
Poor; I have only my salary to live on, T have two chi rg;‘l,
:E which the second will have been brought mto my family

¥ Monsieur le Baron ” . .

“The very picture of a scoundrelt” sard the Prince, point-
ing Marneffe out to Marshal Hulot. “That's enough of you]:
Sganarelle speeches!” he went on “Either you hand back
two hundred thousand francs, or you will go to A‘EQ?“-

“But, Monsieur le Ministre, you don’t know my wi 9;
she hag spent it alll Monsicur le Baron mvited six pcfpxc
to dinner every day Fifty thousand francs a year wel
Spent at my house.” .

“Leave t)l;: :ocsafn," thundered the Minister it the t::;nrtge‘
Voice that had given the order to charge into battle Ga'a
Will receive notice of your transfer within two hours, Go?
“I would rather hand in my resignation,” said



insolently. “To be what I am and beaten into the bargain
would be too much of a good thing altogether. That
wouldn’t suit me at alil”

And he left the room,

“What an impudent scoundrell” said the Prince.

Marshal Hulot, who throughout this scene had remained
standing, motionless, pale as death, looking askance at his
brother, went over and took the Prince’s hand, saying
again, “Within forty-eight hours the material damage shatl
be repaired. But the dishonor! Goodbye, Marshal; it is the
Iast blow that kills Yes, this will kill me,” he added in a
low voice

“What the deuce brought you here this morning?” said
the Prince, deeply moved

“T came on behalf of s wife,” rephed the Count,
pointing to Hector, “she is without bread . . . and especially
now.”

“He has his pension!”

“It is pledged®”

“He must be possessed by the devil” said the Prince
with a shrug, “What philter do these women make you
drink, to take away your wits?” he said to Hulot d'Ervy.
“How could you, knowing as you do the minute exactness
with which the French admmistrauon puts everything on
record, gives an account of every detail, consumes reams
of paper to cestify the receipt or the outlay of a few
centimes—you whom I have heard to complain that 2
hundred signatures are required for trifles, to release a sol-
dier, to buy a curry-comb—how could you possibly hope
to hide your theft for any length of uime? To say nothing
of the newspapers and the envious, and the peaple who
would like 1o steal' Do these women rob you of your
common sense? They must put blinkers over your eyes!
Or are you made differently from the rest of us? The day
you ceased to be a man and became only a temperament
you should have retired from administration, If 1n addition
to your cfime you are capable of such folly, you wilt end
—1 would rather not say where

“Promise me to do what you can for her, Cottin?” said
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the Co}znr de Forzheim, who had heard nothing, and who
Wﬁf lhlpkmg only of his sister-in-law.

oI will do alf T can!” said the Mimster

“Thank you, then, and goodbye Come, s1r,” he said to
Ris brother.

The Prince looked with apparent calm at the two
brothers, so different in thesr conduct, build, and character
~the brave and the cowardly, the lecher and the puntan,
the honest man and the peculator—and he thought, “That
coward will not have the courage to die! And my poor
Hulot, with all Tus integrity, has death m his knapsack!”

He sat down in his armchair and went on reading the
ispatches from Africa, with a gesture that revealed at once
the coolness of the soldier and the profound pity that is
aroused by the spectacle of the battlefield, for really no
Denare mote humane than soldiers, S0 stern In appearance,
2nd to whom war has imparted that 1cy inflexibility so
Becessary on the field of battle

The following day several pap
Yarious headings the followsng items.

d under

Tte Baron Hulot d'Ervy has asked to be granted bus retirement.

The disorders in the .rAvlygeﬂan admunsstration brought fo light by

the Jeath and flght respectively of two officials have 1mflvenced m;

decision of thus high administrator On heanng of the crimes o

fiese employees, 1n whom he had been so unfortunate as to Flact

g‘,;kwnﬁdence. Baron Hulot had a stroke 1 the War Muuster's
e

Monsieur Hulot d’Ervy, brother of the Marshal, has been forty~
Ve years in the sm'.‘éZ His decision, which bat been heavily
OPposed, has been learned with regret by all who know Baron
Holot, whose private qualities are po less conspiauous than h:;
2dministrative taleats No ofie can have forgotten the devotion o
¢ Commissary-General of the Impenial Guard at Warsaw, n;r
:"r:"remarkable energy with which he orgapized supphes for the
Y raised by Napoleon i 1813 .
ne mote o{ the Z‘r’m names of the Empire is disappealing {Irghm
e scene, Since 1830 Baron Hulot bas always been one of the
indispensable lights of the Council of State, and of the Miistry
of War,
which s o

Algiers.—The affair known a the forage casé, m

fewspapers has been magnified fo absurd proportions,
319 .



cught to a close by the death of the chief culprit. Mr. Johant
E\Zsﬁ took his own }ll:fc in prison; his accomphce has absconded,
but will be sentenced 1n default. "

Wisch, formerly an army contractor, was an hopest man m\rx
highly respected, Who could not endure the realization that he hai
been the dupe of Chardin, the storebeeper who has absconded.

And in the Paris news the following items appeared:

The Minsster of War, in order to prevent all irregularities in the
Suture, has decided 1o create a commssariat departrent in Africa.
1t 13 rumored that Monsieur Marnefle, a senior clerk, will be put
in charge of this organization

Baron Hulot's succession excites many ambitions We learn from
a reliable source that this directorshup has been offered to Count
Martial de la Roche-Hugon, Deputy, and brother-in-faw {0 Count
de Rastignac Monsieur Massol, Master of Appeals, is to be ap
potnted Councilor of State, and Monsicur Claude Vignon becomes
Master of Appeals,

Of alt inds of rumors the most dangesous for the
opposition newspapers is the official rumor, However
clever journalists may be, they are sowmetimes the dupes,
willy-nilly, of the cleverness of those amongst them .whD,
like Claude Vignon, have nisen from the press to higher
spheres. It takes a journalist to circumvent a newspaper:
So it may be said, to misquote Voltaire, that

Le fast-Paris n'est pas ce qu'un vain peuple pense.

CHAPTER XXXI

MARSHAL HULOT drove hame with his brother, who
took the front seat, respectfully leaving his elder brother
alone inside the carnage. Neither of the brothers spc?'e 2
single word. Hector was shaitered, The Marshal remaintd
Jost in thought, like a man who is collecting his forccs'and
rallying his strength in order to sustain a crushing weight-
When they reached his house he motioned his brother,
sult without speaking, but with a d, gesture,
into hus study. The Count had been given, by the En'ﬂ"""r
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Napoleon, a splendid brace of pistols of Versailles make;
he took the box, on which was engraved the inscription*
“Presented by the Emperor Napoleon to General Hulot,”
from his desk, on which he laid 1t, and pownting to it, said
to his brother, “There is your medicine.”

Lisbeth, who had peeped through the half-open door,
ran to the carnage, and ordered the coachman to dnve as
fast as he could to Rue Plumet. Within about twenty
minutes she returned with the Baroness, whom she had
told of the Marshal’s threat to his brother,

The Count, without looking at his brother, rang for his
factotum, the old soldier who had served him for thirty

ears.

“Beau-Pied,” he said, “fetch my lawyer, and Count
Steinbock, my niece H and the ker of the
Treasury. It is half-past ten, and I want them all here at
twelve. Take a cab—and go faster than that!” he said,
reverting to a Republican expression that he had often
used in the old days.

And he put on the frown that had brought lis soldiers
to heel when he was combing the broom of Brittany in
1799 (see Les Chouans)

“You shall be obeyed, Marshal,” said Beau-Pied, sa-
Iuting.

Without paying any attention to his brother, the old
man returned to his study, took a key from his desk, and
opened 2 malachite box mounted 1n steel, the gift of the
Emperor Alexander By the Emperor Napoleon's orders
he had gone to return to the Russian Emperor his personal
property captured in the Battle of Dresden, in return for
which Napoleon hoped to get Vandamme, The Czar had
tewarded General Hulot handsomely, presenting him with
this casket, saying that he hoped one day to be able to
show the same courtesy to the Emperor of France; but he
had kept Vandamme. The impenal arms of Russia were
inlaid in gold on the cover of this box, richly ornamented
in gold. The Marshal counted out the bank notes and gold
pieces that it contamed There were a hundred and fifty-
two thousand francs. He scemed satisfied, At this moment.«
Madame Hulot came in, in a condition to melt the &







perhaps for the first time in his life two tears gathered in
his eyes and trickled down Iis checks.

“Poor Uncle Fischer!” Lisbeth exclaimed, putting a
handkerchief to her eyes.

“Brother,” said Adeline, kneeling down in front of the
Marshal, “live for my sake! Help me n the task that I must
undertake of reconciling Hector to Lfe, and making him
redeem his faults!”

“He!” said the Marshal “If he hves, he is not at the
end of hts crimes! A man who has failled to appreciate an
Adefine, who has smothered 1n hus soul the feelngs of &
true Republican, the love of his country, his family, and
of the poor, that I tried to inculcate mnto him—that man is
a monster, a swine' Take hum away if you still love him,
becanse something m me 1s crying out to charge my pistols
and blow his brains out! By killing him 1 should save you
all, and save him from himself"”

The old Marshal rose with a gesture s0 threatening that
poor Adeline cried, “Come, Hector!”

She seized her husband, led hum away, and left the
house dragging the Baron after her, he was so broken
down that she had to get him into a cab to take him to Rue
Plumet, where he went to bed The man, a complete wreck,
stayed in bed for several days, refusing all food and not
speaking a single word It was by dint of tears that Adeline
Persuaded him to swallow a httle broth, she watched over
hum, sitting by s bed, and of all the feelings that once
had filled her heart there remained only a profound pity
for hm.

At half-past twelve Lisbeth showed into.her dear Mar-
shal's study—where she had stayed with him, so .alarmed
was she by the change that was taking place m him—the
lawyer and Count Steinbock.

“Monsieur le Comte,” said the
¥ou to sign the anthorization whicl
Your wife, to sell for certain funds a bond
at present p only titular hi -
Fischer, you will consent to ths sale, and agree to relin®
Quish the interest on 1t that you at present draw?

Marshal, “I would ask
h will enable my niece,
of which she

sselli




“Yes, my dear Count,"” said Lisbeth, without hesitation.

“Good, my dear,” said the old soldier. *I hope I shall
live long enough to recompense you. 1 did not doubt that
you would agree You are a real Republican, a woman of
the people.”

He took the ofd maid’s hand and kissed it.

“Monsieur Hannequin,” he sard to the lawyer, “draw up
the necessary document in the form of power of attorney,
and Jet me have 1t here by two, so that the stock can be
sold at the Bourse today My niece, the Countess, holds
the title, she will be hete presently, to sign the power of
attorney when you bring s, and so will Mademoiselle
Fischer Monsteur le Comte will go back with you and
sign at your office.”

The artist, at a sign from Lisbeth, bowed respectfully to
the Marshal, and left the room. ,

At ten the following day the Count de Forzheim sent in
his name to the Prince de Wissembourg, and was shownt
in immediately.

“Well, my dear Hulot," said Marshal Cottin, holdmg out
the newspapers to fus ald friend, “we have saved appeat-
ances, you see Read this

Marshat Hulor put down the newspapers on his old
fuend’s table, and handed hsm two hundeed thousand
francs.

“This 15 the sum of which my brother robbed the State,”
he sard.

“This is quite absurd," exclaimed the Minister. “We
cannot possibly,” he added, speaking into the eac-trumpet
that the Morshal offered m, “manage this restitotion. We
should have to admit your brother’s complicity, and we
have donc everything possible o conceal it.”

“Do what you fike with it, But I do not wish the Hulot
family to kecp one sou of what was stolen from State
funds,” said the Count.

“I will Iny the matter before the King. We will say 1%
more about it,” said the Minister, realizing that it would
be impossible to overcome the old man's sublime obstinacy:

“Goodbye, Cottin,” said the old solduer, taking the hsnd
of the Prince de Wissembourg, “My very soul is frozen
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Then, after taking a step toward the door, he turned
around and looked at the Prince; and seeing how deeply
he Was moved, he opened his arms to him, and the two old
SOlEhers embraced each other.

I‘feel as if T were saying goodbye to all the Grande
Armée, in your person ., .”

“Goodbye, then, my good old comrade,” smd the
Mumnister,

“Yes, it is goodbye; for T am gomng the way of all those
8ood saldiers of ours that we have mourned »

At this moment Claude Vignon was shown in These
o old relics of the days of Napoleon saluted gravely,
concealing all traces of emotion

hope you were sausfied with the notices in the
Papers,” said the Master of Appeals-elect “I managed to
make the Opposition papers believe that they were pub-
lishing official secrets.”

“Unfortunately 1t 1s all useless,” the Minster replied, as
‘l}e watched the Marshal going out through the outer room

1 have just said a last goodbye that fills me with grief.
Marshal Hutot has not three days to live; I saw that clearly
Yesterday, That man, the soul of integnty, a soldier that
the very bultets respected, in spite of his valor—there,
0ok you, in that armchair, he received his dsathb!owtand
3t my hands, from a piece of paper! Ring for my carriage.
1am goung to Neuilly,” hie said, squeezing the two hundred
thousand francs into his munistenal portfolio.

Three days later, in spite of Lisbeth’s care, Marshal
Hilot was dead. Such men are the honor of the parties
that they support. To Republicans the Marshal was the
very archetype of patriotism; so that they were all present
2t his funeral, which was followed by an 1mmense crowd.
-~ B¢ Army, the Government, the Court, and the common
People, ail came to pay homage to that lofty virtue, ‘!’ﬂ(
high integrity, that unsuliied glory. Such a demonstration

fom the whole nation is not fo be had for the asking, This
funeral was marked by one of those manifestations, full of

elicacy, of good taste, and true feeling, that from time to
fme remund us of the qualities and glory of the French,
tobility, For behind the Marshal's coffin walked the 3§



Marquis de Montauran, whose brother had been Hulot's
pp his defeated opy in the rismg of the
Chouans i 1799. The Marqus, as he lay dying from the
bullets of the “Blues,” had entrusted the interests of his
younger brother to the Republican soldier {sec Les
Chouans) Hulot had so well carned out the dying noble’s
verbal will that he had managed to save the property of
the young man, who was at that time an émigré. Hence
the homage of the old French nobility accorded to the
soldier who, nine years before, had conquered Madame.

This death, which took place just four days before the
last reading of the banns of her marnage, was for Lisbeth
a thunderbolt that burned up the harvest already garnered
in the barn_The peasant had, as often happens, succeeded
too well The Marshal had died as a result of the blows
struck at the famuly by herself and Madame Marneffe. The
old maid's sprte, that had seemed mollified by success, was
increased by the disappontment of all her hopes. Lisbeth
went to Madame Marneffe’s, where she wept with ragé;
for she no longer had a home, as the Marshal’s tenancy was
50 arranged that hus lease terminated with his life, Crevel,
in order to console the fniend of his Valérie, took charge
of her savings, and considerably increased them, placing
her capital 1n five-per-cents 11 the name of Célestine, to
yeld her hife-interest. Thanks to this negotiation; Lisbeth
possessed an income of two thousand francs. When the
Marshal's property was examined a note was fourd
addressed to his sister-in-law, his nrece Hortense, and his
nephew Victonm, requesting them to pay, between them,
an income of twelve hundred francs to Muss Lisbeth
Fischer, whom he had intended to marry.

Adeline, seeing the Baron between life and death, man-
aged for several days to hide from him the fact of the
Marshal's death, but Lisbeth appeared in mourning, and
the fatal truth was told him eleven days after the funeral.
This terrible blow put new energy into the sick man, who
got up, and found his family assembled in the drawing
room, ail wearing mourning. They became silent when b
appeared. After a fortnight Hulot, who had become 3%
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thin as a ghost, seemed to his family to have become a
mere shadow of his former self.

“We must decide what to do,” he sad 1 a toneless voice,
sitting down in an armchair, and looking around at the
group, from which Crevel and Stembock were absent

‘We cannot stay here,” Hortense was saying as her
falger came 1n; “the rent 1s too hugh ™

_“As to rooms,” said Victorn, breaking this pamful
silence, “I can offer my mother-—"

On hearing these words, which seemed to exclude him-
self, the Baron, who, with bowed head, had been studving
the pattern on the carpet, though without seemg 1t, raised
hus head, and looked at the young lawyer wretchedly A
father’s rights are stll so sacred, even when he 1s disgraced,
ang stripped of all honor, that Victorin paused

. “To your mother,” the Baron repeated “You are quite
right, my son!”

:‘The Tooms above ours, in our wing,” said Célestine,
finishing her husband's sentence for him

“Am I disturbing you, my dears?” said the Baron, with
the gentleness of a man who has condemned hmmself “You
need not worry about the future You will have no further
cause to complain of your father, for you will not see him
again until such ume as you need no longer blush for um.”

He took Hortense, and kissed her brow. He opened his
arms to his son, who yumped up to embrace him when he
Buessed his father’s purpose The Baron beckoned to Lis-
beth, who went toward him, and he kissed her brow. Then
he went back 1nto his bedroom, whither Adeline, in acute
distress, followed him

“My brother was right, Adelne,” he said, taking her
hand I am unworthy to hve, unworthy of my family I
dared not bless my poor children, who have behaved so
splendidly, otherwise than n my heart, tell them that I
could not do more than embrace them For from a man
without honor, a father who has become the murderer and
the scourge of his famly, instead of being the defender of
its honor, a blessing could bring only evil. But I shall "’
them in my thoughts, every day. As for you, God
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for He is all-powerful, can ever reward you accnrdx_ng to
your ments. I ask your forgiveness,” he said, knceljng a
his wife’s feet, taking her honds, and wetting them with his
tears. -
“Hector, Hector, your sins are great, but the Divine
mercy is wmfirute, and you can repaw it all by staying with
me. Get up again in a Christian frame of mind, my dear,
1 am your wife and not your pudge. T am yours; do what
you ke with me, take me with you wherever you go;
feel in myself the strength to console you, and make your
Lfe supportable, by my lave, and care, and my respect!
Qur children are settled, they don’t need me any moré, Let
me try to be your amusement and distraction. Let me share
the hardship of your exile and poverty, and make it less
hard Ishall always be of some use to you, even if it is only
to save you the expense of a servant ™
“Do you forgive me, my dear, beloved Adeline?”
“Yes, but, my dear, please get up!” ’ .
“Well, with that pardon T can live!™ he said rising. “1
came back into our bedroom so that our children sho[ﬂd
not see the abasement of their father! Think of thew having
to see every day a father guilty as [ am! That would b¢
something dreadful, that would undermine paternat audlo}"
ity and disintegrate the family. Therefore I cannot remain
among you, I must leave yon in order to spare you the
odious spectacle of a father without dignity, Do not try
to prevent me from going, Adeline. That wauld only be 10
load with your own hand the pistal with which I sho}’ld
blow my brains out. And do not come with me into hiding:
you would drive out the only strength that remains in m¢,
that of remorse,” .
Hector's determination silenced his heartbroken wife.
This woman, so great in the midst of such ruin, drew het
strength from her close union with her husband; for she
dreamed of having him to herself~~she saw it as hef
heaven-sent mission 1o comfort him, to bring him back t0
family hfe, to reconcile him with himself. 5
“Hector, you aren't going to leave me to die of despaife
worry, and anxietyl™ she said, seeing the source of hef
strength being removed from her.
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T will come back, toy angel, descended from the sky, 1
think, expressly for me; I will come back, if not nch, at
Jeast with enough to live on. Listen, my darling Adeline,
I fannot stay here for many reasons. To begin with, my

_ Pension, which will be six thousand francs, 13 engaged for
four years, and consequently I have nothing. 1 shall be in
dasger of arrest, in a few days, on account of notes-of-hand
1 the possession of Vauvinet. So I must keep away, until
my son, with whom T shall leave precise instructions, has
redeemed them, My disappearance will facilitate that.
Wl‘fﬂ my pension is freed, when Vauvinet has been paid,
T uill come back to you. You would betray the secret of
2y exile. Do not worry, do not weep, Adelne . . . It will
only be for a month,”

“Where will you go? What will you do? What will
become of you? Who will look after you, and you no
fonger young? Let me go into hidmg with you. We will
E0 abroad,” she said,

“Well, we shall see,” he replied.

The Baron rang, and ordered Manette to collect all his

ngs, and pack them, at once, and secretly. Then, after
embracing his wife with a demonstration of tenderness to
W}:ich she was unaccustomed, he begged her but to leave

alote for a few moments so that he could write out
the instructions that Victorin wonld need, promising not to
Teave the house before the evening, or without her. As soon
as the Baroness had gone back into the drawing room the
‘unning old man slipped through the dressing room,
feached the hall, and handed Mariette a slip of paper on
which he had written: “Send on my baggage by rail to
Corbeil.” The Baron got into a cab, and was already
dnving across Paris before Mariette went in and showed
the Baroness this note, telling her that Monsicur had just
8One out. Adeline flew into the bedroom, trembling more
Violently than ever, her children, alarmed, followed her
on heanng a piercing cry. ‘They found that she had fainted.
She had t0 be put to bed, for she was attacked by a nervous
fever, and for a month lay between life and death.

“Where is he?” were the only words she would say.

Victorin's search was fruitless. And this it
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Baron drove to the Place du Palais-Royal. There, this man,
who had summoned up all s ingenuity in order to work
out a scheme that he had been plannmg during the days
that he had lain in bed, crushed with pain and grief, crossed
the Palais-Royal and hired a splendid carriage in the Rue
Joquelet. Obeying the Baron's orders, the coachman drove
to the Rue de la Ville-Evéque, and into the courtyard of
Josépha's house, whose gates were opened, at a shout from
the coachman, for this stylish carriage Josépha came down,
prompted by cunosity, for her footman had told her lh:llt
a helpless old gentleman, unable to get down from his
carnage, had asked her to speak to him for a moment.

“Josépha . s II”

The celebrated singer recognized Hulot only by his voice.

“What? Is 1t you, my poor old thing? I declare you look
hike a twenty-franc piece that the German Jews have pared
down and the money-changers refuset”

“Yes, worse luck? said Hulot “I have been at death’s
door! But you are as beautiful as ever! Will you do mé 2
kindness?”

“That depends—everything is relative!” she said.

