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SHORT STORIES BY BALZAC

MADAME DE DEY’S LAST RECEPTION

One evening in the month of November, 1793, the
principal inhabitants of Carentan were collected in the
salon of Madame de Dey, who held an Assembly every
evening, Certain circumstances which would have at-
tracted no notice in a large town, but were such as to
mightily interest a small one, imparted a peculiar impor-
tance to this customary gathering. Two days before,
Madame de Dey had closed her doors to her visitors on
the ground of indisposition, and had also announced that
she would be unable to receive them the following evening.
At an ordinary time these two events would have produced
the same effect at Carentan as a relache! at all the theaters
produces in Paris; on these days, existence seems in a sense
incomplete. But in 1793, the action of Madame de Dey
was one which might lead to the most dizastrous conse-
quences. At that time, a step involving a noble in the
least risk was nearly always a matter of life and death.
In order to understand properly the keen curiosity and
petty craftiness which on that evening animated the
faces of all these respectable Normans; and still more, in
order to share the scerct perplexitics of Madame de Dey,
it is necessary to explain the part she played at Carentan.
As the critical? position in which she was situated at this
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SHORT STORIES BY BALZAC

time was no doubt the position of many during the Re.
volution, the sympathies of not a few of my readers will
add their own color to this narrative.

Madaimne de Dey was the widow of a Lieutenant General
decorated with several orders. At the beginning of the
Fmigration she had left the Court, and as she owned con-
siderable property in the neighborhood of Carentan, she
had taken refuge there, in the hope that the influence of
the Terror would not make itself felt in those parts. This
supposition, founded on an exact knowledge of the coun-
try, proved correct, for the ravages of the Revolution in
Lower Normandy were slight. Although, formerly, when
she came to visit her property she had only associated
with the local noblesse, now, out of policy, she opened her
doors to the principal townspeople and the new authorities
of Carentan, exerting herself to flatter them by the com-
pliment of her acquaintance, and at the same time to avoid
awakening their hatred or their jealousy. Kind and
courteous, gifted with an indescribable sweetness of man.-
ner, she knew how to please without recourse! to cringing
or enfreaty, and had thus succeeded in winning general
esteem. This was due to her exquisite tact, which by its
sage promptings enabled her to steer a difficult course and
satisfy the exigencies of a mixed society; she neither humi-
liated the tetchy self-conceit of the parvenus nor shocked
the sensibilities of her old friends.

At the age of about thirty-eight, she still preserved—
not that fresh buxom beauty which distinguishes the girls
of Lower Normandy—but a slender, so to speak, aristo-

!recourse, fg §j-
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- SHORT 'BTORIES BY BALZAC

oratic type. Her features were delicately chiselled -and
her figure pliant and graceful; when she spoke, her palo
face seemed to light up with fresh life. Her large dark
eyes were full -of kindly courtesy, but an expression of
religious calm within them seemed to show that the prin-
ciple of her existence lay no longer in herself. She ‘had
been married at an early age to an old and jealous soldier,
and the falseness of her position in the midst of a dissolute
court, had no doubt done much to spread a veil of grave
melancholy over 'a face which must once have beamed
with all the charm and vivacity of Love. Obliged to
repress unceasingly the instinctive impulses and emotions
of svoman, at a time when she still feels rather than reflects,
with her, passion had remained virgin in the depth of her
heart. Thus her chief attraction was derived from this
inward youthfulness, which betrayed itself at certain mo-
ments in her countenance, and gave her ideas an innocent
expression of desire. Her appearance commanded respect,
but in her manner and ber voice, impulses toward -an un-
known future such as spring in the heart of a young girl,
were continually showing themselves. The least suscep-
tible men soon found themselves in love with her, and yet
were impressed with a sort of fear of her, inspired by her
tourtly bearing. Her soul, great by nature but rendered
strong by cruel struggles, seemed to be raised too high for
commen humanity, and of this men appeared to be cons-
cious. To such a soul, a lofty passion is a necessity. Thus
i1i Madame de IDey’s afiections were concentrated in one
single sentiment-—the sentiment of Maternity. The hap-
piness and pleasures of which she had been deprived as a
wife she found again in the intense love she bore her son.

3
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SHORT STORIES BY BALZAC

She loved him, not only with the pure and deep devotion
of a mother, but with the coquetry! of a mistress and the
jealousy of a wife. She was miserable when he was far
from her, anxious? when he had gone out; she could never
see enough of him; she lived only in him and for him. To
give an idea of the strength of this sentiment in Madame
de Dey, it will be enough to add that this son, besides being
her only child, was the last relation left her, the only crea-
ture on whoimn she could fasten the hopes and fears and
joys of her life. The late Count was the last of his family,
and the Countess the sole heiress of hers, so that every
worldly calculation and interest combined with the noblest
needs of the soul to intensify in her heart a sentiment
already so strong in the heart of woman. It was only by
infinite care that she had succeeded in rearing her son, and
this had endeared him still more to her. The doctor had
pronounced twenty times over that she must lose him, but
she was confident in her own hopes and presentiments3,
So in spite of the decrees of the Faculty4, she had the in-
expressible joy of seeing him pass safely through the perils
of infancy, and then of watching with wonder the continued
improvement of his health.

Thanks to her constant care, her son had grown into a
young man of so much promise® that at the age of twenty
he was looked upon as one of the most accomplished gentle-
men at the Court of Versailles. Above all, happy in a
crown unattained by the efforts of every mother, she was
adored by her son; they understood one another, heart
to heart, in fraternal sympathy. If they had not been
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SHORT STORIES BY BALZA

already bound together by the bonds of nature, thoy would
have instinctively felt for each other that mutual friend-
ship between men which is so rarely met with in life.

The young Count had been appointed sub-lieutenant
at the age of eighteen, and in obedience to the code of honor
of the day had followed the princes in their Emigration.

Thus it was impossible for Madame de Dey, being noble,
rich, and the mother of an Emigrant, to hide from herself
the dangers of her cruel situation. With no other aim
than to save her large fortune for her son, she had given
up the happiness of accompanying him; but when she read
at Carentan the stringent laws under which the Republic
was confiscating every day the property of Emigrants, she
exulted in! her act of courage, for was she not preserving
her son’s wealth at the risk of her own life? Later on,
when she heard of the terrible executions decreed by the
Convention, she slept in peace, knowing that her only
treasure was in safety, far from danger and the scafiold.
She congratulated herself in the belief that she had taken
the best means of preserving both her treasures at once.
By consecrating to this secret thought the concessions
which those unhappy times demanded, she neither com-
promised her womanly dignity nor her aristocratic con-
victions, but hid her sorrows under a cold veil of mystery.

She had grasped all the difficulties which awaited her
at Carentan. To come theras and fill the first place was
in itself a daily tempting of the scaffold. But supposted
by her motherly courage, she was enabled to win the
affection of the poor by consoling the misery of all without

lexulted in, § } i3 &.
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SHORT STORIES BY BALZAO

distinctiot:;, and to make herself indispensable to the rich
by ministering to their pleasures.

She entertained at her house the Procureur of the Com-
mune, the Mayor, the President of the district, the Public
Prosccutor, and even the judges of the Revolutionary
Court. Of these personages the first four were unmarried,
and paid their addresses to her. Kach of them hoped she
would marry him, either from fear of the harm that it was
in their power to do her, or for the sake of the protection
which they had to offer her. The Public Prosecutor,
formerly an attorney at Caen, employed to manage the
Countess’s business, adopted an artifice which was most
dangerous for her. He tried a generous and devoted line
of conduct, in the hope of inspiring her with affection. In
this way he was the most formidable of all her suitors, and
as she had formerly been a client of his, he alone knew in-
timately the condition and extent of her fortune. His
passion was therefore reinforced by all the desires of avarice
and further supported by immense power—the power of
life and death over the whole district. 'This man, who
was still young, proceeded with so fine a show of generosity
that Madame de Dey had not as yet been able to form a
true estimate of him. But despite the danger of a trial of
craft with Normans, she made use of all the inventive wit!
and duplicity® bestowed by nature on women, to play off
thess rivals one against the other. By gaining time, she
hoped to reach the end of her difficulties, safe and sound.
At this period the royalists of the interior went on flattering
themselves from day to day that on the morrow they

limventive wit, }i §%. 2 duplicity, ¥ 3.
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would see the end of the Republic; it was this persuasion
which brought many of them to ruin.

In spite of these difficulties, by the exercise of consider-
able address!, the Countess had maintained her indepen-
dence up to the day on which she had determined, with
unaccountable imprudence, to close her doors to her guests,
She inspired such a real and deep interest, that the people
who had come to her house that evening were seriously
perturbed when they heard it was impossible for her to
receive them. Then, with that barefaced curiosity which
is ingrained in provincial manners, they immediately began
to make inquiries as to what trouble, or annoyance, or
illness, she suffered from. To these questions an old
housekeeper named Brigitte answered, that her mistress
kept her room and would see no one, not even the members
of her household.

The semi-claustral? life led by the inhabitants of a small
town forms a habit of analyzing and explaining the actions
of others, so germane to them as to become invincibleS,
So after having pitied Madame de Dey, without really
knowing whether she was happy or unhappy, each one set
himself to discover the cause of her sudden retirement.

