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INTRODUCTION

Who shall explain by what nec) émﬁncy Alexandre
Dumas cb/ntffved among the tedxous and confused
novels of his earliest youth, all of which have been
long forgotten, to produce one romance which has
become one of the permanent treasures of the French
language and an unquestioned classic? Why is that.
fortune reserved for the Lady of he Camellias
which was immediately and finally denied to Tristan
de Roux and The Silver- Boxt Mainly, no doubt,
because Dumas is not a great inventor, and could
not be successful until he took to tollmg simply,
clearly, pmxnantly what he had seen with his eyes
and felt with his heart. IHe had been born into a
bad tradition; he had formed the impression that a
mourffebank thing of rouge and tfr{sé’l, which was
called the *“‘romantic novel’’ was the proper object
for a young man of letters to concentrate his powers
upon. A general fi¥rid 16'6"s§nélss, a vigue acceptance
, suited best with this spirious kind of
tion, But Dumas fifs requited the very opposite of
this to stimulate his invention. He was not mindful
of the type; by ﬁe’rr?p famdnt ho was drawn to the
study - of sharply defined instances and striking ex-
ceptional cases. It was out of the 1mpas§'xoned con-

304626

of types



sde Cor e w@(/oZ/Q{H %;[f/é\

vi INTRODUCTION

té/mplfition of one of these that the marvellous story
of Tie Ludy of the Comiifiss arose.

The heroine of this book was closely studied from
a real person, prominent perhaps in her day, but
who owes her immE’nt‘zi.itSrJ entirely to the author’s
p'eh’tiz‘{(itiir. She was of the same age as Dumas, hav-
ing been born in 1824. She was a farmer’s daugh~
ter, and her b‘é’pti{mf{l name was Alphonsine Plessis;
as something flat and vﬂl’gér rings to a French ear in
“Alphonsine,’’ she early exchanged it for Marie.

Her ‘Fhr"cé{ was, in the main, exactly that of “M'eg-
guerite Gautier in the story, and the curious incident
of her having attiacted the attention of a duke, at
Spa, through her extridrdinary resemblance to his
(lying 9aughter, is said to be historic. It was only
the eﬁisb’de of Marguerite’s momentous sacrifice for
the sake of Armmand which Dumas would confess
that he had invented, and this he sajd that Marie
Plessis would have made—if she had ever been given
the opportunity. Dumas seems to have seen her
first when he came back from the Mediterranean
after his first long journey with his father; she was
then at the sifmufit of her céprici%us beauty, and the
impression she made on the youth of twenty was in-
efffi/c) able.

To the second edition of the lady of the Camel-
lics, Jules med a pr‘éfgce, in which he
added some interesting details as to the charm of
Marie Plessis. What the relations of Dumas him-
self to her were he had the rather surprising good
taste not, so far as I remember, to record, But the
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recollection of her rare gualities remained with him
singutarly vivid. More than twenty years after her
death, he drew a brilliant little portrait of her,
which is worthy to be added to our impression of
the book. Marie Plessis, he said—looking back
across Marguerite Gautier to her remoter protGtype
—**was tall, very skight., with black hair, and a pink
and white complé’ ion. Her heard was small; she
had long gné’imglled eyes, like a Japanese woman’s,
but they were sparkling and alert. Her lips were
ruddier than the cheérry, her teeth were the prettiest
in the world; she looked like a littie figure made of
Dresden china.’”” 'With the heroine of the novel,
Marie Plessis was carly attacked by pulmonary
disease, which heightened her beauty at first in the
mirage of its héctic flush; and then, in 1847, at the
age of twenty-three, she died. Her g‘%-i_ety and
courage in the face of approaching death seem to
have astonished every one.,)

It may be advanced that the evidence we possess
with regard to the character of Marie Plessis is not
of the most trustworthy order. It is, we must con-
fess, mainly supplied by ardent young men who were
in love with her from afar off; moths in the candle
of her transitory brightness. But there seems to
have been something singularly winning about her.
Janin said of her that ‘*‘I’ennuni a été le grand mal de
sa vio.”” This is rendered in Dumas’s novel, where
we find expressed, as perhaps nowhere else, the in-
tolerable weariness of what is called ‘‘a life of pleas-
ure,” its emptiness and insipidity, the . irritability
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and inconsistency it produces in sensitive natures.
We are told of Marie Plessis, as of Marguerite
Gautier, that what she wished for, above all things,
was to be alone, to be in silence, to be calm, to be be-
loved; and one sees that the irony of her existence
was that it resembled that of a small, brilliant macaw
in the parrot-house of the Zoological Gardens. She.
seems to have had many amiable traits. Dumas,
looking back upon her, after her poor fragile body
had lain for a generation in the grave, said: “Elle
fut une des derniéies et des seules courtisanes qui
ement du coeur,”” and to this tenderness of heart he
attributes, perhaps too sentimentally, her early
death, Janin tells us that she hated to disturb family
1elationships, and that she was no less benevolent
than whimsical. Everybody praised her tact and:
grace, and we are assured that on occasion she could
be disinteiested. Without the least effort, we can
build up an impression of Murie Plessis, a sort of
prose version of Marguerite Gautier, very ephemera
but very captivating, and after more than half a
century still a bewitching type of lovely woman who
has stooped to folly, but is not wholly foolish.

It is amusing 1o note that the appellation under
which Dumas has made this unhappy girl famous
was a pure invention of his. own. Marie (or Al-
phonsine) Plessis is not known to have shown the
smallest partiality for camellias. Dumas created
the notion, which has affected the fancy of so many
thousands of readers, that in her extreme and mori- -
bund refinement his heroine could not endure the
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odour of fcwers, end therefcie selected these,
equally simptuces erd scentless, to foym ler sole
pipament, It is an émusirg instance of the refex
action of literature vpon life that when in process of
time a tcmb came to be raised to Alrhcnsine Plessis
in the cemetery of Montmartie, a garland of camel-
lias, caived cut of white marble, foimred an essential
pait of the decoiation. This is a proof, if one weie
wanted, of the extraoidinaiy vcgue of the stoyy,
which weas written in 1847, immediately after the
cdeath of the poor girl, and while Dumas was still
thiobbing with the emotion of it. It was published
in 1848 and was not instantly successful; scme time
passed befoie the general public was roused to ob-
setve what a masterpiece the too-abundant young
novelist had, for once, managed to tuin out. Al-
ready, in 1849, Dumas had seen the theatrical possi-
bilities of the piece, and had dramatized it, but al-
most insuperable difficulties barred the way to its
performance. At last, on the 2nd of February, 1852,
it was acted on the stage of the Vaudeville, and
staited on a ca'xeer of glory which is certainly not

yet closed.
It is very difficult to bring the woik of the younger
Dumas within any of our customary zsthetic defini~

tions. He is an artist by the brightness and sharp-
ness with which the detail of his best writings is exe-
cuted, but it is impossible not to feel that he treated
this as a secondary affair, as a means of inducing an
idle world to stop and listen to what he had to say.
And when we, also, concentrate our attention on
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what Dumas has to say, we perceive that he stands
alone, or almost alone, in modern Fiench literature.
He is a prophet-moralist; he is with Carlyle, and
Ibsen, and Tolstoi. Buat he is far less vague than
the first of these, and less inquisitive than the sec-
ond. Mere prophetic denunciation and mere psy—
chological curiosity are not enough for the eminently
lucid, practical, and active temperament of Dumas.
He is at one with Ibsen and Carlyle in thinking
that mankind is gone astray, but he separate: Limself
from them, and forms a kind of alliance with Tols-
toi, in not being satisfied until he has suggested a
remedy. He presents to us a fervent Latin type of
the philosopher who sees that life is full of crooked-

ness and who would like to pull it straight.
The parallelism of Tolstoi and Dumas does not

go far. The latter is capable of a Femne e
Claude, but he shrinks from a Krewfzer Soicfa. He
has no approval for ascetic renunciation, and the
translucent common sense which he brings to bear
on social problems saves him from recommending
obscure sacrificial forms of mysticism. To minds
brought up on the Puritan system the absence of ab-
stract doctrine must always make Dumas seem un-
moral, for we have been trained for centuries to re-
gard no mocde of existence wholly admirable which is
not founded upon physical abnegation. That Dumas
is never distinctly- religious must be another source
of difficulty. We are accustomed to deal with at-
tacks on faith, but not with an apparent ignorance
of its existence. Charity is Dumas’s religion, and
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he would remould the surface of society by a strict
attention to the text, ‘‘Little children, love one an-

other.” |
Dumas suffers acutely at the aspect of moral pain,

and he inculcates pity of it, He does not wish hu-
man beings to live like Carmelites, nor, with the later
Tolstoi, does he propose to cut off all cakes and ale.
Toward the end of his career, like all spiritual teach-
ers who dwell upon a single bunch of theories, he
grew more and more sevele. He preached, as some-
body said, the gospel of chastisement and rovoked
the pardon of the weeping Magdalen. The worst
of his theories was their narrowness. One can not
go on forever feeling indignation about the iniquities

of the Code Napoléon. His earnestness was never
in doubt, but his seriousness sometimes. In the suc-
cession of plays and pamphlets with which he bom-
barded the pleasure-houses of Paris from les ldées
de Modamez Aubray in 1867 to Franeillon in 1887,
Dumas posed as a kind of fashionable Boadicea,
threatening to ‘‘cut the Roman boy to pieces in his
fust and volupfuousness, and lash the maiden into
swooning,” but never quite carrying out this fell
program, through sheer good-nature, and through
sympathy with those who are accustomed io drink
in cups of emerald and lie at tables of ebony, Let
us admit again that he is with difficulty appreciated,
in tne fulness of his work, by the logical and unsym-
pathetic Anglo-Saxon mind, He has a conscience, and
a very sensitive one, but we must not hops to ap~
proximate it to our formidaole friend, ‘‘the noncon~
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formist conscience.” Yet even a Puritan can read
with nity and ruth his beautiful, melancholy, pas-
sionate story of an unhappy woman whose faults

were great and her misfortunes greater.
EOMJND GOSSE,



BIOGRAPHICAL NOTE

"Alexandre Dumas fils was born on the 28th of
June, 1824, in Paris; he was the natural son of
Marje Cathérine Teblay, a Beolgian sempstress, who
was living at No. I, Place des Italiens. She brought
him up with great care, and he was educated in sev-
eral Parisian private schools; in particular, from
1833 to 1639 he was taught at the well-known Pen-
sion St. Victor. After leaving this pension, he en-
tered the Collége Bourbon, where he highly dis-
tinguished himself. While he was being educated
there, the great Alexandre Dumas acknowledged
that the boy was his natural son, and on his leaving
college undertook his charge, and for some time
made him his constant companion. IHis taste for
literature showed itself without any of his talent in
his first book, a volume of verses entitled Pechbs de
Jeunesse, which were *full of candcur and inoxperi~
ence.”” After this hé accompanied his father on his
travels in Spain and north Africa, On his return
from the grand tour, he published in 1847, his
earliest novel, Adventures de quatres Femmes et
d'un Perroquet.  ¥le now plunged violently into
literature, composing, in 1848, besides the famous
Dame aux Camblfas, two other novels, La Roman
d’une Femmie and Césarine. Iu 1849 he followed up

xiii
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these by le Docteur Servans and Anfonine.
other early romances are 70 Hommwes Forts
Tristan le Roux, both of 1830; Dianz de Lys, 1
Sophie  Printemps, 18 la Boite d Argent, 1
and Vie & Vingt Ans, 1856, Meanwhile, in 1
La Dame aux Camblias appeared as a drama,
enjoyed a great success. Dumas was gradu
drawn away from the novel to the stage. His -
of Dianz de Lys was produced in 1853, and
Bijou de la Reine, a comedy in verse, composed
years before, in 1855, The same year saw the
formance of [z Demi-monde. The career of Du
is almost wholly comprised in a list of his princ
publications and productions, for he took no par
active life and remained stationary in P_a;is, abso
jn his literary undertakings. His early plays inc
Le Fils Naturel, 1858 le Pere Prodiguz, 1
I’Ami des Femmes, 1864; Le Supplice d’une Fer
1865; Heloise Paramquet, 1866; and  Les [ddes
Madame Aubray, 1867. Meanwhile, in 1864,
peared the novel, L’Affaire Cléemencews, dramat
in 1866. Dumas, who had overworked himself,
now silent for a little while, but created a sensa
jn 1871 with two powerful plays, la Prit
Georges and Une Visite de Noces. To these,
1873, succeeded [a Femme de Claude and Mon
Alphonse, leading up to the striking drama
L'Efrangére in 1877. Meanwhile, Dymas, wha
been elected to the French Academy in Janu
1574, was awakening the echoes of Paris with
brilliant controversial pamphlets, which culmina
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in 1880, in Le Question du Divorce and Les Femmes
quii tuent et les Femmes qui vofent.

Dumas’s latest plays were La Princesse de Bag-
dad, 1881; Denise, 1885; and Francillon 1887.
Puring the war of 1870 Dumas retired to a little
estate which he had bought, on the road between
Puys and Dieppe. Here he offered an asylum to his
iltustrious and now dying father, whose last hours
ke soothed with infinite care. He himself continued
to divide his time between Puys and a house near
Paris, at Marly-le~Roi, where he died on the 27th of
November, 1895, E. G.
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THE LADY OF THE CAMELLIAS

CHAPTER 1

IN my opinion, it is impossible to create charac~
ters until one has spent a long time in studying men,
as it is impossible to speak a language until it has
been seriously acquired. Not beilig old enough te
invent, I content myself with narrating, and I geg
the reader to assure himself of the truth of a story
in which all the characters, with the exception of
the heroine, are still alive. Eye-witnesses of the
greater part of the facts which I have collected are
to be found in Paris, and I might call upon them
to confirn me if my testimony is not enough. And,
thanks to a particular circumstance, I alone can
write these things, for I alone am able to give the
final details, without which it woyld ha\'r_e' been im-
possible to make the story at once interesting and
complete.

This is how these details came to my knowledge.
On the 12th of March, 1847, -1 saw in the Rue
Lafitte a great yellow placard announcing a sale of
furniture and curiosities, 7The sale was to  take
place on account of the death of the owner. The
owner's name was not mentioned, but the sale was
(9-hehekhiat 9, Rue d'Antin, on the 16th, from 12
[ §9 placard further anaouaced that the rooms
| i
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and furniture could be seen on the 13th and 14th.

I have always been very fond of curiosities, and
I made up my mind not to miss the occas:on, if not
of buying some, at all events of secing them, Next
day I called at 9, Rue d’Antin,

It was early in the day, and yet there were already
a number of visitors, both men and women, and the
women, though they were dressed in cashmere and
velvet, and had their carriages waiting for them at
the door, gazed with astonishment and admiration
at the luxury which they saw before them.

I was not long in discovering the reason of this
astonishment and admiration, for, having begun to
examine things a li*tle carefully, I discovered with-
out difficulty that I was in the house of a kept
woman. Now, if there is one thing which women
in society would like to ses and there ware society
women there ,, it is the home of those women whose
carriages splash their own carriages day by day, who
like them, side by side with them, have their boxes
at the Opsra and at the Ital:ens and w0 parade
in Paris the opulent insolence of their baauty, their
diamonds, and thejr scandal,

This one was dead, so the most vntuous of wo*nan
could enter even her bsdroom, Dsath had purified
the air of this abode of <splendid foulne s, and if
more excuse were neesded, they had_ the excuse.that
thoy had merely coma to a sale, they knaw not whose,
They had read the placards, thoy wished to ses waat.
the placards had announced, and  to make theik
choice bafarchand, What could be more natural?
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Yet, all the same, in the midst of all these beautiful
things, they could not help looking about for some
traces of this courtesan’s life, of which they had
heard, no doubt| stiange enough stories. :

Unfortunately the mystery had vanished with the
goddess, and, for all their endeavours, they discov-
ered only what was on sale since the owner’s decease,
and nothing of what had been on sale during her
lifetime.. For ths rest, there were plenty of things
worth buying. The furniture was supérb; there
were rosewood and buhl cabinets and tables, Sevres
and Chinese - vases, Saxe statuettes, satin, velvet,
lace; there was nothing lacking..

1 sauntered through the roows, following the in-
quisitive ladies of distinction., They entered a rcom
with Persian hangings, and 1 was just going to enter
in turn, when they came out again almost immedi-
ately, smiling.. and as if ashamed of their own
curiosity. I was all the more eager to seq the room,
It was the dressing-room, laid out with all the ar-
ticles of toilet, in which the dead woman'’s extrava-
gance seemed to be seen at its height.

On a large table against the wall, a table thres
feet in width and six in length, glittered all the treas-
ures of Aucoc and Odiot. It was a magnificent col-
lection, and there was not one of those thousand
little things so necessary to the toilet of a woman
of the kind which was not in gold or silver. Such a
collection could only have been got together little
by little, and the same lover had certainly not be-
gun and ended it,
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Not being shocked at the sight of a kept woman’s
diessing-room, I amused myself with examining
every detail, and I discovered that these magnifi-
cently chiselled objects bore different initials and
different coronets, I looked at one after another,
each reccalling a separate shame, and I said that God
had been merciful to the poor child, in not having
left her to pay the ordinary penalty, but rather to
die in the midst of her beauty and [uxury, before
the coming of old age, the courtesan’s first death.

Is there anything sadder in the world than the old
age of vice, especially in woman? She preserves no
dignity, she inspires no intcrest. The everlasting
repentance, not of the evil ways followed, but of the
plans that have miscarried, the money that has been
spent in vain, is as saddening a thing as one can well
meet with, 1 knew an aged woman who had once
been ‘‘gay,’’ whose only link with the past was a
daughter almost as beautiful as she herself had bez
This poor creature to whoin her mother had never
said, ‘‘You are my child,” except to bid her nourish
her old age as she herself had nourished her youth,
was called Louise, and, being obedient to her mother,
she abandoned herself without volition, without pas-
sion, without pleasure, as she would have worked at
any other profession that might have been taught
her. ,

‘The constant sight of dissipation, precocious dis-
sipation, in addition to her constant sickly state, had
extinguished in her mind all the knowledge of good
and evil that God had perhaps given her, bat that
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no one had ever thought of developing. I shall
always remember her, as she passed along the boule—
vards almost every day at the same hour, accom-
panied by her mother as assicduously as a real
mother might have accompanied her daughier. I
was very young then, and ready to accept for mysclf
the easy mcrality of the age. 1 remember, how-
ever, the contempt and disgust which awoke in me
at the sight of this scandalous chaperoning. Her
face too, was inexpressibly virginal in its expression
of innocence and of melancholy suffering. Shé was
like a figure of Resignation. '

One -lav the girl’s face was transﬁgured In the
midst of all the debauches mapped out by her
mother, it seemed to her as if God had left over for
her one happiness, And why indeed should God,
who had made her without stiength, have left her
without consolation, under the sorrowful burden of
her life? One day, then, she realized that she was
to have a child, and all that remainedto her of
chastity leaped for joy. The soul has strange
refuges, Louise fan to tell the good news to her
mother. [t is a shameful thing to speak of, but
we are not telling tales of pleasant sins; we are tell-
ing of tiue facts, which it would be better, no doubt,
to pass over in silence, if we did not believe that it
is needful from time to time to reveal the martyy-
dom of those who are condemned wiihout hearing,
scorned without judging; shameful it is, but this
mother answered the daughter that they had already

scarce egough for two, and. would certamly not- have
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enough for three; that such children are useless, and
a lying-in is so much time lost,

Next day a midwife, of whom all we will say is
that she was a friend of the mother, visited Louise,
who remained in bed for a few days, and then got
up paler and feebler than before,

Three months afterward a man took. pity on her
and tried to heal her, morally and physically; but
the last shock had heen too violent, and Louise died
of it. The mother still lives. How? God knows.