“Lasten,” sard Hulot, “could you put me up for a few
days 1n a servant’s room, under the roof? I haven't a sou,
and ¥ am without hope, without bread, or pension, of wife,
or children, or refuge, or honor, or courage, or a single
friend—and what 1s worse, liable to be arrested because of
some notes-of-hand!”

“You poor old thing' You are certainly sans a lot of
things Are you also sans culotte?”

“If you Jaugh at me, T am lost!” exclaimed the Barom
“And 1 counted on you, as Gonuille counted on Ninon!’

“They say 1t was a real lady who reduced you to this
state? These girls know more than we do about how 10
flecce a man! And here you are like a cascass that the
crows have picked clean . . . one can almost sec daylight
through you!”

“Time i$ short, Josépha!™

“Come in, old dear! I am alone, and my serv:mls'dg
not know your. Send your cab away. Have you paid for i?
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“Yes,” said the Baron, getting down, with the help of
Josépha’s arm. .

“If you Iike, you can say you are my father,” said the
singer, moved to pity. 3

She made Hulot sit down in the splendid drawing room
where he had last seen her.

“Is it true, old dear, that you have killed your brother
and your uncle, rmned your family, mortgaged your
children’s house, and robbed the till of the African govern-
ment, all for your princess?”

The Baron bowed his head sadly. .

“Well, T admire that"”” exclaimed Josépha, jumping up in
her enthusiasm. “That is a real flare-up! A real Sardana-
palust It is in the grand style, complete! I may b& a
common hussy, but I have a heart! Well, I would raf u;
have an out-and-out spendthnft Iike you, crazy abm;
women, than these calculating bankers without any soul,
who ruin thousands of familes with therr ralways, lhlat
are gold for them, but iron for their victims! You have on1 (};
tuined your own family, you have sold no one but yin':’rsc 1
And besides, you have excuses, phystcal ang Inord Veénus

And striking a tragic pose, she recited “‘Clest Vénus
tout entiére & sa prote attachée’ So there you arel™ s
concfuded, with a pirouette.

Hulot fo::d lha%J vice absolved him; vice smiled alfhl:n:
 the midst of her lavish lnxury The magnitude of hus
Crimes was here, as before 2 jury, an extenuating circum
Stance " .

"I she pretty, your real Iady, at least?” asked ]thc s‘Lr;lg::é
trying as a first act of kindness to distract Hulot,
unhappiness grieved her. R

"J:On myg:vord, almost as pretty as you are!” replied
the Baron a .

"Andm? . nr\lr‘elgr amusing, they tell n,xye'l What does she
do, then? Is she more watty than I am?

“Don’t let us talk about her,” said Hulot. 4 It Stein-

“They say she has ensnared my Crevel, and ] d

k, and a superb Brazihan .

“Very likely.”



*And that she has moved into a house as pretty as this
one, that Crevel has given her. That girl is my steward;
she finishes off the bottles I have broached. That is why I
am 5o anxious 1o know what she is like, old-boy. I once
just caught a glimpse of her driving in the Bois, but only
in the distance. Carabine tells me that she is an accom-
plished gold-digger. She is trying to eat up Crevel! But she
will oniy manage to nibble him Crevel 1s hard-boiled! A
good-matured old egg, who always says yes, but who goes
his own way all the same He is vam, and lecherous, but
his cash is cold Al one gets out of that sort is a thousand
or three thousand 2 momh, but they pb at any serious
expense, like a donkey at a iiver. They are not like you, old
dear, you are a man of passion—one could make you sell
your country! So, you see, I am ready to do anything I con
to help you Vou are my father, you started me in my
career! It s a sacred duty. What do you need? Shall T give
you a hundred thousand francs® T would wear out my
temperament to get it for you! As for gving you bed and
board, that is nothing. A ‘place will be laid far you here
every day. You can have a very mice room on the second
floor, and a hundred crowns a month for pocket money.”

The Baron, touched by this reception, had a last access
of honor,

‘:;No, my dear, no: I did not come here to be kept,” he
said,

“It would be a tnumph, at your age!™ she said.

“This 15 what T want, my chid Your Due d'Hérouville
has large estates 1n Normandy, and I would like to be his
agent, under the name of Thou! I could perfectly well do
1t, and T am hanest, because one may rob the Government,
but one does not pilfer from the cash-box.”

“ABL AN sd Sosépha, “He who has drunk must drink
again®

“In fact, all T want is to live incognito for three ycars:”

“Well, I could casly mapage that for you,” soid
Josépha, “All T need da’is ask him tonigh* i
‘The Duke would marry me, if Y wanted - 1
his money, and I want something else '
a Duke of the old school! He is as nob}

-

1e



and great as Louis XIV and Napoleon rolled into one,
although he’s a dwarf. And besides, I have followed the
examples of Schontz and Rochefide: my advice has earned
him two mullions. But listen to nle, my old son of a gun.
L know you of old; you can't keep your eyes off women,
and you would always be runmmng after the girls of Nor-
mandy, who are very good-looking; you would get your
banes broken by their lovers or their fathers, and the Duke
would have to come to the rescue Do you thmk I don’t
see from the way you look at me that the young man is
FQE by any means dead in you, as Fénelon says? That plan
B0't in your line. You can't break so easily with Pans
ﬂnﬁ us girls, old thing! You would die of boredom at
Hérouville

“What will become of me?” exclaimed the Baron “For
‘Ii :5‘}’ want to stay with you untd I can find something to

“Well, would you Jike to know how I propose to fix you
Up? Listen, you old brigand; you can’t do without women
That makes up for everything Now listen At the end of
La Courtille, Rue Saint-Maur-du-Temple, T know of a
Poor family who possess a treasure. a little girl, prettier
than T was at sixteen! Ah! there 15 a light in your eye
already! She works sixteen hours a day embroidering fine
materials for the silk-merchants, and for that she is paid
sixteen sous a day, one sou an hour—=a pittance! Well, they
live like the Irish, on potatoes, fried in rat’s dripping, at
that, with bread five days a week, and they drnk canal
water out of the town taps, because Seine water costs too
much; and she cannot set up on her own account without
six or seven thousand francs. Your wife and farly bore
Yyou, don’t they? Besides, one could not be a nobody where
One has been a little god. All you can do with a father with
no money, and wthout honor, is to stoff hum and put him

in a glass case!”
The Baron could not help smuling at these outrageous

salhes

“Well, ittle Bijou is coming tomorrow, bringing me an
embroidered dressing gOWn-—2n absolute honey! T
have been working on it for six months No one else



have anythung Iike 1t! Bijou is fond of me, because I give
her condy, and my ofd dresses. Besides, 1 send presents of
brend and firewood and meat to the famuly, who would
break the shins of the first-comer 1f I asked them to. I try
to do some good i the world! Oh,  know what I suffered
when I was hungry! Bajou has confided all her hittle secrets
to me. That child hos the malangs of a character actress
at the Ambigu-Comique Brjou's dream 1s to wear lovely

dresses Itke mune, and, above afl, to go m a coach! T shall

say to her, ‘My dear, what do you say to an old gentleman
friend of—" How old are you?” she asked, breaking off.
“Seventy-two™™ ¥

“f have lost count ™

* ‘What do you say to an old gentleman of seventy-two,”
1 shall say, ‘very meat m his ways, who does not smoke,
sound as a bell, as good as a young man? He will marry
you—on the wrong nide of the blanket—and be very kind
to you, he will give you seven thousand francs to set up in
business, and furnish a flat for you, all 1n mahogany; and
if you are a good w1l he will sometimes take you to @
show He will give you a hundred francs a month pocket
money, and ity for housekeeping!” I know Bijou' I was
just ke her at fourteent { Jumped for joy when that awful
Crevel made me those very same hornble propositions!
Well, old boy, you will be fixed up there for three or four
years, not more

Hulot did not hesitate, he was determined to sefuset
But 50 as o seem grateful to the hindhearted singer, who
was trying o help him according to her lights, he appeared
1o hesitate between vice and virtwe

“Good gracous! You are as cold as a paving stone 10
December!” she exclasmed, in surprise. “Why, you would
be making a whole family happy—a grandfather who
toddles about, 2 mother worn out with work, two sisters,
one of them very plaun, who earn thirty-two sous 8 week
between them by rmming their cyesight. That will make vp
for the trouble you have caused at home, and you can
redeem your suns and have as much fun as 2 tart at Mabille
at the same time.”
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Hulot, in order to put an end to the temptation, made a
gesture of counting out money.

“Oh, dor’t worry about ways and means,” Josépha
rephied, “My Duke will lend you ten thousand francs:
seven thousand to set up an embroidery establishment in
Bijou’s name, three thousand for furmishing, and every
three months you will find a check there for six hundred
and fifty francs. When you get your pension agatn you can
pay the Duke back the whole seventeen thousand francs
Meanwhile you will be as happy as a bull i clover, and
hidden in a hole where the police will never find you. If
you wear a big beaver overcoat, you will look just like a
comfortable householder of the quarter. Call yourself
Thoul if you fancy that name I wll mtroduce you to Brjou
as an uncle of mine, who went bankrupt in Germany. You
will be looked after like a god There you are, Papa! Who
knows, you may have no regrets And mn case by any
chance you are bored, you had better keep a decent suit,
and you can mvite yourself to dinner here now and then,
to pass the evening ”

“And T meant to reform, and begin a new lifet Listen,
lend me twenty thousand francs, and I will go abroad to
seek my fortune jn America, like my fnend d’Aiglemont
when Nucingen had ruined hum *

“You'” exclaimed Josépha. “Leave morals to shopkeep-
ers, to the rank and file, to worthy French citizens who
have nothing to trade on but their good character’ As for
¥ou, you were never intended for a mnny. You as a man
are what 1 am as a woman—a cad of genius!”

“I will sleep on it, and we can talk about it tomorrow.”

“You must come and dine with the Duke My d"Hérou-
ville will receive you politely, just as if you had saved the
State, and you can decide Now, cheer up, old thing' Lafe
15 ke a dress—when 1t gets duty we have to brush it;
when 1t wears into holes we patch 1t up, But we wear it as
long as we can'” 3

This philosophy of vice, and her gawety, disstpated
Hulot’s btter grefs. i

Next day at noon, after an excellent breakfast, '
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saw the eatry of one of those living masterpieces that Paris,
alone in the world, can praduce; only in Paris exists that
coptinual concubinage of luxury and poverty, vice and
virtue, repressed desire and renewed temptation, that places
that city in the tradition of Nineveh, of Babylon, and of
Imperial Rome. Mademouselle Olympe Brjou, a young girl
of sixteen, had the exqusite face that Raphael copied for
his Virgins, innocent eyes, saddened by hard work, black,
dreamy eyes with long lashes, whose sparkle was dimmed
by laborious nights, eyes heavy with fatigue; a complexion
of alabaster, almost unhealthy wn 1ts pallor, and a mouth
like a half-opened pomegranate, 3 heaving bosom, with
full breasts, lovely hands, teeth of dazzling whiteness, and
an abundance of black hair All this beauty was set off in
a dress of cotton at seventy-five centimes a yard, trimmed
with an embroidered collar; stitched leather shoes, and the
cheapest of gloves The child, quite unconscious of her
worth, had dressed up i her best to go and see the fine
fady The Baron, in the grip of lechery once more, felt his
whole life concentrated in his eyes. He forgot everything
at the sight of this exquisite creature. He was Iike a hunter
who sees game, who cannot resist taking aim, even in the
presence of an emperor!

“And she is guaranteed innocent, a pure girl!” $sid
Josépha “And nothing to eatt That is Paris, T was Jike her
once!”

“It's 2 bargain®™ said the old man, getting up and rub-
bing his hands.

When Olympe Bijou had gone Josépha looked mis-
chicvously at the Baron,

“}f you don’t want any trouble, Papa,” she said, “be a5
strict as 2 judge on the bench. Keep a tight hand on het,
be a Bartholo! Look out for the Augustes and Hippolytes
and Nestors and Victors—all the ors, including gold!
Heavens! Once that child is dressed and propecly fed, once
she gets the upper hand, she will rule you Iike a Tartar. ¥
will see about seting you up. The Duke does things well,
he will Jend you—~which means giving you—ten thousan
Francs, and he will deposit eight thousand with his Jawyef
with instructions to pay you six bundred francs every
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;;]ua;t’c,r, because I cannot trust you Don't you think I ans
e

“Adorable!”

Ten days after deserting his famuly, when they were all
gathered around Adeline’s bed, 1n tears—for she seemed to
x dymg‘—:md while she was asking, 1n a feeble whisper,
sWherc is he?” Hector, under the name of Thoul, Rue

aint-Maur, was established, with Olympe, as proprietor
of an embroidery establishment under the name of Thoul
and Brjou.

CHAPTER XXXII

Vicroriv Huror, under the stress of the disaster
loosed upon his famuly, received those final touches that
make or mar a man, He was perfected. In life’s great
storms we act like a captan who Iightens his ship of its
heaviest cargo. The lawyer lost his self-consciousness, his
arr of complacency, his arrogance as an orator, and his
. Pf’hncal pretensions. In fact, he became, as a man, what
% his mother was as a woman. He made up his mind to make

the best of Célestine—who certamly did not realize his
dreams—and he saw lifc sanely, realizing that its universal
law obliges us to put up with imperfections in everything
He vowed to do his duty m all things, so appalled was he
by his father’s conduct These feelings were confirmed as
be watched by his mother’s bed on the day that she was
Pronounced out of danger. Nor did this happiness come
singly. Claude Vignon, who had called to inquire every
day on behalf of the Prince de Wissembourg after Madame
Hulots health, asked the re-elected deputy to go with him
to see the Mimster.

“His Excellency wants to talk over your family affairs
with you,” he said

The Minister had known Victorin Hulot for a long time,
and recerved him with characteristic friendliness t,
augured well,

“My bay,” said the old soldier, “I promised your.



the Marshal, in this very room, to Jook after your mother.
That saintly woman, 1 am told, is now on the way 10
recavery, and the time has come to pour balm on your
wounds. I have here two hundred thousand francs for you,
which I shall now give you.”

The barrister's gesture was worthy of his uncle the
Marshal.

“Be quite casy,” sard the Prince, smiling “It is money
entrusted to me My days are numbered—I shall not be
here forever—so take 1t now, and be my deputy in tht
bosom of your family You may use the money to pay oft
the mortgage on your house. These two hundred thousand
francs belong to your mother and your sister. But if 1 were
to gwe this money to Madame Hulot I fear that in ber
devotion to her husband she would be tempted to waste
it; and the mtention of those who return it to you is that it
should be used for the support of Madame Hulot and het
daughter, Countess Stenbock You are a sensible man;
you take after your noble mother, and your uncle, my
friend the Marshal, You are appreciated here, my boy, and
elsewhere So you must be your family's guardian angel,
and accept this legacy from your uncle and myself.”

“Your Excellency,” sad Hulot, taking the Minister'’s
hand and pressing 1t, “a man lke yourself knows that
thanks 1n words mean nothing, and that gratitude must be
proved.”

“Prove yours to me,” said the old soldser.

“In what way?"

“By aceepting my propositions,” said the Minister, “We
would like to offer you the appointment of legal adwviser 10
the War Mustey, which, on the military engneering side,
is up o its ears 1 litigation ansing out of the plan for the
fortification of Paris; and also ns consulting Tawyer 10 the
Prefecture of Pohice, and a member of the Board of
the Civil List These three appointments would bring yo
in a salary of cighteen thousand francs, and would leavé
you completely free. You would still be able to vote in
the Chamber in accordance with your political views and
your conscience. You must regard yoursell as absofutely

338



-

free on that score. After all, we should be very badly off if
we had no national opposition’ And one other thing Your
uxcle, the Marshal, a few hours before he died, wrote me
a letter suggesting what I could do for your mother, of
whont he was very fond Mesdames Popinot, de Rastignac,
de Navarreins d'Espard, de Grandlen, de Canghano, de
Lenoncourt, and de 1a Batie have made a place for your
good mother, as Lady Superintendent of thetr charities.
These ladies, as presidents of vartous branches of good
works, cannot do everythig themselves, and they need a
quy of character who can supervise them actively, go and
Visit unfortunate cases, see that charity is not bemg mis-
used, making sure that the funds reach those who have
applied for them, seeking out deserving cases who are t0o
proud to ask for help, and so forth Your mother will fulfill
the function of a good angel, and will only come info
contact with the priests and these charitable ladies, she will
be paid six thousand francs a year, and her travelmng
expenses. You see, young man, how an honorable and
upright man can still protect his family from beyond the
grave, Names like that of your uncle are, and must always
be, 2 shield aganst musfortune 1 any decent soceety. Fol-

low in his footsteps; you have made a good start I know

~—persist in it.”” .
“Such consideration does not surprise me w a friend of
my uncle’s,” said Victorm “I will try to live up to your
expectations.” .

“Go and comfort your family, then And by" l.hi way,
the Prince added, shaking hands with Victorin, 1 hear
Your father has disappeared!”

“Yes, unfortunately,”

“A very good thing! That unfortunate man has shown
great mteiligence—a quality which, 1o be sure, he never
lacked.”

“He was afraid of his creditors.” i .

“I see. Well, you shall have six months® salary in at'i-
Vvance, on your three appointments. This prepayment “,‘.‘“
1o doubt help you to redeem the notes-of-hand fror
usurer. I shall be seeing Nucingen, and 1 might be &
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free your father's pension without its costing a sou to you
ot my Ministry. But the peer has not killed the banker in
Nucingen; he will want some concession or other.”

So when he returned to Rue Plumet, Victorin was in 2
posttion to carry out his plan of taking his mother and
sister into hus house The distinguished young barrister
possessed, as his sole fortune, one of the most beautiful
properties 1n Paris, a house bought 1n 1834, in anticipation
of his marriage, and situated on the boulevard between the
Rue de Ta Paix and the Rue Lows-le-Grand. A speculator
had built two houses between the boulevard and the street,
and between these, between the two gardens and courts,
there stood a magnificent wing, all that now remained of
the splendors of the great mansion of the Verneuils. The
younger Hulot, relying on Mademoiselle Crevel’s dowry,
had bought this superb property for a million francs, when
it was put up to auction, and he had paid five hundred
thousand francs down He lived on the ground floor of the
old wing, and proposed 1o pay off the rest of the price by
fetting the der, but although specul in house
property 1 Pans are safe enough, they are sometimes
capricious, or slow, owing to unforeseen circumstances. AS
strollers in Paris must have observed, the Boulevard be-,
tween the Rue Lows-le-Grand and the Rue de fa Pak
developed very slowly, it took so long to be tidicd up and
beautfied that trade did not make its appearance there,
with 1ts splendid shop fronts, the gold of money-changers,
the fawry creations of fashions, and all the extravagant
splendor of shop windows, until 1840.

In spitc of the two hundred thousand francs given by
Crevel to his daughter at the time when his vanity was stil
fiattered by this marriage, and before the Baron had robbed
him of Josépha; and 1n spite of a further two hundred
thousand francs paid off by Victorin in the course of seven
years, there was still a debt of five hundred thousand francs
10 be pad ofl on the property by reason of the son's devo-
tion to his father. Fortunatcly the steady risc in rents, and
the beauty of the focation, had by now greatly increased
the value of the two houses. The speculation was bearing
its fruit, after eight years, during which the lawyer had
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struggled desperately to pay the interest, and an insignifi-
cant sum on the capital Tradespeople were offering good
re{l'S for the shops of their own accord, on condition of
being given eighteen-year leases The flats went up n value
by‘rcason of the shifting of the center of Pans business
bfé, which was by then situated between the Bourse and
the Madeleine, the district th th to be the seat of
financial and political power.

The money returned by the Munsster, together with the
salary paid 1n advance, and the premiums pard by his
tenants, would now reduce Victorm’s debt to two hundred
‘h?usand francs, The two houses, now entrrely let, would
bring 1n a hundred thousand francs a year In another two
years, during which Hulot could live on his salaries, doubled
by the Marshal’s appointments, he would be 1 a splendid
position, This was indeed manna from heaven Victorin
could gve his mother the first floor of hus wing, and his
sister the second, on which Lisbeth was also to have two
tooms And with Cousin Bette 1n charge, this tnple house-
hold could meet 1ts expenses, and present 2n honorable
face to the world, worthy of a barister of note The stars
of the Law Courts were rapidly disappeanng, and Hulot,

. Bifted with eloquence, caution, and strict probity, was
Istened to by the Bench and the Councilars, he studied
his cases, and made no statements that he could not prove.
He would not plead causes i which he did not believe, and
was, in fact, a credrt to the Bar.

Her home in the Rue Plumet had become so hateful to
the Baroness that she agreed to her son's moving her to the
Rue Louts-le-Grand. Adeline now occupied a beautful
swite, and she was spared all the matenal details of domes-
tic Lfe, for of these Lisbeth took charge, and started all
over again the tour de force of economy that she had
achieved at Madame Marneffe’s, seeing in this an oppor-
tunity of bringing the weight of her vengeance fo bear on
these three upright lives, the object of 2 hatred that was
now aggravated by the overthrow of all her hopes. Once a
month she went to see Valérie, sent there by Hortense,
Who was anxious to have news of Wenceslas, and *
Célestine, who was very worried on account of the .




liaison between her father and the woman to whom her
mother and sister-in-law owed their ruin and their unhap-
piness. Lisbeth, needless to say, took advantage ol this
curiosity in order to see Valérie as often as she liked.

Abodt twenty months passed by, during which the
Baroness recovered her health, except that ber nervous
trembling remained. She learned her duties, which provided
her with a noble distraction from her grief and an outlet
for her heavenly goodness of heart. In her work she saw,
moreover, a posstble means of discovering the whereabouts
of her husband, in the course of the vanious chances that
took ber to all parts of Paris Meanwhile the debts t0
Vauvinet were pad, and the penston of six thousand francs
payable to Baron Hulot was almost redeemed. Victorin
pad all lus mother’s expenses, as well as s sister’s, out of
the ten thousand francs interest on the capital left in trust
for them by Marshal Hulot Adelme’s salary amounted (0
stx thousand francs a year, and this sum, together with the
Baron's pension, when it was freed, would in due course
produce a clear mncome of twelve thousand francs 2 yeal
for the mather and daughter The poor woman would have
been almost happy but for her constant anxiety as to the
fate of the Baron, for she would have hiked him to enjoy
the good fortune that was beginning to smule on the family;
and but for the spectacle of her abandoned daughter, and
but for the ternble blows that Lisbeth, whose drabotical
character had free play, administered from time to timé
apparently 1n all mnocence.
A scene which took place early in March 1843 wilt
illustrate the effects produced by Lisbeth’s persistent hatred.
stlt seconded by Madame Marneffe. Two important events
had taken place m Madame Marneffe's life, First, she had
given burth to a stiliborn infant, whose coffie had been
worth two thousand francs a year ta her, And as to Marnefle
himsell, cleven months later Lisbeth was able to give hef
family the following news on her return from a visit of
discovery 1o the Marnefle establishment.