“If she were ill,” said the first inquisitor, ‘“‘she would
have sent for advice; but the doctor has been at my house
the whole day playing chess. He was joking with me and
saying that there is only one disease nowadays . . . and
that’s ineurable.” o

This jest was hazarded with ocaution.

Laddress, F Fg. 2elaustral, [ ] §% 3. $iovinoible, 28 R T &
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' Men and women, old and young, set themselves to scous
the vast field of conjecture; each one thought he spied a
secret, and this sceret occupied all their imaginations.

By the next day their suspicions had grown more veno-
mous. As life in a small town is balanced up to date, the
women learned, the first thing in the morning, that Brigitte
had made larger purchases at the market than usual. This
was an indisputable fact. Brigitte had been seen very
early in the Place, and—marvelous to relate!—she had
bought the only hare there was to be got. Now the whole
town knew that Madame de Dey did not care for game, so
this hare became the object of endless speculation. Then,
as the old men were taking their usual stroll, they observed
a sort of concentrated activity in the Countess’s house,

. betrayed by the very precautions that the servants took to
conceal it. The valet was beating a carpet in the gardeu;
the evening before no one would have noticed it, but as

@very one was constructing a romance of his own, this
carpet served them for a foundation. Each person had a
different tale.

The second day, the principal personages of Carentan
‘hearing that Madame de Dey announced that she was
‘unwell, met for the evening at the house of the Mayor’s
brother, a retired merchant. He was a married man,
honorable, and generally respected, the Countess herself
having a great regard for him. On this occasion all the
aspirants to the rich widow’s hand had a more or less pro-
bable story to tell, while each of them pondered how to turn
to his own profit the secret which obliged her to compromise
herself in the way she had. The Public Prosecutor im-
agined all the details of a drama in which her son was to be

8
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SHORT STORIES BY BALZAC

brought to the Countess by night. The Mayor believed
that a priest who had refused the oaths had come from
La Vendée, and sought refuge. The President of the dis-
trict was convinced it was a Chouan or Vendéan leader,
hotly pursued. Others inclined to a noble escaped from
the prisons in Paris. In short, everybody suspected that
the Countess had been guilty of one of those acts of genero-
sity, denominated by the laws of that time “crimes,” and
such as might bring her to the scaffold. However, the
Public Prosecutor whispered that they must be silent, and
try to save the unfortunate lady from the abyss into which
she was hurrying.

“If you publish this affair abroad,” he added, “I shall
be obliged to interfere, search her house, and then-—!”
He said no more, but every one understood his reticence.

- The Countess’s true friends were so much alarmed for
her, that, on the morning of the third day, the Procureur
Syndic of the Commune got his wife to write her a note,
entreating her to hold her reception that evening as usual.
The old merchant, bolder still, presented himself during
the morning at Madame de Dey’s house. Confident in
his desire to serve her, he insisted on being shown in, when
to his utter amazement he caught sight of her in the gar-
den, engaged in cutting the last flowers in her borders to
fill her vases.

“Thera’s no doubt she has given refuge to her lover,’
said the old man, struck with pity for this charming wo-
man. The strange expression of her face confirmed his
sugpicions. Deeply moved by a devotion natural in wo-
man but always touching to us—because every man is flat.
tered by the sacrifices a woman makes for one of them —~

9
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SHORT STORIES BY BALZAO

the merchant informed the Countess of the reports which
were going about the town, and of the danger she was in.
“For,” he concluded, “if certain of our functionaries would
tiot be disinclined to pardon your heroism, if a priest were
the object, no one will have any pity on you, if it is dis-
covered that you are sacrificing yourself to the dictates
of the heart.”

At these words Madame de Dey looked at him in such a
strange, wild way, that, old man as he was, he could not
Lelp shuddering.

“Come,” said she, taking him by the hand and leading
i.im into her own room. After making sure that they were
alone, she drew from her bosom a soiled and crumpled
letter.

“Read it.” she cried, pronouncing the words with a
violent effort.

She fell back into her easy chair completely overcome.
While the old merchant was looking for his spectacles and
wiping them clean, she raised her eyes to his face, and for
the first time gazed at him curiously; then she said sweetly,
and in a changed voice: ‘I can trust you.”

“Am I not going to take a share in your crime?’’ ans-
wered the worthy man simply.

She shuddered. For the first time in that little town her
soul found sympathy in the soul of another. The old
merchant understood immediately both the dejection and
the joy of the Countess. Her son had taken part in the
expedition of Granville, he had written to his mother from
the depth of his prison to give her one sad, sweet hope.
Confident in his plan of escape, he named three days within
which he would present himself at her house in disguise.

10
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8HORT STORIES BY BALZAO

The fatal letter contained heartrending adieux in case he
should. not be at Carentan by the evening of the third
day. He also entreated his mother to remit a considerable
siim of money to the messenger who had undertaken to
carry this missive to her, through innumerable dangers,
The paper quivered in the old man’s hands.
“And this is the third day,” cried Madame de Dey.

Then she rose hastily, took the letter, and began to walk
up and down the room.

“You have not been altogether prudent,” said the
merchant. “Why did you have provisions got in?”

" “But he may arrive dying with hunger, worn out with
fatigue, and »” She could not go on.

“I am certain of my brother,” answered the old man;
‘I will go and get hiin on your side.”

"The merchant summoned up all the keenness which
he had formerly employed in his commercial affairs,
He pave the Countess the most prudent and sagacious
directions, and after having agreed together as to every-
thing they both were to say and do, the old man invented
a plausible! pretext for visiting all the principal houses
of Carentan. He announced in each that he had just
seen Madame de Dey, and that she would hold her recep-
tion that evening, in spite of her indisposition. In the
cross-examination which each family subjected him to
on the pature of the Countess’s malady, his keenness was
a match for the shrewd Normans. He managed to start
on the wrong track almost every one who busied them.
gelves with this mysterious affair. His first visit did

1 plausible, &) E3.
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SHORT STORIES BY BALZAO

wonders; it was to an old lady who suffered from gout.
To her he related that Madame de Dey had almost died
from an attack of gout on the stomach, and went on tc
say that the famous Tronchin having formerly prescribed,
on a similar oceasion, the skin of a hare flayed alive to
be laid on the chest, and for the patient to lie in bed with-
out stirring; the Countess, who was in imminent danger
two days before, after having scrupulously carried out
Tronchin’s extraordinary prescription, now felt sufliciently
convalescent to receive any one who liked to visit her
that evening. This tale had an enormous success, and the
doctor of Carentan, himself a royalist in pettol, increased
its effect by the earnestness with which he discuszed the
remedyv. However, suspicion had taken too deep root
in the minds of certain obstinate or philosophic persons
to be entirely dissipated; so that evening the guests of
Madame de Dey were eager to arrive at her house at an
early hour, some to spy into her face, some out of friend-
ship, and most from astonishment at her marvelous cure,
They found the Countess sitting in her salon at the corner
of the large chimney-piece.

Her room was almost as severe as the salons of Car-
entan, for, to avoid wounding her narrow-minded guests,
gshe had denied herself the pleasures of luxury to which
she had been accustomed before, and had made no changes
in her house. The floor of the reception-room was not
even polished; she let the old dingy stufis still hang upon
the walls, still kept the country furniture, burned tallow
candles, and in fact followed the fashions of Carentan.

Lin petto, i3 5.
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AHORT STORIES BY BALZAC

She had adopted provincial life without shrinking from its
cruellest pettiness or its most disagreeable privations.
But knowing that her guests would pardon her any ex-
penditure conducive to their own comfort, she neglected
nothing which could afford them personal enjoyment;
at her house they were always sure of an excellent dinner.
She even went so far as to feign avarice to please their
caleulating minds, and led them on to disapprove of certain
details as concessions to luxury, in order to show that
she could yield with grace.

Toward seven o’clock in the evening the upper middle-
class society of Carentan was assembled at her house,
and formed a large circle round her hearth. The mistress
of the house, supported in the trouble by the old mer-
chant’s compassionate glances, submitted with unheard-
of courage to the minute questionings and stupid, frivolous
talk of her guests. But at every rap of the knocker, and
whenever a footstep sounded in the street, she could
scarcely control her emotion. She raised discussions
affecting the prosperity of the district and such burning
questions as the quality of ciders, and was so well seconded
by her confidant! that the company almost forgot to spy
upon her, the expression of her face was so natural and
her assurancz so imperturbable. However, the Public
Prosecutor and one of the Judges of the Revolutionary
Tribunal kept silence, watching attentively the least move-
ment of her features, and listening, in spite of the noise,
to every sound in the house. Kvery now and then they
would ask some question calculated to embarrass her,

1 confidant, . fif A
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SHORT STORIES BY BALZAC

but these she answered with admirable presence of miudl.
She proved how great a mother’s courage can be.

After having arranged the card tables and settled every
one to boston, or reverst, or whist, Madame de Dey still
remained talking with the greatest nonchalance? to some
young people; she played her part like a consummate
actress. Presently she led them on to ask for lofe, pre-
tended to be the only person who knew where it was, and
left the room.

“Ma pauvre Brigitte,” she cried, “I feel almost suf-
focated.”