This story returned to my mind while ] looked at
the silver toilet things, and a certain space of time
must have elapsed during these reflections, for no
one was left in the room but myself and an attend-
ant, who, standing near the door, was carefully,
watching me to see that I did not pocket anything,

I went up to the man, to whom I was causing so
much anxiety. “Sir,”’ 1 said, ‘‘can you tell me the
name of the person who formerly lived here?"

“Mademoiselle Marguerite Gautier.”’

I knew her by name and by sight.

“What!” I said to the attendant; “Marguerite
Gautier is dead;”’ |

“Yes, sir.”

“When did she dje?”’

- ““Three weeks ago, I believe,”

“And why are the rooms on view?*’

"‘The creditors believe that it will send up the
prfces. People can see beforehand the effect of the
things; you see that induces them to buy.’

- ''She was in debt, thenj”’ o
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“To any extent, sir.”

“But the sale will cover it ?"

“And more tvo.”

“Who will get what remains over ?”’

“Her family.” | |

“*She had a family ¢”’

‘“‘It seems so.”

““Thanks.”

The attendant, reassured as to my- intentions,

touched his hat, and I went ont,

““Poor girll” I said to myself as I returned home;
‘‘she must have had a sad death, for, in her world,
one has friends only when one is perfectly well.”
And in spite of myself I began to feel melancholy
over the fate of Marguerite Gautier.

It will seem absurd to mary people, but 1 have
an unbounded sympathy for women of this kind,
and I do not think it necessary to apologize for such
sympathy. '

One day, as | was going to the Prefeétule‘fqr a
passport, 1 saw in one of the neighbouring streets
a poor girl who was being marched along by two
policemen., [ do not know what was the matter.
AWl I know is that she was weeping bitterly as she
kissed an infant only a few months old, from whom
her arrest was to separate her. Since that day I
have never dared to despise a woman at first sight,



CHAPTER 1

THE sale was to take place on the 16th., A day’s
interval had been left between the visiting days and
the sale, in order io give time for taking down the
hangings, curtains, etc.

I had just returned from abroad. It was natural

that 1 had not heard of Marguerite’s death among
the pieces of news which one’s friends always tell
on returning after an absence. Marguerite was a
pretty woman; but though the life of such women
makes sensation enough, their death makes very
little. They are suns which set as they rose, un-
observed. Their death, when they die young, is
heard of by all their lovers at the same moment,
for in Paris almost all the lovers of a well-known
woman are friends., A few recollections are ex-—
changed, and everybody’s life goes on as if the
incident had never occurred, without so much as a
tear,
. Nowadays, at twenty five, tears have become so
rare a thing that they are not to be squandered in-
discriminately. It is the inost that can be expected
if the parents who pay for being wept over are
wept over in return for the price they pay.

As for me, though my initials did not occur on
any of Marguerite’s belongings, that instinctive in-
dulgence, that natural pity that I have already con-

8
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fessed, set me thinking over her death, more perhaps
than it was worth thinking over. 1 remembered
having often met Marguerite in the Bois, where
she went regularly every day in a little blue coupé
drawn by two magnificent bays, and I had noticed
in her a distinction quite apart from other women
of her kind, a distinction which was enhanced by a
really exceptional beauty.

These unfortunate creaturcs whenever they go
out are always accompanied by somebody or other.
As no man cares to make himsef -onspicuous by
being seen in their company, and as they are afraid
of solitude, they take with them either those who
are not well enough off to have a carriage, or one
or another of those elegant, ancient ladies, whose
elegance is a little inexplicable, and to whom one
can always go for information in regard to the
women whom they accompany.

In Marguerite’s case it was quite different. She
was always alone when she drove in the Champs-
Elysées, lying back in her carriage as much as pos-
sible, dressed in furs in winter, and in summer
wearing very simple dresses; and though she often
passed people whom she knew, her smile, when she
chose to smile, was sean only by them, and a duchess
might have smiled in just such a manner. She did
not drive to and fro like the others, fron the Rond-
Point to the end of the Champs-Elysées. She drove
straight to the Bois. There she left her carriage,
walked for an hour, returned to her carriage, and
drove rapidly home, |
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. All these circumstances which I had so often
witnessed came back to my memory, and I regretted
her death as one might regret the destruction of a
beautiful work of art.

It was impossible to see more charm in beauty
than in that of Marguerite. Excessively tall and
thin, she had in the fullest degree the art of repair-
ing this oversight of Nature by the mere arrange-
ment of the things she wore, Her cashmere reached
to the ground, and showed on each side the large
flounces of a silk dress, and the heavy muff which
she held pressed against her bosom was surrounded
by such cunningly arranged folds that the eye, how-
ever exacting, could find no fault with the contour
of the lines. Her head, a marvel, was the:object
of the most coquettish care. It was small, and her
mother, as Musset would say, seamad to have made
it so in order to make it with care. _

- Set, in an oval of indescribable grace, two black
eyes, surmounted by eyebrows of so pure a curve
that it seemed as if painfted; veil these eyes with
lovely lashes, which, when drooped, cast their
shadow on the rosy hue of the chesks; trace a deli-
cate, straight nose, the nostrils a little open, in an
ardent aspiration toward the life of the senses;
design a regular mouth, with lips parted graciously.
over teeth as white as milk; colour the skin with the
down of a peach that no hand has touched, and you
will have the goeneral aspect of that charming coun-
tenance. The hair, black. as jet, waviag naturally.
or not, was paited on tha forehead in two large
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folds and draped back over the head, leaving in
sight just the tip of the ears, in which there glittered
two diamonds, worth four to five thousand francs
cach. How it was that her ardent lifo had left on
Marguerite’s face the virginal, almost childlike ex-
pression, which characterized it, is a problem which
we can but state, without attempting to solve it.

Marguerite had a marvellous portrait of herself,
by Vidal, the only man whose pencil could do her
justice. 1 had this portrait by me for a few days
after her death, and the likeness was so astonishing
that it has helped to refresh my memory in regard
1o some points which I might not otherwisz have
icmembered.

Some amcng the details of this chapter did not
recach me until later, but I write them here so as naot
to be obliged to return to them when the story itself
has begun,

Marguerite was always present at every . first
night, and passed every evening either at the theatre
or the ball. Whenever there was a new piece she
was certain to be seen, and she invariably had three
things with her on the ledge of her ground-floor
box: her opera-glass, a bag of sweets, and a bouquet
of camellias. '

For twenty-five days of the month the camellias
were white, and for five they weie red; no one ever
knew the reason of this change of colour, which I
mention though 1 can not explain it; it was noticed
both by her friends and by the fiabifuss of the the-
at.cs to which she most often went, She wus never
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seen with any flowers but camellias, At the florist’s,
Madame Barjon’s, she had come to be called ‘‘the
Lady of the Camellias,’’ and the name stuck to her.

Like all those who move in a certain set in Paris,
I knew that Marguerite had lived with soms of the
most fashionable young men in society, that she
spoke of it openly, and that they themselves boasted
of it; so that all seemed equally pleased with one
another. Nevertheless, for about three years, after
a visit to Bagnéres, she was said to be living with
an old duke, a foreigner, enormously rich, who had
tried to remove her as far as possible from her
former life, and, as it seemed, entirely to her own
satisfaction, '

This is what [ was told on the subject. In the
spring of 1842 Marguerite was so ill that the doc-
tors ordered hor to take the waters, and she went
to Bagnéres. Among the invalids was the daugh-
ter of this duke; she was not only suffering from the
same complaint, but she was so like Marguerite in
appearance that they might have been taken for
sisters; the young duchess was in the last stage of
consumption, and a few days after Marguerite’s
arrival she died.

One morning, the duke, who had remained at
Bagnéres to be near the soil that had buried a part
of his heart, caught sight of Marguerite at a turn
of the road. He seemed to sce the shadow of his
child, and going up to her, he took her hands, em-
braced and wept over her, and without even asking
her who she was, begged her to let him love in her
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the living image of his dead child. Marguerite,
alone at Bagnéres with her maid, and not being in
any fear of compromising herself, granted the duke’s
request,  Some people who knew her, happening to
bhe at Bagnéres, took upon themselves "to explain
Mademioselle Gautier’s true position to the duke.
It was a blow to the old man, for the resemblance
with his daughter was ended in one direction, but it
was too late. She had become a necessity to his
heart, his only pretext, his only excuse, for living.
He made no reproaches, he had indeed nc right to
do so, but he asked her if she felt hersell capable
of changing her mode of life, offering her in return
for the sacrifice every compensation that she could
desire. She consented. ' '
It must be said that Marguerite was just then
very ill. The past seemed to her sensitive nature -
as if it were one of the main causes of her illness,
and a sort of superstition led her to hope that God
would restore to her both health and beauty in re-
turn for her repentance and conversion. By the end
of the summer, the waters, sleep, the natural fatigue
of long walks, had indeed more or less restored her
health. The duke accompanied her to Paris, where
he continued to see her as he had done at Bagnéres.
This ligisor,. whose motive and origin wére quite
unknown, caused a great sensation, for the duke,
already known for his immense fortune, now became
known for his prodigality. All this was set down
to the debauchery of a rich old man, and every’ghing
was believed except the -truth. The father's senti~
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meat for Mavguerite had, in truth, so pure a cause
that anything but a communion of hearts would have
scemed to him a kind of incest, and he had never
spoken to her a word which his daughter might not
have heard.

Far be it from me to make out our heroine to be
anything but what she was. As long as she remained
at Bagnéres, the promise she had made to the duke
had not been hard to keep, and she had kept it; but,
once back in Paris, it seemed to her, accustomed to a
life of dissipation, of balls, of orgies, as if the soli-
tucdle, only interrupted by the duke's stated visits,
would kill her with boredom, and the hot breath
of her old life came back across her head and heart.

We must add that Marguerite had returned more
beautiful than she had ever been; she was but
twenty, and her malady, sleeping but not subdued,
continued to give her those feverish desires which
arc almost always the result of diseases of the chest.

It was a great grief to the duke when his friends;
always on the lookout for some scandal on the part
of the woman with whom, it seemed to them, he was
compromising himself, came to tell him, indeed; to
prove to him, that at times when she was sure of not
seeing him she received other visits, and that these
visits were often prolonged till the following day.
On being questioned, Marguerite admitted every-
thing to the duke, and advised him, without grsidre-
penseée, to concern himself with her no longer, for
she felt incapable of carrying out what she had un-
dertaken, and she did not wish to go on accepting
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benefits from a man whom she was deceiving, The
duke did not retwin for a week; it was all he could
do, and on the eighth day he came to beg Margue-
rite to let him still visit her, promising that he would
take her as she was, so long as he might see her, and
swearing that he would never utter a reproach
against her, not though he were to die of it,

This, then, was the state of things three months
after Marguerite’s return; that is to say, in No-
vember or December, 1842,



CHAPTER i

AT one o’clock on the 16th I went to the Rue
d’'Antin. The voice of the auctioneer could be heard
from the outer door. The rooms were crowdzad
with people. There were all the celabrities of the
most clegant impropriety, furtively examined by
certain great ladies who had again seized the opnor-
tnnity of the sale in order to be able to see, close at
hand, women whom they might never have another
occasion of meeting, and whom they envied perhaps
in secret for their easy pleasures. The Duchess of
F. elbowed Mlle. A., one of the most mslancholy
examples of our modern courtesan; the Marquis de
T. hesitated over a piece of furniture the price of
which was being run high by Mme. D., the most
clegant and famous adulteress of our time; the Duke
oi Y., who in Madrid is supposed to be ruining
himsell in Paris, and in Paris to be ruining himself
in Madrid, and who, as a matter of fact, never even
reaches the limit of his income, talked with Mme.
M., one of our wittiest story-tellers, who from time
to time writes what she says and signs what she
writes, while at the same time he exchanged confi-
dential glances with Mme. de N., a fair ornament
of the Champs—filysées, almost always dressed in
pink or blue, and driving two big black horses which
Tony had sold her for 10,000 francs, and for which
she had paid, after her fashion; finally, Mlle. R.,,

10
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who makes by her merse talent twice what the womsn
of the world make by thzir dof and three times as
much as the others make by their amours, had come,
in spite of the cold, to make some purchases, and
was not tine least looked at among the crowd.

We might cite the initials of many more of those
who found themselves, not without some mutual
surprise, side by side in one room.. But we fear to
weary the reader. We will only add that every one
was in the highest spirits, and that many of those
present had known the dead woman, and sesmed
quite oblivious - of the fact. There was a sound of
loud laughter; the auctionsars shouted at the top of
their voices; the dealers who had filled the benches
in front of the auction table tried in vain to obtain
silence, in order to transact their business in peace.
Never was there a noisier or a more varied gath-
ering,

I slipped quietly into the midst of this tumult,
sad to think of when one remembered that the poor
creature whose goods were being sold to. pay her
debts had died in ths next room. Having come
rather to examine taan to ouy, [ watched the faces
of the auctiongers, noticing how they bsanad with
delight whenever anything reached a price beyond
their expectations. Honest creatares, who had
speculated upon this woman’s pcostitution, who had
gained their hundred per ceat out of her, who
had plagued with their writs the last moments of her
life, and who cams now after her dzath to gather
iR at once the fruits of their dishonourable calcula-
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tions und the interest on their shameful credit! How
wise were the ancients in having only one God for

traders and robbers!
Dresses, cashmeres, jewels, were sold with in-

credible repidity. There was nothing that I cared
tor, and [ still waited. AWl at once 1 heard: A
volume, beautifully bound, gilt-edged, entitled
Manon Lescaut. There is something written on
the first page. Ten francs.”’

"“Twelve,”” said a voice after a longish silence.

“FHifteen ”” I said.

Why? I did not know., Doubtless for the some-
thing written.

“Fifteen," repeated the auctioneer.

*Thirty,” said the first bidder in a tone which
seemed to defy further competition.

It had now become a struggle. “Thirty-five,"” 1
cried in the same tone.

“‘Forty.”

“Fifty.”?

HSixty.”’

A hundred.”

If 1 had wished to make a sensation I should
certainly have succeeded, for a profound silence had
ensued, and people gazed at me as if to see what
sort of a person it was who seamed to b2 so de-
tennined to possess the volume,

The accent which [ had given to my last word
seemod to convince my adversary; he preferred- to
abandon a conflict which could only have resulted
in making me pay ton times its price far the volume,
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and, bowing, he said very gracefully, though indeed
a little late:

“] give way, sir.”’

Nothing more being offered, the book was as-
signed to me. -

As I was afraid of some new fit of obstinacy,
which my @nour propre might have sustained some-
what better than my purse, [ wrote down my name,
had the book put on_one side, and went out. I
must have given considerable food for reflection to
the witnesses of this scene, who would no doubt ask
themselves what my purpose could have been in pay-
ing a hundred francs for a book which I could have
had anywhere for ten, or, at the outside, fifteen.

An hour after, I sent for my purchase. On the
first page was written in ink, in an elegant hand, an
inscription on the part of the giver. It consisted of
these words:

Manon to Marguerite.
Humility'.

It was signed Armand Duval.

What was the meaning of the word Humility ?
Was Manon to 1ecognise in Marguerite, in the opin-
ion of M. Armand Duval, her superior in vice or in
affection? The second interpretation seemed the
more probable for the first.would have been an im-
pertinent piece of plain speaking which Marguerite,
whatever her opinion of herself, would never have
accepted,

I went out again, and thcught no more of the
hook until at night, when I was going to bed.
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~ Manon Lescaut is a touching story. 1 khow every
detail of it, and yet whenever I come across the
volume the same sympathy always draws iz to it;
I open it, and for the hundredth time I live over
again with the heroine of the Abbé Prévost. Now
this heroine is so true to life that [ fezl as if I had
known her; and thus the sort of comparison between
her and Marguerite gave me an unusudl inclination
to read it, and my indulgence passed into pity, almost
into a kind of love for the poor girl to whom I owed
the volume. Manon died in the desert, it is triie, but
in the arms of the man who loved her with the
whole energy of his soul; who, when she was dead,
dug a grave for her, and watered it with his tears,
and buried his heart in it; while Marguerite; a
sinner like Manon, and perhaps converted like her,
had died in a sumptuous bed (it seamed, after what
I had scen, the bed of her past), but in that desert
of the heart, a more barren, a vaster, a more pitiless
desert than that in which Manon had found her
last resting-place.

Marguerite; in fact, as I had found from some
friends who knew of the last circumstances of her

life, had not a single real friend by her .. lu
during the two months of her long and paiiiful
agony.

Then from Manon and Marguerite my mind
wandered to those whom I knew, and whom I saw
singing along the way which led to just such an-
dther death. Poor souls! if it is not right to love

them, is it not well to pity themm? You pity ths
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blind man who has never seen the daylight, the deaf
who has never heard the harmonies of nature, the
dumb who has never found a voice for his soul, and,
under a false cloak of shame, you will not pity this
blindness of heart, this deafness of soul, this dumb-
ness of conscience, which sets the poor afflicted crea-
ture beside herself and makes her, in spite of herself,
incapable of seeing what is good, of hearing the
Lord, and of speaking the pure language of love and
faith.