“This morrung,” she said, “that dreadful Valéric called
in Dr. Bianchon to know whether the doctors who con*
demned her husband yesterday had made any mistake. pr.
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Bianchon has said that that frightfol man will be m the
hell that awaits him this very night. Old Crevel and
Madame Mameffe saw the doctor out, and your father,
Célestine dear, gave the doctor five gold preces for that
piece of good news. When he got back to the drawing
room Crevel cut capers hke a dancer, and kissed that
woman, and said, ‘So you will be Madame Crevel at last!"
And he said to me, when she left us alone to return to her
husband’s bedside—for hts death-rattle had begun—your
respected father said to me, ‘With Valéne for my wife, T
shall become a peer of France! I shall buy an estate I have
my eye on, Presles, that Madame de Sénzy wants to sell
Ishall be Crevel of Presles, and a member of the Council
of Seine-ct-Ouse, and a deputy I shall have a son' I shall
be all T ever wanted to be!” ‘And what about your daugh-
ter, then? I said to him ‘PoohV he said, ‘she 18 only a
daughter. Besides she has become too much of a Hulot
altogether, and Valérie can’t bear any of that Jot My son-
in-law has always refused to come here Who 1s he to set
up as the family mentor, a Spartan, a puritan. a philan-
thropist? So I am through with my daughter She has had
half her mother’s fortune, and two hundred thousand
francs into the bargam! Besides, haven't I the right to do
25 I Iike? I shall judge my daughter and son-in-law by the
way they take my marriage; as they behave, so shall T If
they behave property toward therr stepmother, we shall
seet After all, I am a man'—and more such nonsense!
And he posed like Napoleon on 2 monument!™

The ten months’ officral widowhood imsisted upon by the
Code Napoléon had now elapsed some days since The
estate of Presles had been purchased Victonn and Céles-
tine had sent Lisbeth that very mormmng to find out the
latest niews of the marnage of that charming widow 10
the Mayor of Pans, now a member of the Council of
Seine-et-Orse.

Célestine and Hortense, who had become ncreasingly
fond of one another since they had lived under the same
roof, were now almost inseparable “The Baroness, carned
away by her conscientiousness, that made her do far morg
than was necessary in her work, devoted her whole energ



to the charitable works of which she was an agent; she
was out nearly every day from eleven to five. The two
sisters-in-law, thrown together by the care of their children,
whom they looked after together, both stayed at home
and shared their work. They had come to speak all theif
thoughts aloud and presented a touching picture of two
sisters; one happy, the other sad Beautiful, full of life, g3y
and witty, the sad sister seemed to belie her true situation
by her exterior; while the melancholy, gentle, calm Céles-
tine, equable as reason itself, habitually pensive and
thoughtful, might have been thought to have some secret
sorrow Perhaps this contrast contributed to their warm
friendship, Each of these two women supplied the othef
with what she lacked Sitting in a little summerhouse 11
the garden that the trowel of the speculative builder had
spared through a happy fancy (for he had intended to keeP
this hundred square feet of earth for himself), they weré
enjoying the first green shoots of the llacs, the spring
fesuval that can only be appreciated in full in Paris, whose
inhabutants, for six months of the year, have lived in forget
fulness of vegetation, between cliffs of stone and the tossing
tides of their human ocean,

“Célestine,” said Hortense, in reply to a remark from
her sister-in-law, who was saying what a pity it was that hef
husband had to be at the Chamber in this fine weather, T
do ot think you appreciate your happtness, Victonn isa
perfect angel, and you sometimes torment him."

“My dear, men like to be tormented! Some ways of
teasing are a proof of affection 1f your poor mother fad
pccn—nol exacting, perhaps, but always ready to be exacts
ing, you would certasnly not have had all these msfortuncs
to lament.”

“Lisbeth has not come back. 1 shall have to sing the
song of Malbrouck™ said Hortense, *1 do long for some
news of Wenceslas! What does he live on? He has done 10
work for two years.”

“Victorin told me that he saw him the other day wiih
that dreadful woman, and he suspects that she keeps him
in idleness. You know, if you wanted to, Hortense dearly
you could still have your husband back.”
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Hortense shook her head.

“Believe me, the situation will become intolerable before
E""g," Célestine continued, “At first, anger and despaic and
indignation gave you strength And the awful misfortunes
that have since descended on our famuly—two deaths,
financial disaster, and Baron Hulot's run—have occupied
your fieart and your thoughts. But now that you are hving
in peace and quiet you wall not be able to bear the empti-
ress in your life so easily. And as you never could—and do
ot want to—leave the paths of virtue, you will have to be
reconciled with Wenceslas. You know how fond Victonin
is of you, and that s what he thinks There 15 one thing
stronger than our personal feelings, and that 1s nature,”

“But he is so worthless!” exclaimed the proud Hortense.
“He is that woman’s lover, because she keeps him! Has she
paid his debts, do you magine? Good Heavens, I think of
bss situation night and day! He 1s the father of my child,
and he 1s degrading himself!”

“Think of your mother, dear child," said Célestine

_ Célestine was one of those women who, when you have
given them enough reasons to convince a Breton peasant,
20 back for a hundredth time to their onginal argument.
Her face, rather flat, cold and common, her brown hair,
braided in straight plaits, her very complexion, atl marked
her as a sensible woman, with no charm, but also with no
weakness.

“The Baroness would gladly be with her husband in his
disgrace, to comfort him, and hide him in her heart from
all eyes,” Célesunc continued, “She has & room ready for
him upstairs, just as if she expected to find him one day
2nd b, im back.”

“Ol?,n;i;":omcr is wonderfull™ Hortense seplied, “She
has been wonderful all the time, every day, for twenty-six
years. But 1 have not her character! It can’t be helped!
¥ am angry with mysell sonetimes. Dut you 'don‘l know
what it is, Célestine, to have to compromise with infamyy,

“What about my father?” replied Célestine calmly. *

15 certainly going the way in which yours pcm.hf_'m
father js ten years younger than (}'le Baron, and

shopkeeper, it is where will it end? T



Marnefle has made my father obey her Jike a dog; she
disposes of his fortune, and gives him his ideas, and nothing
can open his eyes. And now that the banns of marriage are
published I tremble! My husband means to try once more;
he regards 1t as his duty to avenge socicty and the family
and bring that woman to book for all her crimes. You
know, my dear Hortense, noble minds like Victorin's, 2nd
heatts Ike ours, find out too late about the world and its
ways! This is a secret, my dear, and I tell you in conﬁdu}cc
because it concerns you, but don’t say a word, don't §ive
a sign, and don’t tell even Lisbeth, or your mother, of
anybody, because—~""

“Here 1s Lisbeth,” said Hortense. “Well, Cousin, how
goes the inferno 1n the Rue Barbet?”

“Badly for you, my dears. Your husband, my dear
Hortense, is more infatuated than ever with that woman,
who, I must say, 1s madly in love with him, As for your
father, Célestine my dear, he is gloriously blind. But that
is nothing new; it 1s what I se¢ once a fortnight, and really
1 am thankful that T have never had anything to do with
men. They are beasts Five days from now Victorin and
you, dear child, will have lost your father’s fortune!”

“Have the banns been published?™ asked Célestine.

“Yes,” Lisbeth replied, “I have just been pleading your
cause. T said to that monster, who is following in the foot-
steps of the other one, that 1f he would help you out of the
difficulties you are in, and pay off your house for you, that
you would be grateful, and receive your s(cpmothcr——"

Hortense started in alarm,

“Victorin will decide,” Célestine replied coldly. .

“But do you know what the Mayor replied?” gaid Lis~
beth, “‘Let them struggle Horses are only broken by
starving, by lack of sleep, and by going without sugar!
Monsieur Crevel is worse than Baron Huloti So, my poo¢
dears, start your mourning for your father's moncy! And
what a fortune! Your father has paid three million fof the
Presles estate, and he still has an income of thirty thousand!
Oh, he has no secrets from me! He js talking of buyng the
Navarreins mansion in the Rue du Bac, Madame Man“""
has forty thousand francs a year on her own account. AR
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here 15 our guardtan angel—here comes your mother!” she
exclaimed, hearing the wheels of a carriage
. And presently the Baroness came down the steps and
jowed the family party. At fifty-five, ravaged by so many
sorows, anfi constantly trembling as though shivering with
ague, Adeline, who was now pale and wrinkled, stll had
hcriﬁnc figure, her superb lines, and her natural dignity.
Secing her, anyone would have said “She must have been
beavtifull” Worn by the grief of not knowing what had
become of her husband, of not bewng able to share with
hm this Parisian oasis, the peace and seclusion, the com-
{ort that the famly was beginrung to enjoy, she presented
“}e graceful majesty of a run At every gleam of hope
disappointed, at every useless search, Adeline sank 1nto a
deep depression that separated her from her children The
Baroness, who had left that morning with fresh hopes,
was eagerly awarted An official, under an obligation to
Hulot, to whom he owed his high position, had sad that
he had seen the Baron 1n a box at the Ambigu-Comique
Theater, with a woman of astomishing beauty, Adelne had
gone to call on Baron Vernier This high official, while
aﬂifming that he had indeed seen s old protector, and
saying that his behavior toward the woman during the
performance d a cland tup, had told
Madame Hulot that her husband, 1n order to avord meeting
him, had left long before the end of the performance
_“He seemed on very famuliar terms with the girl, and
his dress betrayed straitened ctreumstances,” he added in
conclusion,

“Well?* said the threc women to the Baroness

“Well, Monsieur Hulot 1s 1 Pans And that is 1 self,
for me, a ray of hope—to think that he is not far away,”
Adeline replied.

“He does not appear to have reformed!” said Lisbeth,
when Adeline had concluded her account of her interview
with Baron Vernter “He seems to have taken up with
some httle working-girl. But where can he be gettng
money from? I'lt be bound that he gets it from his old
mistresses, Mademonselle Jenny Cadine, or Josépha!”

The Baroness's trembling grew more violent than et
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she wiped away the tears that rose to her eyes, and looked
up sadly toward heaven, )

1 cannot believe that a Grand Officer of the Legion of
Honor would sink so low,” she said.

“For his pleasure,” said Lisbeth, “there is nothing he
would not do! He robbed the State; he would rob indi-
viduals; he might even commit murder'

“Oh! Lisbeth!” cried the Baroness, “keep such thoughts
to yourself!”

At this moment Louise came toward the family group,
which had been jomed by the two httle Hulots and little
Wenceslas, who came to see whether their grandmother’s
pockets contained any sweets

“What 15 1t, Lomse?” they asked

“There 1s a man askmg for Mademoiselle Fischer.”

“What kind of man?” said Lisbeth,

“He is all 1n tatters, Miss, and covered with fluff Iike 2
mattress-maker; he has a red nose, and smells of brandy.
He is the sort who does 0dd jobs *

This unattractive description had the effect of raking
Lisbeth hurry to the court of the house in the Rue Louvis-
le-Grand, where she found a man smoking a pipe whose
seasontng proved him a past master in the art of smoking.

“What have you come here for, P2re Chardin?” she
asked him, “We agreed that you would always go, on the
first Saturday of the month, to the door of Madame
Marnefle’s house in the Rue Barbet-de-Jouy; I have just
come back after staymg there for five hours, and you did
not come!”

“I did go there, respectable and charitable lady,” said
the mattress-maker. “But there was a game of snooker
going on at the Café des Savants, Rue du Coeur Volant,
and we all have our little weaknesses, Mine is billiards. If
it hadn't been for billiards I might have been eating off
silver plate. You must get this straight,” he said, searching
for a paper in the gusset of his torn trousers, “billiards fead
on to a drop, and plum-brandy. It is ruinous, like alt good
things, by the little extras that come with it. I know the
arrangement, but the old man is o such a fix that I came
where you told me not to If hair was all hair, we might
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sleep on 1t! But it is a mixture! God doesn’t look after every-
body, as they say—He has His preferences; after all, it’s
His right. Here is the letter from your estimable relative and
my very good friend. It will tell you his political views ”
Pére Chardin trted to trace some zigzag lines in the air
with the forefinger of his night hand.
. Lisbeth, paying no attention to him, read these few
ines:

Dear Coust,
Be my Providence! Let me have three hundred francs today'
ECTOR

“What does he want the money for?”

“The landlord'” said Pére Chardin, who was still trying
to trace figures 1n the air. “And then my son has come back
from Algenia, through Spamn, and Bayonne, and . he
hasn’t made any takings, which 1s not like him, because,
begging your pardon, he 1s a sharp chap, my son' Well,
there it is, he’s got to live, but he will pay back all we lend
him, because he wants to get up a what'’s-its-name. He has
1deas that will take htm a long way.”

“To the police court!” said Lisbeth. “He killed my uncle,
and I haven't forgotten 1t!”

“Him' He wouldn’t kill 2 chicken, respectable lady ™

“Here, take the three hundred francs,” said Lisbeth,
taking fifteen gold pieces from her purse. “Now—be off
with you, and never come here agam *

She saw the father of the Oran storekeeper to the gate,
where she pornted out the old drunk to the porter,

“If that man comes here—if he ever does come here
again—do not on any account let him in, and tell him that
1 am not at home If he tries to find out whether Monsieur
Hulot, or Baroness Hulot, live here, say you don’t know
anyone of that pame ”

“Very good, Miss.”

“It might cost you your place if you made a mistake,
even unintentionally,” the old maid whispered to th;'
porter. #

“Cousin,” she said, turning to the barrister, who was

coming 1n, “you 1byagreatm ~ .



“What is that?”

“In a few days your wife will have Madame Mamneffe
for a stepmother.”

“That remains to be seen’” said Victorin.

For the last six months Lisbeth had been paying, regu-
larly, a small allowance to her protector, Baron Hulot,
whose protectress she had become, she knew the secret of
his whereabouts, and she relished Adelme’s tears, saying
to her, as we have seen, when she saw her gay and hopeful:
“Wait till you find my poor cousin's name in the papers,
in the police-court news > And in this, as on a previous
occasion, she had gone too far 1n her vengeance. She had
aroused Victonm’s suspicions Victorm had made up his
mind to put an end to this Sword of Damocles that Lisbeth
was constantly pomting out, and to the she-devil to whom
tus mother and the whole family owed so many misfortunes.
The Prince de Wissembourg, who knew all about Madame
Marrneffe, was secretly supporting the young barrister’s
enterprise, he had promised him, as President of the Coun-
cil, the secret help of the police in order to enlighten Crevel
and save a fortune from the clutches of the diabolical
courtesan, whom he had not forgiven for Marshal Hulot’s
death and the ruin of a Councilor of State.

CHAPTER XXXIII

THE words “he gets it from his old mustresses,” spoken
by Lisbeth, kept the Baroness awake all night. Like invalids
condemned by the doctors, who consult quacks, like those
who have fallen into Dante’s lowest circle, that of despaif,
or like drowning men who clutch at straws, taking thein
for masts, she came at last to believe in the baseness the
very thought of which had shocked her; and it occurred to
her that she might apply for help to one of thesc odious
women. Next morning, without consulting her children of
saying a word to anyone, she went to call on Mademoiselle
Josépha Mirah, prima donna of the Royal Academy of
Music, there to find or Jose the hope that had gleamed
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bcf?rc her like a will-o™-the-wisp At noon the great singer’s
maid brought her the Baroness Hulot’s card, informing her
that the Tady herself was warting at the door having asked
whethier Mademoiselle could receive her.

“Are the rooms done?”

“Yes, Muss.”

“And the flowers fresh?”

“Yes, Miss
. “Tell Yean just to look around and see that everything
Is all right before showing the lady 1n, and see that she is
treated with the greatest respect Go, and then come back
and dress me, because T must look my smartest

And she went to examine herself m her cheval glass.

“Now, brace up!” she saxd to herself. “Vice must arm
herself 10 meet wirtue! Poor woman! I wonder why she
Wants to see me! I cannot bear to see ‘du malheur, auguste
victime'l”

She came to the end of that well-known ara just as her
maid returned.

“Madame,” said the maid, “that lady has been taken
with a nervops trembling

“Well, offer her some orange-flower water, or some
um, or some soup!”

“I did, Miss. But she won't take anything, she says 1t 15
a nervous complaint she has.”

“Where did you take her?”

“Into the big drawmg room.” N

“Hurry up, child! Now, my best slippers, and my
flowered dressing gown by Bijou, and as many Jace falls
as you can find. Do my hair fo impress a woman, This
womman 1s on the other side—my opposite! And tell that
lady—for she is a really great lady, my gul, which is more
than you will ever bel-—a woman whose prayers rescuc
souls from your purgatory!—tell her that lamin lffd‘ that
T was singing last might, and that T am getting up R

The Baroness, shown into Josépha’s drawing room, did
not notice how long she was kept waiting, although, m
fact, it was more than half an hour. This drawing room,
that had already been redecorated since Josépha had moved
into this bittle viila, was hung with purple and gold -~
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of Josépha's eyes, and she smiled back at the Baroness.
This silent interchange between the two women was
ternbly eloguent, '

“It is two years and a half since Baron Hulot left home,
and I have no idea where he 15, although 1 do know that he
1s living in Pans,” the Baroness continued, with emotion.
“I had an absurd idea—just a dream, very Iikely—that you
mght have been helping my husband. I you could enable
me to see him, Mademoselle, you should have my prayers,
every day, so long as I live "

Two great tears that rolled down the singer's cheeks
foretold her answer.

“Madame,” she sa1d, 1 humblest tones, “T have wronged
you without knowing you, but now that I have had the
puvilege of seeing, 1n your person, the most perfect image
of virtue on earth, believe me, T see the greatness of my
fault, and deeply repent it, and you may depend upon me
to do all 1 can to remedy it

She took the Baroness's hand before that lady could
prevent her, and kissed 1t with the deepest respect, even
going down on one knee. Then she got up, as proud as
when she came on to the stage in the part of Mathilde, and
rang the bell

“Go,” she said to her manservant, “go on horseback,
kil the horse 1f necessary, and find lile Bijou, of Rue
Saint-Maur-du-Temple, and bring her here See her into
a cab and tip the dniver so that he will come at a gailop
Don’t waste an mstant, if you don’t want to lose your
place. Madame,” she said, returmung 1o the Baroness, and
speaking to her 1n tones of the utmost respect, “you must
forgive me. When the Due d’Hérouville became my pro-
tector I sent the Baron back to you, when I knew that he
was ruining s family for me, What more could 1 do? In
the theater | 15 absolutely indispensable at the
beginning of our careers. Our sataries do not pay one tenth
of our expenses, and we all have temporary husbands.
Baron Hulot was nothing to me, but he took me away from
a rich man, a conceited ass Old Crevel would certainly
have married me *
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}“Su he told me,” said the Baroness, interrupting the
singer.

“Well, 50 you see, Madame, I might have been an honest
woman today, with only one lawful husband!”

“You have excuses,” said the Baroness, “and God will
take them into account. But far from coming here to
teproach you, I came to contract a debt of gratitude toward
you.”

“Madame, I have been looking after the Baron for
nearly three years.”

“You'” exclaimed the Baroness, with tears m her eyes.
“Ah! How can I ever thank you? I have pothing to give
but my prayerst”

“The Duc d’Hérouville and 1,” the smger went on, “a
noble soul, a real gentleran . . "

And Josépha gave an account of the settlement and
“marriage™ of Monsteur Thoul

_“And so, thanks to you,” said the Baroness, “my
busband has wanted for mothing?”

“We have seen to that.”

“And where is he?”

“Nearly six months ago the Duke mentioned to me that
the Baron, whom his lawyer knew as Moasieur Thoul, had
drawn all the eight thousand francs that were to be' pagd
out to him in regular three-monthly instaliments,” said
Josépha, “But neither the Duke nor I have heard a word
from the Baron. Our lives are so full and so busy, we&
artists, that 1 have not had time to run after old Th'OUI.
And as 1t happens, Byou, who does my embrowdery, his—
what shall 1 say?”

“His mistress,” said Madame Hulot.

“His mistress,” Josépha repeated, “has mot been h";-
Mademoiselle Olympe Bijou has perhaps been dvn‘vorcc .

worces are not uncommon in our part of Paris

Josépha rose, and despolted her jardiméres of rare
flowers to make a charming bouquet for !h_: Baroness,
whose expectations, however, had been :rpxre\y disap-
pointed, Like all those good folk who imagine that men
and women of genius are monsters, who cat, drin’
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and speak in a way totally different from other people, the
Baroness had hoped to see Josépha the opera singer, the
fascinator of men, the dazzling and voluptuous courtesan;
and instead, she found a woman of calm and poise, with
the digrity of her talent, the simplicity of an actress who
knows herself to be a queen of the evenings, and besides,
better than all that, a courtesan who in her looks, attitude,
and behavior pad full and unreserved homage to the
Mater Dolorosa of the hymn, and who offered flowers to
. her wounds, as in Italy they crown the Madonna.

“Madame,” said the valet, who returned in about half
an hour. *Old Madame Bijou is on her way; but you must
not count on little Olympe. Your embroideress has become
a respectable woman; she 1s married.”

“To all intents and purposes?” asked Josépha

“No, Madame, really married. She is 1n charge of &
flounishing business, she has married the owner of a fashion-
able ist on which th ds have been spent,
on the Boulevard des Italiens, and she has left her
embroidery business to her sister and her mother. She is
Madame Grenouville now. This fat shopkeeper—"

“A Crevelt™

“Yes, Madame,” said the valet, “He has settled thirty
thousand francs a year on Mademoiselle Bijou as her
marnage settlement. Her elder sister, they say, is going 10
marry a rich butcher,”

“Your affair seems to be going badly,” said the singet
to the Baroness. “Monsieur le Baron is no longer where I
installed him "

Ten munutes later Madame Bijou was unced-
Josépha prudently made the Baroness go through into her
boudoir, and drew the curtain,

“Your presence would frighten her,” she said to the
Baroness. “She would not give anything away if she thought
that you were interested in her confidences, so let me
extract her confession’ Hide in there; you will hear every-
thing. This scene is acted just as often in real Ife as in the
theater.”