Her eyes were brilliant with fever and grief and im-
patience as she dried the tears which started quickly from
them. “He is not coming,” she said, looking into the
bedroom into which she had come. “Here I can breathe
and live. But in a few minutes more he will be here! for
he is alive, I am certain he is alive. My heart tells me so.
Do you not hear something, Brigitte? Oh! T would
give the rest of my life to know whether he is in prison
or walking across the country. I would give anything
not to think.”

She looked around once again to see if everything was
in order in the room. A good fire burned brightly in the
grate, the shutters were shut close, the furniture was
polished until it shone again; the very way in which the
bed was made was enough to prove that the Countess
herself as well as Brigitte had been busy about the smallest
details. Her hopes too were manifest in all the delicate
care that had cvidently been spent upon this room. The
Upresence of wnind 4B {5 €], +p f2 €1 §7. 2nonchalance, 'R %4, ¥

47
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SHORT STORIES BY BALZAC

scent of the flowers she had placed there seemed to shed
forth, mingled with their own perfume, the gracious sweet-
ness and the chastest caresses of love. Only a mother
could thus have anticipated a soldier’s wants, and prepared
him such complete satisfaction of them. A dainty meal,
choice wines, slippers, clean linen—in short, everything
necessary or agreeable to a weary traveler, were collected
together, that he might want for nothing, and that the
delights of home might remind him of a mother’s
love.

The Countess went and placed a seat at the table as if
to realize her prayers and increase the strength of her
illusions. As she did so she cried in a heartrending voice,
“Brigitte!”’

““Ah, Madame, he will come; he ecannot be far off. I am
certain that he is alive and on the way,” replied Brigitte.
“I put a key in the Bible, and rested it on my fingers, while
Cottin read the Gospel of St. John—and, hladame, the
key did not turn.”

“Is that a sure sign?”’ asked the Countess.

“Oh, Madame, it’s well known; I would steke my soul
that he is still alive. God would never deceive us like
that.” '

“In spite of the danger he will be in here; satill, I long to
see him.” :

“Poor Monsieur Auguste,” cried Brigitte, “no doubt he
is on the roads, on foot!.”

- “Hark, that is eight striking,
in terror.

? exclaimed the Countess

lon foot, }J 47.
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SHORT STORIES BY BALZAO

She was afraid that she had stayed too long in the room
but there she could believe that her son still lived when she
saw everything bear wituess to his life. - She went down-
staizs, but before going into the salon she waited a moment
under the colonnade of the staircase, and listened for some
sound to awaken the silent echoes of the town. She emiled
at Brigitte’s husband, who kept watch like a sentinel; his
eyes seemed stupefied with straining to catch the murmurs
of the Place and the first sounds of the night. Everywhere
and ip. everything she saw her son.

A moment afterward she had returned to her guests,
affecting an air of gaiety, and sat down to play. at loto
with some girls. But every now and then she complained
of feeling unwell, and went to recline in her easy chair by
the ﬁreplace

Such was the sltuatlon material and mental, in the
house of Madame de Dey. Meanwhile, on the high road
from Paris to Cherbourg, a young man clad in a brown
(',a!rmagnole1 a costume in vogue at this perlod directed hls
steps toward Carentan. S

In the commencement of the Réquisitions there was little
or no discipline. The exigencies of the moment scarcely
allowed the Republic to-equip its soldiers fully at once, so
that it was nothing unusual to see the roads full of réqui-
sitionnaires still wearing their civil clothes. ~These young
men arrived -at the halting-places. before their.battalions
or; remained there behind them, for the progress of each
man depended on his personal capability of enduring the
fatigues of a long journey. The traveler in question found

carmagnole, — 13 M 32 4.



E’.iﬁ'@%*"ﬂiﬁifﬁﬁt

MR BIGERAAT, AR %ﬁ%ﬁ&%%
,’Eﬁzgimﬁﬂﬁ%mﬂézﬁﬁfmm,M%Euﬁﬂfﬁfmmiﬁ%ﬂﬁo
HFHE, AR 5 25 e KRR R B IR, RUZE RIS TR 12
e, SR A B B A 4R AR A AR AU O A
) — S P e — R TS L T » T SR 355 i 0 o B4R
L EETE L BV R k00 S B, 4B
FIHRARRB T . MR B , SR AT I
AR AR T, (DR R — g —
Moot ) |
BT hhE kKN, B R T, 4 TR AL
45 fo TG PEE A8 2 ﬁtﬁ%ﬂ#&&tﬂ%ﬁ%&i@,%kﬂﬁ%k

BEsAnHLes 38 BT,

f fﬁ%"“&#ﬁ%'&i’ﬂc%m%?ﬁ, HIBME 5‘&5341&
FHALEE, ( D ERESE KL IETE, TR MR T
LW BB, ) BTN BTRT G
S4B AESE L BFCGRATHISL R, M:mzﬁ:ﬁimam
B ki, f-RiGH

faBﬁ%‘?ﬂﬁeﬂﬁﬂ#%ﬁﬁﬂiﬁéiﬁ%ﬂlﬂﬂmoiﬁzﬁe,,%:a’-J
BB A AP RSN AN PR T 25 IR, DTS
% EE R SRR, AT N AR TS LS4

T M R TR B RBRZ S A R IEA R 21,
B2 A WS BTRR, 4 A N 8T RS RIREG.

18



SHORT STORIES BY BALZAG

blmself cons:derably in advance of a battahqn of réqm-
sttionnaires which was on its way to Cherbourg, and which
the Mayor of Carentan was waiting for from hour to hour
-to billet! on the inhabitants. The young man walked with
heavy steps, but still he did not falter, and his gait seemed
to show that he had long been accustomed to the severities
of military life. Though the moon shed her light upon
the pastures around Carentan, he had noticed a thick white
bank of clouds ready to cover the whole country with snow.
The fear of being caught in a hurricane no doubt hastened
his steps, for he was walking at a pace little suited to his
weariness. He carried an almost empty knapsack on his
back and in his hand a boxwood stick, cut from one of the
bigh thick hedges which this shrub forms round most of
the estates of Lower Normandy.

The towers of Carentan, thrown into fantastw relief by
the muumigut, had Um_y JLIDD coms into niﬂ’hv, when this
solitary traveler entered the town. His footfall awakened
the echoes of the silent streets. He did not meet a crea-
ture, s0 he was obliged to inquire for the house of the Mayor
from a weaver who was still at his work. The Mayor lived
only a short distance off, and the réquisitionnaire soon
found himself under shelter in the porch of his house.
Here he applied for a billet order and sat down, on a stone
seat to wait. However, the Mayor gent for him, 8o he was
obliged to appear before him and become the object of. a
scrupulous examination. ‘The réguisitionnaire was a foot
soldier, & young man of fine bearjng; apparently bclm:iging
to a fawmily of- distinotion. . His manpers had the air of
" 1o billet, 'gg W %8R,
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SHORT STORIE3 BY BALZAC

gentle birth and hls face expressed all the mfelllgence due
to a good education.

“What is your name?”’ saked the Mayor, casting & know-
mg glance at him.

““Julien Jussien,” replied the réguisitionnaire.

The magistrate let an incredulous smile escaps him.

“And you como —
- “From Paris.”

“Your comrades must be some dlstance off,” rephed the
Norman in & bantering tone. '

.“I am three leagues in front of the battahon

"“No doubt some sentiment draws you to Carentan,
citoyen réquisitionnaire?”’ said the Mayor with a shrewd
look. “Itis all right,” he continued. The young man was
about to speak, but he motioned him to be silent and went
on, “You can go, Citoyen Jussieu!”

There was a tinge of irony discernible in his ‘accent, as

he pronounced these two last words and held out to him a
billet order which directed him to the house of Madame de
Dey. The young man read the address with an air of
curiosity.
- “He knows well enough that he hasn’t got far to go
when he’s once outside he won’t be long crossing the Place!’
exclaimed the Mayor, talking to himself as the young man
went out. “He's a fine bold fellow; God help him! He’s
got an answer ready to everything. Ay, but if it had been
any one elss but mo, and they had dnmnqded._te see lnq
papers—it would have been all up with him.”

At this moment the clocks of Carentan struck half-past
nine. In the antechamber at Madame de Dey’s the lan-
terns were lighted, the servants were helping their masters

18
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~ SHORT STORIES BY BALZAC

fnd migtresses o put on their clogs and houppelandes and
mantles, the card players had settled their accounts, and
they were all leaving together, according to the éstablished
custom in little towns. '

When they had exhausted all the formularies of adieu
and were separating in the Place, each in the direction of
his own house, one of the ladies, observing that that impor-
tant personage was not with them, remarked, “It appears
that the Prosecutor intends to remain.”

As a matter of fact, the Countess was at that moment
alone with that terrible magistrate; she waited, trembling,
i1l it should please him to depart.

After a long silence, which inspired her with a feeling
of terror, he said at last, “Cifoyenne, I am here to carry
out the laws of the Republic.”

Madame de Dey shuddered.

“Hast thou uuunluv to GVC’ll to me?” he asked,

“Nothing,” she replied, i astonishment.