Hugo has written Marion Delorme, Musset has
written Bernerette, Alexandre Dumas has written
IFernande, the thinkers and poeté of all time have
brought to the courtesan the offering of their pity,
and at times a great man has rehabilitated them
with his love and even with his name. If [ insist on
this point, it is because many among those who have
begun to read me will be ready to throw down a
book in which they will fear to find an apology for
vice and prostitution; and the aunthor’s age will do
something, no'doubt, to increase this fear. et me
undeceive those who think thus, and let them go on
reading, if nothing but such a fear hinders them,

I am guite simply convinced of a certain principle,
which is: For the woiran whose education has not
taught her what is right,'Gocl almost always opens
two ways which lead thither, the ways of sorrow and
of love, They are hard; those who walk in them
walk with bleeding feet and torn hands, but they
also leave the trappings of vice upon the thorns of
the wayside, and reach the journey’s end in a naked-



22 THE LADY OF THE CAMELLIAS

ness which is not shameful in the sight of the Lord.

Those who meet these bold travellers ought to
succour them, and to tell a!l that they have met
them, for in so doing they point out the way. It
is not a question of setting at the outset of life two
sign-posts, one bearing the inscription “The Right
Way,' the other the inscription “The Wrong
Way,” and of saying to those who come there,
“Choose.”” One mnst needs, like Christ, point out
the ways which lead from the second road to the
first, to those who have been easily led astray; and it
is needful that the beginning of these ways should
not be too painful nor appear too impenetrable.

Here is Christianity with its marvellous parable
of the Prodigal Son to teach us indulgence and par-
don. Jesus was full of love for souls wounded by
the passions of men; he loved to bind up their
wounds and to find in thosa very wounds the balm
which should heal them. Thus he said to the Mag-
dalen: *Much shall be forgiven thee because thou
hast love: much,’” a sublimity of pardon which can
only have called forth a sublime faith.

Why do we make ourselves more strict than
Christ? Why holding obstinately to the opinions
of the world, which hardens itself in order that it
may be thought strong, do we reject, as it rejects,
souls bleeding at wounds by which, like a sick man’s
bad blood, the evil of their past may be healed, if
only a friendly hand is stretched out to lave them
and set them in the convalescence of the heart?

[t is to my own gencration that I speak, to those
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for whom the theories of M. de Voltaire happily
exist no longer, to those who, like myself, realize
that humanity, for these last fifteen years, has been
in one of its most audacious moments of expansion.
The science of good and evil is acquired forever;
faith is refashioned, respect for sacred things has
returned to us, and if the world has not all at once
become good, it has at least become better. The
cfforts of every intelligent man tend in the same
direction, and every strong will is harneszed to the
same principle: Be good, be young, be true! Evil
is nothing but vanity, let us have the pride of good,
and above all let us never despair. Do not let us
despise the woman who is neither mother, sister,
maid, nor wife. Do not let us limit esteem to the
family nor indulgence to egoism. Since “‘there is
more joy in heaven over one sinner that repenteth
than over ninety and nine just persons that need no
repentance,’’ let us give joy to heaven.  Heaven will
render it back to us with usury. Let us leave on
our way thLe alms of pardon for those whom earthly
desires have driven astray, whom a divine hope shall
perhaps save, and, as old women say when they offer
you some homely remedy of their own, if it does
no good it will do no harm.

Doubtless it must seem a bold thing to attempt to
deduce these grand results out of the meagre subject
that I deal with; but I am one of those who believe
that all is in little. The child is small, and he in~
cludes the man; the brain is narrow, and it harbours

thought; the eye is but a point, and it covers leagues.



CHAPTER IV

Two days after, the sale was ended. It had pro-
duced 150600 francs. The creditors divided
among them two thirds, and the family, a sister and
a grand-nephew, received the remainder.

The sister opened her eyes very wide when the
tawyer wrote to her that she had inherited 50,000
fiancs. The girl had not seen her sister for six or
seven years, and did not know what had become of
her from the moment when she had disappeared
from home. She came up to Paris in haste, and
great was the astonishment of those who had known
Marguerite when they saw as her only heir a fine,
fat country girl, who until then had never left her
village. She had made the fortune at a single
stroke, without even knowing the source of that
fortune. She went back, I heard afterward, to her
countryside, greatly saddened by her sister’s death,
but with a sadness which was somewhat lightened by
the investment at four and a half per cent which she

had been able to make,

All these circumstances, often repeated in Paris,
the mother city of scandal, had begun to be for-
gatten, and [ was even little by little forgetting the
part 1 had taken in them, when a new incident
brought to my knowledge the whole of Margue-
rite's life, and acquainted me with such pathetic de-

24
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tails that I was taken with the idea of writing down
the story which 1 now write.

The rooms, now emptied of all their furniture,
had been to let for three or four days when one
morning there was a ring at my door.

My servant; or, rather, my porter, who acted as
my servant, went to the door and brought me a
card, saying that the person who had given it to him
wished to see me.

I glanced at the card and there read these two
words: Armand Dival. )

I tried to think where I had seen the name, and
remembered the first leaf of the copy of Manon
Lescaut. What could the person who had given the
book to Marguerite want of me? 1 gave orders to
ask him ih at once.

I saw a young man, blond, tall, pale, dressed in a
travelling suit which looked as if he had not ¢hanged
it for some days, and had not even taken the trouble
to brush it on arriving at Paris, for it was covered
with dust,

M. Daval was deeply agitated; he made no at-
tempt to conceal his agitation and it was with tears
in his eyes and a trembling voice that he said to me:

‘‘Sir, I beg you to excuse my visit and my costume;
but young pcople are not very ceremonious with one
another, and I was so anxious to see you to-day that
I have not even gone to the hotel to which I lave
sent my luggage, and have rushed straight here,
fearing that, after all, I might miss you, early as

it is,”
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I begged M. Daval to sit down by the fire; he did
so, and, taking his handkerchief from his pocket,
hid his face in it for a moment.

“You must be at a loss to understand,” he went
on, sighing sadly, ‘for what purpose an unknown
visitor, at such an hour, in such a costume, and in
tears, can have come to see you. 1 have simply come
te ask of you a great service.”

“Speak on, sir, I am entirely at your disposal.”

‘“You were present at the sale of Marguerite
Gautier ?*’

At this word the emotion, which he had got the
better of for an instant, was too much for him, and
he was obliged to cover his eyes with his hand.

“I must seem to you very absurd,”’ he added, ‘‘but
pardon me, and believe that 1 shall never forget the
patience with which you have listensd to me.”’

“Sir,’ I answered, ‘“if the service which I can
render you is able to lessen your trouble a little, tell
me at once what I can do for you, and you will find
me only too happy to obligz you.”

M. Daval’s sorrow was syfnpathetic, and in spite
of myself 1 felt the desire of doing him a kindness.
Thereupon he said to me:

““You bought somsthing at Mirguerite’s sale?”’

“‘Yes, a book.”

“Manon Lescant?”’

“Precisely.’”

““Have you the book still ?*’

“It is in my bedroon.”?

On hearing this, Annand Duval seemed to be re~
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lieved of a great weight, and thanked me as if [ had
already rendered him a service merely by keeping
the book.

I got up and went into my room fo fetch the
book, which 1 handed to him. A

“That is it indeed,” he said, looking at the in-
scription on the first page and turning over the
leaves; ‘‘that is it indeed,”” and two big tears fell on
the pages. ‘*Well, sir,”” said he, lifting his head,
and no lenger trying to hide from me that he had
wept and was even then on the point of weeping,
‘‘do you value this book very greatly 2"

(XY ,'-\;hy ?l!

“Because I have come to ask you to give it up to
me,”’

““Pardon my curiosity, but was it you, then, who
gave it to Marguerite Gautier ¢’

“It was L"7

“The book is yours, sir; take it back. Iam happy
to be able to hand it over to you.” ’

“But,’’ said M. Duval with some embarrassment,
‘'the least I can do is to give you in return the price
which you paid for it.

“Allow me to offer it to you. The price of a
single volume in a sale of that kind is a mere noth-
ing, and I do not remember how much I gave fcr it.”

“You gave one hundred francs.”

“Frue,”’ 1 said, embarrassed in my turn, ‘how
do you know 7"’

“It is quite simple. I hoped to reach Paris in
“time for the sale, and I only managed 10 get here
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this morning. I was absolately resolved to’ have
something which had belonged to her, and I hastened
to the auctioneer and asked him to allow me to see
the list of the things sold and of the buyers’ names,
I saw that this volume had been bought by you, and
I decided to ask you to give it up to me, though the
price you had set upon it mace me fear that you
might yourself have some souveair in connection
with the possession of the book.”

As he spoke, it was evident that he was afraid I
had known Marguerite as he had known her. 1
hastened to reassute him.

“] knew Mlle. Gautier only by sight” 1 said;
“her death made on me the impression that the
death of a pretty woman nwust always make on a
young man who had liked seeing her. I wished to
buy somsthing at her sale, and I bid higher and
higher for this book out of mere obstinacy and to
annoy some one else, who was equally keen to obtain
it, and who secemed to defy me to the contest. 1
repeat, then, that the book is yours, and once more I
beg you to accept it; do not treat me as if I were an
auctioneer, and let it be the pledge between us of a
longer and more intimate acquaintance,’’

*Good,’”’ said Armand, holding out his hand and
pressing mine; “I accept, and I shall be grateful to
you all my life.”’

I was very anxious to question Armand on the
subject of Marguerite, for the inscription in the
book, the young man’s hurried journey, his desire
to possess the volume, piqued my curiosity; but 1
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feared it 1 questioned my visitor that I might seem
to have refused his money only in order to have the
right to pry into his affairs.

It was as if he guessed my desiie, for he said to

nie:
“‘Have you read the volume ?”’

“All through.”

“What did you think of the two lines that I
wrote in jit?”’ '

“I realized at once that the woman to whom you
had given the volume must have been quite outside
the ordinary category, for I could not take those
two lines as a mere empty compliment.”’

“You were right. That woman was an angel.
See, read this letter.”” And he handed to me a paper
which seemed to have been many times reread,

I opened it, and this is what it contained:

“MyY  DEAR  ARMAND:—I1 have received your
letter.  You are still good, and I thank God for it.
Yes, my friend, I am jll, and with one of those
'seases that never relent; but the interest you still
take in me makes my suffering less. I shall not live
long enough, I expect, to have the happiness of
pressing the hand which has written the kind letter
I 'have just received; the words of it would be enough
to cure me, if anything could cure me. [ shall not
see you, for I am quite necar death, and you are
hundreds of leagues away. My poor friend! your
Marguerite of old times is sadly changed. It is
better perhaps for you not to see her again thah to
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see her as she is. You ask if I forgive you; oh, with
all my heart, friend, for the way you hurt me was
only a way of proving the love you had for me. 1
have been in bed fora month, and I think so much
of your esteem that I write every day the journal
of my life, from the moment we left each other to
the moment when | shall be able to write no longer.
If the interest you take in me isreal, Armand, when
ycu come back go and tee Julie Duprat., She will
give you my journal, You will find in it the reason
and the excuse for what has passed between us. Julie
is very good to me; we often talk of you together,
She was there when your letter came, and we both
cried over it.

“If you had not sent{ me any word, 1 had told
her to give you those papers when you returned to
France. Do not thank me for it. This daily look-
ing back on the only happy moments of my life does.
me an immense amount of good, and if you will find
in reading it some excuse for the past, I, for my
pait, find a continual solace in it. 1 should like to
leave you something which would always remind you
of me, but everything here has been seized, and [
have nothing of my own,

“Do you understand, my friend? [ am dying,
and from my bed I can hear a man walking to and
for in the drawing-room; my creditors have put
him there to see that nothing is taken away, and
that nothing remains to me in case I do not die. I
hope they will wait till the end befcre they begin
to sall,
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““Oh, men have no pity! or rather, I am wrong,
it 18 God who is just and inflexible! :

“And now, dear love, you will come to my sale,
and you will buy something, for if I put aside the
least thing for you, they might accuse you of em-
bezzling seized goods,

“It is a sad life that I am leaving!

"It would be good of God to let me see you again
before I die. According to all probability, good-
bye, my friend. Pardon me if I do not write a
longer letter, but those who say they are going to
cure me wear me out with blood-letting, and my
hand refuses to write any more.

“*MARGUERITE GAUTIFR.”’

The last two words were scarcely legible. I re-

turned the letter to Armand, who had, no doubt,
read it over again in his mind while I was reading
it on paper, for he said to me as he took it:
. *“Who would think that a kept woman could have
written thats’’ And, overcome by recollections, he
gazed for some time at the writing of the letter,
which he finally carried to his lips,

“And when I think ' he went on, ‘‘that she died
before I could see her, and that I shall never see her
again, when I think that she did for me what no
sister would ever have done, I can not forgive my-
self for having left her to die like that. Dead!
Dead and thinking of me, writing and repeating my
name, poor dear Margueritel”’ :

And Armand, giving free outlet to his thoughts
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and his tears, held out his hand to me, and con-
tinued: : - '

“‘People would think it childish enough if they
saw me lament like this over a dead woman such as
she; no onc will ever know what I made that woman
suffer, how cijuet 1 have been to her! how good, how
resigned she was! I thought it was I who had to
forgive her, and to-day 1 feel unworthy of the for-
giveness which she grants me. Oh, I would give
ten years of my life to weep at her feet for an hour!”

It is always  difficult to console a sorrow that is
unknown to one, and nevertheless 1 felt so lively
a sympathy for the young man, he made me so
frankly the confidant of his distress, that I believed
a word from me would not be indifferent to him, and
i said: ,

«Have you no parents, no friends? Hope. Go
and see them; they will console you. As for me, I
can only pity you,”

“It is true,”’ he said, rising and walking to and
fro in the room, “I am wearying you. Pardon me,
I did not reflect how little my sorrow must mean
to you, and that [ am intruding upon you something
which cannot and ought not to interest vou at all.’’

“You mistake my meaning. I amentirely at your
service; only I regret my inability to calm your dis-
tress. If my society and that of my friends can give
you any distraction, if, in short, you have need of
me, no matter in what way, 1 hope you will realize
how much pleasure it will give me to do anything

for you/'
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““Pardon, pardon,’’ said he; ‘‘sorrow sharpens the
sensations. ILet me stay here for a few minutes
longer, long enough to dry my eyes, so that the idlers
in the street may not look upon it as a curiosity to see
a big fellow like me crying. You have made me
very happy by giving me this book. I do not know
how I can ever express my gratitude to you” |

“By giving me a little of your fiiendship,’”’ said
I, “and by telling me the cause of your suffering.
One feels better while telling what one suffers.”’

“You are right. But to-day [ have too much need
of tears; I can not very well talk. One day I will
tell you the whole story, and you will see if 1 have
reason for regretting the poor girl. And now,” he
added, rubbing his eyes for the last time and look-
ing at himself in the glass, ‘‘say that you do not
think me too absolutely idiotic, and -allow me to
come back and see you another time.’* " ,

He cast on me a gentle and amiahle look.. I was
near embracing him. As for him, his eyes again be-
gan to fill with tears; he saw that I perceived it and
turned away his head,

“Come,” I said, ‘‘courage.’”’

“Good-bye,”’ he said.

And, making a desperate effort to restrain his
tears, he rushed rather than went out of the room,

1 lifted the curtain of my window, and saw him
get into the cabriolet which awaited him at the door;
but scarcely was he seated before he burst inta tears
and hid his face in his pocket-handkerchief.



CHAPTER V

A GOOD whi'e elapsed before I heard anything
more of Armand, bat, on the other hand, | was con-

stantly hearing of Marguerite.
I do not know if you have noticed, if once the

name of anybody who might in the natural course
of things have always remained unknown, or at all
events indifferent to you, should be mentioned be-
fore you, immzdiately details begin to group them-
selves about the name, and you will find all your
friends talking to you about something which they
have never mentioned to you before. You discover
that this person was almost touching you and has
passed close to you many times in your life without
your noticing it; you find coincidences in the events
which are told you, a real affinity with certain events
of your own existence. I was not absolutely at that
point in regard to Marguerite, for I had seen and
met her, I knew her by sight and by reputation;
nevertheless, since the moment of the sale, her name
came to my ears so frequently, and, owing to’the
circumstance that I have mentioned in the last chap-
ter, that name was associated with so profound a
sorrow, that my curiosity increased in p'roportion
with my astonishment. The consequence was that
whenever ]I met friends to whom I had never

34
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breathed the name of Marguente 1 always began
by saying:

“Pid you ever know a certain Marguerite Gau-
tier 7’

“The Lady of the Camellias?”’

“Exactly.”

“Oh, very welll”

The word was sometimes accompanied by a smile
which could leave no doubt as to its meaning,

‘““WeH, what sort of a girl was she?” |

“A good sort of girl.”’

“Is that aliz”’

**Oh, yes; more intelligence and perhaps a little
more heart than most.”

““Do you know anything particular about her?”

“She ruined Baron de G.”’ ‘

““No more than that?’’

“She was the mistress- of the old Duke of . . .”

“Was she really his mistress?”’ |

“So they say; at all events, he gave her a great
deal of money.”’

The general outlines were always the same.
Nevertheless I was anxious to find out something
about the relations - between Marguerite and Ar-
mand. Meeting one day a man who was constantly
about with known women, I asked hxm “Did you
know Marguerite Gautier?”

The answer was the usual “Very well.”’

“What sort of a girl was she 7’

- “A fine, good girl, I was very sorry to hear of
her death.” |
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3
“‘Had she not a lover called Armand Duval ?”’
#Tall and blond 7"’

Yes,”
“It is quite true.”
“Who was this Armand?’’

A fellow who squandered on her the little money
he had, and then had to leave her. They say he
was quite wild about it.”

“And she?”

“They always say she was very much in love with
him, but as girls like that are in love. It is no good
to ask them for what they can not give.”

‘“‘What has become of Arimand "’

YT don’t know. We knew him very little. He
was with Marguerite for five or six months in the
country. When she came back, he had gonse.”

“And you have never seen him since ¢”’

“Never.”

I, too, had not seen Armand again. 1 was be-
ginning to ask myself if, when he had come to see
me, the recent news of Marguerite’s death had not
exaggerated his former love, and consequently his
sorrow, and I said to myself that perhaps he had
already forgotten the dead woman, and along with
her his promise to come and see me again. This
supposition would have seemed probable enough
in most instances, but in Armand’s despair there
had been an accent .of real sincerity, and, going
from one extreme to.another, I imagined that dis-
tress nad brought on an illness, and that my not
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seeing him was explained by the fact that he was ill,
perhaps dead. _

I was interested in the young man in spite of my—
self. Perhaps there was some selfishness in this
interest; perhaps I guessed at some pathetic love
story under all this sorrow; perhaps my desire to
know all about it had much to do with the anxiety
which Armand’s silence caused ine.