“Well, Mother Bijou,” said the singer to an old woman
swathed in tartan, looking like a porter's wife in her
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Sunday best. “So now you are all well off! Your daughter
has been very lucky!”

“Well offt My daughter gives us a hundred francs a
motith, and she rides in a coach, and eats off silver; she’s a
millionaire, she is! Olympe mght have saved me from
having to work, at my age. Do you call that well off”

“She ought not to be ungrateful, because you gave her
her beauty,” said Josépha; “but why has she not been to
sec me? I saved her from want when 1 married her to my
uncle.”

“Yes, Madame, old Thoul' . . But he s very old, and
broken downt” *

“What have you done with him? Is he with you? She
made a big mistake in leaving hum, because now he is
worth millions!™

“There!” said old Madame Bijou. “That’s just what I
told her when she played hum up, and he as gentle as
anything with her, poor old chap' Oh' Didn’t she just wear
him out! Olympe was perverted, Madame!”

“How was that?”

“Well, she got to know, 1f you will excuse my saying so,
Madame, a publicty man, the great-nephew of an old
mattress-maker in Faubourg Samt-Marcean. This good-
for-nothung, Like all these good-looking young fellows paid
to clap at the plays, you know—he’s the cock of the walk
in the Boulevard du Temple, where he works up the new
shows, and takes care of the reception of the actresses,
23 he calls it, In the mormng he has’ his breakfast; and
before the show he has his dinner, to be up to the nvmrk.
In other words, he’s all for drinks and billards. That’s no
%ay to hve, as I saxd to Olympe ” .

“It is a way some men do lve, unfortumately,” said
Josépha,

“Well, Olympe lost her head over that fellow, who kept
very bad company, Madame, as you will understand when
T tell you he was very nearly arrested m a bar where all
the thieves meet. Well, Monsreur Braulard, the head o{
the publicity, got him out of that. He wears gold earm >
and Lives by doing nothing and banging around .
who are crazy abn\&hesc handsome good-for s



Well, he took all the money off her she got from Monsieur
Thoul The business went to pieces. All that she made on
the embroidery business went on the billiards, And then,
as T was saying, this young fellow had a pretty sister, who
was no better than her brother, a little nobody, over in
the students’ quarter

“A Chaumiére tart?" said Josépha

“Yes, Madame,” said Bijou’s mother. “Well, as I was
saying, Idamore—that’s what he calls himself, but his real
name 1s Chardin—TIdamore always said as how your uncle
must have more money than what he said, and he managed,
without my daughter knowing anything about it, to send
his sister Elodie—that's the fancy stag he gave
her—to us as a workgurl And my word, didn’t she have
things upside down' She got all the workgils into bad
ways, so that you couldn’t do anythwng with them, quite
shameless, 1f you'll pardon my saying so, and she managed
somehow or other to get round old Thoul, and she has
took him off somewhere we don't know where and left us .
in a mice fix—what with the bills. We haven’t managed to
pay them all off yet, but my daughter, who 1s well up 1
things, 1s lookng after ail that Well, as I was saying, whett
Idamore had got hold of the old man, through his sister,
he left my poor girl, and he's carrying on now with @
young actress m the Funambules And so you see that was
how my daughter came to get married—"

“But do you know where the mattress-maker Tives?”
asked Josépha

“Old Pere Chardin? As if he lived anywhere! He is
drunk by six in the morning He makes a mattress once 8
month at most, and spends the day hanging about the
bars—he goes 1n for the pools.”

“Goes in for pools? He sounds a fine diver!”

“You don't understand, Madame I mean billiard pools-
He wins three or four every day and he drinks that.”

“Drinks the pools!” said Josépha. “But if Idamore hangs
about the boulevard, we could find him through my friend
Braulard.” .

1 don't know, Madame, seeing as all this happencd six
months ago. 1damore is one of the sort that might have

acg




gone to jail before now, and from there to Melun, and
after that—well—"

“To penal servitude,” said Josépha,

“Well, Madame, you know everything,” said the old
Madame Bijou with a smule “If my daughter hadn’t have
known that fellow, she would have been . . Well, she
hasn't done too badly all the same, mnd you, because
Monsicur Grenouville took such a fancy to her that he’s
married her.”

“And how did that marriage come about?”

“Olympe was desperate, Madame When she was
dropped for that young actress didn’t she give her a piece
of her mind! My word, didn’t she just clean her! Well, and
when she had lost old Thoul, who adored her, she decided
she’d had enough of men But then Monsteur Grenouville,
who did a lot of busmess with us—two hundred em-
broidered Chinese shawls every three months—he wanted
to console her But however that mught be, she wouldn’t
listen to anything without the Mayor and the Church °I
Tiean fo be respectable,’ she said, ‘or pensh?” And she kept
her word, Monsieur Grenouville agreed to marry her, on
condition she gave us all up, and we agreed.”

“At a price?” said the astute Josépha

“Yes, Madame, ten thousand francs, and an allowance
for my father, who is too old to work.”

“[ asked your daughter to be kind to old Thoul, and she
has thrown lum over That 1s not good enough! I shall
never try to help anybody again. That 1s what comes of
trymg to do good' Domng good seems to be a very bad
speculation. Olympe might at least have told me about all
this in the beginmng! If you find old Thoul within a
foxlmght, T will give you a thousand francs!™

“That's not so easy, lady, but there’s a lot of hundred-
sous pieces m a thousand francs, so Tl try to earn your
hioney *

“Goodbye, Madame Bijou ™ . .
en she went into her boudoir the singer found

Madame Hulot 1n a dead faint; but il:l spite of her loss of
consciousness, her nervous tremor still shook her, as the
pieces of a smake still twitch after it has been cut up
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Strong smelling saits, cold water, and all the usual methods,
brought the Baroness back to life, or, rather, to the con-
sciousness of her sorrow.

“Ah! How low has he fallen!” she satd, recognizing the
singer, and seeing that she was alone with her,

“Have courage,” sad Josépha, who had seated herself
on a cushion at the Baroness’s feet, and who was Kissing
her hands, “We shall find hrm! And f he is in the mire—
well, he can wash it off. Believe me, for men of breeding
it is all a matter of clothes Allow me to make up for the
wrongs 1 have done you, for I see how much you care for
your husband, m spite of his behavior, or you would not
have come here' But there 1t is, poor man! He is too fond
of women, But you know, 1f you had had some of our chic,
you could have kept him from straying, because then you
would have been what we never are—everything to a man.
The Government ought to start a school for training honest
women' But governments are so strait-laced! They are
Ted by the men who are led by us! I am sorry for nations!

But there, 1t 1s a question of helping you, and no
laughing matter. Well, do not worry; go home, and set
your mind at rest I will buing you back your Hector just
as he was thirty years ago!”

“Oh! Let us ga to Madame Grenouvillel” said the
Baroness “She will surely know something; perhaps I shalt
see my husband this very day, and be able to rescue hint
at once from paverty and shame.”

“Madame, 1 will prove to you at once how deeply I
appreciate the honor you have done me, by not allowing
the singer Josépha, the Duc d"Hérouville’s mistress, to be
seen beside the most beautiful and saintly image of virtue.
1 respect you too much to appear in public with you. ¥ am
not affecting humility; it 1s an honor that I wish to pay
you. You make me regret that I cannot be like you, for al!
the thorns that tear your hands and feet! Buy there it is—T
belong to art, as you do to virtue,” .

“Poor child" exclaimed the Baroness, moved, in spit¢
of her own sorrows, by a strange emation of sympathy and
compassion. “I shall pray for you, far you are the victtm of
a society that must have its eptertainment. When you ar¢
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old, repent You will be forgiven, if God deigns to hear
the prayers of a—"

“Of a martyr!” said Josépha, respectfully kissing the
Baroness’s skirt.

But Adeline took the singer’s hand, drew her to her, and
lussed her brow. Blushing with pleasure, the singer saw
Adeline to her cab, with every mark of respect

“It must be some Lady of Chanty,” said the valet to the
maid, “because she doesn’t treat everybody like that—not
even her best friend, Miss Jenny Cadine

“Just wait a day or two,” she sad, “and you shall see
hun, or T shall renounce the God of my fathers; and from
a Jewess, you know, that 1s a promise of success.”

While the Baroness was visiting Josépha, Victorn, in
his office, was interviewmng an old womas of about seventy-
five, who, in order to obtain admusston to the presence
of the distinguished barrster, had mentioned the terrible
name of the Chief of the Secret Police The attendant
announced: “Madame de Samt-Estéve.” .

“That is one of my busmness names,” she said, sitting
down .
Victorin was sttuck by a sort of mnner chull at the sight
of this terrible hag Although expensively dressed, shclwas
hideous to behold, by reason of the cold mahgnity written
on her dull, wrinkled, pale, strong-featured face. Marat,
imagined as a woman, and at that age, might have been,
Iike this Samt-Estdve, a personification of the Terror. This
Sinister old creature’s eyes shone with tigenish, blood-
thiesty greed. Her squat nose, whose nostnils, opemng nto
wo oval caviues. breathed the fires of hell, su.ggC§lcd the
beak of some cruel bird of prey. A spirit of intrigue sat
enthroned on her Jow and cruel forehead Long wiry hairs
frew scattered op her wrinkled face, bespeaking the
Virthty of her projects. Anyoneé seeing this woman woul‘d
have reflected that all the panters had faed in their
Tepresenta f Mephistopbeles

E‘My ée::;‘i: ,. shcpbegajf 1n a patromzing tone, “1 bave
given up undertaking any business for a long time. Any-
thing [ do for you will be done entirely on account of my N
dear nephew, whom 1 love like a son. Now, the Chief o,
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Police, to whom the President of the Council said a word
about your affairs, in consultation with Monsieur Chapuzot,
thinks that the palice ought not to appear in an affair of
this kind He has given my nephew a free hand, hu_t my
nephew does not want to be mixed up in 1t except in an
advisory capacity; he cannot afford to be compromised.”

“Then your nephew is—" X

“That’s right, and I am rather proud of it,” she xepllcq,
interrupting the lawyer, “for he is my pupil, and the pupil
has gone one beter than his teacher We have gone into
your bustness, and we have come to our own conclusions
about it Would you give thirty thousand francs to have
this matter done with once and for all? T will settle it for
you, and you need not pay until the thing is done.”

“You know the people concerned””

“No, my dear sir, you will have to give me that infor-
mation 1 was told “There 1s an old idiot who is in the
clutches of a widow. The widow is twenty-nine and has
played her thieving game so well that she has taken forty
thousand francs a year out of the pockets of two heads of
famuhies She 15 just about to swallow eighty thousand
francs a year by marrying an old feliow of sixty-one; she
will ruin an entire respectable family and leave this vast
fortune to the child of some lover by promptly getting rid
of her old husband.” That 1s the situation ™

“That 1s correct,” said Victorin. “My father-in-law,
Monsieur Crevel—"

“Formerly a perfumer, a Mayor, I live in his district,
under the name of Ma’am Nourrisson,” she replied.

“The other person 15 Madame Marnefle.”

“1 don’t know her,” s;id Madame de Saint-Estéve, “but
within three days I will be in a position to count her vests.”

“Would you be able to prevent the marriage?” asked
the lawyer.

“How far has 1t gone?”

“The banns have been read twice”

*1t would mean kidnaping the woman, This is Sund?y:
there are only three days, because they will be getting
married on Wednesd , 1t is impossible! But we could
kil her for you!™
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Victorin Hulot jumped, as any upright man would, on
hearing those six words spoken m cold blood!

“Murder!” he said “And how would you do 1t

“For forty years niow, sir, we have been playing the part
of destiny,” she replied with gom pride, “and done just
what we pleased in Paris More families than one, mn the
Faubourg Saint-Germain at that, bave told me their secrets,
Tean tell you I have made and marred many a marriage,
aad torn up many a will, and saved many a reputation. I
keep hery ,” she said, tappmg her brow, “a Intle flock of
secrets that are worth thurty-six thousand francs a year to
me. Well, you would be one of my lambs! A woman like
myself would not be what I am 1f I talked about ™y ways
and means! [ act! All that will happen, my dear sir, will be
20 accident, and you need not have the shghtest remorse
You will be like a man cured by a hypnotist, who believes
by the end of a month that nature dsd 1t all”

Victorin was m a cold sweat The sight of an executioner
would have disturbed him less than this sententious and
Preteatious sister of the hulks: as he looked at her purple
dress, he fancied that she was robed 1 blood

“I cannot accept the help of your experence and energy,
N{"’di‘me. 1f that success 1s to cost a life, or if even the least
eriminal act 15 commatted,” .

“You are sll a baby, '™ Madame Samt-Estive re-
Plied “You want to remam mnocent 1w your owa eyes,
but af the same you want to sec your enemy come to a

ad end,”

Victorin shook his head

“Yes,” she contmued, “you want this Madame Marneffe
{0 drop the prey she has 1 her jaws! And how do you
Proposé to make a tiger drop sts piece of meat? )?0 you
€xpect 1 do st by stroking it and saying ‘Puss-Puss'? You
3te not logical You declare war, and you don't want any
Wounds! Very well, I will make you a present of your
Innocence that you have so much at heart 1 have always
found that innocence is the raw material of hypocnisy!
One day in the next three months a poor priest will come
and ask you for forty thousand francs for a pious work—
4 runed convent in the Levant, 1 the desert! If you



satisfied with the way things have turned out, give the
good man the forty thousand francs! You will pay more
than that in income tax! It will be a mere teifle, after all,
m companson with what you wilt gamn ™ 5

She rose, on her large feet that bulged out of her satin
shippers, and took her leave, smiling and bowing.

“The devil has a sister!” sad Victonn, rising.

He saw to the door this hideous stranger, called up from
the recesses of the Secret Police like 2 monster from the
lower regtons of the theater summoned up by the wand of
a fairy 1 a pantomime When he had fimshed his work at
the Palns de Justice, Victorn went to call on Monsiewr
Chapuzot, head of one of the most wmportant departments
of the Prefecture of Police, to make some inquiries about
tins stranger Seewng Monsieur Chapuzot was alone in his
office, Victonn Hulot thanked ham for hus assistance.

“You sent me,” he sad, “an old woman who is the very
incarnation of the erimmal side of Pans ™

Monsteur Chapuzot lad s spectacles down on his pi¢
of papers, and looked at the lawyer with an expression of
great surprise

“I should certainly not have taken the hiberty of sending
anyone to see you, without letng you know beforehand,
or sending a note of introduction,” be replied

“Then 1t must have been the Prefect—"

1 should think it most unlikely,” sasd Monsicur Chapu-
zot “The ast time the Prince de Wissembourg dined wi
the Minister of the Imenor he saw the Prefect and spoke
to hum of the si you are in, a deplorable position—
and asked him whether he coutd help you, in a friendly
way The Prefect, who was naturally anxjous to help on
account of His Excellency’s interest in this fomily matteh
did me the honor of discussing the subject with me. Since
the Prefect has held the reins of this much-abused but very
useful department he has made it a rule that family matters
are to be left alone In principle, and in theary, he is rights
but in practice he is wrong, The police—1 have been wilh
them for forty-five years—rendered great services ta fam«
flics between scventeen ninety-nine and eighteen fiftecn.
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Since eighteen twenty the Press and constitutional govern-
ment have totally altered the conditions of our existence
A.nd 50 my advice was not to terfere in an affair of this
kll'fd‘, and the Prefect did me the honor of accepting my
opinion, The chief of the detective branch, m my presence,
Teceived orders not to do anything 1n the matter, and if
by any chance he has sent you anyone I shall reprmand
him ¥t might involve his losing his place People say ‘The
police will do this or that'! The police! The police—why,
my dear sir, the Marshal and the Council of Mimsters do
not know what the police are Only the police know the
police. The King, to be sure—Napoleon, Lowss XVIIL,
knew their own police; but as for ours, no one except
Fouché, Monsieur Lenowr, Monsicur de Sartines, and a
few Prefects of exceptional perspicacity, have any notion
of it Everything is changed nowadays! We are reduced,
and disarmed! 1 have seen many private disasters grow
up, which I might have prevented if I had had five grans
of independence of action! The very men who have
crippled us will regret it, f, Iike yourself, they are brought
face to face with some moral abuse that we ought to be
able to sweep away like mud! In pubhc affairs the police
are expected to foresee everything when 1t 1s a matter of
Public safety; but as for the family—that is sacred! T would
do everything in my power to discover and prevent an
attack against the King's life! The very walls of a house
would become transparent, but as for meddling in domestic
affairs, and in private interests? Never, while I sit 1n this
office, because I should be afraid ”

“Of whom”" "

+ “Of the Press, Monsieur de Député of the Left Center!

“Then what ought I to do?" said Hulot, after a pause.

“Well, you tall yourself the famuly!” sud the depart-
mental chief “There 15 no more to be said—you can do
Whatever you like; but as to helping you, as to making the
Police an instrument of private passions and private
Interests, that is out of the question! There, you see, I
the secret of the inevitable persecution—which the
teates pronounced illegal—directed against the ;
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of our present Chief of the Secret Police. Bibi-Lupin used
the poltce for private investigations This might have led
to an immense social danger. With the means at 'hxs
disposal, that man might have been formidable, he might
have been a deputy fate!”

“But 1n my place—"" said Hulot "

“What, you are asking me for advice, you who sell it? ’
rephed Monsteur Chapuzot. “Come, come, my dear sir,
you are making fun of me!

Hulot took his leave of the police official, and went away
without noticing the almost imperceptible shrug which the
latter gave as he rose to see hum to the door.

“And he wants to be a statesman!” said Monsicur
Chapuzot, as he turned back to his reports.

Victorin returned home sull full of perplexities which
he could confide to no one At dinner the Baroness joyfully
told her children that within a month their father might be
shaning their comfortable circumstances and end his days
peacefully in the bosom of the famly.

“Ah' I would gladly give my three thousand six hundred
francs a year to see the Baron here!” Lisbeth exclaimed.
“But, my dear Adeline, do not count on such happiness in
advance, I entreat you'” .

“Lisbeth is night,” said Célestine, “Mother dear, wait
until 1t happens!”

The Baroness, all love and hope, gave an account of her
visit to Josépha, and pitied poor girls hike her, for all theit
good fortune, and spoke of Chardin the mattress-maker,
the father of the Oran storekeeper, m order to show that
she was not indulging 1n false hopes.

Lisbeth, next morning, was by seven o'clock in a cab
and on her way to the Quat de la Tournelle, where she
stopped at the corner of the Rue de Poissy:

*“Go,” she said to the cabby, “to number seven Rue des
Bernardins; it is a house with an entry and no porter. Go
up to the fourth floor, and knock at the door on the left,
on which is a nouce, ‘Mademoiselle Chardin, Laces and
Shawls mended.” She will answer the door. You must ask
for the gentleman. She will say, ‘He’s not in,’ and you must
say, ‘I know, but you must find him, because his mald-of-
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all-work is waiting on the Quai m a cab, and wants to
speak o him * "

Twenty minutes later an old man who looked about
cighty, with perfectly white hair, a nose reddened by the
cold, and a face pale and wrinkled Iike an old woman’s,
shuffitng along with bent back, 1n a pair of kst shppers,
dressed in an overcoat of shiny alpaca, wearing no decora-
tion, the sleeves of his kmtted vest showing at Ius wrsts,
and his shirt unpleasantly stamned, approached tmmdly,
locked at the cab, recognized Lisbeth, and came to the
window
R '“Ah, my dear cousin,” she said, “what a state you are
it

“Elodie takes everything for herself!” said Baron Hulot.
“These Chardins are beastly low creatures

“Would you like to come back to us”

“Oh, no, no,” said the old man “I would rather go to
America,”

“Adeline is on your track!

“Ah! If only someone would pay my debts,” said the
Baron, with a furtive look “For Samanon 1s after me.”

“We still have not paid off your arrears, your son stll
Owes a hundred thousand francs

“Poor boy!”

“And your pension will not be free for another seven
or cight months. If you will wait, I have two thousand
francs here.”

The Baron held out hus hand with a gesture of ternfyig
avidity

“Give it to me, Lisbeth! God bless you for it! I know
where I can go” "

“But you will tell me—won't you, you old monster?

“Yes. T can wait these eight months, because I have
found a Litgle angel, a good creature, innocent, not old
€nough to be depraved yet . "

“Don’t forget the police court,” said Lisbeth, who hope:
fo see Hulot therc one day.

“EN? It 15 in the Rue de Charonne!” said the Baron
“A quarter where no one makes a scandal about anythl{lg
Why, no one will ever find me there. I am called Pér



Thorec, Lisbeth; they think I am a retired cabinet~-maker.
The chuld loves me, and [ will not let them fleece me any
more.”

“No, that has already been done,” said Lisbeth, fooking
at the overcoat, “Shall I take you there?”

Baron Hulot climbed into the cab, leaving Mademoiselie
Elodie without so much as a goodbye, as he might have
thrown aside a novel he had finished

Half an hour [ater—during which time Baron Hulot
could talk to Lisbeth only of litle Atala Judici, for he had
by degrees become the victim of those terrible obsessive
passions that ruin old men——the cousin set um down, pro~
vided with two thousand francs, in the Rue de Charonne,
in the Faubourg Saint-Antoine, at the door of a house of
dubious and sinister exterior

“Goodbye, Coussn You are Thoree now Is that right?
Do not send anyone except porters, and always hire them
from different places.”

*That is agreed Oh' I am very lucky!” said the Baron,
whose face was radiant with the joy of a future and brand-
new happiness,

“They will never find him there,” Lisbeth thought, as
she stopped her cab at Boulevard Beaumarchais, and
returned, by ommibus, to the Rue Louis-le-Grand.

CHAPTER XXXI1V

O the following day Crevel was announced after breaks
fast when all the famuly were in the drawing room.
Célestine ran forward and flung her arms around her
father's neck, and behaved just as though she had seen him
only yesterday, although in fact this was his first visit for
two years.

“Good morming, Father,” said Victorin, shaking hands.