“Ah, Madame,” cried the Prosecutor, sitting down be-

side her and changing his tone, “at this moment one word
could send us—you ahd me-—to the scaffold. I have wat-
ched your character, your mind, your manners too closely
to share in the mystification by which you have succeeded
in misleading your guests this evening. You are expecting
your son, I have not the least doubt of it.”
" The Countess made an involuntary gesture of denial;
but she had grown pale, the muscles of her face had con.
tracted under the necessity of displaying a coolness she did
not feel; the pitiless eye of the Prosecutor had not lost one
of these movements.
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SHORT STORIES BY BALZAC

“\’Vell! receive hlIIl rephed thJs magistrate.of the Re.
volution, “but do not let him remain under your roof after
seven o’clock in the morning. To-morrow at daybreak
I shall come to your house armed with a denunciation
which I shall get drawn up.”

‘She looked at him with a bewildered, numbed look that
might have drawn pity from a tiger.

“I shall demonstrate,” he continued sweetly, “the
falsity of this denunciation by a careful search. You
will then be screened by the nature of my report from aii
ulterior! suspicions. I shall speak of your patriotic gifts,
your ¢ivism, and we shall be saved.”

Madame de Dey suspected a snare; she remained mo-
tionless, her tongue was frozen and her face on fire. The
sound of the knocker echoed through the house.

“Ah,” ecried the mother as she fell in terror upon her
kuees, “save him! save him!”

The Public Prosecutor cast a passionate glance at her,

“Yes, let us save him,’’ he replied, “even at the cost of
our own lives.” He raised her politely.

“I ani loat,” she cried.

“Ah, Madame!”’ he answered, with an oratorical gesture,
“I would not owe you to anything—but to yourself alone.”

“Madame, he’s »” cried Brigitte, .thinking her mis-
tress was alone.

At the mgut of u"lB Publ ¢ Prosec v:., the old Sui"‘?ﬂﬂt,
who had burst in, beami. g with joy, gro“* pale and mo-

tionless.

Lulterioz, §J 47 {F Jil, & 18 ¥ At
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SHORT STORIES BY BALZAC

“Who is it, Brigitte?” asked the magistrate, with an ai
of gentle intellizence.

“A réquisitionnaire sent us from the Mayor’s to lodcre,
answered the servant, showing him' the billet order. - The
Prosecutor read the paper. “'I‘rue,”iaid he; “a battalion
is coming to us to-night.” He went out. :

At that moment the Countess had too much need to
believe in the sincerity of her former attorney for the least
doubt of it to cross her mind!

Though she had soarcely the power to stand, she ascended
the staircase precipitately, opened the door of the room,
saw her son, and threw herself half dead into his arms.
“My child, my child,” she sobbed, almost beside herself?,
as she covered him with kisses,

“Madame!” said a stranger’s voice,. ,

*Ah, it is not hel” she cried, recoiling in horror. She
stood upl‘lght before the réquisitionnaire and gazed at him
with haggard eyes. ““My goed God, how like he is!” said
Brigitte. There was a moment’s silence; even the stranger
shuddered at the sight of Madame de Dey.

The first blow had almost killed her, and now she felt
the full extent of her grief. She leaned for support on
Brigitte’s husband. ‘“Ah, Monsieur,” she said, “I could
not bear to see you any Ionger. Allow me to leave you
for my servants to entertain.”

She went down to her own room, half carried by Brlgltte
and her old man-servant. “What! mauamc, ¢ried the
housekeeper, as she led her mistress to a chair; “is that man
going to sleep in Monsieur Auguste’s bed, and wear Monsieur

1 beside hergelf, X8 1L B ¥, 1 M 2T,
21



B4R IR

AR THAVI W) ORI, [ S0, S S

L RIBHE RIS, S50, T —DREED R
ANIRPE ISR, | BT HEBEIRBH, TR0,
AWAT— AR BRE IOk, § s,

SHAE RS GRS AR A b0 3 ST 7 T et 2
i RTEGROY , H 0 B SEE |

HhSARIE A SR, MRS 50 LML, DA T BE I, 0
R0 5 T » B B4R AN AOTR 3, HUUSVAE, | 2%
GG , FRAGELIF, § BELAL, AP T

— WM TIN, T8

R T » e SRR, [P 1 § e mo a2 76
ST A, LIRS B B B, T RF b
REGHTF | A — @ TR A SRS R AR AT

%“ﬁ?iﬁ%ﬂﬁo |

SRS HT RASTURTEAL, AR e TR
Hogp e AN BAS o B2, [ b4, RERTER
{05 fRAR AR A, h TRAO B A HAVELR, )

MTWULMEBWE%;thﬂﬁﬁ%%é$
S B, R R K K A G BT b
BT S0 T AV A M HOE AR A RS R i

21




S8HORT STORIES BY BALZACG

Auguste’s slippers, and eat the pasty that I mnade for
Monsieur Auguste? If I was to be guillotined for it,
I —— »

“Brigitte!” cried Madame de Dey.

Brigitte was mute.

“Hold thy tongue, chatterbox,” said her husband in a
low voice. ‘“Dost want to kill Madame?” .

At this moment the réquisitionnaire made a noise in his
room as he sat down to the table.

“I cannot stay here,” cried Madame de Dey. “I will
go into the conservatory; I shall be able to hear better there
what goes on outside during the night.”

She was still tossed between the fear of having lost h.er
son and the hope of seeing him come back to her.

The silence of the night was horrible. The-arrival of
the battalion of réguisitionnaires in the town when each
man sought his lodging, was a terrible moment for the
Countess. Her hopes were cheated at every footfall, at
every sound; presently nature resumed her awful calm.

Toward morning the Countess was obliged to return to
her own room.

Brigitte, who was watching her mistress’s movements
not seeing her come out, went into the room and found the
Countess dead

“She must have heard that réquisitionnaire,” cried
Drigitte. “As soon-as he has finished dressing, there-he
is, marching up. and down Monsieur Auguste’s bedroom,
&s if ho were in a stable, smgmg their damned Maraezﬂmse’
It was enough to kill her.”

- The death of the Countesa was due to & deeper gentiment;
and-doubtless caused by some terrible’ vision. At ths

22
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SHORT STORIES BY BALZAC

exnct hour when Madame de Doy died at Carentan, her
son was shot in le Morbihan.

We may add this tragic event to all the evidence of sym-
pathies ignoring the laws of apace, which has been collected
through the learning and curiosity of eertain recluses. These
docyments will some day servo as the groundwork whereon
to base a new science—a science which has hitherto lacked
its man of genius. ' .

DOOMED TO LIVE

The inhabitants, seized with terror, offered to surrender
at discretion!. Then followed one of those instances -of
devotion not rare in the Peninsula. The assassins of the
French, foreseeing, from the cruelty of the General, that
Menda would probably be given over to the flames and the
whole population put to the sword, offered to dencunce
themselves. The General accepted this offer, inserting as
a condition that the inhabitants of the castle, from the
lowest valet to the Marques himself, should be placed in
his hands. This capitulation agreed upon, the General
promised to pardon the rest of the population and to pre-
vent his soldiers from pillaging or setting fire to the town.

~He went up. and. took. mllltary possesslon of the castle.
'Ihe members of the family “of Leganes and the servants
were gagged, and shut.up fn the great hall where the baill
had taken place, and closely watched. The windows . of

Yat disorotion, £f &y W & & K 12,
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SHORT STORIES BY BALZAO

the apartment afforded a full view of the terrace which
commanded the town. The staff was established in a neigh-
boring gallery, and the General proceeded at once to hold
a council of war on the measures to be taken for opposing
the debarkation. After having despatched an aide-de-
camp to Marshal Ney, with orders to plant batteries along
the coast, the General and his staff turned their attention
to the prisoners. Two hundred Spaniards, whom the
inhabitants had surrendered, were shot down then and
there upon the. terrace. After this military execution the
Gencral ordered as many galiows to be erected on the ter-
race as there were prisoners in the hall of the castle, and
the town executioner to be brought. Vietor Marchand
made use of the time from then until dumer to go and v1s1t
the prisoners, He sdon returned to the Geéneral.

“I have come,” said he, in a voice broken with emotlon,
“to ask you a favor.”

“You?” gaid the General, in & tone of bltter 1r0ny
- *Alas!” veplied Victor, “it is but a melancholy errand
that I am come on. The Marques has seen the gallows
being erected, and expresses a hope that you will change
the mode of execution for his famﬂy, he entreats you to
have the nobles beheaded.”
- “So be it!” said the General. N

“They further ask youn to allow them the last consola-
tions of religion, and to take off their bonds; they promise
not to attempt. to escape.’
- Y consent,” said the General; “but you must bs answer-
able for them.”

“The old man also offers you the whole of his fortune lf
you will pardon his young son.’
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SHORT STORIES BY BALZACO

“Really!” =aid the General. “His goods already belong
to King Joseph; he is under arrest.” His brow contracted
scornfully, then he added: “I will go beyond what they
ask. I understand now the importance of the last request.
Well, let him buy the eternity of his name, but Spain shall
remember forever his treachery and its punishment. I
give up the fortune and his life to whichever of his sons will
fulfil the office of executioner. Go, and do not speak to
me of it again.” |

Dinner was ready, and the officers sat down to table to
satisfy appetites sharpened by fatigue.