Since M. Duval did not. return to see me, 1 de-
cided to go and see him. A. pretext was not diffi-
cult to find; untuckily I did not know his address,
and no one among those whom 1 questioned could
give 1t to me,

I went to the Rue d’Antin; perhaps Marguerite's
porter would know where Armand lived. There was
a new porter; he knew as little about it as 1. .1
then asked in what cemetery Mlle. Gaatier had bezn
buried. It was the Montmartre Cemetery. It was
now the month of April; the weather was fine, the
graves were not likely to look as sad and desolate.as
they do in winter; in short, it was warm enough for
the living to ‘think a little of the dead, and pay them
a visit. [ went to the cemetery, saying to myself:
“One glance at Marguerite's grave, and I shall
know if Armand’s sorrow still exists, and perhaps
I may find out what has become of him.”

I entered the keeper’s lodge, and asked him if on
the 22d of February a woman named Marguerite
Gautier had not been buried in the Montmartre
Cemetery., He turned over the pages of a big book
in which those who enter. this last resting-place- are
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inscribed and numbered, and replied that on the
22d of February, at 12 o’clock, a woman of that
name had beesn buried.

I asked him tc show me the grave, for there is
no finling one’s way without a guide in this city of
the dead, which has its streets like a city of the
living. The keeper called over a gardener, to whom
he gave the necessary instructions; the gardener in-
terrupted him, saying: “I know, I know.—I[t is not
difficult to ﬁnd that grave,’’ he added turning to me,

“\’Vhyf”

“Because it has very d:ﬂerent flowers from the
others.” ,

“Is it you who look after it?"’

“Yes, sir; and I wish all relations took as much
trouble about the dead as the young man who gave
me my orders.””

Afrer several turnings, the gardener stoppesd and
said to me: ‘“‘Here we are.”

I saw before me 2 square of flowers which one
would never have taken for a grave, if it had not
been for a white marble slab bearing a name,

" The marble slab stood upright, an iron railing
marked the limits of the ground purchased; and the
earth was covered with white camellias.

“What do you say to that?’’ said the gardener.

“It is beaufiful.”’

“And whenever a camellia fades, I have orders to
replace it.”

. “Who gave you the order?”

“A young gentleman who cried the first time he



THE LADY OF THE CAMELLIAS 39

came here; an old pal of hers I suppese, for they
say she was a gay one, Very pretty, too, I believe.
Did you know her, sir?’’

“Yes.”

‘“Like the other?’ said the gardener, with a know-
.ing smile._

“No, I never spoke to her.”

‘““And you come here, too! It is very good of you,
for those that come to see the poor girl don't
exactly cumber the cemetery.”

“Doesn’t anyoody come?”

‘“Nobody, except that young gentleman who came
once.”’ '

“Only once 7"’

“Yes, sir,”

““He never came back again?”

““No, but he will when he gets home:”

““He is away somewhere?”
“Yes"

“Do you knc;w where he is?”’

“I believe he has gone to see Mlle. Gautier's
sister.” '

““‘What does he want there?”’

““He has gone.to get her authority to have the
corpse dug up again and put somewhere else.”

“Why won’'t he let it remain here?”’

““You know, sir, people have gueer notions about
dead folk. We see something of that every day.
The ground here was only bought for five years,
and this young gentleman wants a perpetual lease
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and a bigger plot of ground; it will be better in the
new part.”

“What do you call the new part?”

“The new plots of ground that are for sale, there
to the left. If the cemetery had always been kept
like it is now, there wouldn’t be the like (?f it in the .
world; but there is still plenty to do before it will
be quite all it should be. Aml then people are so
quecr! ’ |

“What do you mean?”

“l mean that there are people who carry their
pride even here. Now, this Demoisslle Gautier, it
appears she lived a bit free, if you'll excuse my say-
ing so. Poor lady, she’s dead. now; there’s no mare
of her left than of them that no one has a word to
say against. We water them every day. Well,
when the relatives of the folk that are buried beside
her found out the sort of person she was, what do
you think they said? That they would try to keep
her out from here, and that there ought to be a
piece of ground somewhere apart for these sort of
women, like there is for the poor. Did you ever
hear of such a thing? I gave it to them straight, |
did: well-to-do folk who come to see their dead
four times a year, and bring their flowers themselves,
and what flowers! and look twice at the keep of
them they pretend to cry over, and write on their
tombstones all about the tears they haven’t shed,
and come and make difficulties about their neigh--
bours. . You may believe me or not, sir, I never
knew the .young lady; I don’t know what she did.
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Well, I'm quite in love with the poor thing; I look
after her well, and I let her have her camellias at
an honest price. She is the dead baody that I like
the best. You see, sir, we are obliged to love the
dead, for we are kept so busy, we have hardly time
to love anything else.”

[ looked at the man, and some of my readers will
understand, without my needing to explain it to
them, the emotion which I felt on hearing him. He
observed it, no doubt, for he went on:

“They tell me there were people who. ruined them-
selves over that girl, and lovers that worshipped
her; well, when I think there isn’t one of them that
so much as buys her a flower now, that’s queer, sir,
and sad. And, after all, she isn't so badly off, for
she has her grave to herself, and if there is only
one who remembers her, he makes up for the oth—
ers. But we have other poor girls here, just like
her and just her age, and they are just thrown into a
pauper’s grave, and it breaks my heart when I hear
their poor bodies drop into the earth. And not a
sonl thinks about them any more, once they are
dead ! ’Tisn’t a merry trade, ours, especially when
we have a little heart left. 'What do you expect?
[ can't help it. "I have a fine, strapping girl myself;
she’s just twenty, and when a girl of that age comes
here I think of her, and [ don't care if it's a great
lady or a vagabond, I can’t help feeling it a bit.
But I am taking up your time, sir, with my tales, and
it wasn't to hear them you came here, I was told to
show you Mlle. Gautier's grave; here you have it,
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Is there anything else I can do for you?"”
“Do you know M. Armand Duval's addressi” I

asked, ,

“Yes; he lives at Rue de ——; at Jeast, that’s
where I always go to get my money for the flowers
you see there.,”

“Thanks, my good man."”
I gave one more look at the grave covered with

flowers half longing to penetrate the depths of the
earth and see what tke earth had made of the fair
creature that had been cast to it; then I walked
sadly away.

- “Do you want to see M, Daval, sir?” said the
gardener, who was walking beside me,

“Yes.”

“Well, 1 am pretty sure he is not back yet, or he
would have been here already.”

“You don’t think he has forgotten 1 Marguerite?

“l am not only sure he hasn’t, but I would wager
that he wants to change her grave stimply in order
to have one more look at her.”

“Why do jfou think that?”

“The first word he said to me when he came to
the cemetery was: ‘How can [ see her again?’ That
can’t be done unless there is a change of grave, and
I told him all about the formalities that have to be
attended to in getting it done; for, you see, if you
want to moye a body from one grave to another
you must have it identified, and only the family can
give leave for it under the direction, of a police jn~
spector.  That is why M. Duval has gone 12 see
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Mlle. Gautier’s sister, and you may be sure his first
visit will be for me.”

We had come to the cemetery gate., 1 thanked
the gardener again, putting a few coins into his
hand, and made my way to the address he had
given me. '

Armand had not yet returned. 1 left word for
him, begging him to come and see me as soon as he
arrived, or to send me word where [ could find him.

Next day, in the morning, I received a Jetter
from Duval, telling me of his return, and asking me
to call on him, as he was so worn out with fatigue
that it was impossible for him to go out,



CHAPTER VI
I FOUND Armmand in bed. On seeing me he held

out a burning hand. |
“You are feverish,” 1 said to him,
“It is nothing, the fatigue of a rapid journey;

that is all.”
““You have been to see Marguerite’s sister?”’

‘““Yes; who told your”’

“] know it. Did you get what you wanted?”’

“Yes; but who told you of my jecurney, and of
my rcason for taking it?”

““The gardener of the cemctery.”’

“You have seen the tomb?”’

I scarcely dared reply, for the tone in which the
words were spoken proved to me that the speaker
was still possessed by the emotion which [ had wit-
nessed before, and that every time-his thoughts or
speech travelled back to that mournful subject emo-
tion would still, for a long time to come, prove
stronger than his wili. I contented myself with a
nod of the head.

““He has looked after it well?’”’ continued Armand.
Two big tears rolled down the cheeks of the sick
man, and he turned away his hcad to hide them from
me. I pretended not to see them, and tried to
change the conversation, '

““You have been away three weeks’’ I said.

44
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Armand passed his hand across his eyes and re-
plied, “‘Exactly three weeks."”’

“You had a long journey.”

““Oh, I was not travelling all the time. I was ill
for a fortnight, or I should have returned long ago;
bat I had scarcely got there when 1 took this fever,
and I was obliged to keep my room.”

“Ancd you started to come back before you were
reatly well ¢’ |

“If T had remained in tlLe place for another week,
I should have died there.”

“Well, now you are back again, you must take
care of yourself; your friends will come and look
after yon; myself, first of all, if you will allow me.”’

YT shall get up in a couple of hours.”

“1t would be very unwise.”

“I must.”

“What have you to do in such a great hurry?”’

“I must go to the inspector of police.”

“Why do yon not get one of your friends to ses
after the matterr Is it likely to make you worse
than you are now.” :

“It is my only chance of getting better. I must
see her. Ever since I heard of her death, especially
since I saw her grave I have not bzen able to sleep.
[ can not realize that this woman, so young and so
beautiful when [ left her, is really dead. I must
convince myself of it. I must see what God has
done with a being that I have loved so much, and
verhaps the horror of the sight will cure me of my
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despair. Will you accompany me, if 'it won’t be
troubling you too much?”’
“What did her sister say about it7"’

“Nothing. She scemed greatly surprised that a
strtanger wanted to buy a plot of ground and give
Marguerite a new grave, and she immediately
signed the authorization that I asked her for.”

‘Believe me, it would be better to wait until you
are quite well.”’

“Have no fear; I shall be quite composed. Be-
sides, I should simply go out of my mind if I were
not to carry out a resclution which I have set myself
to carry out, I swear to you that I shall never be
myself again until [ have sesn Marguerite, It is
perhaps the thirst of the fever, a sleepless night’s
dream, a moment’s delirium; but thongh I were to
become a Trappist, like M. de Rancé, after having
scen, I will see.”

“I understand,” I said to Armand, “and I am at
your service. Have you seen Julie Duprat?’’

“Yes, I saw her the day I returned, for the first
time.”

“Did she give you the papers that Maiguerite
had left for you?*’

Armand drew a roll of papers from under his
pillow, and immediately put them back,

“I know ail that is in these papers by heart,”” he
said.  “‘For three weeks 1 have read them ten times
over every day. You shall read them, too, but later
on, when I am calmer, and can make yoy understand
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all the love and tenderness hidden away in this con-
fession. For the moment [ want you to do me a
service.”’

H“What is it?”?

“Your cab is below??*’

“Yes,”’

“Well, will you take my passport’ and ask if there
arc any letters for me at the poste restiife? My
father and sister must have written to me at Paris,
and I went away in such haste that I did not go and
sec before leaving. When you come back we will go
together to the inspector of police, and arrange for
to morrow’s ceremony,”’ .

Armand handed me his passport, and I went to
Rue Jean Jacques Rousseau. There were two
letters addressed to Duval. [ took them and re-
turned, When 1 re-entered the room Armand was
dressed and ready to go out.

““Thanks,” he said, taking the letters. ‘‘Yes”
he added, after glancing at the addresses, ‘‘they are
from my father and sister. They must have been
quite at a loss to understand my silence.’’

He opened the letters, guessed at rather than
read them, for each was of four pages; and a moment
after folded them up. “Come,”’ he said, *“I will
answer to-morrow.”’

We went to the police station, and Armand
handed in the permission signed by Marguerite's
sister, He received in return a letfer to the keeper
of the cemetery, and it was settled that the disin-
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terment was to take place next day, at ten o'clock,
that I should call for him an hour before, and that

we should go to the cemetery together.

I confess that I was curious to be present, and I
did not sleep all night. Judging from the thoughts
which filled my brain, it must have been a long night
for Armand. When [ entered his room at nine
on the following morning he was frightfully pale,
but seemed calm. He smiled and held out his hand.
His candles were burned out; and before leaving he
took a very heavy letter addressed to his father,
and no doubt containing an account of that nights
impressions. :

Half an hour later we were at Montmartre. The
police inspector was there already. We walked
slowly in the direction of Marguerite s grave. The
inspector went in front; Armand and [ followed a
few steps behind.

From times to time I felt my companion's arm
tromble convulsively, as if he shivered from head to
feet. I looked at him. He understood the look,
and smiled at me; we had not exchanged a word
since leavipy the house.

Just before we reached the grave, Armand stopped
to wipe his face, which was covered with great drops
of sweat, I took advantage of the pause to diaw in
a long breath, for I, too, felt as if I had a weight
on my chest. )

What js the origin of that mournful pleasure
which we find in sights of this kind? When we
reached the grave the gardener had removed all the
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flower-pots, the iron railing had been taken away,
and two men were turning up the soil,

Armand leaned against a tree and watched. All
his life seemed to pass before his eyes. Suddenly
one of the two pickaxes struck against a stone. At
the sound Armand recoiled, as at an electric shock,
and seized my hand with such force as to give me
pain,

One of the grave-diggers took a shovel and began
emptying out the carth; theri, when only the stones
covering the coffin were left, he threw them out one
by one.

I scrutinized Armand, for every moment I was
afraid lest the emotions which he was visibly repress—
ing should prove too much for him; but he still
watched, his eyes fixed and wide open, like the eyes
of a madman, and a slight trembling of the cheeks
and lips were the only signs of the violent nervous
crisis under which he was suffering.

As for me, all I cansay is that I regretted having
colne.

When the coffin was uncovered the in5péctor said
to the grave-digger: *‘Open it.” They obeyed, as if
it were the most natural thing in the world.

The coffin was of oak and they began to unscrew
the lid, The humidity of the earth had rusted the
screws, and it was not without some difficuity that
the coffin was opened. A painful odour arose in
spite of the aromatic plants with which it was cov-
cred, | |
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«Q my God, my God!” murmured Armand, and
turned paler than before.

Even the grave-digger drew back.

A. great white shroud covered the corpse, closely
outlining some of its contours. This shroud was
almost completely eaten away at one end, and left
one of the feet visible,

I wes nearly fainting, and at the moment of writ—
ing these lines 1 see the whole scene over again in
all its imposing reality.

“Quick,” said the inspector. Thereupon one of
the men put out his hand, began to unscrew the
shroud, and taking hold of it by one end suddenly
laid bare the face of Marguerite.

It was terrible to see, it is horrible to relate. The
eyes were nothing but two holes, the lips had disap-
peared, vanished, and the white teeth were tightly
set. The black hair, long and dry, was pressed
tightly about the forehead, and half veiled the green
hollows of the chesks; and yet I recognised in this
face the joyous white and rose face that I had seen
so often.

Armand, unable to turn away his eyes, had put the
handkerchief to his mouth and bit it,

For my part, it was as if a circle of iron tightened
about my. head, a veil covered my eyes, a rumbling
filled my ears, and all I could do was to unstop a
smelling bottle which I happened to have with me,
and to draw in long breaths of it. |

Through this bewilderment I heard the inspector
say to Duval, ““Do you identify?”
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“Yes,” replied the young man in a dull voice,

“Then fasten it up and take it away,’”’ said the
inspector. |

The grave-diggers put back the shroud over the
face of the corpse, fastened up the coffin, took hold
of each end of it, and began to carry it toward the
place where they had been told to take it.

Armand did not move. His eyes were fixed upon
the empty grave; he was as white as the corpse
which we had just seen. He looked as if he had
been turned to stone.

I saw what was coming as soon as the pain causcd
by the spectacle should have abated and thus ceased
to sustain him. I went up to the inspector. *‘ls this
gentleman's presence still necessary ¢’ 1 said, point-
ing to Armand. '

“No,”” he replied, ‘‘and I should advise you to
take him away. He looks ill.”

“Come, I said to Armand, taking him by thé
ariil,

““‘What ?” he said, looking at me as if he did not
recognise me.

“It is all over,” I added. **You must come, my
friend; you are quite white, you are cold. These
emotions will be too much for you.” |

““You are right. Let us go,” he answered me-
chanically, but without moving a step,

[ took him by the arm and led him along. He let
himself be guided like a child, only from time to
time murmuring, “Did you see her eyes?'’ and he
turned as if the vision had recalled her,
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Nevertheless, his steps became more irregular;
he seemed to walk by a series of jerks; his teeth
chattered; his hands were cold, a violent agitation
ran through his body. I spoke to him; he did not
answer. ke was just able to let himself be led

along, A cab was waiting at the gate. It was only
just in time. Scarcely had he seated himself, when

the shivering became more violent, and he had an
actual attack of nerves, in the midst of which his
fear of frightening me made him press my hand and
whisper: **It is nothing, nothing. I want to weep.”

His chest laboured, his eyes were injected with
blood, but no tears came. 1 made him smell the
salts which I had with me, and when we reached his
house only the shivering remained.

With the help of his servant I put him to bed,
lit a big fire in his room, and hurried off to my doc-
tor, to whom I told all that had happened. He

hastened with me.
-Armand was flushed and delirious; he stam-

mered out disconnected words, in which only the
name of Marguerite conld be distinctly heard.

“Well 2’ I said to the doctor when he had ex~
amined the patient,

“Well, he has neither more nor less than brain
fever, and very lucky it is for him, for I firmly be-
lieve (Gad forgive me!) that he would have gone
out of his mind. Fortunately, the physical malady
will kill the mental one, and in a month's time he
will be free from the one and perhaps from the

other.”



CHAPTER VI

ILINESSES like Armand’s have one- fortunate
thing about them: they either kill outright or are
very soon overcome. A fortnight after the events
which I have just related Armand was convalescent,
and we had already become great friends. During
the whole course of his illness I had hardly left his
side. ‘ :

Spring was profuse in its flowers, its leaves, its
birds, its songs; and my friend’s window opened
gaily upon his garden, from which a reviving breath
of health seemed to come to him. The doctor had
allowed him to get up, and we often sat talking at
the open window, at the hour when the sun is at its
height, from twelve to two. 1 was careful not to
refer to Marg{:erite, fearing lest the name should
awaken sad recollections hidden under the apparent
calm of the invalid; but Armand, on the contrary,
seemed to delight in speaking of her, not as for-
merly, with tears in his eyes, but with a sweet smile
which reassured me as to the state of his mind.

I had noticed that ever since his last visit to the
cemetery, and the sight which had brought on so
violent a crisis, sorrow seemed to have been over-
come by sickness, and Marguerite’s death no longer
appeared to him under its former aspect. A kind
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of consolation had sprang from the certainty of
which he was now fully persuaded, and in order to
banish the sombre picture which often presented it-
self to him, he returned upon the happy recollec—
tions of his Jimiscrz with Marguerite, and seemed re-
" solved to think of nothing else.