“Good mornng, children,” said the pompous Crevel:
“Madame 1a Baronne, my homage at your feet! Good
gracious me, how these children grow up! They are on our
heels! *Grandpa,” they say, ‘we want our place in the
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sunshine * Madame la Comtesse, still as beautiful as ever!”
he added, looking at Hortense “Ah! And here is the rest
of our riches! Cousin Bette, the Wise Virgm! Well, you
all seem to be very comfortable here' he said, after
distributing these phrases, mterspersed with hearty laughs
that moved with difficulty the broad masses of his red and
fleshy face.

And he looked around his daughter’s drawing room with
an air of contempt.

“Célestine, my dear, I will make you a present of all my
furmture from the Rue des Saussayes, 1t would go very
nicely 1n here. Your drawing room looks as if 1t needs
furbishing up Ah! Here is that young rogue Wenceslas!
Well, are we good children, I wonder? You must learn
manners, you know!”

“To make up for those who haven’t any,” said Lisbeth

“That piece of sarcasm, my dear Lisbeth, no longer
affects me I have come, my children, 1n order to put an
end to the false positton in which 1 have so long been
placed, and, like a good father, to tell you, without making
any bones about 1t, that I am about to be married >

“You have a perfect right to marry,” said Victorin, “and
for my part, I gladly release you from the promise you
made me when you gave me the hand of my dear
Célestine—"

“What promise?” asked Crevel,

“That you would never marry,” said the barrister. “You
must do me the justice of admitting that I never asked you
to make any such promise, that you made it quite volun-
tanly, and 1n spite of my having said, at that time, you will
remember, that you would be making a mistake to tie
yourself 1 such a way.”

“Yes, I do remember, my dear fellow,” sad Crevel,
embarrassed “And look here, on my word of honor, if
you will only get on with Madame Crevel, my dear
children, you will have no cause for regret. 1 appreciate
your fine feelings, Victorin You won't find that generosity
toward me will be unrewarded, Come, now, hang it all',
Why don’t you make friends with your stepmother
come to the weddmg?”



“You have not told us yet wha the lady is, Father!” said
Célestine.

“Why, that is an open secret!” said Crevel, “Don’t let us
play hide-and-seek about it. Lisbeth must have told yout?

“My dear Monsteur Crevel, there are some names that
are not spoken m this house.”

“All night then, it is Madame Marneffe.”

“Monsteur Crevel,” said the lawyer severely, “neither 1
nor my wife can attend this marriage, not from motives of
intterest, because what I said just now was spoken in all
sincerity, Yes, I should be very glad to think that you
would find happiness in that union, but I am moved by
cansiderations of honor and delicacy that I am sure you
will understand, and which 1 would rather not explain,
since that would involve reopening old wounds that are
still panful here

The Couatess at a sign from the Baroness picked up her
son, saying, “Come, you must have your bath now, Weo-
cestast Good mormng, Monsteur Crevel™

The Baroness bowed goodbye to Crevel without a word,
and Crevel could not suppress a smule at the child's

i on being th § with this untimely bath.

“You are about to marry, sir,” said the barrister, when
he was alone with Lisbeth, his wife, and his fa(hcr-in-l:l‘.”,
“s woman losded with the spoils of my father, who in
cold blood reduced him 1o his present state, end whe I8
the cause of my sister’s suffering Do you suppose that 1
shall give countenance to your folly by my presence? My
dear Mansicur Crevel, I am sincerely sorry for yau! You
have no feehng for the family, you know nothing of the
solidarity of bonor that unites its diffesens members, There
is no arguing with p that 1 know, unfor ly, all
1oo well. Men swayed by passion are a3 deaf as they ar&
blind. Your daughter, Célestine, has too strong a sense of
duty to uttes 3 word of reproach~" 5

450 I should hopet” said Crevel, trying to cut short this
harangue,

“Célestne would not be my wife if she made a single
protest,” the Jawyer continued; “but 1, for my part, can at
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kful.tfy to stop you when you are about to step over a
precipice, especially as 1 can give you proof of my dis-
1aterestedness. It is not your fortune but yourself that T am
thinking of. And to make this point clear, I may add, if
cnly to set your mind at rest in the matter of your marriage
contract, that T am now 1n a position that leaves us nothing
to wish for.”

} “Thanks to me!” put in Crevel, who had turned purple
in the face.

. “Thanks to Célestine's fortune,” rephed the lawyer, “and
if you regret having given your daughter as your own
shate of her dowry a sum that amounts to less than half of
;Vha( her mother left her, we are prepared to return it to
ou,”

“Do you realize, my respected son-in-law,” smd Crevel,
taking up his position, “that st I give Madame Marneffe the
Protection of my name, she 1s no longer called upon to
answer for her conduct, otherwise than as my wife?”

“That is no doubt very chivalrous,” sard the lawyer, “and
as regards matters of the heart, and the vagaries of passion,
most generous But I know of no name, ot law, or title,
that could cover the theft of three hundred thousand francs,
shamelessly extracted from my father 1 must tell you
plainly, my dear father-in-law, your future wife 15 un-
worthy of you; she decewves you. and she is madly in love
with my brother-in-law, Steinbock, whose debts she has
paid—>"

“Jt was I who paid them!”

“So much the better,” said the lawyer. “I am very much
relieved on behalf of Count Steinbock, who may one day
be able to repay his debts But he is loved—much loved,
and often—"

“Lovedt” exclumed Crevel, whose face showed utter
amazement. “It is cowardly, and dirty, and mean, and
vulgar, to slander a woman. Those who make statements
of that kind, sir, should be in a position to prove them.”

“1 will give you proofs "

“I shall expect themt.”

“The day after tomorrow, my dear Monsieur €



shalf tell you the day and the hour—for I shall then be in
a position to expose the appathng depravity of your futvre
wife,”

“AM nght, I shall be charmed,"” said Crevel, recovering
his self-control, “Goodbye, my children, au revoir, Good~
bye, Lisbeth.,”

“Go after him, Lisbeth,” Célestine whispered to Cousin
Bette.

“Well, this is 2 nice way to rush off!” said Lisheth to
Crevel

“Ah!" said Crevel. “He’s coming on, my son-in-lawl
He's getting above himself altogether! What with the Law
Courts, and the Chamber, and legal trickery and political
trickery, he's learned a lot! Very fine? He knows that 1 am
getng marned next Wednesday, and by Sunday this fine
feliow prop. to fix the ¢ thun three days, if you
pleaset—when he will prove that my wife is unworthy of
me! That's a good ene’ 1 am going back to sign the
contract. Why don’t you come with me, Lisbeth—yes, do

me—they won't know g about it! I was going (0
Jeave forty thousand francs a year to Célesune, but after
the way that Hulot behaved just now I'm through with
them for good and all'”

“Grve me ten minutes—wait for me in your carriage at
the pate. T will make an excuse for going out.”

“All right, T will.”

“My dears,” said Lisbeth, going back to the drawing
room, where she found all the family reassembled, “T am
going with Crevel, the contract is to be signed this evening,
and 1 shall be able to tell you the terms. This will probably
be my last vistt to that woman Your father is furious. He
is going to dismherit you.”

“His vamty will prevent that!” said the barrister. “He
has set his heart an owning the Presles estate, and he will
hold on to it, I know. And it he were to have children
Célestine would still have half of what he leaves; the Jaw
makes it impossible to give away his whole praperty. But
these questions don't concern me; all T am thinking of is
our honor. Go, cousin,™ he said, pressing Lisbeth's hand,
“and listen carefully to the contract.”
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Twenty minutes later Lisbeth and Crevel entered the
house 1n Rue Barbet, where Madame Marneffe was wait-
182, a trifle impatiently, to hear the result of the move that
she had ordered, Valérie had, in the end, fallen a victim
o tha.t all-absorbing love that every woman experiences
once in a lfetime Wenceslas was 1ts obgect This unsuc-
cessful artist had become, in Madame Marnefie’s hands, a
lover 5o pertect that he was to her what she had been to
Baron Hulot Valére was holding a pair of shippers 1 one
hand, Steinbock’s hand with the other, and her head was
festing on his shoulder. There are some conversations,
Intimate, disconnected, rather like those rambling literary
works of our time on whose title page 1s written “Copyright
reserved * Such a masterpiece of intimate poetry had led
faturally to an expression of regret that rose to the artist's
lips, not without btterness.

“Oh! Why did 1 ever marry?" said Wenceslas, “For if 1
had only waited, as Lisbeth told me to, I might now have
married yout”®

“Only a Pole would want to make a wife of his devoted
mistresst” exclaimed Valérie. “Exchange love for duty?
Pleasure for boredom?”

“Yon are so fickle! replied Steinbock “Did I not hear
You talking to Lisbeth about Baron Mont?s, that Rrazilian?”

“Will you get rid of hum for me?” said Valére.

“That,” replied the ex-sculptor, “would be the only way
of Preventing you from seeing him.”

“Well, you see, darting,” said Valéne, “I was keeping
him in yeserve for a husband—you see, I tell you every-
thing! The promuses 1 have made to that Brazilian! Oh!
Tong before T knew you!” she added, in reply to a move-
ment from Wenceslas “Well, because of these promuses,
that he now uses to torment me, I shall have to marry
almost i secret; because if he hears that I am marrying
Crevel he is quite capable of—well, of killing me"” )

“Oh! as to that!” said Steinbock, with an expression of
Scorn that signified that such a danger was negligible for a
Woman loved by a Pole.

And indeed, in the matter of bravery this was no 1dle
boast, for Poles are, really and sublimely, brave,
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things that were to be admired 1 Josépha’s house could
ot be found elsewhere; those that adorned Crevel’s could
be bought anywhere. These two kinds of luxury are divided
from one another by the niver of millions A unique mirror
is worth six thousand francs, a mirror made by a manu-
facturer who commercializes the design can be bought for
five hundred A genuine piece of Boulle luster will fetch
as much as three thousand francs at a public auction, the
same thing turned out by the dozen can be manufactured
for ten or twelve hundred The one 15, m the world of
antiques, what a picture by Raphael 1s m pamting, the
other 15 a copy How much would you give for a copy of
a Raphael? Crevel’s house was, m fact, a magmficent
specimen of the Iuxury of fools, while Josépha’s was a
perfect example of an artist’s home

“War is declared,” said Crevel, gomng up to his wife-to-be.

Madime Marneffe rang.

“Go and fetch Monsieur Berthier,” she said to the
manservant, “and don’t come back without him If you
had been successful,” she said, embracing Crevel, “it would
only have delayed my happiness, because then we would
bave had to give a brilliant reception But since the entire
family are opposed to the marriage, my dear, decency
demands that 1t should be very quiet, particularly when the
brde is 2 widow.”

“On the contrary, T intend to go m for a display after
the style of Lows XIV," said Crevel, who for some time
past had come to look down on the eighteenth century “T
have ordered new carrtages, there 1s the bridegroom’s
coach, and the bride’s, two smart coupds, 2 chasse, and a
traveling carriage with a superb sprung seat that trembles
like Madame Hulot"

“Oh! I intend? So you are not my little lamb any more?
Oh, 1o, my poodle, you will do what 7 want! We wilt
sign the contract, privately, this eventng. And then on
chnesday we shall be officially married—as people really
do marry—-‘on the quiet,’ as my poor dear mother used to
say. We will go to church on foot, simply dressed anc} there
wil be a Low Mass OQur witnesses will be St
Stemnbock, Vignon, and Massol—all clever men =
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“They had better lock out, Lisbeth!” sard Madame
Marneffe with a frown “If they will receive me, and visit
their stepmother—the whole lot of them—well and good.
Otherwise, I will see them—and you can tell them so from
me—Jower than the Baron 1s now, I shall end by turning
nasty Upon my word, I believe that evil 1s the scythe for
cuttng down the good!”

At three Monsieur Berthrer, Cardot's successor, read the
marniage contract, after a short discussion with Crevel, for
certan clauses depended on the decision of young Monsieur
and Madame Hulot Crevel settled on his wife a fortune
comprising, firstly, an mcome of forty thousand francs,
from specified securities, secondly, the house, with all tts
furniture, and thirdly, a lump sum of three million francs
In additton, he made over to hs future wife all the benefits
the law allowed, he left her all the property free of duties,
and in the event of therr dymg without 1ssue they left their
Property ano estate respectively to one another This con~
tract reduced Crevel’s fortune to a capital of two miilions
If he had children by s new wife, Célestine’s share was
10 be reduced to five hundred thousand francs, as the hfe-
interest of the remamder would then accrue to Valéne This
would be about a mmnth part of his whole fortune

Lisbeth returned m time for dinner at Rue Lous-le-
Grand, despair written on her face She explammed the
marriage contract with commentary, but found Célestine
25 well as Victorin mnsensible to this dtsastrous news.

“You have annoyed your father, my dear children!
Madame Mamnefle has vowed that you shall receive
Monsieur Crevel’s wife, and that you shall call on her.

“Never!” said Hulot.

“Never!” said Célestine

“Never!” exclaimed Hortense. )

Lisbeth was possessed by the desire to overcome this
proud attitude taken up by all the Hulots. -

“She seems to have arms that she can use aganst you
she replied “I don’t yet know what she meant, but I shall .
find out, She spoke vaguely about some story of twe
hundred thousand francs that has something to do
Adeline.”



The Baromess lell gently backward on the divan on
which she was sitting, and her convulsjons became severe.

“Go there, children]” she exclaimed. “Recerve—~that
woman! Monsieur Crevel is an infamous wretch/ No
torture could be too bad for him} Obey that woman' Ah,
he is o monster! She knows everythung!”

After these words, uttered with tears and sobs, Madame
Hulot had barely enough strength left to go up to her
soom, leaping on the arms of her daughter and Célestine.

“What does all this mean?” exclajmed Lisbeth, who
remained alone with Victonn.

The lawyer, rooted to the spot in very understandable
astonishment, did not hear Lisbeth speak.

“What is the mater, my dear Victorin?"

“I am appalled™ said the barrister, whose face had be-
come sternt and threatening. “Woe betide anyone who lifts
a finger against my mother—1I have na more scruples! ¥ 1
could, I would crush that woman, like a viper! Does she
dare 1o attack the life and honor of my mother?”

“She sard—but don't repeat this, Victorin—-she said that
she would see you all fower than your father—she roundly
reproached Crevel for not having silenced you with the
secret that seems to be such a terror to Adeline.”

The doctor was sent for, for the condition of the Baroness
grew worse. The doctor ardered a draft containing a large
dose of opium, and after taking it Adeline fell into a heavy
sieep; but the entire family were the prey of the most
tively alarm. On the following day the barrister left carly
for the Law Courts, and went by way of the pohce hrad-
quarters, where he begged Vautrin, Chief of the Seeret
Police, to send him Madame de Saint-Estédve. N

“We have been forbidden, sir, to interfere in your affairs,
but Madame de Saint-Estdve is in business, and is at your
service,” rephied 1he telebrated chief detective .

On returning home the unhappy lawyer ]C:Il’{lcd that
these were fears for his mother’s reason. Doctor Bianchon,
Doctor Larabit, and Professor Angard had been in fora
consultation, and had just decided to take drastic measuTes
1o stop the rush of blood to the head. Just as Wc(arm"‘;:’f’
hearing from Doctor Bianchon a detailed account of his
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reasons for hoping that the crisis would pass, although his
colleagues were less hopeful, the footman announced that
his client, Madame de Saint-Fstéve, had called Victorin
left Bianchon in the middle of a sentence and rushed
downstairs Itke a madman

“Madness seems to be contagious in this house,” said
Bianchon, turning to Larabat.

The doctors departed, leaving an intern with instructions
on Madame Hulot's treatment

A lifetime of virtue! was the only phrase that the sick
woman had spoken since the catastrophe

Lisbeth did not leave Adeline’s bedside, and sat up with
her all night; she was the admiration of the two younger
women

“Well, my dear Madame de Sant-Estdve,” exclaimed
the lawyer, showing that hudeous hag into his study, and
catefully closing all the doors, “how far have you got?”

“Well, my good friend,” she said, eyeing Victonn with
cold irony, “so you have thought matters over?”

“Have you done anything?”

“Will you pay fifty thousand francs?”

“Yes,” replied Hulot, “we have got to take action, Do
you know that by a single sentence that woman has
endangered my mother’s hfe and reason? So carry on'”

“I have carned on’” replied the hag.

“Well?” Victorin pasped

“Well, you don't jib at the expenses?”

“On the contrary ™

“Because they have run up to twenty-three thousand
already.”

HU!O! lOOked at Mad: de S: t-Estéy i3 L4

“Well, you're surely not a simpleton—you, one of the
shining lights of the Law Courts'" sad the old woman.
“For that sum we have purchased a maid’s CODSCICFCC:'and
2 picture by Raphael, and it 15 not dear at the price.

Hulot was still speechless, and could only stare at her.

“Well, then,” went on the hag, *“wec have purcha's'd
Mademoiselle Remne Tousard, from whom Madame
neffe has no secrets.”

“I see.”







ineffable waistcoats of this foreign gentleman, his impee-
cable patent-leather boots, his incomparable sticks, his
much<coveted horses, and his carnage driven by Negroes,
very ob y slaves, and th hily beaten at that His
wealth was notorious; he had a credit account of seven
hundred thousand francs with du Tillet, the well-known
banker; but he was always seen alone If he went to first
nights, he was always in the stalls He frequented no
drawing room. He had never been known to offer his arm
to a courtesan, nor could lis name be coupled with that
of any pretty saciety woman. To pass the time he played
whist at the Jockey Club. The Paris world was reduced to
spreading rumors about s morals, or—which was more
amusing—making fun of his personal appearance He went
by the name of Combabus! Bixiou, Léon de Lora, Lousteag
Florine, Mademorselle Héloise Brisetout, and Nathan, at 2
supper one evemng with the motorious Carabine, and 2
mumber of celebrities of both sexes, had invented this
highly diverting explanation. Massol, in his capacity of
Councilor of State, and Claude Vignon, 2s a one-time
professor of Greek, had related to the ignorant girls the
well-known anecdote, preserved in Rollin’s Ancient History,
concerning Combabus, the voluntary Abelard, placed 1m
charge of the wife of a King of Assyna, Persia, Bactria,
Mesop ia and other g phical regions best known
to old Professor du Bocage, the successor to d’Anville,
who created the East of antiquity This mickname, which
kept Carabine's guests m fits of laughter for a quarter of
an hour, was made the theme for a whole senes of very
free jokes, a work of wit to which the Academy could
certainly not have awarded the Montyon prize of wirtue,
but in the course of which the name, henceforth to rest
on the tufted mane of the handsome Baron—whom Josépha
described as a “superb Brazilan” as one might say 2
“superb Catoxantha™—was promunent )
Carabine, the most dazzling of the girls, whose delicate

beauty and ready wit had snatched the scepter of the,
thirteenth arrondissement from the bands of 1* * =
Turquet, better known as Malaga—Mademoiselle S&
Sinet (for this was her real pame)—was to the hon’
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Tillet what Josépha Mirah was to the Duc d'Hérouville.

Now, at about seven o'clock on the very morning of
the day on which Saint-Estéve had prophesied success to
Victorm, Carabine had said to du Tillet, “If you want
to be really mce, you will give a dinner for me at the
Racher du Cancale, and bring Combabus, We want o
find out whether he has a mistress. I have made a bet on
it, and I should like to win.”

“He 1s still at the Prance’s Hotel. I will look 1n,” said du
Tillet. “We will have some fun' Let’s ask everybody—
Buxion, and Lora, and all the gang!”

At half-past seven, 1n the best room of the restaurant
where everybody in Europe has dined, a magnificent
service of plate, made expressly for dinners for which
vanity pays the bills in bank-notes, ghttered on the table.
A stream of light poured 1n ventable cascades from the
edges of the chased metal. Wasters, whom a provincial
visitor might have taken for diplomats but for their youth,
stood by with all the gravity of men who know themselves
to be overpaid

Five guests had arnved, and nine more were expected
First of all Braou arrived, the salt of every intellectual
dish, still gomng strong in 1843, with a battery of wit always
new—a phenomenon as rare m Pans as virtue Then came
Léon de Lora, the greatest living seascape panter, who has
at least one ad ge over all his nivals—that his stand:
has never fallen below that of tus early work. The cour-
tesans could never do without those two kings of wit. A
supper, or dinner, or party without them was unthinkable.
Séraphine Sinet—known as Carabme—in her role of
acknowledged mistress of the Amphitryon of the evening.
had arrived early, and was displaying her shoulders—the
loveliest in Panis—and her neck, smooth as Jf it had been
turned on a lathe—her amusing lutle face and her dress
of satin brocaded i blue on a blue ground, and enough
English lace to feed a whole village for a month—under
the fioods of light The beautiful Jenny Cadine, who was
not playing that cvening, and whose portrait 15 t00 well
Lnown to need description, arnved in a fabulously expen-
stve dress. For these ladies a party is always a Longchamps
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of fgshwn, in which each tries to carry off the prize for her
millionaire by saying, in this way, to her nvals: “Look at
the price I am worth!”

A third woman, evidently just beginning her career,
looked on, almost with shame, at the luxury of her two
pCh and established companions. She was simply dressed
in white cashmere trimmed with blue embrordery, and her
hair had been crowned with a wreath of flowers by some
obscure hairdresser whose unskilled hand had wncon-
5019051}’ 1mparted to her wondetful golden hair the charm
of ineptitude. Still awkward 1n her evening dress, she had
—to use a hackneyed image—all the shyness associated
with a first appearance. She had come up from Valognes
to find some market, 1n Paris, for a youthfulness to make
a Man despair, a candor fresh enough to stir the desire of
a dying man, and a beauty equal to any that Normandy
has already supplied to the theaters of the capital The
Irnes of that unblemshed face suggested the 1deal of angelic
purity Her milk-white skin reflected the light hike a murror.
Her deicate coloring secmed to have been panted on her
cheeks, She was called Cydalise, and, as we shall see, she
Was a necessary pawn 1 the game that Ma'am Nourrisson
was playing against Madame Marzeffe.

“Your arms don’t match your name, my child,” Jenny
Cadine had said when Carabine, who had brought her,

troduced this y 1d masterprece.