One of them only, Victor Marchand, was not presént
at the banquet. e hesitated for a long time before he
entered the room. The haughty family of Leganes were
in their agony. He glanced sadly at the scene before him;
in this very room, only the night before, he had watched
the fair heads of those two young girls and thoss three
youths as they circled in the excitemernt of the dance. He
shuddered when he thought how soon they must fall, struck
off by the sword of the headsman. Ifastened to their
gilded chairs, the father and mother, their three sons, and
their two young daughters, sat absolutely motionless.
Eight serving-men stood upright before them, their hands
bound behind their backs. These fifteen persons looked
at each other gravely, their eyes scarcely betrayiug the
thoughts that surged within them. Only profound re-
signation! and regret for the failure of their enterprise left
any mark upon the features of some of them. The soldiers
stood likewise motionless, looking at them, and respecting

1 resignation, J& K H &
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SHORT STORIES BY BALZAC

the afliction of their cruel enemies. "An expression of
curiosity lit up their faces when Victor appeared. He
gave the order to unbind the condemned, and went himself
to loose the cords which fastened Clara to her chair. She
smiled sadly. He could not refrain from touching her arm,
and lookmg with admiring eyes at her black locks and
graceful figure. She was a true Spaniard; she had the
Spanish complexion and the Spanish eyes, with their long
curled lashes and pupils blacker than the raven’s wing.

“Have you been successful?” she said, smiling upon him
mournfully with somewhat of the charm of glrlhood still
lingering in her eyes.

Victor could not suppress a groan. He looked one
after the other at Clara and her three brothers. One,
the eldest, was aged thirty; he was small, even somewhat
ill made, with a proud disdainful look, but there was a
certain nobleness in his bearing; he seemed no stranger to-
that delicacy of feeling which elsewhere has rendered the
chivalry of Spain so famous. His name was Juanito. The
second, Felipe, was aged about twenty; he was like Clara.
The youngest was eight, Manuel. The old Marques, his
head still covered with white locks, seemed to have come
forth from a picture of Murillo. The young officer shook
his head. When he looked at them, he was hopeless that
ke would ever see the bargain proposed by the General
accepted by any of the four; nevertheless he ventured to
impart it to Clara. At first she shuddered, Spaniard though
she was; then, immediately recovering her calm demeanor,
she went and knelt down before her father.

“Father,” she said, “make Juanito swear to obey faith-
fully any orders that you give him, and we shall bé content.”’
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SHORT S8TORIES BY BALZAQ

The Marquesa txre?nbled with hope; but when she leaned
‘toward her husband, and beard—she who was a mother—
the horrible confidence whigpered by Clara, she swooned
away., Juanito understood all; he leaped up like a lion
in its cage. After obtaining an assurance of perfect sub-
mission from the Marques, Victor took upon himself to
send away the soldiers. The servants were led out, handed
over to the executioner, and hanged. When the family
had no guard but Victor to watch them, the old father
Tose and said, “Juanito.”

Juanito made no answer, except by a movement of
the head, equivalent to a refusal; then he fell back in his
seat, and stared at his parents with eyes dry and terrible
to look upon. Clara.went and sat on his knee, put her
‘arm around his neck, and kissed his eyelids,
 “My dear Juanito,” she said gaily, “if thou didst only
know how sweet death wounld be to me if it were given by
thee, I should not have to endure the odious touch of the
headsman’s hands. Thou wilt cure me of the woes that
were in store for me—and, dear Juanito, thou couldst not
‘bear to see me belong to another, well » Her soft
eyes cast one look of fire at Victor, as if to awaken in Ju-
anito’s heart his horror of the French.

“Have courage,” said his brother Felipe, ‘“or else our
race, which has almost given kings to Spain, will be extinct.”

Suddenly Clara rose, the group which had formed round
Juanito sgparated, and his son, dutiful in his disobedience,
saw his aged father standing before him, and heard him
ery in a solenn voice, “Juanito, I command thee.”

- The young Count remained motionless. His father fell
ou his knees before him; Clara, Manuel, and Felipe did the
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S8HORT STORIES BY BALZAO

same instinctively. They all stretched out their hands to
him as to one who was to save their family from oblivion!;
they seemed to repeat their father’s words—*My son, hast
thou lost the energy, the true chivalry of Spain? How
long wilt thou Igave thy father on his knees? What right
hast thou to-think of thine own life and its suffering?
Madam, is this a son of mine?” continued the old man,
turning to his wife. ' '

“He consents,” cried she, in despair. She saw a move-
ment in Juanito’s eyelids, and she alone understood its
meaning..

Mariquita, the second daughter, still knelt on her knees,
and clasped her mother in her fragile arms; her little brother
Manuel, seeing her weeping hot tears, began to chide her.
At this moment the almoner of the castle came in; he was
immediately surrounded by the rest of the family and
brought to Juanito. Victor could bear -this scene no
longer, he made a sign to Clara, and hastened away to
make one last eflort with the General. He found him in
high good-humor in the middle of the banquet, drinking
with his officers; they were beginning to make merry.

An hour later a hundred of the principal inhabitants
of Menda came up to the terrace, in obedience to the Gener-
al’s orders, to witness the execution of the family of Le-
ganes. A detachment of soldiers was drawn up to keep
back the Spanish burghers who were ranged under the gal-
lows on which the servants ot the Marques still hung. The
feet of these martyrs aimost touched their heads. Thirty
yards from them a block had been set up, and by it gleamed

1 oblivion, i iZ.
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SHORT STORIES BY BALZAC

a scimitar., The headsman also was present, in case of
Juanito’s refusal. Presently, in the midst of the pro-
foundest silence, the Spaniards heard the footsteps of
several persons approaching, the measnred tread of a com-
pany of soldiers, and the faint clinking of their muskets.
These diverse sounds were mingled with the merriment of
the officers’ banquet; just as before it was the music of the
dance which had concealed preparations for a treacherous
massacre. All eyes were turned toward the castle; the
noble family was seen advancing with incredible dignity.
Every face was calm and serene; one man only leaned, pale
and haggard, on the arm of the Priest. Upon this man he
lavished all the consolations of religion — upon the only
one of them doomed to live. The executioner understood,
as did all the rest, that for that day Juanito had undertaken
the office himself. The aged Marques and his wife, Clara,
Mariquita, and their two brothers, came and knelt down
a few steps from the fatal spot. Juanito was led thither
by the Priest. As he approached the block the executioner
touched him by the sleeve and drew him aside, probably to
give him certain instructions.

The Confessor placed the vietims in such a position that
they could not see the executioner; but like true Spaniards,
they knelt erect without a sign of emotion.

Clara was the first to spring forward to her brother.
“Juanito,” she said, “have pity on my faint.heartedness;
hegiﬁ_ with me.”
 At'that momen; they heard the footstep of a man run-
ning at full speed, and Vietor arrived on the tra_gi_c scene.
Clara was already on her knees, alrcady her white neck
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seomed to invite the edge of the scimitar. A deadly pallor
fell upon the officer, but be still found strength to run on,

“The General grants thee thy life if thou wilt marry me,”
he said to her in a low voice.

The Spaniard cast a look of proud disdain on the officer.
“Strike, Juanito,” she said, in a voice of profound meaning.

Her head rolled at Victor's feet. When the Marquesa
heard: the sound a convulsive start escaped hel thls wag
the only sign of her affliction. . -

“Am I placed right so, dear Juanito?” little Manuel'-
asked his brother.

“Ah, thou Weepesb I\Iarlqultai" said Juanito to his sister.

“Yes,” answered the girl; “I was thinking of thee, my
poor Juanito; thou wilt be so unhappy without us.”

At length the noble figure of the Marques appeared. He
looked at the blood of his children; then he turned to the
spectators, who stood mute and motionless before him.
He stretched out his hands to Juanito, and said in a firm
voice: “Spaniards, I give my son a father’s blessing.. Now,
Margues, strike without fear, as thou art without fauit.”

But when Juanito saw his mother approach, supported
by the Confessor, he groaned aloud, “She fed me at her
own breast,” His cry seemed to tear a shout of horror
from the lips of the crowd. At this terrible sound the noise
of the banquet and. the laughter and merry-making of the
officers - died away. The Marquesa comprehended that
Juanito’s courage was exhausted. With one leap she had
thrown herself over the balustrade, and her head was dashed
to pieces against the rocks below. A shout of admiration
burst forth. Juanito fell to the ground in a swoon.
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“Marchand has just been telling me something about
this execution,” said a half-drunken officer. “I’ll warrant,
General, it wasn’t by your orders that ”

“Have you forgotten, Messieurs,” eried General Gautier,
“that during the next month there will be five hundred
French -families in tears, anid that we are in Spain? Do
you wish to leave your bones here?”

After this speech there was not a man, not even a sub-
lieutenant, who dared to empty his glass,

In spite of the respect with which he is surrounded—in
spite of the title of El Verdugo (the executioner), bestowed
upon him as a title of nobility by the King of Spain—the
Marques de Leganes is a prey to melancholy. He lives
in solitude, and is rarely seen. Overwhelmed with the
load of his glorious crime, he seems only to wait the birth
of a second son, impatient to seck again the company of
chose Shades who are about his path continually.

THE ATHEIST'S MASS

Doctor Bianchon, a physician to whom science is in-
debted for a grand physiological theory, and who, though
still a young man, is considered one of the celebrities of
the Sehool of Paris (itself a center of light to which all the
physicians of Europe pay homage), had practiced surgery
for a long time before he devoted himself to medicine. His
early studies were directed by one of the greatest of French
gurgeons, a man who passed through the scientific world
like a metcor—the celebrated Despleins. As his enemies
themselves acknowledge, an intransmittable method
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was buried in his tomb. Like all men of genius he had no
heirs; he carried—and he carried away everything with him.
The fame of a surgeon is like the fame of an actor; it exists
only as long as they live, and their talent is no longer ap-
preciable after they have disappeared. Actors and sur-
geons, like great singera also, and those masters who in-
crease the power of music tenfold by their execution, are
all heroes of the moment.