The body was too much weakened by the attack
of fever, and even by the process of its cure, to per-
mit him any violent emotions, and the universal joy
of spring which wrapped him round carried his
thoughts instinctively to images of joy. He had
always obstinately refused to tell his family of the
danger which he had been in_ and when he was well
again his father did not even know that he had been
ill.

One evening we had sat at the window later than
usnal; the weather had been superb, and the sun
sunk to sleep in a twilight dazzling with gold and
azure.  Though we were in Paris, the verdure
which surrounded us seemed to shut us off from the
world, and our conversation was only now and again
disturbed by the sound of a passing vehicle.

It was about this time of the year, on the evening
of a day like this, that I firsst met Marguerite,” said
Armand to me, as if he were listening to his own
thoughts rather than to what I was saying. I did
not answer. Then turning toward me, he said:

“f must tell you the whole story; you will make
a book out of it; no one will believe it, but it will
perhaps be interesting to do.”

“You will tell me about it later on, my friend,”’
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I said to him; *“you are not strong enough yet.”

“[t is a warm evening, I have eaten my ration of
chicken,” he said to me, smiling; *‘I have no fever,
we have nothing to do, I will tell it to you now.”

““Since you really wish it, I will listen.”

This is what he told me, and I have scarcely
changed a word of the touching story,

Yes (Armand went on, letting his head sink back
on the chair), yes, it was just such an evening as
this. 1 had spent the day in the country with one
of my friends, Gaston R . We returned to Paris
in the evening, and not knowing what to do we went
to the Variétés. We went out during one of the
endr'actes, and a tall woman passed us in the corri-
dor, to whom my friend bowed.

“Whom are you bowing to?” I asked.

“Marguerite Gautier,”’ he said.,

“She seems much changed, for I did not.recog-
nise her,” I said with an emotion that you will soon
understand.

““She has been ill; the poor girl won't last long.”

I remember the words as if they had been spoken
to me yesterday.

I must tell you, my friend, that for two years
the sight of this girl had made a strange impression
on me whenever I -ame across her, Without know-
ing why, I turned pale and my heart beat violently.
I have a friend who studies the occult sciences, and
he would call what I experienced ‘‘the affinity of
fluids’; as for me, I only know that I was fated to
fall in love with Marguerite, and that I foresaw it,
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It is certainly the fact that she made a very defi-
nite impression upon me, that many of my friends
had noticed it and that they had been much amused
when they saw who it was that made this impression

upon me.
The first time I ever saw her was in the Place de

la Bourse, outside Susse's; an open carriage was sta-
tioned there, and a woman diessed in white got
down from it. A murmur of admiration grected
her as she entered the shop. As for me, 1 was
rivetted to the spot from the moment she went in
till the moment when she came out again. [ could
see her through the shop windows selecting what
she had come to buy. I might have gone in, but [
dared not. I did not know who she was, and I was
afraid lest she should guess why I had come in and
be offended. Nevertheless, I did not think I should
ever see her again.

She was elegantly dressed; she wore a muslin
dress with many flounces, an Indian shawl embroid-
cted at the corners with gold and silk ﬁower: a
straw hat, a single bracelet, and a heavy gold cham
such as was just then becrmn ng to be the fashion.

She returned to her carriage and drove away,
One of the shopmen stood at the door lovking after
his elegant customer's carriage. I went up to him
and a‘ked him what was the lady's name,

“Mademoiselle Marguerite Gautier,”” he replied.
I dared not ask hzm for her address and went on
my way.

The recollection of this vision, for it was really
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a vision, would not leave my mind like so many
visions 1 had seen, and I looked everywhere for this
royally beautiful woman in white, '

A few days later there was a great performance
at the Opéra Comigue. The first person I saw in
one of the boxes was Marguerite Gautier.

The young man whom I was with recognised her
immediately, for he said to me, mentioning her name:
““Look at that pretty girl.”’

At that moment Marguerite turned her opera-
glass in our direction and, seeing my friend, smiled
and beckoned to him to come to her.

“I will go and say ‘How do you do?’ to her,” he
said, “and will be back in a moment.”

I could not help saying **Happy man!”’

“Why 21

“To go and see that woman,”

“Are you in love with her?”

“No,” I said, flushing, for 1 really did not know
what to say; *‘but I should very much like to know
her.?

1

“Come with me. 1 will introduce you.”

“Ask her if you may.'’

“Really, there is no need to be particular with
her; come.”
- What he said troubled me, I feared to discover
that Marguerite was not worthy of the sentiment
which [ felt for her.

In a book of Alphonse Karr entitled Am Rauchen,
there is a man who one evening follows a very ele-
gant womarn, with whom he had fallen in love at first
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sight on account of her beauty. Only to kiss her
hand he feels that he has the strength to undertake
anything, the will to conquer anything, the courage
to achieve anything. He scarcely dares glance at
the trim ankle which she shows as she holds her
dress out of the mud. While he is dreaming of all
that he would do to possess this woman, she stops at
the corner of the street and asks if he will come
home with her. He turns his head, crosses the street,
and goes back sadly to his own house.

I recalled the story, and, having longed to suffer
for this woman, I was afraid that she would accept
me too promptly and give me at once what I would
fain have purchased by long waiting or some great
sacrifice. We men are built like that; and it is very
fortunate that the imagination lends so much poetry
to the senses, and that the desires of the body make
thus much concession to the dreams of the soul. If
any one had said to me, You shall have this woman
to-night and be killed to-morrow, I would have ac-
cepted. If any one had said to me, You can be her
lover for ten pounds, I wouald have refused. 1 would
have cried like a child who sees the castle he has
been dreaming about vanish away as he awakens

from sleep.

All the same, 1 wished to know her; it was my
only means of making up my mind about her. [
therefore said to my friend that I insisted on having
her permission to be introduceld to her, and I wan-
dered to and fro in the corridors, saying to myself
that in a moment’s time she was going to sae me, and
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that I should not know which way to look. I tried
(sublime childishness of lovel) to string together
the words I should say to her.

A moment after my friend returned. “She is ex-
pecting us.” he said.

“Is she alone ¢?’ I asked.

“With another woman.”’

“There are no men?’’

“NO.,,

“Come, then.”

My friend went toward the door of the theatre.

“Ihat is not the way,” I said,

“We must go ancl get some sweets. She asked
me for some.” |

We went into a confectioner’s in the passage ce
I'Opéra. I would have bought the whole shop, and
I was looking about to see what sweets to choose,
when my friend asked for a pound of raisins g’a,u.s-

“PDo you know if she likes them ¢’

“She eats no other kind of sweets; everybody
knows it. |

““Ah,’’ he went on when we had left the shop, ‘‘do
you know what kind of woman it is that [ am going
to introduce you to? Don’t imagine it is a duchess.
It is simply a kept woman, very much kept, my dear
fellow; don't be shy, say anything that comes inte
your head.”’

“Yes, yes,’ I stammered, and I followed him,
saying to myself that I should soon cure myself of
tmy passion. ‘

When [ onteied the box Marguerite was in fits of
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laughter. I would rather that she had been sad.

iy friend introduced me; Marguerite gave me a
little nod, and said, ‘“And my sweets ?"

‘‘Here they are.”’

She looked at me as she took them. 1 dropped
my eyes and blushed,

She leaned across to her neighbour and said some-~
thing in her ear, at which both laughed. Evidently
I was the cause of their mirth, and my embarrass-
ment increased. At that time I had as mistress a
very affectionate and sentimental little person, whose
sentiment and whose melancholy letters amused me
greatly, I realized the pain I must have given her
by what I now experienced, and for five minutes I
loved her as no woman was ever loved,

Marguerite ate her rafsins glacds without taking
any more notice of me. The friend who had intro-
duced me did not wish to let me remain in so ridicu-
lous a position,

“Marguerite,” he said, ‘*you must not be surprised
if M. Duval says nothing: you overwhelm him to
such a degree that he can not find a° word to say.’”

1 should say, on the contrary, that he has only
come with you because it would have bored you to
come here by yourself.”

“YIf that were ftrue,’ 1 said, ‘I should not hava
begged Ernest to ask your permission to introduce
me.”’ ' ‘

‘‘Perhaps that was only ir order to put off the
fatal moment.,”’ '
~However little one may bhave known women ljke
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Marguerite, one can not but know the delight they
take in pretending to be witty and in teasing the
people whom they meet for the first time. It is no
doubt a return for the humiliations which they often
have to submit to on the part of those whom they
see every day.

To answer them properly, one requires a certain
knack, and 1 had not had the opportunity of ac-
quiring it; besides, the idea that I had. formed of
Marguerite accentuated the effects of her mockery.
Nothing that came from her was indiffeient to me.
I rose to my feet, saying in an altered voice, which
[ could not entirely control:

““If that is what you think of me, madame, I have
only to ask your pardon for my indiscretion, and. to
take leave of youn with the assurance that jt shall
not occur again,’

Thereupon I bowed and quitted the box. 1 had
scarcely closed the door when I heard a third peal
of langhter. It would not have been well for any-
body who had elbowed me at that moment.

I returned to my seat. The signal for raising the
curtain was given. Ernest came back to his place
beside me.

““What a way you behaved!’ he said, as he sat

down. *“They will think you are mad.”’
“What did Marguerite say after I had gone?”’
“‘She laughed, and said she had never seen_any one
so funny., But don’t look ‘'upon it as a lost chance;'
only do not do these women the honour of taking
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them seriously. They do not know what politeness
ancl ceremony are. It is as if you were to offer per-
fumes to dogs—they would think it smelled bad,
and go and roll in the gutter,”’

tAfter all, what does it matter to me?’” I said,
affecting to speak in a nonchalant way. 1 shall
never see this woman again, and if { liked her bzfore
meeting her, it is quite different now that I know
her.”

“Bah! I don't despair of sesing you one day at
the back of her box, and of hearing that you are
ruining yourself for her. However, you are right,
she hasn’t bzen well brought up; but she would be
a charming mistress to have.”’

Happily, the curtain rose and my friend was silent,
I could not possibly tell you what they were acting.
All that I rem=mber is that from time to time I
raised my eyes to the box I had quitted so abruptly,
and that the faces of fresh visitors succesded omne
another all the time.

¥ was far from having given up thinking about
Marguerite. Another feeling had taken posssssion
of me. It seemed to me that I had her insult and
my absurdity to wipt out; I said to myself that if
I soant every penny I had, [ would win her and win
my right to the place I had abandoned so quickly.

Before the performance was over Marguerite
and her friend left their box. I rose from my seat,

‘‘Are you going?’’ said Ernest,

“Yes.”

“Why? 3]
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At that moment he saw that the box was empty.

“Go, go,” he said, “‘and good luck, or rather bet-
ter luck.”

I went out. |

I heard the rustle of dresses, the sound of voices,

on the staircase, I stood aside, and, without being
seen, saw the two women pass me, accompanied by
two yeung men. At the entrance to the theatre they
were met by a footman.

“Tell the coachman to wait at the door of the
Café Anglais,” said Marguerite, ‘*We will walk
there.”’

A few minutes afterward I saw Marguerite from
the street at a window of one of the large rooms
of the restaurant, pulling the camellias of her bou-
quet to pieces, one by one. One of the two men
was leaning over her shoulder and whispering in
her ear.

I took up my position at the Maison-d’Or, in one
of the first~floor rooms, and did not lose sight of the
window for an instant. At one in the morning
Marguerite got' into her carriage with her three
frrends. I took a cab and followed them. The
cairiage stopped at-No. 9, Rue d’Antin. Mar-
guerite got out and went in alone. It was no doubt
a mere chance, but the chance filled me with de-
light. |

From that time forward, 1 often met Marguerite
at the theatre or in the Champs—ElyséeS. Alway's
there was the same gaiety in her, the same emotfion
in me,
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At last a fortnight passed without my meeting
her. I met Gaston and asked after her.

“Poor girl, she is very ill,” he answered.

“What is the matter ?”

“She is consumptive, and the sort of life she leads
isn't exactly the thing to cure her. She has taken to
her bed; she is dying.”

The heart is a strange thing; I was almost glad
at hearing it.

Every day I went to ask after her, without leav-
ing my name or iy card. I heard she was con-
valescent and had gone to Bagnéres.

Time went by, the impression, if not the memory,
faded gradually from my mind. I travelled; love
affairs, habits, work, took the place of other
thoughts, and when I recalled this adventure I looked
upon it as one of those passions which one has when
one is very young, and laughs at soon afterward.

For the rest, it was no credit to me to have got
the better of this recollection, for I had completely
lost sight of Marguerite, and, as I told you, when
she passed me in the corridor of the Variétés, I did
not recognise her. She was veiled, it is true; but,
veiled though she might have been two years earlier,
I should not have needed to see her in order to
recognise her: 1 should have known her intuitively.
All the same iy heart began to beat when 1 knew
that it was she; and the two years that had passed
since I saw her, and what had seemed to be the
results of that separation, vanished in smoke at the
mere touch of her dress,



CHAPTER VI

HOWEVER {continued Armand after a pause),
while I knew myself to ba still in love with her, I
felt more sure of myself, and part of my desire ta
speak to Marguerite again was a wish to make her
sece that I was stronger than she.

How many ways does the heart take, how many
reasons does it invent for itself, in order to arrive
at what it wants]

I could not remain in the corridor, and I returned
to my place in the stalls, looking hastily around to
see what box she was in. She was in a ground-floor
box, quite alone. She had changed, as I have told
you, and no longer wore an indifferent smile on her
lips. She had suffered; she was still suffering,
Though it was April, she was still wearing a winter
costume, all wrapped up in furs.

[ gazed at her so fixedly that my eyes atiracted
hers, She looked at me for a few seconds, put up
her opera-glass to see me better, and seemed to
think. she recognised me, without being quite sure
who [ was, for when she put down her glasses, a
smile, that charming feminine salutation, flitted
acress her lips, as if to answer the bow which she
scemed to expect; but I did not resnond, so as to
have an advantage over her, as if I had forgotten,
while she rememhered. Supposing herself mistaken,

65
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she looked away. The curtain went up. I have
often seen Marguerite at the theatre. I never saw
her pay the slightest attention to what was being
acted. As for me, the performance interested me
equally ittle, aud 1 paid no attention to anything
but her, though doing my utmost to keep her from
noticing it.

Presently 1 saw her glancing across at the person
wlio was in the opposite box; on looking, I saw a
woman with whom 1 was quite familiar. She had
once been a kept woman, and had tried to go on
the stage, had failed, and, relying on her acquaint-
ance with fashionable people in Paris, had gone into
business and taken a milliner’s shop. 1 saw in her
a means of mesting with Marguerite, and profited
by a moment ina which she looked my way to wave
my hand to her. As I expected, she beckoned to ms
to come to her box.

Prudence Duvernoy (that was the milliner’s
auspicious name) was one of those fat womsn of
forty with whom one requires very little diplomacy
to make them understand what one wants to know,
especially when what one wants to know is as simple
as what I had 1o ask of her,

I took advantage of a moment when she was
smiling across at Marguerite to ask her, ““Whom are
you looking at?”

“Marguerite Gautier.’

“You know her ?”’

““Yes, 1 am her milliner, and she is a neighbour of
mine, ’
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‘Do you live in the Rue 'd Antin?"’

“No. 7. The window of her dressing-room looks
on to the window of mine.”

“They say she is a charming girl.”"

“Don’t you know her ¢’

“No, but I should like to.”

“Shall 1 ask her to come over-to our box?”

“No, I would rather for you to introduce me to
her.””

“At her own house ?"

“Yes.”?

“That is more difficult,”

“Why 7

“Because she is under the protection of a jealous
old duke.”

“ ‘Protection’ is charming.” :

“Yes, protection,” replied Prudence. ‘Poor old
man, he would be greatly embarrassed to offer her
anything else.”’ .

Prudence then told me how Marguerite had made
the acquaintance of the duke at Bagnéres.

“That, then,’”” I continued, ‘*is why she is alone
here ? "

“Precisely.’”

“But who will see her home} *-

“He will.”’

“He will come for her ?”

“In a moment.”

“And you, who is seeing you hoie "
“No one.”

“May I offer myself 2"
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“‘But you aré with a friend, are you not ?"’

“‘May we offer, then?’

“Who is your friend ?’’ |
“A charming fellow, very amusing. He will be

delighted to make your acquaintance.”’
“Well, all right; we will go after this piece is over,

for I know the last piece.”
“With pleasure; I will go and tell my friend."
““Go, then. Ah,” added Prudence, asl was going,
“there is the duke just coming into Marguerite's

box.”
I looked at him. A man of about seventy had sat

down behind her, and was giving her a bag of sweets,
into which she dipped at once, smiling. Then she
held it out toward Prudence, with a gesture which
scemed to say, *‘Will you have some?”’

“‘No,” signalled Prudence.
Marguerite drew back the bag, andl, turning, be-

gan to talk with the duke.
It may sound childish to tell you all these details,

but everything relating to Marguerite is so fresh
in my memory that I can not help recalling them
now. - ‘

I went back to Gaston and told him of the ar-
rangement [ had made for him and for me. He
agreed, and we left our stalls to go round to Mms,
Duvernoy’s box. We had scatcely openad the door
leading into the stalls when we had to stand aside
to allow Marguerite and the duke to pass. I would
have given ten years of my life to have been in the

old man’'s place.
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When they were in the street he handed her into
a phaeton, which he drove himself, and they were
whirled away by two superb horses,

We returned to Prudence’s box, and when the
play was over we took a cab and drove to 7, Rue
d Antin. At the door, Prudence asked us to -comse
up and s2e her show-rooms, which we had never
seen, and of which she seemed very proud. You
can imagine how. eagerly 1 accepted. It seemed to
me zs if I was coming nearer aad nearer to Mars
guerite, 1 soon turned the conversation in her direc-
tion.

“The old duke is at your neighbour's,” 1 said to
Prudence.

“Oh, no; she is probably alone.”

““But she must be dreadfully bored,”” said Gaston.

“We spend most of our evenings together, or she
calls to me when she comes in. &he never goes to
bed before two in the morning. She.can’t sleep be-
fore that,”

“Wihy 2

“Because she suffers in the chest, and is almaost
always feverish.' '

‘*Hasn t she any lovers?”’ I asked.