And, in fact, Cydalise displayed to public admiration a
pair of arms that were fine, firm and marbled, but reddened
with healthy country blood

“How much is she worth?”
bine, aside

“A fortune.”

“What are you going to do with her?”

“Madame Combabus, of coursel”

“How much do you get for the job?”

“Guess'”

“A silver service?”

“1 have three alreadyl”

“Diamonds?”

“I am selline them!”™

Jenny Cadmne asked Cara~



“A green monkey?”

“No, a picture by Raphaell”

“What put that crazy idea mto your head?”

“Josépha makes me sick with her pictures,” said Cara-
bine, “I want to have better ones than any she has.”

Du Tillet arnved with the Brazilian, the hero of the
evemng; the Duc d'Hérouville followed with Josépha, The
singer wore a simple velvet dress; but she was wearing a
necklace worth a hundred thousand francs, of pearls
scarcely distinguishable from her skin, white as a camellia.
She had placed one red camellia among her black braided
hair (a beauty spot') with dazzling effect, and she had had
the amusing idea of wearing eleven rows of pearls on cach
arm, She shook hands with Jenny Cadine, who said, “Do
Iend me your muttens!"”

Josépha took off her bracelets, and handed them to her
friend, on a plate.

“What style"” said Carabine “Quite the duchess! Did
you ever see so many pearls? You must have plundered
the sea to dress the nererd, Monsieur le Duel” she added,
turmng to the little Duc d’Hérouville.

The actress took only two of the bracelets, and clasped
the other twenty on to the singer's beauniful arms, which
she kissed.

Lousteau, the literary sponger, la Palférine and Malaga,
Massol and Vauvinet, Theodore Gaillard, one of the
proprietors of an important politieal newspaper, made up
the party. The Duc d'Hérouville, who was polite, as mem-
bers of the aristocracy always are to everyone, greeted Ja
Palférine with that special nod that, without implying
either esteem or inumacy, conveys to everybody “we are
of the same class, the same breed~—equals”i This greeting,
the shibbboleth of the aristocrat, was created to be the
despair of intellectuals and the upper middle classes!

Carabine placed Combabus on her left and the Duc
d'Hérouville on her right. Cydalise was on the other side
of the Brazilian, and Bixiou next to the gir! from Nor-
mandy. Malaga sat beside the Duke.

At seven they attacked the oysters; by eight, between
two courses, they were drinking iced punch. Everyone
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:’l;:wsal the menu of this kind of party. At nine everyone
boul:s k;ng, as pe9plc do talk after drinking forty-two
oy of various wines among fourteen people The desert
s gretched dessert of the month of April—was on the
aﬂec{ dut of the entire party, the only one who had been
Normc dby this heady atmosphere was the gl from
exee lﬂln ty, whq was humming a Christmas carol With the
Yis lP on of this poor child, nobody had lost the use of
s :a;cn, for the guests, and the women, were the élite of
o tners-out .Wnls shone, and eyes, though brilhant,
e Cﬁéned full of intelligence, while talk drifted mnto satire,
Tent ote, an‘d. gossip, Conversation, which had hitherto
ept to ﬂ}e vicious circle of racing, horses, the Bourse, the
Egzngarauve ments of various celebnties, and current
b ndals, threatened to become mntimate, to split up nto
Cflrﬂ:to«heart conversations between adjacent couples
n !hhlsd was }he moment at which, at looks from Carabme
: e direction of Léon de Lora, Bixiou, 12 Palfénne, and
““Tlllet, the subject of Jove was wntroduced
Tt 1s not good form for doctors to discuss medicine, the
nobility never discuss thewr families, and men of talent
never speak of their works,” said Josépha “Why should
;ve talk shop? I had the Opera canceled so Js to come, and
certainly don’t mntend to work bere! So let us change the
su?‘]ect, my dears!”
. Weiwere talking about real love, darhing!” saxd Malaga
The kind of love for which a man will fling everything to
the winds— father and mother, wife and chntdren—and end
tus days in Clichy?”
‘Talk away then,” said the singer. “I don
apimal!”
A phrase picked up from the slang of the Pans streets
can, with the help of the expression of eyes and face, be an
abfulute poem on the lips of a courtesan.
"Then don’t T love you, Josépha?” said the Duke in a
low voice.
. “Perhaps you do really
in his ear, smiling, “but T
the kind of love for which the en
darkness in the absence of the belove

't know the

Jove me,” the singer whispered
don’t Jove you in that way, -
tire universe is plu
d 1am fond”



and you are useful to me, but you are not indispensable;
and if you were to leave me tomorraw I should have three
dukes instead of one!”

“Does love exist m Paris?” asked Léon de Lora. “No-
body has even time to make a fortune, so how can you
possibly dedicate yourself to true love, that engulfs you as
water dissolves a lump of sugar? A man would have to be
extremely rich to fail in love, because Jove amnihilates 2
man—hke our Brazlian friend, for instance, As I said a
long time ago, extremes meet! A real lover is like a eunuci‘x:
there are no longer any women on earth for him! He is
mysterious; he is like the true Chnstian in his desert
solitude’ For instance, our noble Brazilian!”

Everyone present looked at Henr: Montds de Monte-
janos, who was embarrassed at finding himself the center
of all eyes.

“He has been feeding there for an hour, without noticing
any more than an ox that he is sitting beside the most—I
dare not i this company say the most beautiful, but
certainly the most fresh woman 1 Parss.”

“Everything 1s fresh here, even the fish,” said Carabine. .
“That is what tius restaurant is famous for ”

Baron Montes de Montejanos fooked at the landscape
painter in a friendly way and said, “Very good! Your very
good health™

"He bowed to Léon de Lora, kifted his glass of port wint,
and drank it with dignity,

“Are you really m love, then? Carabine asked her
neighbor, interpreting the foast in this way.

The Brazilian Baron refilled his glass, bowed to Cara-
bine, and repeated the toast,

“To the lady's health!” replicd the courtesan, in such
an amusing tone that du Tillet, Bixjon, and the Jandscape
painter burst out laughmg

The Brazilian remained as unmoved as a bronze statuc.
This composur¢ annoyed Carabine, She knew perfectly
well that Montés was n love with Madame Marncffe, but
she had not bargained for this blind fidelity, this obstinate
silence of conviction. A woman is as often judged by her
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lover’s attitude as a lover by the bearing of hus mistress.
Proud of loving Valérie, and of being loved by her, the
Baron's smule had for these experienced connoisseurs a
touch of irony, and he was, moreover, superbly handsome;
wine had not flushed him, and his eyes, with their pecubar
golden-brown brilliance, did not betray the secrets of his
heart. Carabine, therefore, said to herself, “What 2 woman!
How she has sealed up that heart of yours'™

“He is a rock!” said Bixiou m an undertone; he thought
the whole thing was merely a practical joke, and had no
suspicion of the importance attached by Carabine to the
demolition of that fortress

While this conversation, apparently so frivolous, had
been going on, on Carabine’s nght, the discussion on love
was continued on her left between the Duc d'Hérouville,
Lousteau, Josépha, Jenny Cadime, and Massol They were
discussing the question of whether this rare phenomenon
was a product of infatuation, obstinacy, or love Josépha,
bored by all thus theorzing, was eager to change the
subject,

“You are talking of something you know nothing about!
Which of you has ever loved a woman—and a woman
unworthy of you, at that-—enough to spend every penny of
his fortune, and hus children’s, to pledge his future, to
tarnish his past, to nisk gomg to prson for robbing the
State, to kill an uncle and a brother, and to allow humselt
to be so completely blindfolded that he did not even realize
that he was being hoodwinked to prevent him from seeing
the abyss into which, as a crowmmg joke, he was being
dniven? Du Tillet has a cash-box under his left breast,
Léon de Lora keeps s wt there. Bixiou would think
himself a fool 1f he were to lave anyone besides humself;
Massol has a mimisternal portfolio mstead of a heart
Lousteau has only a stomach, or he would never have Tet
Madame de 1a Baudraye walk out on him, Mongxeur le
Duc is too rich to need to prove his love by his ruin; and
Vauvinet does not count, becatse I do not regard 2 money-
lender as belonging to the human race. So none of you
bas ever loved, any more than 1 have, or Jenny, or C
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bine. For my own part, I have seen the phenomenon 1 have
just described only once. It was,” and she turned to Jenny
Cadine, “our poor Baron Hulot, whom 1 am advertising
for like a lost dog, becanse 1 must find him,”

“It rather looks,” thought Carabine, looking hard at
Josépha, “as though Madame Nourrisson has two pictures
by Raphael, because Josépha is playing my game.”

“Poor fellow!” said Vauvinet “He was a great man, 2
great personality. He had real style! And a fine figure of
a man, too! He looked hke Francis the Firstt What a
volcano! And he had an absolute genius for getting hold
of money! Wherever he 1s, he 15 sure to be needing it, and
1 don't doubt but he will manage to extract it somehow,
from those walls bult of bones that you see in the Paris
suburbs, near the ety gates, where he'ts no doubt hiding.”

“And all that™ said Bixiou, “for that little Madame
Marneffe! There’s a hard-boded bitch for you™

“She is gang to marry my friend Crevel,” observed du
Tiffet,

“And she 15 madly in love with my friend Steinbock,”
said Léon de Lora

These three phrases were three pistol shots that struck
Montés full i the chest. He turned white, and the shock
was so panful to him that he got up with difficulty.

“You are all swine!” he sard “How dare you name an
honest woman in the same breath as alt your fallen erea-
tures! Let alone making her a target for your pibes!”

Montes was interrupted by cries of *Bravo™ and unant-
mous applause. Bixiou, Léon de Lara, Vauvinet, du Tillet,
and Massol gave the signal, it was a chorus

“Long live the Emperos!™ said Bixiou.

“Crown him!” cried Vauvinet,

“Three groans for a good dog! Three cheers for Brazil!”
exclaimed Lousteau

“Ah, my bronze Baron, so you love our Valérie!" said
Léon de Lora, “You're not disgusted then?” )

“His remark may not be parfiamentary, perhaps, but it
is magnificent!” Masso} obscrved.

“But my very dear you wese ded to
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me; T am your banker—your innocence will reflect on my
credit!”

“Tell me, then—for you are a reasonable man—"" began
the Brazilian, addressing du Tillet.

“Thank you, on behalf of the rest of the company,” said
Bixiou, saluting.

“Tell me, is any of this true?” Montés continued, with-
out taking any notice of Bixiou’s remark

“Well, if it comes to that,” said du Tillet, “T have the
Bonor to tell you that I am invited to Crevel's wedding.”

“Ah! Combabus is about to defend Madame Marneffe!”
sad Josépha, rising solemnly

She went over to Montés with a tragic air, and gave his
Bead a Titde friendly pat, looked at him for a moment

oic ad

with an f k-heroic on her face,
and shook her head.

“Hulot is the first example of love in spite of everythmng!
Here is the second!” she sard “But he should not really
count; he comes from the tropics!™

When Josépha gently touched his forehead Montés
dropped down into Ius chair again, with a pleading look
at du Tillet .

“If 1 am being made the butt of one of your Paris
Practical jokes,” he said, “sf you wanted to discover my
secret , ,",” and he looked round the table with flaming
eyes, including everyone in a glance in which blazed the
sun of Brazil . . . “for God's sake say so,” he went on,
with almost childish supplication, “but do not speak evil
of 2 woman whom 1 love.” . i

“To be sure! . . . But,” Carabine whispered ta him,
“supposing you were being shamefully deceived, betrayed,
tricked by Valérie, and supposing I could prove 1!_'10 you,
within an hour, at my house, what would you do?’

“T could not tell you that here, in front of all these
Tagos,” said the Brazilian Baron.

Carabine thought he had said magots—apes. .

“Very well, say no more!” she replied with a smifel
“Don't give the wittiest men in Paris anything to -
but come home with me, and we can talk . . .” |




Montés was crushed.

“Proofs!” he muttered, “Only imagine—"

“You shall have more than enough,” said Carabine,
“but if the mere suspicion excites you like this, T fear for
your reason "

“Is he obstinate, this fellow? He is worse than the late
King of Holland' Lousteau, Bixiou, Massol—Dsten. all of
you Aren't you all invited to Iunch with Madame Marnefle
the day after tomorrow?” asked Léon de Lora.

“Ja,” replied du Tillet “I have the honor of saying 10
you again, Baron, that if by any chance you were thinking
of marrying Madame Marneffe you are voted out, like a
bill n Parliament, by a black ball called Crevel. My old
colleague Crevel, my friend, has an income of eighty
thousand a year, and T don't suppose you have quite as
much as that, because otherwise, no doubt, you would have
been preferred

Montas listened with a half-absent air, with a half-smile
that alarmed the whole company. The head waiter at that
moment came over and whispered to Carabine that a rela-
tion of hers was n the hall and would like to speak to
her The courtesan rose, went out, and found Madame
Nourrisson, swathed 1n black lace. . .

“Well, am I to go to your house, my child? Has he risen
to the bait?”

“Yes, Mother—the pustol is so thoraughly loaded that I
am only afraid it may go off too soon,” said Carabine

CHAPTER XXXVI

AN hour later Monts, Cydalisc, and Carabine, rctun]ing
from the Rocher du Cancale, entered Carabine’s fittle
drawing foom in the Ruc Saint-Georges. The courtesat
found Madame Nourrisson sitting in an easy-chair by the
firc.

*Why, here is Auntie!” she exclaimed.

“Yes, my child, T came myself to fetch my little allow-
ance; you would have forgotten all about me, although
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know you have a kind heart, and 1 have some bills that
must be paid tomorrow. A wardrobe dealer is always short
of cash. Who have you got with you? This gentleman looks
thoroughly upset.”

The hideous Madame Nourrisson, at this moment com-
pletely transformed so as to look like a respectable old
woman, got up to kiss Carabine, one of the hundred-odd
Ogtmts:ms whom she had launched in the horrible career
of vice.

“He is an Othello who has made no mistake. I have the
bonot of introducing to you Monsieur le Baron Montés
de Montejanos.”

“Oh, I have heard a great deal about him, they call you
Combabus, becanse you love only one woman; in Paris,
fhal comes to the same thing as loving no one at all. Well,
Is it by any chance about the object of your love? Madame
Mammeffe,” Crevel’s kept woman? Why, sir, you shonld
tank your lucky stars, instead of cursing them. She"s‘
nothing at all, that Jittle Jady! I know all her goings-on!

“That’s all very well,” said Carabine, into whose hand
Madame Nourrisson had slipped 2 letter when she kissed
ber. “But you don't know these Brazilans! They are
teckless fellows, who insist on being stabbed through the
Beart. The more jealous they are, the more jealous they
want to be, He js talking of killing everybody off; but he'll
never kill anyone, becaase he's in love, Well, 1 brought the
Baron here to show him proofs of Ius misfortune that I had
from litde Steinbock.” 5

Mont3s was drunk. He listened as if the whole thing was
Eappening to somebody clse, Carabine went to take off
ber velvet cloak, and read the facsimile of the following
note:

My sweet, e is dining with Popinot this evening, and calling for
me ar g Opera at ieven, 1 will leave at balf-past fise, and cout
on finding you at our paradise, whete you €an order dmner to
Ut Up from the Maiton £Or. Dress, s that you can take me on
10 the Opera, Ve shiall have four hanrs t oureetves Gise thit note
Back 10 mes not that your Valérie dozsn't toust you—1 weold give
You my Lfe, my fortune, and my homor—but 1am afrad of wome
accident,



“xyeli, Baron, this is the note sent to Count S(Finboc‘c
this mormng. You can read the address! The original has
been burned.™ N

Montés turned the note over and over, recogmz:d the
wntig, and was struck by a reasonable idea, which proves
how completely fus bram was deranged. B

“If it comes to that, what motive have you for tortunng
my heart, because you must have pad a good deal to !HWC
this note 1 your possession long enough to get it titho-
graphed”” he said, iooking at Carabme

“You preat fool™ said Carabine, at a nod from Madan}!
Nourrisson “Don’t you see poor litie Cydalise? She is
only sicteen, and she is so much 1n love with you that she
has lost her appetite, and she's heartbroken because Yo
have never even looked at her'”

Cydalise applhied a handkerchief to her eyes and pre:
tended to cry

“She is furious, althongh she looks as though butter
would melt in her mouth, to see the man she Joves '(_he
dupe of a buch hike Valéne, she would fike to kit l}en .

“Oh! as to that,” sid the Brazilian, “that is my business.

“Kill her” You, my 1ad? We don't do that sort of thing
in Pans nowadays'” Madame Nournsson put in. .

“Ob'™ smd Montes “This 15 not my native counttys !
belong to a part of the world where T can afford 10 laugh
ut your laws' And 1f you will give me proof~—"

“Well, 15 thrs letter nothing?” .

“No," smd the Brazilian I don't believe in writing. !
will trust nothing but my own eyes ™ .

“As ta seeing,” said Carabine, who understood prcCAl!ﬂY
the meamng of anotber nod from the supposed aunt, ‘you
can see as much as yon ke, my dear figef, but on one
condition "

“What 1y that?”

“Look at Cydalise.” y '
At a hint from Madame Nourrisson, Cydatise looke:
1endetly at the Braznhan, “ said
“will you love her? Will you take care of her?” sal
Carabine. “A gutl as beautiful as that is worth a housee mx
a carriage! It would be a shame to Jeave her 10 20 abou
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on foot. And she is in debt. . . . How much do you owe?”
Carabine asked, pinching Cydalise’s arm,

“What she is worth,” said Madame Nournsson, “is
another matter, The point is that she is marketable!”

“Listen!” exclaimed Montes, noticing at last this lovely
feminme masterpiece. “Will you let me see Valéne?”

- “And Count Stembock into the bargan'” said Madame
Nourrisson,

During the last ten minutes the old creature had been
watehing the Brazilian, and she saw that in lum she had an
instrument tuned to the murderous pitch that she required;
seeing, besides, that he was blind enough not to notice who
was leading him on, she spoke as follows:

“Cydalise is my ntece, my beau from Brazi, and so I
take some interest in her affairs This smashup will be a
matter of ten minutes, because 1t 1s a friend of mine who
lets Count Steinbock the furmished room where be and
Valérie are at this moment having their coffee~—some
coffee, for she calls that her coffee Now listen to me,
Brazl! I like Brazl, 1t 15 a hot country What about my
niece?”

“OM ostricht” said Monts, struck by the ostrich feathers
in Nournsson’s hat, “you mterrupted me If you will let
me see Valérie and that artist together—" K

“As you would like to be with her yourselft” said
Carabine, “That 1s agreed.” .

“Very well, I will take this girl from Normandy and she
shall come with me—"

“Where?” asked Carabine. .

“To Brazil' replied the Baron “I will marry her My
uncle left me ten square leagues of entailed estate; that is
why I still have a house there, I have a hundrgd Negroes
there, nothing but Negroes and Negresses, and pickaminmes
bought by my uncle.” X ) )

“A slave dealer’s nephew!” said Carabine, making a
face, “That needs thinking about. Cydalise, my child, ar:
You fond of Negroes?” o

“Now, no more backchat from you, Carabine,”
Madame Nourn -+ nice thing! This gentleman
Tare talking \.



“3t 1 take another Frenchwoman, I'm going to have hgr
ta mysell,” the Brazilian inued, “I warn you, Mad
selle, that T am a king, but not a constitutionat king; 1 am
a Czar, 1 buy all my subjects, and nobody can escape from
my kingdom, which 1s a hundred leagues from any human
habitation, bordenng on the country of the savages of the
interior, and separated from the coast by a wilderness as
wide as your France—"

“I should prefer a garret here!” sard Carabine,

“That 1s what T thought,” replied the Brazitian, “for ¥
sald all my property in Rio de Janeiro to come back to
Madame Marnefie.” A

“No one makes a voyage like that for nothing,” said
Madame Nourrsson “You have a nght to be loved for
yourself, especially bemg so handsome—he's very hand-
some, you know!™ she said, turmng to Carabine

“Handsome! He 15 handsomer than the Postillon de
Longjumeaur” sad the courtesan, .

Cydalise took the Brazihan's hand, but he let it go again
as politely as he could

“I came back to fetch Madame Marneffe!” said the
Brazlian, gong back to his story “And do you know why
T was three years coming back?”

*“No, savage!” said Carabine,

“Well, she had so often said to me that she wanted 10
five, alone with me, m some wild solitude.”

“He isn't a savage, after all,” smd Carabine, with a peal
of Laughter. “He 15 just another avilized fool, after alif”

“She said it to me o often,” the Baron went on, dis-
regarding the courtesan's teasing, “that T had a delightfvl
house built, in the center of that immense estate. T came
back 10 France 1o fetch Valérie, and the first night 1 saw
her again—"

“Saw is good,” smd Carabine, “T will semember that
word."”

“She told me to wait until that miscrable Marneffe dxc(_i,
and I agreed, and forgave her for having accepted Hul"!lx
advances, T dont know whether the Devil has gone into
petticoats, but that women, from that moment, has fallen
in with every whint of mine, all my demands! And nevef




forA one moment has she given me cause to suspect herl”

“That takes a lot of believing!™ said Carabine to Madame
Nournisson.

{)lﬁdamg b{ourrisson nodded her head in agreement

My faith in that woman,” saxd Montes, weeping, “was
as great as my love I was ready just now to fight every-
body at table.”

::I noticed that!” sayd Carabine

Tt T am deceived, if she marries, if she is in Steinbock’s
arms at this moment, that woman deserves to die  thou-
sar‘xd deaths, and I will kill her as 1f I were crushing a fly!”

“And what about the pofice, deane? sad Madame
:’Gumsson, with an old crone’s leer to make your flesh

Teep,

“And the detectives, and the judges, and the law courts,
and all the rest of the setup?” said Carabine

“You are a fool, my dear!” said Madame Noursisson,
who was anxious to know the Brazlians plans for
vengeance.

T wall_kill her" he repeated coldly “Well, you call
me a savage; you surely can’t expect me 10 imitate the
stupidity of your countrymen, who go and buy poison at
the chemist’s? 1 thought about 1t on the way hete~—of my
vengeance, 1n case you were right about Valére One of
my Negroes carnies about with him one of the most deadly
of all animal powsons—a ternble disease, more powerful
ghan any vegetable poison, and there 1s no cure known for
it, except in Brazml I will gve it to Cydalise, who will
infect me; then, when death is in the veins of Crevel and
his wife, T shall be beyond the Azores with your cousin,
whom I shall cure, and take for my wife We savages have
our own ways of domng things! Cydalise,”™ he said, tooking
at the country girl, “is the guinea pig I need. How much
does she owe?”