The talent of Despleins was part and parcel of his belief,
and consequently mortal. To him the terrestrial atmos-
phere was a generative bag; he could see the earth like an
egg in its shell, and not being able to decide whether the
egg or the fowl came first, he admitted neither the shell nor
the egg. He believed neither in the animal anterior nor
the spirit posterior to man. Despleins was not in doubt,
he affirmed. In his frank, unmixed atheism he was like
so many savants, the best men in the world, but invincible
atheists!, such atheists as religious men will not acknowledge
can exist. This opinion could not be otherwise in a man
accustomed from early youth to dissect the being par ex-
cellence hefore, during, and after hjs life, to search him
through all his organization, without finding that single
goul which is 5o necessary to religious theories. Recogni-
zing in man a cerebral center, a nervous center, and an aero-
sanguincous center, the two former supplying cach other’s
places so well that he was convinced during the last two or
three days of his life that the sense of hearing was not ab-

Latheists, &% 2 IR, A~ 17 S5 8 89 A
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golutely necessary for hearing, nor the sense of sight ab-
golutely necessary for seeing, and that the solar plexus
could replace them beyond suspicion of any change; Des-
pleins, I say, finding two souls in man, confirmed his
atheism by this fact, although it still proves nothing on the
subject of God. This man, it is said, died in the final
impenitence of, unhappily, so many fine geniuses; may
God forgive them!

In the caso of Despleins, his reputation and scientific
knowledge being unassailable, his enemies found ground
for attack in his extraordinary temper and his moral
character; as a matter of fact, be certainly did possess that
quality which the English call “eccentricity.” At times
he dressed superbly, then all at once he would affect a
strange indifference in the matter of clothes; sometimes he
appeared in a carriage, sometimes on foot. He was by
turns brusque and kind, though apparently hard and
stingy; yet he was capable of offering his fortune to his
masters when they were in exile, and they actually did
him the honor of accepting it for a few days. No man has
been the object of more contradictory! judgments,

Among the enigmas? which the life of Despleins offer, to
the eyes of his contemporaries, we have chosen one of the
most interesting, because the point comes ai the end of
the story, and will answer accusations which have been

1 contradictory, H #H 3 §. ‘enigmas, & A i Hy %
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made against him. Of all the pupils that Despleins had
at his hospital, Horace Bianchon was one of those to whom
he was most warmly attached. Before going into residence
at the Hof<l Dien, Horace Bianchon was a student of medi-
cine, and lodged in le quartier Latin at a wretched pension,
known under the name of La Maison Vauquer. At this
place the poor youth experienced the pangs of that acute
poverty which acts as a sort of cresset from which young
men of great talent should come forth refined and inecor-
ruptible, like diamonds which can be subjected to any
shock without breaking.. In the violent flames of passions,
just freed from restraint, they acquire habits of the most
unswerving probity!, and accustom themselves, by means
of the constant labor wherewith they have baffled and
confined their appetites, to those struggles which await on
genius. Horace was a straightforward young man, in.
capable of double-dealing® in a question of honor, going
straight to the point without palavering?®, and as ready to
pawn his cloak for a friend as to give him his working time
or his evenings. He was one of those friends who do not
trouble themselves about what they receive in exchange
for what they give, being certain of receiving in their turn
more than they have given. Most of his friends had that
inward respect for him which unobtrusive goodness in-
spires, and many of them were afraid of his censure. But
Horace displayed his good qualities without priggishness.
He was neither a Puritan nor a preacher; and Le swore with
a will when he gave advice, and was quite ready to take
his slice of good cheer if the occasion offered. He was

! probity, Jj 1 47 23, 2double-dealing, £f |2, 3 palavering, §2
iz %ﬁ-
&

84



R AL R S

B DAL 0 BEBE MU AF S 8 4R, USSR BB BE:
BRI B AR E REEX B BB LA, BRI RR
S, ke T S — IR MR E &, BERE
R AR R F B RGN SR R
—FRIRY, DEANZRZERET  AESIET , dlF
SIS — AR, RAE ST WA RE Y F B T ISR
IS A PRI, BT RAMEBENITESIER
4t P BT RS oy DAILIE K e R Rl TP N A, LI RE
AT F 69 AP B ah TR 278 B RT3 ( R R4,
Tk, ) B—B EEH Q&4 0 EATHICH 69 5
BRAFIREN, AR — SRR —E ik hRE A —
A 22 8 b 413, st — S 6 B UH B 2 89 AL
B B R IR 2 RO A o AR — B AR AL, BRAS R RGE
Lo iy, RN CrE Pl R M, SRMPTIERY,
K& b & .0 BREGE R, SEREMSELETFM
LT BRI U 5 0, A BF S5 1t 69U HRABIE IR o 7] 35 i3 n At
RS, SIS B ke, MLEE AR — BT RIR, AR —1
S E I AR, LR R ARE A, B R, M
By BEE g fib £ — BRI 2, A — R E SRRy
LR, [BEEEG B IEA—FR—EKF
34




SHORT STORYIE3 BY BALZAC

good company, not more prudish than a trooper, open and
straightforward—not like a sailor—a sailor nowadays is a
wily diplomatist—but like a fine young man who has
nothing in his life to hide, he held his head high, and walked
on with a light heart. In fact, to sum up everything in a
word, Horace was the Pylades of more than one Orestes-—
creditors serving nowadays as the nearest representation
of the ancient Furies. He wore his poverty with that
gaiety which is perhaps one of the greatest elements of
courage, and, like all those who have nothing, he contracted
few debts. As sober as a camel, and as watchful as a stag,
his ideas and his conduct were equally unwavering. The
happiness of Bianchon’s life began on the day on which the
famous surgeon received a proof of the faunlts and good
qualities which, the one as mu:eh as the other, made Doctor
Horace Bianchon doubly precious to his friends. When
the chief clinical lecturer takes a young man under his
wing, that young man has, as they say, his foot in the
stirrup. Despleina did not fail to take Bianchon with him
as his assistant to wealthy houses, where some present
almost always found its way into the pupil’s purse, and
where the mysteries of Parisian life were insensibly revealed
to his provincial experience. He kept him in his study
during consultations, and gave him employment there.
Sometimes he would send him to accompany a rich patient

to the baths. In fact, he nursed a practice for him. Conse-
quently, at the end of a certain time, the despot of surgery
had a setd. These two men, one at the height of his cele-
brity and at the head of his own science, enjoying an im-
mense fortune and an immense reputation; the other, a

humble Omega, without either fortune or fame—Dbecame
26
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intimates. The great Despleins told his assistant every
thing. He knew if such and such a woman had sat on &
chair by the master, or on the famous couch which stood
in the study, and on which he slept. He knew thoroughly
the great man’s temperament—nhalf lion, half bull—which
at last developed and amplified his busb to such a degree
as to causo his death by enlargement of the heart. He
studied the strange corners of that husy life, the projects
of its sordid avarice, the hopes of the politician hidden
beneath the savant; he could foresee the deceptions which
awaited the one sentiment buried in a heart not so much
bronzen as bronzed.

One day Bianchon told Despleins that a poor water-
carrier of le quartier Saint Jacques had a terrible illness
caused by fatigue and poverty; the poor Auvergnat had
eaten nothing but potatoes during the great winter of
1821, Despleins left all his patients; he flew, at the risk
of breaking his horse’s wind, followed by Bianchon, to the
poor man’s lodgings, and himself had him carried into the
private hospital founded by the celebrated Dubois, in le
faubourg Saint Denis. He went and attended the man, and
when he had cured him gave him the necessary sum to buy
a horse and a water-cart. 'This Auvergnat was remarkable
for an original trait. One of his frends fell ill, so he
promptly brought him to his benefactor, saying, “I could
not bear for him to go to any one else.”

Despleins, crabbed as he was, grasped the water-carrier’s
hand, and said, “Bring them all to me,” Then he got this
son of Le Cantal taken in at the Hotel Dieu and took the
greatest care of him while he was there. Bianchon had
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already several times noticed in his chief a predilection® for
Auvergnats, and especially for water-carriers; but as Des-
pleins made his duties at the Hotel Dieu a sort of point of
honor, he did not see anything so very strange in it. One
day as Bianchon was crossing la place Saint Sulpice, he
caught sight of his master going into the church. Despleins,
whe at that time never went a step out of his cabriolet,
was on foot, and slipped out of la rue du Petit Lion as if
he had been into a house of doubtful reputation. Naturally
seized with curiosity, the assistant, who knew his master’s
opinions, and was un cabanisie er dyable slipped also into
Saint Sulpice. He was not a little astonished at seeing the
great Despleins—that atheist without pity for the angels,
because they offer no resistance to the bistoury, and cannot
have either fistulas or gastritis;—in fact, the dauntless
désireur kneeling humbly on his knees, and where? In
the chapel of the Virgin, at which he was hearing a mass.
He gave for the expenses of the ceremony, he gave for the
poor, as serious all the time as if hoe had been performing an
operation. ‘“He can’t be come to throw light on questions
relative to the parturition of the Virgin,” said Bianchon,
whose astonishment was boundless. “If I had seen him
holding one of the tassels of the canopy of Corpus Christi,
it would only have been a joke; but at this hour, alone,
without any one to ses!—it certainly is something to think
about.” Bianchon did not like to appear to be spying
upon the first surgeon of the Hotel Dien, so he went away.,

t chanced that Despleins had invited him to dinner that
very day, not at his own house, but at a restanrant. At

1 predilection, {3 %7,
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dessert Bianchon succeeded by skilful maneuvering in
bringing the conversation round to the subject of the mass,
which he pronounced a -nummery and a farce. “It’s a
farce,” said Despleins, “which has cost Christiani_y more
blood than all the battles of Napoleon, and all the leeches of
Broussais! The mass is a Papal invention, based on Hoc est
corpus!, and does not go back further than the sixteenth
century. What torrents of blood had to be shed in order
to establish the observance of Corpus Christil

One day during the year, one of the physicians of the
Hotel Dieu took Despleins by the arm in Bianchon’s pre-
sence, as if to ask him a question.