“T never see any one remain after [ leave; I don’t
say no one ever comes when I am gone. Often in
the evening [ meet there a certain Comte de N., who
thinks he is making some headway by calling on her
at eleven in the evening, and by sending her . jewels
to any extent; but she can’t stand him.” She makes a
mistake; he is very rich, [t is in vain :that 1 say
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to her from time to time, ‘My dear child, there’s the
man for you.’ She, who general'y listens to me,
turns her bhack and replies that he is too stupid.
Stupid, ‘indeed, he is; bat it would be a position for
her, while this old duke might die any day. Old
men are egoists; his family are always reproaching
him for his affection for Marguerite; there are two
reasons why he is likely to leave her nothing. I
give her good advice, and she only says it will be
plenty of time to take on the count when the duke’s
dead. It isn't all fun’ continued Prudence, ® to live
like that. [ know very well it wouldn’t suit me, and
I should soon send the old man about his business,
He is so dull; he calls her his daughter; looks after
her like a child; and is always in the way. 1 am sure
at this very moment one of his servants is prowling
about -in. the street to see who comes out, and espe-
cially who goes in.” -

““Ah, poor Marguerite!l”’ said Gaston, sitting down
to the piano and playing a waltz, ‘[ hadn’t a no-
tion of it, but I did notice she hasn’t been looking so
gay lately.”

“Hush,” sid Prudence, listening.  Gaston
stopped. '

“She is calling me, I think.”

We listened. A voice was calling, ‘Prudencel®’

“Come, now, you must go,”” said Mme. Duvernoy.

“Ah, that is your idea of hospitality,” sajd Gas-
ton, laughing; ““we won’t go till we please, ?

“Why should we go.2*’

“I am going ovep- to Marguerite’s,”
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“We will wait here.”

“You can’t.”

“Then we will go with. you.f

“That still less.” -

“] know Marguerite,”’ sald Gaston; “I cap -y
well pay her a call.”.

‘“But Airmand doesn’t know her,”

4] will introduce him.,”

‘mpossible.”’

We again heard Marguerite’s voice calling to:-Pru-
dence, who rushed to her dressing-room window. I
followed with Gaston as she opened the window.
We hid ourselves so as not to be seen from- outside.

“l have been calling you for ten minutes,” said

Marguerite from her window, in almost an 1mperious
tone of voice.

*What do you wantz*’

“] want you to come over at once.”

“Why?* |

‘““Because the Comte de N. is still here, and he
is boring me to death.” | |

“I can't now.” =

“What is hindering you?”

““There are two young fellows here who won't
go,” '

“Tell them that you must go out.,””

“I have told them.”

w7 ell; then, leave them -in the house. They will
soon go when they see you have gone,”’

“They will turn everythlng upsxde down,”’

“But what-do they: want}'"
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‘““They want to see you.*

“What are they called?”

“You know one, M. Gaston R.,”

“Ah, yes, I know him. And the other?”

M. Armmand Duaval; and you don't know him.”

““No, but bring them along. Anything is better
than the count [ expect you. Come at once

Marguerite closed her window and Prudence hess.
Marguerite, who had remembvered my face for a
moment, did not remember my name I would
rather have been remembered to my disadvantage
than thus forgotten.

“] kanew,” said Gaston, ‘“‘that she would be de-
lighted to sce us "’

“Delighted isn't the word,” replied Prudence, ag
she put on her hat and shawl., ‘' She will see you in
order to get rid of the count Try to be more agree~
able than he is, or (I know Marguemte) she will

put it all down to me '
‘We followed Prudence downstairs. I trembled;

it seemed to me that this visit was to have a great
influence on my life. I was still more agitated than
on the evening when I was introduced in the box at
the Opéra Comique. As we reached the door that
you know, my heart beat so violently that I was
hardly able to think.

We heard the sound of a piano. Prudence rang,
The piéno was silent, A woman who Jooked more
like a companion than a servant opened the door.
We went into the drawing-room, and from that to
the boudoir, which was then just as you have seen it
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since. A young man was leaning against the mantel-
piece Marguerite, seated at the piano, let her
fingers wander over the notes, beginning scraps of
music without finishing them The whole scene
breathed boredom, the man embarrassed by the con-
sciousness of his nullity, the woman tired of her dis-
mal visitor. At the voice of Prudence; Marguerite
rose, and coming toward us with a’look of gratitude
to Mme. Duvernoy, said:
“Come in, and welcome.”’



CHAPTER IX

“GOOD EVENING, my dear Gaston,” said Mar-
guerite to my companion. ‘] am very glad to see
you, * Why didn’t you come to see. me in my box
at the Variétész” ‘ |

“] was afraid it would be indiscreet,”

“Friends,” and Marguerite lingered over the
word, as if to intimate to those who were present
that in spite of the familiar way in which she greeted
him, Gaston was not and never had been anything
more than a friend, *‘friends are always welcome,”’

““Then, will you permit me to introduce M. Ar-
mand Duval? ™’

“I had already authorized Prudence to do so.’

‘““As far as that goes, madame,” I said, bowing,
and succeeding in getting more or less intelligible
sounds out of my throat, *I have already had the
honour of being introduced to you.”

Margueriie’s beautiful eyes seemed to be looking
back in memory, but she could not, or seemed not to,
ramember.

“Madame,” I continued, I am grateful to you for
having forgotten the occasion of my first introduc—
tion, for I was very absurd and must have seemed
to you very tiresome., It was at the Opéra Comique,
two yeais ago; I was with Ernest de —-.”

“ah, I remember,” said Marguerite, with a smile.

74
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“1t .was not you who were absurd; it was I who was
mischicvous, as [ still am, but somewhat lessk, You
have forgiven me¢”’

And she held out her hand, which I kissed.

“It is true,’ she went on; ‘‘you know [ have the
bad habit of trying to embarrass people the first
time I meet them. It is very stupid. My doctor
savs it is because [ am nervous and always ill; be-
tieve my doctor.’’

“But you seem quite well.”

“Oh! I have been very ill,”

“1 know.,”’

“Who told your”’

“Eveiy one knew it; I often came to inquire after
vou, and I was happy to hear of your convalescence”’

“They never gave me your card.’”

“I did not leave it.”

““Was it you, then, who called every day while
I was ill, and would never leave your namet”’

“Yes, it was L.”’ _

““Then you are more than indulgent, you are gen-
crous, You, count, wouldn’t have done that,’’ said
she, turning toward M. de N., after giving . one
of those [ooks in which women sum up their opinion
of aman,

“]l have only known you for two mohths,” replied
ti:e count, |

“And this gentelman only for five minutes. You
always say something ridiculous.”’

Women are pitiless toward those whom they do
not care for. The count reddened and bit his lips,
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I wds sorry for him, for he seemed, like myself,
to be int love, and the bitter frankness of Marguerite
must have made him very unhappy, éspecially in the
presence of two strangers,

“You were playing the piano when we came in )’
I said, in order to change the conversation, Won’t
you be so good as to treat me as an old acquaintance
and go on¢"’

- “Oh,” said she, flinging herself on the sofa and

motioning us to sit down, *'Gaston knows what my
music is like, It is 21l very well when [ am alone
with the count, but I won’t inflict such a punishment
on you,”’

**You show me that preference?’’ said M. de N.,
with a smile which he tried to render delicately
ironical,

“Don’t reproach me for it. It is the only one.”
It was fated that the poor man was not to say a
single word, He cast a really supplicating glance
at Marguerite,

“Well, Prudence,”’ she went on, ‘““have you done
What I asked you to do?*’

“YBS.”

“All right. You will tell me about it later. We
initst talk over it; don’t go before I can speak with
yOU.”

“We are doubtless intruders,”" 1 said, “and now
that we, orrather I havehad a second introduction,
to Blot out the first, it is tithe for Gastoii and me to
b6 'g"OIHg.”
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“Not in the [east. I didn’t mean that for yon, [
want you to stay.”’

The count took a very clegant watch oui of his
pocket and looked at the time, *‘I nust be going to
my club,’”” he said., Marguerite did not answer,
The count thereupon left his position by the fire—
place and going up to her, said: ‘‘Adieu, madame,”’

Marguerite rose. *‘'Adieu, my dear count, Are
you going already?”’

‘“Yes, I fear I am boring you.”’

“You are not boring me to-day more than any
other day. When shall I be seeing you?*’

“When you permit me.”’

“Good-bye, then,”

It was cruel, you will admit. Fortunately, the
count had excellent manners and was very good-
tempered. He merely kissed Marguerite’s hand,
which she held out to him carelessly enough, and,
bowing to us, went out.

As he crossed the threshold, he cast a glance at
Prudence. She shrugged her shoulders, as much as
to say: “What do you expect? I have done all
I could.”

“Nanine!”’ cried Marguerite. “Light M. le Comte
to the door.”

We heard the door open and shut.

“At last,” cried Marguerite, coming back, ‘‘he has
gone! That man gets frightfully on my nerves,*

“My dear child,” said Prudence, ‘‘you really {reat
him too badly, and he is so good apd kind to ypu.
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Look at this watch on the mantel-piece, that he gave
you: it must have cost him at least three thousand
francs, I am sure.”

And Mme. Davernoy began to turn it over, as it
lay on the mantel-piece, looking at it with covetous
cyes

“My dear,”” said Marguerite, sitting down to the
piano, **when I put on one side what he gives me
and on the other what he says to me, it seems to me
that he buys his visits very cheap.’’

““The poor fellow is in love with you’’

“If I had to listen to everybody who was in love
with me, I shouldn’t have time for my dinner,”

And she began to run her fingers over the piano,
and then, turning to us, she sai¢

“What will you take? 1 think I should like a
little punch.”

““And I could eat a lLittle chicken,” said Prudence,
“Suppose we have supper:”’

“That’s it, let’s go and have supper,” said Gas-
ton,

“No, we will have supper here
- She rang, and Nanine appeared,

“Send for some supper.”

“What must I get?”’

“\Uh_alever you like, but at once, at once.”

Nanine went out,

“That’s it,” said T Marguerite, jump;ng like a child,
we ’Il have supper, How tiresome that idiot of a
count is!"

“The more [ saw her, the more she enchanted me,
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She was exquisitely beautiful, Her slenderness was
a charm, [ was lost in contemplation.

What was passing in my mind I should have some
difficulty in explaining, I was full of indulgence for
her life, full of admiration for her beauty. The
proof of disinterestedness that she gave in not ac-
cepting a rich and fashionable young man, ready to
waste all his money upon her, excused her in my eyes
for all herfaults in the past.

There was a kind of candour in this woman, You
could see she was still in the virginity of vice. Her
firm walk, her supple figure, her rosy, open nostrils,
her large eyes, slightly tinged with blue, indicated
one of those ardent natures which shed around them
a sort of voluptuous perfume, like Eastern vials,
which, close them as tighty as you will, still let
some of their perfume escape., Finally, whether it
was simple nature or a breath of fever, there passed
from time to time in the eyes of this woman a glim-
mer of desire, giving promise of a very heaven for
one whom she should love, But those who had
toved Marguerite were not to be counted, nor those
whom she had loved.

In this girl there was at cnce the virgin whom a
mere nothing had turned into a courtesan, and the
courtesan whom a mere nothing would have turned
1nto the most loving and the purest of virgiris Mar-
guerite had still pride and independence, two senti-
ments which, if they are wounded, can be the equiva--
lent of 3 sense of shame. I did not speak a word;
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my soul seemed to have passed into my heart and
my heart into my eyes.

““So,’” said she all at once, **it was you who came
to inouire after me when I was ill?"

**Yes, "

“Do yen know, it was quite splendid of youl
How can I thank you for it?”

“Ry allowing me to come and sse ycu from time
to time.’”’

“As often as you like, from five to six, and from
cleven to twelve. Now, Guston, play the lnvitation
a la Valse,”

“ Why?’

“To please me, first of all, and then lecause I
never can manage to playit myssif.”

“What part do you finrl difficult?”’

“The third part, the part in sharps.”

Gaston rose and went to the piano, and began to
play the wonderful melody of Weber, the music of
which stood open before him,

Marguerite, resting one hand on the piano, fol-
lowed every note on the music, accompanying it in a
low voice, and wiren Gaston had come to the passage
which she -had mentioned to him, she sang out, run-
ning her fingers along the top of the piano:

““Do, re, mi, do, re, fa, mi, re; that is what I can
not do, Over ugain.’

Gaston began over 2gain, afte: which Marguerite
saids

“Now, let mo try.”

ohe took her place and began to play; but her
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rebellions fingers always came to0 grief over ong of
the notes,

“Isn't it incredible”” she said, exactly like a child,
“that I can not succeed in playing that passage?
Wonld you believe that I sometimes spend two hours
of the morning over it' And when I think that that
idiot of a count plays it without his music, and bzau-
tifully, I really believe it is that that makes me so
furious with him.”

And she began again, always with the same result,

“The devil take Webery music, and pianos ' she
cried, throwing theh music to the other end of the
room, ‘‘How can I play eight sharps one after
another?’’ She folded her arms and looked at us;
stamping her foot. The blood flew to her checks,
and her lips half opened in a slight cough.

“Come, come,’” said Prudence, who had takeil off
her hat and was smoothing her hair,before the glass®
“yon will work yourself into a rage and do yourself
harm, Better come and have supper; for my part;
I am dying of hunger.”

Marguerite rang the bell, sat down to the piano
again, and began to hum over a very risky song,
which she accompanied without difficulty. Gaston
knew the song, and they gave a sort of duet,

“Don’t sing those beastly things,” 1 sdid to Mar-
guerite, imploringly, _

“Oh, how proper you arel’’ she said, smiling dnd
giving e her hand.

“It is not for myself, but for you.'
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Marguerite made a gesture as if tosay, **Oh, it
is long since that I have done with propriety!’’

At that moment Nanine appeared.
“Is supper ready?’’ asked Marguerite,
““Yes, madame, in one moment.”

* Apropos,” said Prudence to me, ‘“‘you have not
looked round; come, and 1 will show you.”

As you know, the drawing-room was a marvel.,

Marguerite went with us for a moment; then she
called Gaston and went inte the dining-room with
him to see if supper was ready,

““Ah,” said Prudence, catching sight of a little
Saxe figure on a side-table, *‘I never knew you had
this little gentleman,’’

“YWhich?”

“‘A little shepherd holding a bird-cage.”

““T'ake it, if you like it,”

“I won’t deprive you of it.”

“I was going to give it to my maid. I think it
hideous; but if you like it, take it.”

Prudence only saw the present, not the way in
which it was given. She put the little figure on one
side, and took me into the dressing-room, where she
showed me two miniatures hanging side by side, and
said:

* That is the Comte de G., who was very much in
love with Marguerite; it was he who brought her

out. Do you know him?”’
(] -,

NE. .And this one’”’ I inquired, pointing to the
other miniature,
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“That is the litile Vicomte de .. He was obliged
to disappear.”

“Why?"

“Because he was all but ruined. That’s one, if
you like, who loved Marguerite,”

“And she loved him, too, no doubty”

“‘She is such a queer girl, one never knows, The
night he went away she went to the theatre as usual,
and yet she had cried when he said good-bye to her’

Just then Nanine appeared, to tell us that supper
was sejved,

When we entered the dining-room, Marguerite
was leaning against the wall, and Gaston, holding
her hands, was speaking to her in a low voice,

“You are mad,’”” 1eplied Marguerite, ‘“You know
quite well that I don’t want you. It is no good at
the endd of two years to make love to a woman like
me. With us, it is at once, or never. Come, gentle-
men, supper!’’

And, slipping away from Gaston, Marguerite
made him sit on her right at table, me on her left,
then called to Nanine:

“Before you sit down, tell them in the kitchen not
10 open to anybody if there is a ring,”’

This order was given at one o’clock in the morn--
ing. A

We laughed, drank, and ate freely at this supper.
In a short while mirth had reached its last limit,
and the words that seem funny to a certain class of
pcople, words that degrade the mouth that utters
them, were heard from time to time amidst the ap-
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plause of Nanine, of Prudence, and of Marguerite.
(zaston was thoroughly amused; he was a very good
sort of fellow, but somewhat spoiled by the habits
of his youth, For a moment [ tried to forget myself,
to force my heart and my thoughts to become in-
different to the sight before me, and to take my
share of that gaiety which seemed like one of the
courses of the meal. But little by little I withdrew
from the noise; my glass remained full, and I felt
almost sad as I saw this boautiful creature of twenty
drinking, talking like a porter, and laughing the more
loudly the more scandalous was the joke,

Nevertheless, this hilarity, this way of talking and
drinking, which sesmed to me in the others the mere
results of bad company or of bad habits, seemed in
Marguerite a necessity of forgetting, a fever, a nerv-
ous irritability. At every glass of champagne her
cheeks would flush with a feverish colour, and a
cough, hardly perceptible at the beginning of supper,
became at last so violent that she was obliged to lean
her head on the back of ther chair and hold ler chest
in her hands every time that she coughed,

I suffered at the thought of the injury to so frail
a constitution which must come from daily excesses
like this. At length, something which I had feared
and foreseen huppened, Toward the end of supper
Marguerite was seized by a more violent fit of cough-
ing than any she had had while [ was there, It
seemed as if her chest were being torn in two, The
poor girl turned crimson, closed her eyes under the
pain, and put her napkin to her lips., It was stained
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with a drop of blood. She rose and ran into her

dressing-room, .
“What is the matter with Margnerite?’’ asked

Gaston
“‘She has been laughing too much, and she is spit-

ting blood, Oh, it is nothing; it happens to her

every day  She will be back in a minute. Leave

her alone., She prefers it.”
| could not stay still; and, to the consternation

of Prudence and Nanine, who called tome to come
back, I followed Marguerite,



CHAPTER X

Tl room to which she had fled was lit only by
a single candle. She lay back on a great sofa, her
dress undone, holding onc hand on her heart, and
letting the other hang by her side. On the table was
a basin half fult of water, and the water was stained
with streaks of blood.

Very pale, her mouth half open, Marguerite ‘tried
to recover breath. Now an< again her bosom was
raised by a long sigh, which scemed to relicve her a
little, and for a few seconds she would seem to be
quite comfortable,

I went up to her; she made no movement, and I
sat down and took the hand which was lying on the
sofa,

““‘Ah! it is you,’ she said, with a smile,

I must have looked greatly agitated, for she
added:

“‘Are you unwell, too?"’

“‘No, but you: do you still suffer?’’

“Very little;”’ and she wiped off with her hand-
kerchief the tears which the coughing had brought
to her eyes; “l am used to it now.”

- “You are killing yourself, madame '’ [ said to her
in a moved voice, “I wish I were a fiiend, a relation
of yours, that I might keep you from doing yourself
harm like this,”

86



THE LADY OF THE CAMELLIAS 87

“Ah! it is really not worth your while to alarm
yourself,”” she replied in a somewhat bitter tone;
itgee how nmch notice the others take of me! They
know too well that there is nothing to be done.”’