“A hundred thousand francs!” said Cydalise

“Brief—but to the pomt,” Carabine remarked aside to _
Madame Nourrisson.

1 am going mad!” the Brazilian exchimed ina b
voice, dropping into an easy-chair. “It will kill me!_
want to see formyself—it is impossible! A * -



very different from Crevel's little villa, which he had sold
to Count Maxime de Trailles; for, in his opinion, it had
ceased 1o be necessary. This paradise, a poradise for all
and sundry, consisted of a room on the fourth floor, open-
1ng onto the starcase of a house situated in the same block
as the ltahan Opera. On each floor of this house, on every
tanding, there was a room formerly itended to serve as 2
kitchen to each flat But as the house had been turned into
a sort of hotel whose rooms were let out for clandestine
tove affawrs at exorbitant rents, the owner, the real Madame
Nournsson, a wardrobe dealer in Rue Neuve-Saint-Marc,
had been wise enough to reahize the immense value of these
kitchens, and had turned them into a sort of dining rooms.
Each of these rooms, shut off by two thick partitions,
looking out onto the street, was completely cut off, by
means of thick double doors that opened onto the landings.
Important secrets could, therefore, be discussed over dinner
without any nisk of being overheard For greater security,
the windows were provided with sun blinds outside and
shutters inside The rent of these rooms was accordingly
three hundred francs a month This house, with its para-
dises and mysteties, was let out for eighty thousand francs
a year by Madame Nournisson the First, avho made a profit
of twenty thousand a year on an average, after paymng for
manageress (Madame Nourrisson the Second), for she
herseif had nothing to do with the running of it.

The paradise rented by Count Steinbock had a Persian
carpet on the floor The coldness and hardness of a cheap
floor of red ules could no Tonger be felt under a soft pile.
The furniture consisted of two atteactive chairs and a bed
in an alcove, just then half concealed by a table cavered
with the remains of an excellent dinner, where two bottles
with long necks and an empty champagne bottle up to i3
neck in ice, strewed this ficld of Mars, ufled by Venus.
There was an upholstered easy-chair—~no doubt sent by
Valérie-—drawn up beside a smoking chair, and a pretty
rosewood chest of drawers with o mirror in a beawtiful
frame in the Pompadour style A hanging Jamp shed 2
subdued light, increased by candles on the table and by
others on the mantelpiece.
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This sketch will give an idea—urbi et orbi—of 2 clan-
destine love affar i the squalid style stamped upon 1t by
Paris in 1840 How different indeed from adulterous love
as symbolized by Vulcan’s nets three thousand years agot

As Cydalise and the Baron came upstars Valéne,
standing 1n front of the fireplace, on which a faggor was
blazing, was allowing Wenceslas to lace her stays At sych
a moment a woman neither too fat nor too thin, like the
fine, elegant Valéne, 1s divinely beautiful The soft rosy
flesh, the moist skin, 1nvites the sleepiest eyes. The lines
of the body are so thinly veiled, so delicately suggested by
the dazzhing folds of a petticoat and the outhne of the
stays, that a woman, at such times, is wresistible, hke all
those things that we must leave. Her face, happy, stuiling
in the murror, the impatient foot, the hand lifted to repair
the disorder of curls in hair still half unpinned, eyes 1n
which grattude smules, and the glow of contentwnent,
which, hke a sunset, warms every feature—all these things
make such an hour 2 mine of memories! And indeed,
whoever, looking back over his lfe’s early errors, can
recall some such exquisite details as these will perhaps
understand—without, to be sure, excusing—the follies of
a Hulot or a Crevel. Women know so well therr power at
such a moment that they never fail to reap from it what
one might call the aftermath of love

“Come now! After two years you still don’t know how
to lace up a woman' And you are too much of a Pole
altogether! It’s ten o'clock, my Wenceslas!™ said Valérie,
laughing

At this moment a treacherous mard adroitly hfted the
latch of the double door that constituted the whole security
of Adam and Eve with the blade of a knife. She opened the
door 1n a humry—for those who hire these Edens have
seldom very much time to themselves—and revealed one
of those charmung genre tableaus that Gavarm has so often
exhibited at the Salon.

“This way, Madame'” said the maid,

And Cydalise entered, followed by Baron Montes, ,

“But there is someorg_h\exc! 1 beg your pardon,
ame,” smd the guel 7 7 ndy, in alarm. 2



had been long familiar with the weaknesses of passion, the
subterfuges of pleasure Steinbock, who was beginning to
despise the woman whom he had fooked upon as an ange'l,
was 11 a mood of deep melancholy that was considered in
excellent taste The Pole seemed in this way to be indieat-
ing that all was over between himself and Valérie. Lisbeth
came to embrace her dear Madame Crevel, excusing her-
self from staying to the wedding breakfast on accaunt of
the serious state of Adeline’s health.

“Don't worry,” she said to Valérie as she left, “they
shall recewve you, and you shall receive them, The Baroness
15 at death’s door after merely hearing the words fwo
hundred thousand francs Oh! you have a hold over them
all with that hitle story! You're going 1o tefl It to me, aren’t
you™"

A month after her marriage Valéne had reached her
tenth quarre! with Steinbock, who wanted to have an ex-
planation on the subject of Henn Montés; he reminded
her of his words during the scene 1n therr paradise, and,
not satisfied with fashung Valérie with terms of contempt,
kept such a watch over her that she no longer had a fre¢
moment, what with Crevel’s attentions on the one hand
and Wenceslas” jealousy on the other No longer having
Lisbeth with her, to gjve her good advice, she went s0 far
1s 10 reproach Wencestas bitterly with the money she had
mven him This aroused Steinbock’s pride so thoroughly
that he did not retarn to the Crevels' house. Valérie had
achieved her object, which was to get nd of Wenceslas for
a little while, to recover her freedom, She waited untd
Crevel had to make 2 journey into the country—to 3¢
Count Popinot, 1n order to arrange for Madame Crevels
i | 10 make an app to see the Baron,
whom she wished 1o have with her for o whole day, in
order 10 give him those reasons that were to redouble }he
Brazilian’s Jove. On the morming of that day Reine, judpins
the magmitude of her crime by the sum she had recenveds
yried to warn her mistress, in whom she naturally toak
more interest than in strangers; but as she hiad been threat:
enzd with being declared insane and being lockcq up it
the Salp in cate of indi she was .




“Madame is so well off now!” she said. “Why do yon
want 1o take up again with that Brazilian? For my part,
I don’t trust him!™

“That’s true, Reine,” she said, “so T want to get rid of
him,”

“Well, Madame, that is a weight off my mind He
frightens me, that blackamoor! He might do anything ”

“Don’t be slly! It 1s for him you should be afraid, when
he is with me!™

Lisbeth came m at this moment

“My dear darhing nanny, what ages smce we have seen
each other said Valérie “I am very unhappy .. Crevel
bores me to death, and I haven't Wenceslas any more—we
have quarreled ”

“I know,” said Lisbeth “It is because of him I came.
Victorin met hun, about five in the evemng, going into a
cheap restaurant 1n the Rue du Valors He worked on his
feelings, and took him back to the Rue Louis-le-Grand
Hortense, when she saw Wenceslas thin and unhappy and
shabbily dressed, welcomed him with open arms That
1s bow you let me down >

“Monsieur Henri, Madame!” the manservant whispered
to Valérie

“Leave me, Lisbeth, I will explamn everything tomorrow ™
1 But, as we shall see, Valérie was soon n no condrtion
’to explain anything to anybody

CHAPTER XXXVII

By the end of May Baron Hulot's pension had been freed
by the successive payments that Victorin had made to
Baron Nucingen As everyone knows, these six-monthly
pensions are only payable on presentation of a certificate
stating that the reciprent 18 alve, and as the whereabouts
of Baron Hulot were unknown, the installments, earmar®
for paying off the debt to Vauvinet, were accumul. *

the Treasury Vauvinet having signed 'his rcplcvir:,

now urgently necessarv to find the recipient in



the arrears could be drawn, The Baroness had, thanks 1o
Doctor Bianchon’s care, recovered her health. Josépha's
kindness, in the form of a letter, whose spelling betrayed
the collaboration of the Duc d'Hérouville, contributed to
her complete recovery Here is the letter that the singer
wrote to the Baroness, after six weeks of active search:

Mapire ta Baronne,

Monsienr Hulot was ving two months age, in the Rue des
Bernardins, with Elodie Chardin, the face mender, who had taken
tim away from Mademoiselle Brjou, but he has left there, leaving
all Wy things, and withowt a word of explanation, and no one
knows where he has gone 1 have not lost hope, and I have put 3
man on to tracing him, who already thinks that he has seen him
n Boulevard Bourdon

‘The poor Jewess will keep her promise to the Christian Wil the
angel piease pray for the demon? That must sometimes happea 1
heaven!

I am, with the deepest respect, always your humble servast,

Jostrna Miraw,

The younger Hulot d'Ervy, having heard nothing
more from the ternble Madame Nourrisson, seeing that
tus father-in-faw was married, having brought back his
brother-n-law mnto the family fold, having had no trouble
from his new stepmother, and seeing hus mother recovering
from day to day, devoted humself 1o his legal and pohtical
work, and was swept along on the rapid current of Paris
Tife, sn which houts are like days Toward the end of the
sesston he was busy wnting up a report of a meeting of
!hc’Chnmbcr, and decided to sit up all one mght, wotking
onit He returned 1o his study at about nine in the evening
and as he waited for his manservant to bring tum his
candles with shades he thought about his father. He was
reproaching himselt for feaving the search to the singef
and had yust decided to see Monsieur Chapuzot about the
matier the very next day, when he saw, at has window, in
the twilight, a fine old head, bold and yellow, fringed with
white hair.

“Will you 23k them, sit, 16 open the door to a Poar
hermit from the desest, who is callecting money for the
rebuilding of a religious hostel?™

This apparition, whose words suddenly teminded the



lawyer of a prophecy made by the ternble Nournsson,
shook him profoundly. ’

“Let that old man in,” he said to his manservant,

“He will make the room stink, sir,” said the servant,
“He is weaning a brown habit that he cannot have changed
since he left Syria, and he has no vest.”

“Bring him in,” the lawyer repeated

The old man entered Victonn examuned the supposed
hermit on pilgnimage with a suspicious eye, and saw a
superb example of those Neapolitan monks whose habyts
are scarcely distingwishable from beggars’ rags, whose
sandals are tatters of leather, as the monks themselves are
the tatters of humanity The disguise was so perfect that
while remamning on his guard, the barrster rebuked him:
self for having believed 1n Madame Nourrisson’s spells

“What do you want from me?”

“Whatever you feel you ought to give me ™

Victorm took a hundred sous piece from a ple of
crowns and held 1t out to the stranger

“That 1s not very much on account for fifty thousand
francs,” sard the mendicant from the desert

This phrase removed all Victorin’s doubts

“And has heaven kept its promuses?” said the lawyer,
with a frown

“The doubt 1s an offense, my son'” replied the hermyt,
“If you would prefer not to pay until after the fureral, you
are within your nights, I will return 1 a week’s tume »

“The funeral™ the lawyer exclaimed, getting up

“Time passes,” sard the old man, turning to leave, “and
the dead are soon disposed of, m Paris.”

When Hulot, who had looked down, was about 10 reply,
the active old man had disappeared

«I don't understand a word of 1t,” Hulot told himself,
“All the same, if we have not found my father by the end
of eight days, T will put them on to finding him. Where
does Madame Nourrisson—yes, that is her name-—find_,
such actors?”

On the following day Doctor Bianchon allowey *
Baroness to go down into the garden, and had just?
wned Lisbeth, wha had been confined to her - *



month with a mild attack of bronchitis. This briltiant
doctor, who would not venture 1o give a definite opinion
o Lisbeth without seeing decisive symptoms, accompanied
the Baroness mnto the garden, to observe the effect of fresh
air on her nervous tremor—which he had under observa-
tion—-after two months of seclusion. The idea of curing this
nervous complaint had B 's p ional
genws. Finding this great and eminent doctor sitting with
them a few minutes, the Baroness and her children set
about making conversation with him.,

“You must have a very fully occupied life—and very
sadly occupied,” said the Baroness. “I know what it is like
to spend all one’s day seemng scenes of distress and physical
suffering.”

“Madame,” said the doctor, *I know the kind of scenes
that chantable work brings you into contact with; but you
will get used to them in the end, as we all do. Tt is the law
of society The confessor, the mogstrate, the Jawyer, would
find life 1mpossible if the sense of duty to society did not
triumph over the lses of h . Life
would be impossible if this were not so. Ts not the soldier,
in ume of war, also confronted with spectacles still more
crucl than those we see? And all soldiers who have been in .
action are kind. And we doctors have the pleasure of seeing
successful cures, just as you have the satisfaction of saving
families from the evils of hunger, depravity, and misery,
by giving them wark, and bninging them back into social
life; but what consofation has the magistrate, the police
officer, or the lawyer, who spend their whole fives investr-
gating the most sordid scheming of self-interest, a social
mopstrosity that may regret not having succeeded but
which knows nothing of repentance? One hall of society
spends its life obscrving the other half. An old friend of
mine, 2 lawyer who has now retired, used ta say ta me
that for the past fifteen years solicitors and barristers have
been as suspicious of their clients as of their clients”
opponents. Your son 1s a Jawyer. Has he never found him:
self compromised by 1he client whom he was defending?”

“QOh! very often,” said Victerin, with a smile,
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“What is the cause of this deep-rooted evil?” asked the
Baroness.

“Want of religion,” replied the doctor, “and the en-
croachment of money, which is only another name for
egoism sohdified Money, in the old days, was not every-
thing; other values took precedence over it There was
nobulity, and talent, and services rendered to the State; but
today the law makes money the measure of everything—it
has made it the basis of publxc capacity! Certain magistrates
are not eligible—J¢ would not have
been eligible! The perpetual subdwision of inherited estates
means that everyone must think of himself from the age
of twenty. Well, between the necessity of making money
and crooked scheming there 1s no longer anmy obstacle,
because the religious sense is lacking 1n France, in spite of
praiseworthy efforts toward a Catholic revival. That 15
what anyone 1s bound to conclude, who sees, as I do, life
from the inside.”

“But surely you have a few pleasures?” said Hortense.

“A true doctor’s passion,” rephed Bianchon, “is for
science. This devotion, and the knowledge that he is doing
useful work, are what sustain him. Why, at this very
moment you see me in a state of scientific enthusiasm, and
yet many superficial judges would pronounce me heartless.
Tomorrow, at the Academy of Medicine, I am going to
annotnce a discovery. 1 am studying, at this very moment,
a lost discase—a fatal disease, moreover, for we have no
cure for it in temperate chimates, although it is curable in
the West Indies—a malady that was prevalent in the
Middle Ages It is a splendid fight, that of the doctor
agamst an enemy of this kind. I have thought of nothing
but my patients—for there are two of them, a husband and
wife—~for ten days! Are they not connections of yours?
For surely, Madame, you arc Monsieur Crevel's daughter?”
he said, turning to Célestine.

“What! Is your patient my father?" said Célestine.
“Does he live in Rue Barbet-de-Jouy?”

“Yes, that is s0,” replied Bianchon

“And the disease is fatal?” Victorin repeated, °




*1 must go to my father!” exclaimed Célestine, getting
up.

P“l positively forbsd it, Madame,” said Bianchon caimly.
“This disease is contagious.”

“But you go there yourseif,” said the young woman. “Do
you think that a daughter’s duty is less compelling than a
doctor’s?

“A doctor knows how 10 protect himself from infection,
Mad and the impulsi of your i i
me that you might not be as prudent as I am.”

Célesting got up and went into the house, where she
dressed to go out

“Doctor,” said Victonn to Bianchon, “have you any
hope of saving Monsieur and Madame Crevel?”

“Thope, but I do not believe, that I shall,” said Biz\nchoq.
“The case seems to me quite inexplicable. This disease is
pecubiar to Negroes and the American natives, whose skin
formation 1s different from that of the white races. Now, [
can trace no contact between Negroes, redskins, or half-
castes and Monsieur or Madame Crevel 1t may be a very
interesting complaimt to us, but 1t 1s a terrible one o an
ordinary person The poor woman, who was, I am told,
very pretty, 15 well punished for her sins, for at this moment
she is revoltingly ugly, 1f she 15 stil) anything at all} Her
teeth and her hair are dropping ont, and she looks bike 8
leper, she 1s a horror to herself. Her hands are dreadful 10
took at, swollen, and covered with greemsh pustules; the
nails are coming loose, and lie in the midst of sores that
she has seratched, m short, all the extremities of the body
are decomposing into running vlcers.”

“But what 15 the cause of these symptoms?” asked the
barrister. R

“Qh,” said Bianchon, “the cause is a rapid disintegration
of the blood, that breaks down at an alarming rate. 1 hope
to act on the blood—TI am having it analyzed. I am going
home to pick up the results of the investigation made by
my friend Professor Duval, the famous chemist, so as t0 be
able to take drastic measures——the sort of desperate remedy
we sometimes attempt in the effort to deleat d::mz."

“The hand of God s in #!" said the Baroness, in tones
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of deep emotion *“‘And although that woman has done me
wrongs that have made me, at times, pray that Divine
judgment mght descend upon her head, heaven knows,
Doctor, that T hope you will succeed!”

Victorin Hulot turned dizzy, He looked at his mother,
the doctor, and his sister in turn, and trembled lest they
should read his thoughts, He saw himself as a murderer.
Hortense, for her part, thought God very just. Célestine
returned, and asked her husband to go with her.

“If you go there, Madame, and you, sir, keep at least a
foot away from the patients’ beds. That 1s all that 1s
necessary And on no account must you or your wife kiss
the dying man! I think you ought to go with your wife,
Monsieur Hulot, to see that she does not disobey these
orders.”

Adeline and Hortense, left alone, went to keep Lisbeth
company. Hortense’s hatred for Valérie was so intense that
she could not contain herself.

“Cousin' My mother and I are avenged!™ she exclaimed.
“That creature is p he is in a state of
decomposition!™

“What are you saying?” said Bette, getting up from her
chair. “Do you mean Valérie?”

“Yes,” said Adeline. “The doctors have given her up;
she 1s dying of a loathsome disease, whose very description
makes one’s blood run cold.”

Cousin Bette's teeth chattered—she broke out mto a
cold sweat, the violence of the shock revealed the depth of
her passionate attachment to Valéne. “I must go there!”
she said

“But the doctor has forbidden you to go out?”

“That doesn’t matter I must go! Poor Crevel, what a
state he must be 1n, for he adores his wife!”

“He is dymng, too,” replied Countess Stembock. “Ah! all
our enemues are m the Devil’s clutches!”

“In God's hands, my child"™

Lisbeth dressed, put on her famous yellow cashmere
shawl, her black velvet bonnet, and her boots, and, i
spite of the remonstrances of Adeline and Hortense,
went out, as if impelled by some irresistible force. W




she arrived at Rue Barbet, a few minutes after Monsietr
and Madame Hulot, Lisbeth found seven doctors whom
Bianchon had called 1n to observe this unique case, nqd
whom he had yust jomed These doctars were standing it
the drawing room discussing the pauents. Furst one and
then another of them went into Valéne's bedroom, of
Crevel's, 1o make an observation, and came back with some
argument founded on this rapid exammnation

Two widely different views dvided these princes of
science One, alone in his opimon, believed that 1t was 2
case of poisoming, and spoke of some private vengeance,
denying that thus was the malady described i the Middle
Ages. Three others took the view that it was a disinte~
gration of the lymph and the humors. The other party,
agreesng with Bianchon, mamtained that this disease was
caused by a form of blood poisomng resulting from some
unkhown morbid infection. Bianchon had just brought the
result of the blood analysis catried out by Professor Duval.
The treatment, although without hope of a cure, and
entirely empincal, depended upon the diagnosis.

Lisbeth stopped, petnfied, three paces away from the
bed on which Valérie lay dying, on seeing there a priest
from Sawnt Thamuas-d'Aquin by her friend's pitfow and &
Sster of Chanty tending her Relipon found a soul to save
m a mass of putrefaction which, of all the five senses,
retained only that of sight The Sister of Charty, the only
being who had been willing to accept the task of nussing
Valéne, stood a Intle apart So the Cathohe Church, that
divine body, always actvated by the spirit of sacrifice it
aff things, had 0 1ts double role of the spiratual and the
cotporal come to the ard of that wicked and foul creature,
lavishing on her its ifinite compassion and the inexhausti-
ble niches of the Divine mercy

The servants, horrified, refused to enter the sickroomss
they thought only of themseives, and considesed that theit
master and nustress were nghtfully punished. The stench
was so foul that, it spie of open windows and the most
powerful scents, no one could remmn Jong in Valérie’s
bedroom. Religion alone watched there. How rconld 3
woman with Valérie's great intelligence fail to ask hessell



from what motive these two representatives of the Church
remained there? The dymg woman had listened to the
words of the priest. Repentance had made inroads into
that perverse soul, in proportion as the wasting malady
ravaged her beauty. The delicate Valérie had offered less
resistance to the progress of the disease than Crevel, and
she was to be the first to die, having, indeed, been the first
to be attacked

“If T had not been ill myself, I would have come and
nursed you,” said Lisbeth at last, after exchanging a look
wath the suffering eyes of her friend *I have been confined
.to my room for two or three weeks; but when I heard from
the doctor how 1il you were I got up and came.”

“Poor Lisbeth, so you still love me at least, I see,” said
Valéne. “Listen’ T have not more than a day or two left
to think, for I cannot say to live. As you see, I have not a
body any more; I am 2 heap of mud. They won't let me
look at myself in a mirror. And it is no more than I
deserve. And I only wish, that in order to recewve mercy,
I could repair all the harm that I have done.”

“Oh" said Lisbeth, “if you talk like that, you must
really be dyng!”

“Do not prevent this woman from repenting; leave her
to her Christian thoughts" said the priest

“There is nothing left!” thought Lisbeth, appalled. “I do
not recogmze her eyes, nor her mouth! There is not onc
feature of her left! And her wits have deserted her! Oh!
This is terrifying!”