“What were you going to do at Saint Sulpice, mon cher
Maitre?”’ said he.

“I went there to see a priest who has caries of the knes,
whom Madame la Duchesse d’Angouleme did me the honor
to recommend to me,”” said Despleins.

The doctor was satisfied with this excuse—not so Bian-
chon.

“Oh! he goes to see bad knees in the church, does he?
Hewenttohearhismass,” said hetohimself, Hedetermined
to watch Despleins. He made a note of the day and the
hour when he had caught him going into Saint Sulpice, and
determined to be there the year following at the same day
and hour to see if he could catch him again. If he did, the
investigation, for it would not be becoming in so great
a man to show a direct contradiction betwcen his thought

1 Hoe est corpus, 3§ B &8,
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and his action. The following year, at the day and hour
named, Bianchon, who was by this time Despleins’s assis-
tant no longer, saw his friend’s cabriolet stopping at the
corner of la rue de Tournon and la rue du Petit Lion; from
there Despleins crept jesuitically along the walls of Saint
Sulpice, and again heard his mass at the altar of the Virgin.
It certainly was Despleius! the chief surgcon, the atheist
in petto, the chance dévot. The plot was thickening. The
famous sawvant’s persistency complicated it all. When
Despleins had gone out, Bianchon went up to the sacristan
who had come to invest the chapel, and asked him whether
the gentleman was a regular attendant there.

“I have been here for twenty years,” said the sacristan,
“and all that time Monsieur Despleins has come four times
a year to hear this mass; he founded it himself.”

“A foundation by him!” said Bianchon, as he walked
away. “It’s as great a mystery as the Immaculate
Conception—a thing enough of itself to make a doctor
incredulous.” _

Some time passed by before Doctor Bianchon, although
he was Despleins’s friend, was in a position to talk to him
of this strange incident in his life. If they met in consulta.
tion or in society, it was difficult to find that moment of
confidence and solitude when one sits with one’s feet on
the fire-dogs' and one’s head resting on the back of an
armchair, when two men tell each other their secrets. At
last, seven years later, after the Revolution of 1830, when
the people rushed upon the Archbishop’s palace, when
Republican inspiration drove them to destroy the gilded

1 fire-dogs, 35§ #8.
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crosses that flashed up like lightning in this immense ocean
of houses, when disbelief side by side with sedition stalked
the streets, Bianchon caught Despleins again going into
Saint Sulpice. The doctor followed, and took a place near
his friend without his making him the least sign or showing
the least surprise. They heard the votive mass together.

“Tell me, mon cher,” said Bianchon to Despleins, when
they were outside the church, ““what is the reason for this
capucinade of yours? I have now caught you three times
going to mass—yeuw/ You must give me a reason for this
mysterious proceeding, and explain the flagrant inconsis-
tency between your opinions and your practice. You
don’t believe in God, and yet you go to mass! My dear
master, you are really bound to answer me.”

“I am like many dévots, men profoundly religious in ap-
pearance, but quite as much atheists as we are, you and
I 3

Then came a torrent of epigrams on certain political
personages, the best known of whom represent in this
century a second edition of Moliére’s Tarfuffe.

“I did not ask for all that,’”” said Bianchon. “I want to
know the reason for what you have just been doing here;
why did you found this mass?”

“Ma fois, mon cher ama,” said Despleins. “l am on the
brink of the grave, so it is as well that I should speak to
you of the beginning of my life.”

“The mass that I have just heard is connected with
events which took place at the time when I lived in the
garret in which you tell me d’Arthez used to live; the one
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with the window where the line with the clothes on it is
floating over the pot of flowers. I had such a rough start,
my dear Bianchon, that I can dispute the palm of the suf-
ferings of Paris with any one. I have endured everything:
hunger, thirst, want of money, of clothes, of boots and shoes,
and of linen—all the hardest phases of poverty. I worked
through one winter when I could see my head steaming
and a cloud of my own breath rising as you see the breath
of horses on a frosty day. I do not know where a man gete
his support from to enable him to offer any resistance to
such a life. I was alone, without help, without a sou
either to buy books or to pay the expenses of my medical
education. Not having a friend, my irritable, gloomy,
reatless temperament stood in my way. No one was willing
to see in my irritability the labors and difficulties of a man
who, from the bottom of the social state where he is, is
toiling to reach the surface. But—I can say this to you;
before you I have no need of disguise—I had that founda-
tion of noble sentiments and vivid sensibility which will
always be the appanage! of men who are strong enough to
climb to any summit whatever, after having trudged for &
long time through the sloughs of poverty. I could get
nothing from my family, nor my home, beyond the meager
allowance they made me. At this time then, all I had to
eat in the morning was a little loaf which the baker in la
rue du Petit Lion sold me cheaper, because it had been
baked the cvening before, or the evening before that, This
I crumbled into some milk; so my morning meal only cost
me two sous. 1 only dined every other day, at a pension

1appanagoe, I8 £,
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where the dinner cost sixteen sous. In this way I only
gpent nine sous a day. You know as well as I do what care
I had to take of my clothes, and my boots and shoes! 1
don’t know whetlier we feel later as much trouble over the
treason of a comrade as we feel-—you have felt it too—at
the sight of the mocking grin of a shoe that is coming
unsewed, or at the sound of a split in the lining of an over-
coat. I drank nothing but water. I had the greatest
respect for the cafés. Well, I carried into my work the
fever with which my poverty inspired me. 1 tried to
acquire positive details of knowledge, that I might possess
an immense personal value, and so deserve the place I was
to reach on the day when I passed out of my state of no-
thingness. I consumed more oil than bread; the light that
lit me during those stubborn nights cost me more than
my food. The struggle was long, obstinate, and without
any consolation. 1 awoke no sympathy about me. In
order to make friends, a young man must mix with his
fellows, possess a few sous to be able to go and drink with
them, and go with them everywhere where students do
go! I had nothing! and no one in Paris realizes what a
nothing ‘nothing’ is. I should very much like to see one
of these rich people, who complain that I charge them too
much for operating—yes, I should like to see him alone
in Paris without a sou or a scrap of baggage, without a
friend and without credit, forced to work with his five
fingers to live. What would he dof Where would he
go to stay his hunger? Bianchon, if you have secen me
sometimes hard and bitter, it was that I was laying my
former troubles upon the callousness and egoism of which
I have had thousands of proofs in high quarters; or I may
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have béen thinking of the obstacles that hate and envy and
jealousy and ealnmny have raised between me and success.
At Paris, as soon as certain people see you ready to put
your foot in the stirrup, some of them cateh you by your
coat tail; others loose the buckle of the girth so that you
may fall and break your head; another takes the shoes off
your horse; another steals your whip; the least treacherous
is the one you can see coming up to shoot you, with the
rauzzle of his pistol close to you. You have encugh talent,
snon cher enfant, to know very soon the horrible, incessant
warfare that mediocrity wages against a man of greater
power. If you lose twenty-five louis one evening, the
next morning you will be accused of being a gambler, and
your best friends will say that the night before you lost
twenty-five thousand francs. If your head is bad, you
will pass for a lunatic. If you feel irritable, you will be
unbearable. If, in order to resist this army of pigmies,
you collect your superior forces, your best friends will ery
out that you want to eat up everything, that you think
you have a right to domineer and play the tyrant. In
short, your good qualities will become faults, your faults
will become vices, and your vices will be crimes, If you
have saved a man, you will have killed him; if your patient
recovers, it will be certain that you have assured the pre-
sent at the expense of the future; if he is not dead, he will
die, Stumble, and you will have fallen. Invent whatever
you will, claim your just rights, you will be a sharp man, a
man difficult to deal with, a man who won’t let young
men get on. So you see, mon cher, if I do nob believe in
God, 1auch less do I believe in man.  You recognize in me,
lon’t you? an entirely different Despleins from the Des.
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pleing whom every one abuses. Bub don’t let us stir up
the mud! Well, I lived in that house; I wag hard at work
so as to be able to pass my first examination; T hadn’t
got a stiver. 1 had come to one of those last extremities
when, you know, a man says, ‘I must enlist!.” T had one
hope. I was expecting a trunk full of linen from my
home—a present from one of those old aunts who, knowing
nothing about Paris, think of one’s shirts, under the idea
that with thirty francs a month their nephew lives on or-
tolans, The trunk arrived while I was at the school; the
carriage cost forty francs. The porter, a German shoe-
maker, who lodged in a loft, had paid the money and kept
the trunk. T went for a walk in la rue des Fosses Saint
Germain des Prés, and in la rue de I’Ecole de Medecin, but
I could not invent a stratagem which would deliver me
up my trunk, without my being obliged to give the forty
francs, which I should naturally have paid after having sold
the linen. My stupidity in this taught me that I had no
other vocation than surgery. Delicate minds which
exercise their power in a lofty sphere are wanting in that
spirit of intrigue which is so fertile in resource and com-
bination; their talent is chance; they do not seek—they
find. Well, at night I returned. My neighbor, a water-
carrier, named Bourgeat, 2 man from Saint Flour, was going
in at the same moment. We knew each other in the way
that two lodgers get to know each other who have rooms
on the same landing and hear each other sleeping, cough-
ing, and dressing, until at last they get used to one ano-
ther. My neighbor informed me that the landlord, whom