Thereupon she got up, and, taking the candle,
put it on the mantel-piece and looked at herself in
the glass, |

““Flow pale I aml” she said, as she fastened her
diess and passed her fingers over her loosened hair,
“Come, let us go back to supper. Are you com-
ing?’’

I sat still and did not move,

She saw how deeply I had been affected by the
whole scene, and, coming up to me, held out her
hani, saying: ‘

"Come now, let us go.’

[ took her hand raised it to my llpS and in spite
of myself two tears fell upon it,

“Why, what a child you are!’ she said, sitting
down by my side again. ‘You are crying! What is
the m;atter??’’ | _

“I must seem very silly to you, but I am fright-
fully troubled by what I have just seen.”

“You are very good! What would you have of
me; I can not sleep. I must amuse myself a littic.
And then, girls like me, what does it matter, one
more or less? The doctors tell me that the blood
L spit"up comes from my throat; I pretend to believe
them; it is all I can do for them.”

““Listen, Marguerite '’ I said, unable fo contain
myself any longer, “I do not know what influence
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you are going to have over iny life, tut at this pres-
ent moment there is no one, not even my sister, in
whom [ feel the interest which [ fezl in you. It has
been just the same ever since [ saw you. Well, for
Heaven’s sake, take care of yourself, and do not
live as you are living now.”

If Itook care of myself I should die. All that
supports me is the feverish life 1 lead, 'Th:n, as
for taking care of oneself, that is all very well for
women with families and friends; as for us, from
the moment we can no longer serve the vanity or the
pleasure of our lovers, they leave us, and long nights
follow long days. I know it. I was in bed for two
months, and after three weeks no one came to ses
me, "’

“It is true I am nothing to you,” I went on, “‘bu
if you will let me, I will look after you like a brother,
I will never leave your side, and I will cure you.
Then, when you are strong again, you can go back
to the life you are leading, if you choose; biit I am
sure you will come to prefer a quiet life, which will
make you happier and keep your beauty unspoiled.?”

““You think like that to-night because the wine
has made you sad, but you would never have the
patience that you pretend to.”’

“Pennit me to say, Marguerite, that you were ill
for two months, and that for two months [ came to
ask after youevery day,”’

“Itis true, but why did you not come up??*’

“Because I did not know you then,”’
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“Need you have been so particular with a girl
l'ke me?¢*’

“One must always be particular with a woman; it
is what I feel, at least.”

“So you would look after me¢”

“Yes, '

*You would stay by me all day?”’

“Yes, »

“And even all night?”’

“As long as I did not weary you."’

“And what do you call that?”’

“Pevotion,”’

“‘And what does this devotion come from?’

“The irresistible sympathy which I have for you.”

“:So you are in love with me? Say it straight out,
it is much more simple.’’ _

“It is possible; but if I am to say it to you one
dity, it is not to-day.”

‘““You will do bstter never to say it.”’

“Why?"

‘‘Because only one of two things can come of ijt.”’

“What?”’

“Lither 1 shall not accept: then you will have a
crudge against me; or I shall accept: then you will
have a sorry mistress; a woman who is nervous, ill,
sad, or gay with a gaiety sadder than grief, a woman
who spits blood and spends a huwdred thousand
francs a year. That is all very well for a rich old
man like the duke, but it is very bad for a young
man like you, and the proof of it is that all the young
lovers [ have had have very soon left me.”’
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I did not answer; I listened. This frankness,
which was almost a kind of confession, the sad life,
of which I caught some glimpse through the golden
veil which covered it, and whose reality the poor girl
sought.to escape in dissipation, drink, and wakeful-
ness, impressed me so deeply that I could not utter
a single word,

“Come,”' continued Marguerite, ‘‘we are talking
mere childishness. Give me your arm and let us go
back to the dining-room. They won't kn.w what
we mean by our absence.”

“Go in, if you like, but allow me to stay here.”

“\Vhy’?”

“Because your mirth hurts me.”’

“Well, I will be sad,”’

‘““Marguerite, let me say to you somsthing which
you have no doubt often heard, so often that the
habit of hearing it has made you believe it no longer,
but which is none the less real, and which I will
never repeat.” '

“And that is . . , 7’ she said, with the smile of a
young mother listening to some foolish notion of her
child.

“It is this, that ever since I have seen you, I know
not why, you have taken a place in my life; that, f
[ drive the thought of you out of my mind, it always
comes back; that when I met yon to—day, after not
having seen you for two years, you made a deeper
impressionon my heart and mind than ever; that,
now that you have let me come to see’ you , ow that
] know you, now that I know all that is strange in
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you, you have become a necessity of my life, and
you will drive me mad, not only if you will not love
me, but if you will not let me love you,”’

“But, foolish creature that you are, I shall say to
you, like Mme. D,, ‘Yon must be very rich, thenl!’
Why, you don't know that 1 spend six or seven thou-
sand francs a month, and that I could not live with—
out it; you don’t know, my poor friend, that I
should ruin you in no time, and that your family
would cast you off if you were to live with a woman
like me. Let us be friends, good friends, but no
more. Come and see me, we will laugh and talk,
but don’t exaggerate what [ am worth, for I am
worth very little, You have a good heart, you want
scme one to love you, you are too young and too
sensitive to live in a world like mine, Take a mar—
ried woman, You see, I speak to you frankly, like
a friend."”

“‘But what the devil are you doing there?’’ cried
Prudence, who had come in without our hearing her,
and who now stood just inside the door, with her
hair half coming down and her dress undone, I
recognised the hand of Gaston.

‘““We are talking sense,’”’ said 'Vlarguerite; ‘leave
us alone; we will be back soon, "’

“Good, good! Talk, my children,’”’ said Pru-
dence, going out and closing the door behind her,
as if to further emphasize the tone in which she
had sajd these words.

“Well, it is agreed,’’ continued Marguerite, when
we were alone, ‘you won’t fall in love with me?’’
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“1 will go away.”

**So much as that¢’’

I had gone too far to draw back; and I was really
carried away. This mingling of gaiety, sadness,
candour, prostitution, her very malady, which no
doubt developed in her a sensitiveness to impres-~
sions, as well as an irritability of nerves, all this
made it clear to me that if from the very beginning
I did not ccempletely dominate her light and forget-
ful nature, she was lost to me.

“Comz2, now, do you seriously mean what you
say?’’ she said.

‘‘Seriously.”

“But why didn’t you say it to me sooner?”’

““When could I have said it?”’

‘““The day after you had been introduced to me at
the Opera Comique,”

““I thought you would have received me very badly
if I had come to see you.”

uwhy_;u

‘‘Because 1 had behaved so stupidly.”

“That's true. And yet you were alieady in love
with me.,”’

“YES_”

*‘And that didn’t hinder you from going to bed
and sleeping quite comfortably, One knows what
that sort of love means.”’

“There you are mistaken, Do youknow what I
did that evening, after the Opéra Comique?”’

“NO 13

“Iwaited for you at the door of the Café Anglais.
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I followed the carriage in which you and your thiee
friends were, and when I saw you were the only
one to get down, and that you went in alone, I was
very happy.”

Marguerite began to laugh,

““What are you laughing at?’,

“Nothing.” A

“Tell me, I beg of you, or I shall think you are
stiil laughing at me.”’

‘““You won't be cross? !

‘*“What right have ]I to be cross¢”

“‘Well, there was a sufficient reason why 1 went
in alone,”

“What?”

*Some one was waiting for me here,”’

If she had thrust a knife into me she would not
have hurt me mose., I rose, ahd holding out my
hand, ‘‘Good-bye,” said .

* I knew you would be cross,’’ she said; ‘‘men are
fiantic to know what is certain 1o give them pain.”

“But I assure you,”’ I added coldly, as if wishing
10 prove how completely I was cured of my passion,
“[ assure you that 1 am not cvoss. It was quite
nataral that some one should be waiting for you,
just as it is quite natural that Ishould go from here
at thiee in the morning.”

‘““Have you, too, some one waiting for you:”

“No, but I must go.”

“Good-bye, then,”

““You send me away!”’

‘“‘Not the least in the wo,id.”
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“Why are you so unkind to me?”’

“How have I been unkind to yow?"’

4In telling nie that some one was waiting for
you,”’

“1 could not help laughing at the idea that you
had been so happy to see me come in alone when
there was such a good reason for it,”’

*‘One finds pleasure in childish enough things, and
it is too bad to destroy such a pleasure when, by
simply leaving it alone, one can make somebody so
happy.”

“But what do you think I am? I am neither
maid nor duche:s. 1 didn’t know you till to-day,
and I am not responsible to you for my actions.
Sugposing one day 1 should become your mistress,
you are bound to know that I have had other lovers
" besides you. If you m:ke scenes of jealousy like
this before, what will it be after, if that after should
ever exist? | never met any one like you.”

““That is because no one has ever loved you as I
love you.”’

“Frankly, then, you really love me}*’

“As much as it is possible to love, I think.”’

““And that has lasted since——-?"’

“Since the day [ saw you go into Susse’s three
yvears ago.”

**Do you know, that is tremendously fine? Well,
what am I to do in return ”’

“Love me a little,”* I said, my heart beating so
that { could hardly speak; for, in spite of the half-
mocking smiles with which she had accompanied the
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whole conversation, it seemed to me that Marguerite
began to share my agitation, and that the hour so
long awaitled was drawing near.

“Well, but the duke?”’

“What duke?’’

““My jealous old duke.”’

“He will know nothing.”’

““And if he should?”’

‘‘He would forgive you.”’

“Ah, no, he would leave me, and what would be-
come of me??’

*“You risk that for some one else,”

“How do you know}?”’

‘“‘By the order you gave not to admit any one to-
night,”’

“It is true; but that is a serious friend.”

¢ For whom you care nothing, as you have shut
your door against him at such an hour.”’-

““It is not for you to reproach me, since it was in
oider to receive you, you and your friend.”

Little by little I had drawn nearer to Marguerite.
I had put my arms about her waist, and [ felt her
supple hody weigh lightly on my clasped hands,

“If you knew how much I love you!” 1l <aidin a
low voice,

““‘Really true??*’

“l swear it.”

““Well, if you will promise to do everything I tell
you, without a word, without an opinion, without a
wuestion, perhaps 1 will say yes.'’

“I will do everything that you wish!”
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“But I forewarn you I must be free to do as I
please, without giving you the slightest details what
I do. I have long wished for a young lover, who
should be young and not self willed, loving without
distrust, loved without claiming the right to it. I
have never found omne. M2n, instead of being satis-
fied in obtaining for a long time what they scarcely
hoped to obtain once, exact from their mistresses a
full account of the praseat, the past, and even the
future. As they get accustomed to her, they want
to rule her, and the more one gives them the more
exacting they becomsz. If | decide now on taking a
new lover, he must have three very rare qualities:
he must bs confiding, submissive, and discrest,”’

“Well, I will be all that you wish.,”

““We shall see.”’

““When shall we see?”’

““‘Later on.,”

“Whye

‘‘Because,” said Marguerite, releasing horself
from mv arms, and, taking from a great bunch of
red camellias a single camellia, she placed it in my
buttonhole, ‘‘because one can not always carry out
agreements the day they are signed.”

“‘And when shall I see you again *’ [ said, clasping
her in my arms,

‘““When this camellia changes colour.”

“When will it change colour?”’

‘“To-morrow night between eleven and twelve,

Are ycu satisfieds”’
“‘Need you ask me??’’
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“Not a word of tlis either to your friend or to
Prudence, or to anybody whatever.”’

‘I promise.,”

“Now, kiss me, and we will go back to the dining-
ruom.”

She held up her lips to me2, smoothed her hair
again, and we went out of the room, she singing,
and I almost beside myself,

In the next room she stopped for a moment and
said to m2 in a low voice:

“Jt must seem strange to you that | am ready to
take you at a moment’s notice. Shall I tell you
wihy? It is,”’ she continued, taking my hand and
p.acing it against her heart sc that 1 could feel how
rapidiy and violently it palpitated; *‘it is because I
shiall not live as long as others, andI have promised
tiyself to live more quickly.”

“Don’t speak to me like that, I entreat you.”

““Oh, make yourself easy,”’ she continued, laugho-
ing; ‘“‘however short a time I have to live, I shall
live longer than you will love me!?”’

And she went singing into the dining-room,

“Where is Nanine.” she said, seeing Gaston and
Prudence alone,

“She is asleep in your room, waiting till you are
ready to go to bed,” replied Pradence.

“Poor thing, Iam killing her! And now, gentle-
men, it is time to go.”’

Ten minutes after, Gaston and I left the house.
Marguerite shook hands with m2 and said good-bye-
Prudenco remained behind,
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“Well,” said Gaston, when we were in the street,
‘‘what do you think of Margueriter

“She is an angel, and [ am madly in love with
her.”

S0 I guessed; did you teil her co¢”’

‘ﬁYes 13

“And did she promise to believe you?”

“NO.”

“*She is not like Prudence,””’

“*Did she promise to?”’

‘‘Better still, my dear fellow. You wouldn’t think
it; but she is still not half bad, poor old Duvernoyi’’



CHAPIER XI

At this point Armand stopped.

“Would you close the window for me ?’’ he said.
“] am beginning to feel cold. Meanwhile, I will
get into bed.”’

I closed the window., Armand, who was still very
weak, took off his dressing-gown and lay down in.
bed resting his head for a few moments on the pil-
low, like a man who is tired by much talking or dis-
turbed by painful memories.

“Perhaps you have been taiking too much,” Isaid
to him, *“"Would you rather for me to go and leave
you to sleep ? You can tell me the rest of the story
another day.”

““Ave you tired of listening to it¢*

“Quite the contrary.’’

Then I will go on, If you left me alone, I should
not sleep.”

When I re'uyned home (he continued, without
needing to pause and recollect himself, so fresh were
all the derails in his mind), I did not go to bed, but
began to yeflect over the day’s adventure. The
meeting, the introduction, the promise of DMar-
guerite, had followed one another so rapidly, and so
unexpectedly, that there were moments when it
seemed 10 me 1 had been dreaming. Nevertheless,

99
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it was not the first time that a girl like Marguerite
had promised herself to a man on the morrow of the
day on which he had asked for the promise.

Though, indeed, I made this reflsction, the first
impression produced on me by my future mistress
was so strong that it still persisted. I refused ob-
stinately to see in her a woman like other women,
and, with the vanity so common to all men, I was
ready to believe that she could not but share the
attraction which drew m2 to her.

Yet, I had before me plenty of instances to the
contrary, and I had often heard that the affection
of Marguerite was a thing to be had more or less
dear, according to the season.

But, on the other hand, how was 1 to reconcile
this reputation with her constant refusal of the
young count whom we had found at her house? You
may say that he was unattiactive to her, and that,
as she was splendidly kept by the duke,she would
be more likely to choose a man who was attractive
to her, if she were to take another lover, If so,
why did she not choose Gaston, who was rich, witty,
and charming, and why did sh2 care for me, whom
she had thought so ridiculous the first time she had

seen me?

It is true that there are events of a moment which
tell more than the cowmrtship of a year. Of those
who were at the supper, I was the only one who
had been concerned at her leaving the table. I had
followed her, I had been so affected as to be unable
to hide it from her, I had wept as I kissed her hand,
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This circumstance, added to my daily visits during
the two months of her illness, might have shown
her that [ was somewhat different from the other
mzn she knew, and perhaps she had said to herself
that for a love which could thus manifest itself she
m'ght well do what she had done so often that it
had no more consequence for her.

All these suppositions, as you may see, were im-
probable enough; but whatever might have been the
reason of her cons;:nt, one thing was certain, she
had consented.

Now, I was in love with Marguerite. I had noth-
ing more to ask of her. Nevertheless, though she
was only a kept ".\auoman1 [ had so anticipated for
myself, perhaps, to poetize it a little, a hopeless love,
that the nearer the moment approached when I
shculd have nothiflg more to hopz, the more [
dzubted. 1 did not close my eyes all night,

I scarcely lnew myself. I was half- demented,
Now, 1 seemed to myself not handsome or rich or
elegant enough to possess such a woman, now [ wa$
filled wity vanity at the thought of it; then I began
to fear lest Marguerite had no more than a few
days’ caprice for me, and I said to myself that since
we should soon have to part, it would be better not
to keep her appointment, but to write and tell her
my fears and leave her. From that [ went on to
unlimited hope, unbounded confidence. I dreamed
incredible dreams of the future; I said to myself
that she should owe to me her moral aud physical
recovery, that I should spend my whole life with
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her, and that her love should make me happier than
all the maidenly loves in the world,

But I can not repeat to you the thousand thoughts
that rose from my heart to my head, and that only
faded away with the sleep that came to me at day-
break,

When I awoke it was two o’clock. The weather
was superb. I don’'t think life ever seemed to me
so beautiful and so full of possibilities. The memo-
ries of the night before came to me without shadow
or hindrance, escorted gaily by the hopes of the
night to come, From time to time my heart leaped
with love and joy in my breast, A sweet fever
thrilled me. 1 thought no more of the i1easons
which had filled my mind before Islept. I saw oniy
the result, [ thought only of the hour when I was
to see Marguerite again.

It was impossible to stay indoors, My room
seemed too small to contain my happiness. 1 needed
the whole of nature to unbosom myself.

I went out, Passing by the Rue d’Antin, [ saw
Marguerite’s coupé waiting for her at the door, I
went toward the Champs-Elysées. I 1loved all the
people whom I met, Love gives one a kind of good-
ness,

"After I had been walking for an hour from the
Marly horses to the Rond-Point, I saw Marguerite's
carriage in the distance; I divined rather than recog—
nised it. As it was turning the corner of the
Champs-Elysées it stopped, and a tall young man
ef t a group of people with whom he was talking
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and came up to her. They talked for a few mo-
ments ; the young man returned to his friends, the
horses set out again, and as 1 came near the group I
recognised the one who had spoken to Marguerite
as the Comte de G,, whose portrait I had seen and
whom Prudence had indicated to me as the man to
whom Marguerite owed her position, It was to
him that she had closed her doors the night before ;
I imagined that she had stopped her carriage in
order to explain to him why she had done so, and I
hoped that at the same time she had found some
new pretext for not receiving him on the following
night,

How Ispent the rest of the day I do not know; I
walked, smoked, talked, but what I said, whom I

met, I had utterly forgotten by ten o’clock in the
evening,

All I remember is that when 1 returned home, I
spent three hours over my toilet, and I looked at
my watch and my clock a hundred times, which un-
fortunately both pointed to the same hour,

When it struck half past ten, I said to myself that
it was time to go.