“You do not know,” Valérie continued, “what death is,
what it 15 to be compelled to think of the day after your
Iast day, of what awaits you in the grave—worms for the
body, and for the soul . . What? Oh, Lisbeth, I feel that
there is another life! And T am so terrified by that thought
that T hardly notice the pain of my rotting flesh! And I
said to Crevel 1n joke, making fun of a saint, that God’s
vengeance takes every form of misfortune! Well, 1 was
prophetic! Do not make light of sacred things, Lisbeth! 1f
you love me, do as I am doing, and repent!”

“I” said the peasant. “I have seen vengeance everywhere
in nature. The 1nsects pensh in order to satisfy the des‘i’re‘



10 avenge themselves on therr attackers! And these gentle-
men,” she sard, tuming to the priest, “tell us, do they nat,
that God exacts revenge, and that His vengeance 1s eternal!”

The priest looked at Lisbeth with an expression full of
gentleness, and said to her, “You are an atheist, Madame.”

“But look what I have come to!™ said Valérie

“And how did you get this gangrene!” asked the spinster,
who still clung to her peasant incredulity

“Oht Henri sent me a letter that leaves mé¢ in no doubt
as to my fate He has killed me! To die—just when 1
would tike to hve honestly—and to die an object of horror!
Lisbeth, give up all thoughts of revenge! Be kind to that,
family, to whom I have already, in a will, left as much of
my propesty as I am free to dispose of as I please Go, my
child, even though you are the only being now who does
not keep away from me 1n horror—1 beg you, go away,
leave me—I have time only to consign myself to God!”

“She 1s delinoust™ thought Lisbeth, as she turned to go.

Even the strongest affection that there s, friendship
between women, has not the heroic constancy of the
Church Lisbeth, stfled with the evil smeil, left the room
She saw the doctors sull deep 1n discussion But Baanchon’s
opinion had carnied the day, and they were now only
debating the best way to apply the theary. .

“In any case, there will be a splendid post-mortem,” said
one of the opponents, “and we shall have two specimens,
so that we shall be able to make comparisons.”

Lisbeth returned with Bianchon, who went up to the
pauent’s bed without seeming (o notice the fetid atmosphere
that came from it.

“Madame,” he saud, “we are geing to try a powedful
drug that may save you.”

“If you save me,” she said, “shall I be beautiful as 1
used to be?”

“Possibly!™ said the learned doctor. "

“f know what that ‘possibly’ means'™ said Valérie. “1
should look like those women who have fallen into the
fice! No, leave me to the Church! [ can please no one now
but God' I must try to be reconciled to Him—it will be
my last fhirtation. Yes, I must try to make God!™
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“That is my poor Valéne’s last joke—that is so like
her!” said Lisbeth, in tears, '

The peasant felt that it was her duty to go into Crevel's
bedroom, where she found Victorin and his wife sitting
three feet away from the infected man.

“Lisbeth,” he said, “they won't tell me how my wife is.
You have just seen her. How is she?”

“She 1s better; she says she 1s saved,” said Lisbeth,
permitting herself this ambiguity 1n order to quiet Crevel.

“Ah! That’s good,” said the Mayor. “For I was afraid I
had been the cause of her illness A man is not a commer-
cial traveler in the perfumery business for nothing 1 was
blamng myself. If T were to lose her, what would become
of me? On my word of honor, children, I adore that
woman'™

Crevel sat up 1n bed and tned to strike his attitude

“Oh' Papa! If only you could be well again, I would
recerve my stepmother, I give you my word™

“Poor Iittle Célestine! said Crevel. “Come here and
kiss me!”

Victorin held back his wife, who had jumped up

“Perhaps you did not know, sir,” sad the barnster
gently, “that your illness is contagious.”

“That’s true,” said Crevel. “The doctors are congratu-
Iating themselves on having discovered in me some pest or
other, dating from the Middle Ages, which they are
trumpeting all over their faculties Very funny, I call
oy

“Papa,” said Célestine, “be brave, and you will pull
through this jllness.”

“Don’t you worry, children, death thinks twice before
carrying off a Mayor of Pans'” he said, with ludicrous
composure, “And i any case, if my borough 1s so unfor-
tunate as to sustamn the loss of the man whom 1t has twice
honored with its vote—there! you see how well 1 express
myselfl—well, I still know how to pack my bags. I am an
old commercial traveler, I am used to departures. Yes, my
children, I am a strong-minded man!” .

“Papa, promise me to let a priest come and see 3

“Never]” said Crevel. “What are you thinkine
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its environs was still far from reassuring. Any well-dressed
pedestrian chancing to go up one of these dreadful side
streets would have been astonished to see anstocracy
rubbing shoulders there with this sinister underworld In
such places, where sgnorant poverty proliferates and misery
is driven to bay, one finds the last public letter-writers to
be found m Pans, Wherever you see wntten the words
“Public Letter-writer,” 1n large script, on a white sheet of
paper 1n the window of some first-floor or squalid ground-
floor premises, you may safely conclude that the quarter is
the haunt of many illiterate people, and of the vices and
crimes that arise out of misfortune. Ignorance is the mother
of all crimes For a crime 15, before everything else, a result
of lack of intelligence.

During the Baroness’ illness this quarter, to which she
was a second Providence, had acquired a public letter-
writer, who had set up 1n the alley known, by one of these
antitheses with which Panisians are famuliar, as the Passage
du Soleil—for this alley was more than usually dark, This
writer, who was thought to be a German, was called Vyder,
and was living with a young girl, of whom he was so
jealous that he never allowed her to go out except to visit
a family of homest stove-fitters mn the Rue Saint-Lazare,
Ttalians, hike all stove-fitters, who had been settled for many
years m Paris This family had been saved from impending
bankruptey, which would have reduced them to musery,
by Baroness Hulot, acting on behalf of Madame de la
Chanterie In the course of a few months want had given
place to comfort, and religion had entered the hearts that
had so lately cursed Providence with the energy peculiar
to Italian stove-fitters, One of the Baroness’ first visits,
therefore, was fo that farmly. She was happy at the scene
that met her eyes at the back of the house where these good
people lived, 1n the Rue Samnt-Lazare, near the Ru¢ du
Rocher Above the stoves and the workshop, now well
fitted out, and positively swarming with workmen and
apprentices, all of them Italians from the valley of Domo
d'Ossola, the family lived in a httle flat, to Ywhxchdlabcf,

The

had brought was
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Judicis were living to save the child from her mothcr‘§
clutches. The mother was jealous of her daughter, and it
ceems 2 if she had hoped to turn her beauty to profit, to
make that child into a young madam! Atala remembered
vs, and she advised her gentleman to settle near us; and as
the old man saw what we were like, he lets h;r come here.
But get them married, Ma'am, and you will have done
something worthy of you. Once they are married the ctuld
will be free; she will escape from her mother in that way,
who spies on her, and who would like, for her own profit,

.10 see her in the theater, or successful in the shameful
career that she has started her in.”

*“Why has the old man not married her?”’

“There was no need,” said the Itahan woman, “and
although old Vyder is not exactly bad, I think he had
enough cunning to want to keep the upper hand, and if he
marnied her—well! he would be afraid, poor old chap, of
the thing that alt old men are afraid of!™

* Could you send for the girl?” said the Baropess, “If {
could see her here, I should find out if thers is anything to
be done.”

The stove-fitter’s wife made a sign 10 her eldest girl, who
went off at once Ten minutes later that young person
returned, leading by the hand a young gitl of fifteen and a
half, 2 beauty in the Itahan style.

Mademoiselle Judici had inhented from ber father’s side
that sk, olive by daylight, that at night, in artificial hght,
becames hily-white; eyes that in size, shape, and brilliance
were worthy of the Orient; thick, curling eyelashes like
Irttle black feathers, jet-black hair, and that natural dsgnity
of Lombardy that makes a stranger, walking in Milan on 2

Sunday, fancy that every porter's daughter must be a
Queen.

Atala, informed by the stove-fitter’s daughter of the
visit of the great lady, of whom she had heard so much,
had hastened to put on a pretty silk dress, neat boots, and
anelegant httle cape. A bonnet with cherry~colored ribbons
set off superbly the beauty of her head This child stood
I zn atutude of naive curiosity, watching the Baranese



out of the corner of her eye, much puzzied by her nervous
trembling, The Baroness sighed deeply when she saw ¢his

piece of hood d d to the smire of
prostitution, and snwardly vowed to bring her back to @
life of virtue

“What 15 your name, my child?”

“Atala, Maam ™

“Can you sead and write?” .

“No, Ma'am; but that doesn't matter, because Monsieur
can”

“Did your parents ever take you to Church? Have
you made your first communton? Do you Anow your
catechism™ :

“Well, Ma'am, Papa wanted me to do things son}:tbms
hike what you say, but Mamma would not hear of it"

“Your mother?” exclaimed the Baroness “Is she very
unkind, then, your mother™"

“Bhe always used 1o beat me! I don’t know why, but my
tather and mother were always quarreing about me "

“Then no one has ever told yon about God?" said the
Baroness

The child opened her eyes wide. ,

“Oh, Mamma and Papa often used to say ‘my God,
and “for God's sake,” and ‘God darmm you,”* she rephed,
with touching naiveté.

“Have you never seen any churches? Did you never
think of gorng inside one?”

“Churches? Oh, you mean Notre Dame and the Pantheon.
Yes, I have seen these from a distance, when Papa us€
to take me about Paris But he didn't do that very often.
There aren't any churches like that in the Faubourg.”

“Which Faubourg did you live n?”

“In the Faubourg *

“Yes, but which?”

“Why, Ma'am, in the Rue de Charonne ™ .

The inhabitants of the Faubourg Saint-Antoine mever
refer to that notorious district otherwise than as “the
Fauvbourg * For them it 15 the Faubaurg par excellence, the
supreme Faubourg, and even factory owners un‘dtrsmnd
by that word the Faubourg Saint-Antoine in particular.
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“Did no one ever teach you the difference between right
and wrong?"

“Mamma used to beat me when I did things she didn’t
hke.”

“Then you didn’t know that you were domng wrong in
leaving your father and mother to go and hive with an old
man?"

Atala Judict looked at the Baroness with an expression
of scorn, and did not answer

“The girl 15 & perfect heathen,” sard Adeline

“Qh, there are plenty more like her in the Faubourg,
Ma’am,” said the stove-fitter’s wife,

“But, good heavens, she knows nothing—not even what
15 wrong! Why won't you answer me?” she said, trymng to
take Atala’s hand

Atala, indignant, drew back.

“You are an old fool'” she said. “My father and mother
had had scarcely anything to eat for a week! My mother
wanted to do something dreadful, I think, because my
father beat her, and called her a thief’ But then Monsieur
Vyder pad all my father’s and mother’s debts and gave
them money—oh, a whole bag of 1t—and then he took me
away, and my poor Papa cried. But we had to say good-
bye! Well, was that wrong?" she asked

“And are you very fond of this Monsieur Vyder?”

“Am I fond of lum!” she said “Why, Ma'am, I should
think I am! He tells me beautiful stones every evemng!
And he has given me lovely dresses, and underciothes, and
a shawl Why, I am ngged up like a pnincess, and I don’t
wear sabots any more! And for two months T haven't
known what 1t 1s to be hungry! I don’t Live on potatoes
now! He bnngs me bonbons, and burnt almonds—they
are simply delicious, chocolate almonds—I do anything he
wants me to, for a bag of chocolates! And besides, my old
Daddy Vyder is very kind, and he looks after me so well,
so nicely, that it makes me realize what my mother ought
to have been like, He is going to get an old servant to kelp
me, becanse he doesn’t like me to spoil my hands doing
the cookmg He has been making a good bit of money for
the last month, he gives me three francs every evening,,



put in my money-box! The only thing is, he doesn't Tike
me going out, except to come here! Really, he's ever such
a mice man' So he can do whatever he likes with me! He
calls me his little kitten' And my mother never used 10
call me anything but bad names, or thief, or vermin! Don’t
1 know 111" :

“Well, then, why don’t you marry your Daddy Vyder,
my child™

“But we are married, Ma’am!™ said the young girl, look-
ing at the Baroness with an expression full of pride, without
a blush, her brow clear, her eyes untroubled. “He said t?
me that T was tus litle wife; but it is a bore being a man's
wife! I mean, if it wasn't for the chocofate almonds!”

“Good heavenst” the Baroness sad to hersclf, “what
kind of monster can it be who has the heart to take advan-
tage of such complete and pure innocence! Surely to bring
back this child into the ways of virtue would redeem many
sins! For 1 knew what I was domng!” she thought, remem-
bering the scene with Crevel, “But she knows nothing!”

“Do you know Monsieur Samanon?” Atala asked, with
a cunning exptession,

“No, my child. Why do you ask me that?” '

“Really and truly? said the innocent creature.

“You need not be afraid of this lady, Atalat” said the
stove-fitter’s wife. “She is an angell™ 5

“Only my old man is afraid of being found by this
Samanon—that’s why he is in hiding. And I do so wish he
could be free *

“Why?" .

“Why, he would take me to Bobino, perhaps t0 the
Ambiga,” L

“What an adorable creaturel” said the Baroness, Kissing
the young girl.

“Are you rich?” asked Atala, who was playing with the
Baroness’ lace cuffs, .

“Yes and no,” she replied, “I am rich for good Tittle g}ﬂs
like you, when they are willing to be taught their Christian
duues by a priest and walk in the right way.”

“Walk in what way?"
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“In the way of virtue!” '

Atala looked at the Baroness wnh an air of sly amuse-
ment,

“Look at Madame—she is happy since she returned to
the bosom of the Church,” said the Baroness, pointing
to the stove-fitter’s wife. “You are only married as the
2nimals mate.”

“I?” said Atala “Why, if you will give me all the things
that old Vyder gives me, I would be very glad not to be
married. It’s a nuisance! Do you know what 1t is like?”

“Once you are united to a man, as you are,” said the
Baroness, “virtue requires you to remain faithful.”

“Until he dies,” said Atala, knowingly. “I shall not have

long to wait. 1f you knew how old Vyder coughs and
wheezes! Pouh! Pouh!”—and she imtated the old man.
« “Virtue and morality demand,” the Baroness continued,
“that the Church, that represents God, and the Mayor, who
represents the law, should consecrate your marriage, Look
at Madame-~she 15 properly marned.”

“Is 1t nicer?” asked the child.

“You will be happier,” said the Baroness, “because no
one will be able to blame you for the marriage. You will be
pleasing God! Ask Madame whether she marned without
having received the sacrament of mamage

Atala looked at the stove-fitter’s wife.

“What has she more than I have?” she asked “I am
prettier than she 1s.”

“Yes, but I am an honest woman,” retorted the Ttalian
woman, “and you mught be called a bad name.”

“How can you expect that God will protect you if you
ride roughshod over the laws of God and man”” said the
Baroness “Do you know that God has a paradise in store
for those who follow the laws of His Church?”

“What is there 1 paradise” Are there theatres?” said
Atala.

‘why, in paradise, " sad the Baroness, “there are all
the joys you can possibly 1magme It 15 full of angels, with
white wings, We see God there in His glory, and partake-”
of His power; we are happy every moment for all
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Atala Judici Yistened to the Baroness as she might have
Tistened to music; and seeing that all this was Greek to her,
Adeline decided that she would have to approach the
matter 1n a different way, through the old man. s

“Go home, my child, and I will come and talk to
Monsteur Vyder, Is he French?”

“He 15 Alsatran But he will be rich! Why, if you would
pay what he owes to that wicked Samanon, he would pay
you back! For in a few months, he says, he will be gesting
six thousand francs a year, and then we will go and live in
the country, far away, 1n the Vosges.” )

At the word “Vosges” the Baroness became lost in
thought She remembered her own village! She was roused
from this melancholy meditation by the voice of the stove-
fitter, who now came in to tefl her about hts prosperity.

“In a year I shall be able to repay you the money you
lent us. For it is God's money, it belongs to the poor and
the unfortunate! If T grow rich, you can always come to me
for money. T will repay to others, through you, the help
that you brought us.”

“Just now,” said the Baroness, “I don't want to ask you
for monty, but for your help 1n a good work. T have just
seen the little Judici girl who is living with an old man, a“§
I want to persuade them to be married in church, legally.

“Ah! old Vyder—he is a very decent old fellow, and he
gives good advice The poor old chap has already made 2
number of friends in the neighborhood, since he came
here two months ago He has put my accounts in order gor
me. He is a brave Colonel, I believe, who did good service
under the Emperor. And how he loves Napolcon! He has
a decoration, but he never wears it. He is waiting until he
is straight again; for he is in debt, poor old fellow! T
shouldn't wonder if he isn't huding, and the bailifs on 1S
track!” L

«Tell him I will pay his debts if he will marry the chill‘!

“Oh, that will not be difficult! Why not go and see himt
now? It is just round the corner, in the Passage du Soleil.

The Baroness and the stove-fitter set out for the Passa5®
du Soleil.
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“This way, Ma'am,” said the stove-fitter, pointing down
the Rue de la Pépinidre.
' The Passage du Soleil runs, in fact, from the bottom of
the Rue de la Pépinitre through to the Rue du Rocher.
Halfway down this passage, recently made, whose shops
are let at a very modest rent, the Baroness saw, above a
window screened halfway up with green oiled silk to pre-
vent passers-by from staring in, a motice on which was
written “Public letter-writer”; and on the door:

Business agency.
Petitions drawn up, accounts audited
All work confidential,
and cammied out promptly.

The interior was like one of the waiting rooms where
passengers on the Paris omnibuses wait for their connec-
tions. A staircase inside led, no doubt, to the first-floor
rooms, Iooking onto the alley, that went with the shop.
The Baroness noticed a blackened deal wnting table, some
boxes, and a shabby secondhand chair. A cap and a green
oiled-silk eye-shade fixed with dirty copper wire suggested
either precautions for disguise or weakness of the eyes—
not unlikely in an old man.

“He is up there,” said the stove-fitter. “I will go up and
tell him to come down

The Baroness lowered her veil and sat down. A heavy
step made the hittle wooden staircase creak and Adelme
could not restrain a piercing cry when she saw her husband,
Baron Hulat, in a gray kmtted vest, shabby gray fannel
trousers, and slippers.

“What can I do for you, Madame?” said Hulot gallantly.

Adeline rose, seized Hulot, and said to him in a voice
broken with emotion, “At last I have found you!”

“Adeline!” the Baron exclaimed in amazement and
locked the door of the shop. “Joseph!” he said to the
stove-fitter, “go out by the back way!”

“My dear,” she said, forgetting everything else in her
excess of joy, “you can return to your family. We age  *
your son has an income of a hundred and sixty
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He cally himself an Afsatian, and is a fetter-writer; he is hving
with a young gl called Atala Judici, You must be careful, because
there is an active search on foot for the Baron, on whose behalf
1 do not know .

The actress has kept her word, and remains, aiways, Madame fa
Baronne,

Your very humble scrvn;n.

The Baron's return was greeted with transports of joy,
which quite reconciled him to family life He forgot littie
Atala Judics, for his excesses had reduced him to that state
of ) bility ch istic of childhood. The
famuly’s happmess was clonded by the change in the Baron.
He had left home still a hale man, and he returned almost
a centenarian, broken, bowed, his expression degraded A
splendid dinner, planned by Célestine, reminded the old
man of the singer’s dinner parties, and he was quite over-
whelmed by the spiendors of his family. .

“You are celebrating the return of the prodigal father!”
he whispered to Adeline

“Hush! That 1s all forgotten she replied.

“And where 15 Lisbeth®” the Baron asked, noticing that
the spinster was not present

“Unfortunately, she is m bed,” replied Hortense *She
will never get up agamn, and she will pot be with us long.
But she 15 hoping to see you after dinner,” .

On the following morning, at sunrise, the younger Hulot
was informed by the porter’s wife that men of the Mumci-
pal Guard were posted all around his house. The police
were searching for Baron Hulot. The baliff, who had
followed the concierge, presented a summons to the bar-
nster, asking him whether he was willing to pay on behalf
of s father It was a matter of ten thousand francs,
borrawed oft notes-of-hand, from a usurer by the name of
Samanon, who had probably lent the Baron two or three
thousand, The young man asked the bailff to send away
the puard, and paid

“Wil this be the last?” he wondered, aniously.

Lisbeth, already mserable enough on account of the
good foutune that smiled on the family, could not survive
this happy event She became so much worse that Bianchon




fave her only a week to live, defeated at last in that long
battle, in which she had won so many victories. She kept
the secret of her hate through her painful death from
pilmonary consumption, And she had the supreme satisfac-
ngn of seeiny Adeline, Hortense, Hulot, Victorin, Stemnbock,
Célestine, and their children, all 1n tears around her bed,
mourning her as the angel of the family Baron Hulot, on
a substantial diet, such as he had not enjoyed for three
yeats, recovered his strength, and was almost himself
again. This restoration made Adeline so happy that her
nervous tremor greatly improved

“She will be happy, after all” thought Lisbeth on the
eve of her death, sceing the veneration with which the
Baron behaved toward his wife, whose suffermgs had been
descnbed to him by Hortense and Victorm.

This reflection hastened the end of Cousin Bette, who
was followed to the grave by the whole family, all 1n tears

Baron and Baroness Hulot, having reached the age for
complete rest, gave Count and Countess Steinbock the
beautiful rooms on the first floor, and moved into the
second. The Baron, through the efforts of his son, abtatned
early in 1845 a dir hip on a railway carry-
g a salary of six thousand francs, which, with his pension
and the money left him by Madame Crevel, produced an
income tot y~f h d francs a year
As Hortense had obtamned independent control of her own
money during her three years of separation from her
husband, Victorin no longer hesitated to make over to his
sister the two hundred thousand francs left in trust, and this
produced an income of twelve thousand francs a year for
Hortense Wenceslas, now the husband of a rich woman,
was entirely farthful to her; but he 1dled his time away,
without ever being able to bring himself to the point of
beginning any piece of work, however smali. Once more
an artist in partibus, he was a great social success, and was
consulted by a number of amateurs; in other words, he
‘became a critic, like all weak characters who are false to
their first pronuse Each of these famulies, therefore, enjoyed
jts own particulac fortune, aithough living under one .~

Made wise by s0O many misfortunes, the Baroness *
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