lenlist, sk A % By
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I owed for three terms, had turned me out; I had to pack
off on the following day. He himself had notice to quit
on account of his trade. The night I spent was the most
miserable in my life. Where was I to get a messenger to
carry my few belongings and my books? How was I to
pay a messenger and the carter? Where was I to go to?
1 asked myself these unanswerablo questions again and
again, through my tears, like madmen repeating their
refrains. 1T fell asleep. Poverty has a divine sleep of its
own, full of beautiful dreams. The next morning, while
I was eating my bowl of bread crumbled into milk, Bour-
geat comes in and says in his bad French:

“ “Monchieur UEtudiant, I'm a poor fellow, a foundling
from the hospital at Chian Flour; I’ve no father or mother
and I've never been rich enough to marry. You’ve not a
lot of people belonging to you neither; you’ve not got any-
thing to speak of. Look here, I've got a hand-cart down
below which I’ve hired for two sous an hour. It’ll hold all
our things; if you’re agreeable, we’ll look out for a place
where we can ladge together, as we're driven out of this.
After all it’s not such a paradise on earth.’

“‘I know that, my good Bourgeat,” I said; ‘but I am
in great difficulties. Down below I have got a trunk
containing linen with a hundred écus; with that I should
be able to pay the landlord and also what I owe the porter,
but I haven’t got a hundred sous.’

“‘H'm! I've got some chink,” he answered cheerfully,
showing me a filthy old leather purse. “You’d better keep
your linen.’

“Bourgeat paid for my three terms and his own, and
gettled with the porter. Then he put our furniture and
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my linen onto his barrow and pushed it through the streets,
stopping before every house where there was a placard
hung out. I went up to see if the place to let would be
likely to suit us. At midday we were still wandering about
le quartier Latin without having found anything. The
price was a great obstacle. Bourgeat proposed that we
should dine at a wine shop; we left our barrow at the door.

“Toward evening I discovered in la cour de Bohan,
passage du Commerce, two rooms separated by a staircase,
at the top of a house, under the tiles, We could have
lodgings for sixty francs a year each. Here then we
settled down, I and my humble friend. We dined together.
Bourgeat, who earned about fifty sous a day, possessed
about a hundred écus. He would soon have been able to
realize his ambition and buy a horse and water-cart. When
he discovered my situation, for he could draw out my
secrets with a depth of cunning and a kindness the memory
of which even now touches my heart, he gave up for some
time the ambition of his whole life. Bourgeat had worked
in the streets since he was twenty-two; he sacrificed his
hundred écus to my future.”

Here Despleins pressed Bianchon’s arm.

“He gave me the necessary money for my examinations.
He understood, mon ami, that I had a mission—that the
needs of my intelligence exceeded his own. He took charge
of me; he called me his petit; he lent me the money necessary
for my purchases of books; sometimes he would come in
very juietly to watch me at work; in short, he took all
the care of me that a mother would that I might be able
to have wholesome nourishment instead of the bad and
insufticient food to which T had been condemned.
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“Bourgeat was a man of about forty, with the face of a
medieval burgher, and prominent forehead, and a head
that a painter might have taken as a model for Lycurgus.
The poor man felt his heart big with dormant! affection;
he had never been loved except by a poodle, which had died
a short time before. He was always talking to me about
it, and used to ask me if I thought that the Church would
consent to say masses for the repose of its soul. He said
his dog was a true Christian; it had accompanied him to
church for twelve years without ever having barked. It
listened to the organ without opening its mouth, sitting
quietly by him with an air which made him believe that
it was praying with him. This man centered all his affec-
tions on me; he accepted me as a being who came in trou-
ble; he became the most attentive of mothers tv me, the
most delicate of benefactors—in short, the ideal of that
virbue which delights in its own work. If I met him in
the streets he cast on me a look of intelligence full of in-
conceivable nobleness. On these occasions he walked as
if he were carrying nothing; it seemed te make him happy
to see me in good health and well clad. In fact, his was
the devotion of the people, the love of the grisette, carried
into a higher sphere. He did my commissions, woke me
at night at certain hours, cleaned my lamp, and polished
our landing; he was as good a servant as he was a fatecr,
as neat as an English girl. ITe kept house; like Philopce-
men, he sawed up our wood; doing everything in a simple
way of his own without ever compromising his dignity,
for he seemed to feel that the end he had in view could
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ennoble whatever he did. When I left this good man to
enter at the Hotel Dieu as a resident, I cannot deseribe
the sadness and gloom he felt at the thought that he could
no longer live with me; but he consoled himself with the
prospect of saving up the money necessary for the expenses
of my thesis, and made me promise to come on the days
when we had leave, to see him. He was proud of me; he
loved me for my own sake, and for his own too. If you
were to look up my thesis, you would see that it was dedi.
cated to him. During the last year of my term of resi-
dence I had earned enough money to repay the moble
Auvergnat all I owed him, by buying him a horse and water-
cart. He was furiously angry to think that I was depriv-
ing myself of the money, and yet enchanted at seeing his
wishes reslized; he laughed and scolded me together, look-
ing at the horse and water-cart, and saying, as he wiped
away a tear, ‘It’s too bad. Oh! what a splendid cart! you
ought not to have done it. . . . The horse is as strong as
an Auvergnat.’ I never saw anything more touching than
this scene. Bourgeat absolutely insisted on buying me
the case of instruments mounted in silver which you have
seen in my study; to me it is the most precious thing I
possess. Although elated at my first success, he never
let the least word escape him or the least sign that implied:
‘This man is due to me.” And yet without him poverty
would have killed me. The poor man was killing himself
for me; he had eaten nothing but bread rubbed with garlic,
go that I might have enough coffee for my vigils'. He
fell ill. As you may imagine, I spent the nights at his

1vigils, # %
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bedside; I pulled him through the first time, but he had a
relapse! two years afterward, and in spite of the most de-
voted care, in spite of the greatest efforts of science, he had
to give in. No king was ever nursed as he was. Yes,
Bianchon, I tried things unheard of before to snatch that
life from death. I would have made him live, as much as
anything that he might witness his own work, that 1 might
realize all his prayers for him, that I might satisfy the
only feeling of gratitude that has ever filled my heart and
extinguish a fire which burns me even now.

“Bourgeat,” continued Despleing, who was visibly
moved, after a pause, “my second father, died in my arms.
He left me everything he possessed by a will he had had
made by a scrivener, dated the year when we went to lodge
in la cour de Rohan. He had all the faith of a charcoal
burner; he loved the Blessed Virgin as he would have loved
his wife. Though he was an ardent Catholic, he had never
gaid a word to me about my irreligion. He besought me,
when he was in danger, to spare no pains that he might
have the assistance of the Church. I had a mass said for
him every day. He would often express to me during the
night fears as to his future; he was afraid that he had not
lived a holy enough life. Poor man! he toiled from morn-
ing till night. To whom else could Paradise, if there is a
Paradise, belong? He received the sacraments like the
saint he was, and his death was worthy of his life. No one
followed his funeral except me. When I had placed my
only benefactor in the earth, I pondered how I could per-
form my obligations to him. I remembered that he bad

1relapso, {5 & 18 #.
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no family, or friends, or wife, or children; but he belisved;
he had a religious conviction. Had I any right to dispute
it? He had spoken to me timidly about masses said for
the repose of the dead. He had not chosen to impose that
duty upon me, thinking that it would be like asking for a
return for his devotion. As soon as 1 could establish a
foundation, I gave the necessary sum to Saint Sulpice for
having four masses a year said there. As the only thing I
could offer Bourgeat in satisfaction of his pious wishes, I
go in his name, on the day on which this mass is said at the
beginning of every season, and recite for him the necessary
prayers. I say with the good faith of a doubter: ‘My
God, if there is a sphere where Thou puttest after their
death those who have been perfect, think of good Bourgeat;
and if there is anything for him to suffer, give me his snf-
ferings that he may enter more quickly into what is called
Paradise.” That, mon cher, is all that a man of my opinions
can allow himself. God must be un bon diable!; he could
not be annoyed with me. I swear to you I would give
my fortune for the belief of Bourgeat to enter into my
brain.”

-1 ap von diable, — {§ &} 2 £ ¥ A.
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