I lived at that time in the Rue de Provence; I fol-
lowed the Rue du Mont-Blanc, crossed the Boule-
vard, went np the Rue Louis-le-Grand, the Rue de
Port-—_Mahon, and the Rue-d’ Antin, I looked up at
Marguerite’s windows. There was a light, 1 roag,
I asked the porter if Mile. Gautier was at home. He
replied that she never came in before eleven or a
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quarter past eleven, I looked at my <watch, I in-
tended to come quite slowly, and X had come in five
minutes irom the Rue de Provence to the Ru2
d’Antin,

1 walked to and for in the street; there are no
shops, and at that hour it is quite deserted. In haif
an hour’s time Mayrguerite arrived. She looked
around her as she got down from her coupé, as if
she were looking for some one, The carriage drove
off; the stables were not at the house. Just as May~
guerite was going to ring, I went up to her and said,
“Good-evening.”’

“Ah, it is you,” she said, in a tone that by no
means jeassured me as to her pleasuwre in seeing me,

““{>id you not promise me that I might come and
see you to-dayy”’

“Quite right, [ had forgotten,”?

This word upset all the refl>ctions | had made in
the morning, and all the hopes I had had during the
day. Nevertheless, I was beginning to get used to
her ways, and ] did not leave her, as I should cer-
tainiv have done once. We entered. Nanine had
already opened the door.

“*Has Prudence come?’’ said Marguerite.

“‘No, madame,’

““Say that sae is to be admitted as soon as she
comes, But first put out the lamp in the drawing-
room, and if any one comes, say that I have not
-come back and shall not be coming back.” '

Siae was like a woman who is preoccupied with
something, and perhaps annoyed by an unwelcomne
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guest, I did not know what to do or say. Mar-
guerite went toward her bedroom; I remained where
I was.

“Come,”’ she said.

She took off her hat and her velvet cloak and
threw them on the bed, then let herself drop into
a great arm~-chair beside the fire, which she kept till
the very beginning of summer, and said to me as she
fingered her watch-chain:

“Well, what news have you got for me:"’

““None, except that § ought not to have come to-
night,”’

“WhY?”

“Because you seem vexed, and no doubt I am
boring you.”’

“You are not boring me; only I am not well; [
have been suffering all day. I could not sieep and I
have a frightful headache.”

*‘Shall I go away and let you go to bed?”

“‘Oh, you can stay. If 1 want to go to bed 1 don’t
mind your being here,”’

At that moment there was a ring.

“Who is coming now?’’ she said, with an impa~
tient movement.

A few minutes after there was another ring.,

“Isn’t there any one to go to the door? I shall
have to go myself,”’

She got up and said to me, *Wait here.”’

She went through the rooms, and I heard her open
the outer door, I listened,

The person whom she had admitted did not come
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farther than the dining-room, At the first word I
recognised the voice of the young Comte de N,

“‘tfow are you this evening?” he said,

“Not well,”” replied Marguerite drily.

“Am I disturbing your”’

Y Perhaps.”’

““How you receive me! What have I done, my
dear Marguerite?”’

“My dear friend, you have done nothing. I am
ill; I must go to bed, so you will be good enough to
go. It is sickening not to be able to return at night
without your making your appearance five minutes

afterward, What is it you want? For me to be
your mistress? Well, I have already told you a
‘hundred times, No; you simply worry me, and you
might as well go somewhere else, 1 repeat to you
to-day, for the last time, I don’t want to have any-
thing to do with you; that’s settled, Good-bye.
Here’s Nanine coming in; she can light you to the
door, Good-night.”

Without adding another word, or listening to
what the young man stammered out, Marguerite re-
turned to the room and siammed the door, Nanine
entered a moment aftey.

“Now understand’’ said Marguerite, ‘“you are
always to say to that idiot that I am not in, or that
I will nct see him, Y am tired out with seeing people
who always want the same thing; who pay me for it,
add then think they are quit of me. If those who
are going to go in for our hateful business only knew
what it really was they would soconer be chambei=
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maids. But no, vanity, the desire of having dresses and

carriages and diamonds carries us away; one believes

what one hears, for here, as elsewherz, there is such a

thing as belief, and one uses up onz’s haart, one’s body,

one’s bzauty, little by little; one is feared like a beast of

prey, scorned like a pariah, surrounded by people who

always take more than they give; ani one fine day one
dies like a dog in a ditch, after havinz rained others and

ruined one’s self.”’

“Come, come, madamz, be caln,” said Nanine;
“your nerves are a bit upset to-night.”’

“This dress worries me,”’ coatinaed Marguerite,
unhooking her bodice; “give mz a d.essing-gown. Well,
and Prudence?””

“She has not come yet, but I will send her to you,
madame, the moment she comes.”’

* Marguerite went on, as she

“There’s one, now,
took off her dress and put on a white dressing-gown,
“there’s one who knows very well how to find'me when
she is in want of me, and yet she can’t do me a service
dzcently, She knows I am waiting for an answer. She
knows how anxious I am, and I am sure she is going
about on her own account, without giving a thought to
me,”’

““Perhaps she had to walt.”

“*Let us have some punch.

’?

“It will do you no good, madamz,"” said Nanine.

**So much the better. Bring somsz fruit, too, and a

tue or 2 wing of chicken; so:mething or other, at once.- I
am hung[y.”
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Need I tell you the impression which this scene made
upon ine, or can you not imagine it?

“You are going to have supper with me,”’ she said
to me; ‘“meanwhile, take a book., I am going into my
dressing-room for a moment.”’

She lit the candles of a candelabra, opened a door at
the foot of the bed, and disappeared.

I began to think over this poor girl’s life, and my
love for her was mingled with a great pity. I walked to
and fro in the room, thinking over things, when Prudence

entered.
s Ah, you here?’’ she said; ““where is Marguerite?”

“In her dressing-room.”
“I will wait. By the way, do you know she thinks

you charming?”’

“*No."

““She hasn’t told you?’’

*“Not at all.”

“‘How are you here?’’

“I have come to pay her a visit.”’

“At midnight?”’

*“Why not?”’

“Farceur!’’

“She has received me, as a matter of fact, very
badly.”

““She will receive you better by and by.”’

“Do you think so?”’

¢«] have some good news for her.”

““No harm in that. So she has spoken to you about
me?l’

“J ast night, or rather to-night, when you and
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your friend went, By the way, what is your friend
called? Gaston R., his name is, isn't it}”’

*“Yes,”' said I, not without smiling, as I thought of
what Gaston had confided to me, and saw that Prudence
scarcely even knew his name.

““He is quite nice, that fellow; what does he do?"’

“}1le has twenty-five thousand francs a year.”’

““Ah, indeed! Well, to return to you. Marguerite
asked me all about you: who you were, what you did,
what mistresses you had had; in short, everything that
one could ask about a man of your age. I told her all|
knew, and added that you were a charming young man.
That’s all.”’

““Thanks. Now tell me what it was she wanted to

say to you last night.”’
“Nothing at all. It was only to get rid of the count;

but I have really something to see her about to-day, and
I am bringing her an answer now.’’

At this moment Marguerite reappeared from her
dressing-room, wearing a coquettish little night-cap with
bunches of yellow ribbons, technically known as ‘‘cab-
bages.” She looked ravishing. She had satin slippers
on her bare feet, and was in the act of polishing her
nails,

“Well,”’ she said, seeing Prudence, ‘*have you seen
the duke?”’

“Yes, indeed.”

**And what did he say to yow?"’

“He gave me »?

“How much?”’

»Six thousand.”
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“Have you got it?"’
“Yes.”
“Did he seem put out?”’

“NO.”

“*Poor man!”’
This “*Poor man!”’ was said in a tone impossible to

render. Marguerite took the six notes of a thousand

francs.
“Jt was quite time,’” she said. **My dear Prudence,

are you in want of any money?”’

“You know, my child, it is the I5th in a couple of
days, so if you could lend me three or four hundred
francs, you would do e a real service.”

“Send over to-morrcw; it is too late to get change
now.”

“Don’t forget.'’

“No fear. Will you have supper with us?"”’

“No, Charles is waiting for me.”

““You are still devoted to him?”’

“Crazy, my dear! T will see you to-morrow. Good-
bye, Armand.”’

Mme. Duvernoy went out.

Marguerite opened the drawer of a side-table and
threw the bank-nofes into it.

“Will you permit me to get into bed?’ she said thh
a smile, as she moved toward the bed.

“Not only permit, but I beg of you.”

She turned back the covering and got into bed.

“Now,” said she, *‘come and sit down by me, and
let’s have a talk.”

Prudence was right: the answer that she had
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brought to Marguerite had put ker into a gccd humour.

«“Will you forgive me for my bad temper to-night?”’
she said, taking my hand.

“] am ready to forgive you as often as you like.”

“And you love me?”’

“Madly.”’

“In spite of my bad disposition?”’

““In spite of all.””

“Youn swear it?”’

“Yes,"” I said in a whisper.

Nanine entered, carrying plates, a cold chicken, a
bottle of claret, and some strawberries.

“] haven’t had any punch made,”’ said Nanine;
“claret is better for you. Isn’t it, sir?”’

“Certainly,” I replied, still under the excitement of
Marguerite’s last words, my eyes fixed ardentlj upon
her.

““Good,”’ said she; ‘‘put it all on the little table, and
draw it up to the bed; we will help ourselves. This is
the third night you have sat up, and you must be in want
of sleep. - Go to bed. [ don’t want anything more.”’

“Shall T lock the door?’’
[ should think so! And above all, tell them not to

admit anybody before midday.”’
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At five o’clock in the morning, as the light began to
‘appear through the curtains, Margueriie said to me:
“IForgive me if I send you away; but I mast. The duke

comes every morning; they will tell him, when he ccmes,
that I am aslezp, and perhaps he will wait until I wake.”’

I took Marguerite’s head in my hands; her loosened
hair streamed about her; I gave her a last kiss, saying:

“When shall I see you again?”’

««]_isten,’’ she said; ‘‘take the little gilt key on the

mantel-piece, open that door; bring me back the key and
go. In the course of the day you shall have a letter, and
my orders, for you know you are to obey blindly.”

““Yes; but if I should already ask for something?”’
W hat?”’

“Let me have that key.”

**What you ask is a thing I have never done for any
one,”’

“*Well, do it for me, for I swear to you that I don’t
love you as the others have loved you.”

s“Well, keep it; but it only depends on me to make
it useless to you, after all.”’

s«How?'’
svThere are bolts on the door.”

I
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“Wretch!”’
] will have them taken off.”

““You love, then, a little?’’
] don’t know how it is, but it seems to me as if |

do! Now, go; I can’t keep my eyes open.”

I held her in my arms for a few seconds and thea
went,

The streets were -empty, the great city was still
asleep, a sweet freshness circulated in the streefs that a
few hours later would be filled with the noise of men.
It seemed to me as if this sleeping city belonged tome; I
searched my memory for the names of those whose hap-
piness I had once envied; and I could not recall one with-
out finding myself the happier,

To be loved by a pure young girl, to be the first to
reveal to her the strange mystery of love, is indeed a
great happiness, but it is the simplest thing in the world.
To take captive a heart which has had no experience of
attack, is to enter an unfortified and ungarrisoned city.
Education, family feeling, the sense of duty, the family,
are strong sentinels, but there are no sentinels so vigilant
as not to be deceived fby a girl of sixteen to whom nature,
by the voice of the man she loves, gives the first coun-
sels of love, all the more ardent because they seem so

pure,

The more a girl believes in goodness, the more
easily will she give way, if not to her lover, at least
to love, for being without mistrust she is without
force, and to win her love is a triumph that can be
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gained by any young man of five-and-twenty. See how
young girls are watched and guarded! Thz walls of con-
vents are nat high enauagh, mothers have no locks strong
enough, religion has no duties constant enough to shut
these charming birds in thetr cages, cages not even stre\s}n
with flowers. Then how surely must they desire the
world which is hidden from them, how surely must they
find it tempting, how surely must they listen to the first
vbice which comes to tell its secrets through thcir bars,
and bless the hand which is the first to raise a corner '

of the mysterious veil!

Bat to be really loved by a courtesan: that is a

victory of infinitely greater difficulty. With them the
bady has worn out the soul, the senses have burned up

the heart, dissipation has blunted the feelings. They
have long known the words that we say to the;m the
means we use; they have sold the love that they inspire.
They love by profession, and not by instinct. They are
guarded better by their calculations than a virgin by her
mother and her convent; and they have invented the
word caprice for that unbartered love which they allow
themselves from time to time, for a rest, for an excuse,
for a consolation, like usurers, who cheat a thousand, and
think they have bought their own redemption by once
lending a sovereign to a poor devil who is dying of
hunger without asking for interest or a receipt,

Then, whan God allows love to a courtesan, that
love, which at first seems like a pardon, bzaconszs for
her almost always a panishment. Thzre is no abso-
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lution without penitence., When a creature who has all
her past to reproach herself with is taken all at once by
a profound, sincere, irresistible love, of which she had
never felt herself capable; when she has confessed her
love, how absolutely the man whom she loves dominates
her! How strong he feels with his cruel right to say:
You do no more for love than you have done for money.
They know not what proof to give. A child, says the
fable, having often amused himself by crying ““Help! a’
wolf!’” in order to disturb the Iabourers in the field, was
one day devoured by a wolf, because those whom he had
so often deceived no longer believed in his cries for help,
It is the same with these unhappy woien when they love
seriously, They have lied so often that no one will
believe them, and in the midst of their remorsc they are

devoured by their love.

Hence those great devotions, those austere retreats
from the world, of which some of them have given an

example.

But when the man who inspires this redeeming love
is great enough in soul to receive it without remembering
the past, when he gives himself up to it, when, in short,
he loves as he is loved, this man drains at one draught
all earthly emotions, and after such a love his heart will

be closed to every other.

I did not make thess reflections on the morning
when I returned home. They could but have been
the presentiment of what was to happen to me, and,
despite my love for Marguerite, I did not foreses



116 THE LADY OF THE CAMELLIAS

such consequences. 1 make these reflections to-day.
Now that all is irrevocably ended, they arise naturally
ocut of what has taken place.

But to return to the first day of my Jiafien. When 1
reached home I was in a state of mad gaiety. As I
thought of how the barriers which my imagination had
placed between Marguerite and myself had disappeared,
pf how she was now mine; of the place I now had in her
thoughts, of the key to her room which I had in my
pocket, and of my right to use this key, 1 was satisfied
with life, proud of myself, and I loved God because He
had let such things be.

One day a young man is passing in the street, he
brushes against a woman, looks at her, turns, goes on his
way. He does not know the woman, and she has plea-
sures, griefs, loves, in which he has no patt. He¢ does
aot exist for her, and pernaps, if he spoke to her, she
woitld only laugh at him, as Marguerite had langhed at
me. Weeks, months, years pass, and all at once; when
they have each followed their fate along a different path
the logic of chance brings them face to face.  The woman

“Hecomes the man’s mistress and loves him. How! Why?
Their two existences are henceforth one; they have scar-
cely begun to know one another when it seems as -if they
had known one anotner always, and all that had gone
before is wiped out from the memory of the two lovers,
It is curious, one must admit.

As for me, I no longer remembered how 1 had
liyed before that night. My whole being. was ex-
aited into joy at the memory of the words -we Had
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exchanged during that first night, Either Marguerite was

very clever in deception, or she had conceived for
me one of those sudden passions which are revealed in
the first kiss, and which die, often enongh, as suddenly
as they were born,

The more I reflected the more I said to myself that
Marguerite had no reason for _feigning a love which she
did not feel, and I said to myself also that women have
two ways of loving, one of which may arise from the
other: they love with the heart or with the senses. Often
n woman takes a lover in obedience to the mere will of
the senses, and learns without expecting it the mystery of
immaterial love, and lives henceforth only through her

heart; often a girl who has sought in marriage only the
union of two pure affections receives the sudden revela-

tion of physical love, that energetic conclusion of the
purest impressions of the soul,

In the midst of these thoughts I fell asleep; I was
awakened by a leiter from Marguerite containing these
words:

“Here are my orders: To-night at the Vaude-
ville.

“*Come during the third ' acie.
ch. G.”

I put 1he letter into a drawer, so that I might always
have it at hand in case I doubted its reality, as I did from
time to time.

She did not tell me to come to sce her during the
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Chiry y ctdate 4 Addnn davs ppld, e s freane arU great a desire to
see her before the evening that I went to the Champs-
Elystes, where T again saw her pass and repass, as I had

. on the previous day.

At seven o'clock T was at the Vaudeville, Never
had I gone to a theatre so early. The boxes filled one
after another. Only one remained enipty, the stage box.
At the beginning of the third act Theard the door of the
box, on which miy eyes had been almost constantly fixed,
open, and Marguerite appeared. 5She came to the front
at once, looked around the stalls, saw me, and thanked
me with a look.

That night she was marvellously beautiful. Was [
the cause of this coquetry? Did she love me enough to
believe that the more beautiful she looked the happier I
should be? T did not know, but if that had been her
intention she certainly succeeded, for when she ap-
peared all heads turned, and the actor who was then_‘on
the stage looked to see who had produced such an effect

on the audience by her mere presence there.,

And 1 had the key of this woman’s room, and in
three or four hours she would again be mine!

= People blame those who let themselves be rained
by actresses and kept women; what astonishes
me is that twenty times greaier follies are not com-
mitted for them. One must have lived that life, as I

have, t¢ know how much the little vanities which
they afford their lovers every day help to fasten
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deeper into the heart, since we have no. other word for
it, the love which he has tor them.

Prudence next took her place in the box. and a man,
whom I recognised as the Comte de G., seated himself at
the back. As I saw him, a cold shiver went through my
heart.

Doubtless Marguerite perceived the impression made
on me by the presence of this man, for she smiled to me
again, and, turning her back to the count, appeared to be
very attentive to the play. At the third entr’acte she
turned and said two words: the count left the box, and
Marguerite beckoned to me to come to her.

«“Good-evening,”’ she said as I entered, holding out
her hand,

“Good-evening,’’ I replied to both Marguerite and
Prudence.

*3it down.”

«But I am taking some one’s place. Isn’t the Comie
de G. coming back?”’

“Yes; I sent him to fetch some sweets, so that we
could talk by ourselves for a moment. Mme. Duvernoy
isin the secret.”’

!

“Yes; my children,”’ said she; ‘*have no fear. I

shall say nothing.”

“What is the matter with you to-night?’’ said Mar-
guerite, rising and coming to the back of the box and
kissing me on the forchead. |

‘I am not very well.”

“You should go to bed,” she replied, with that
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ironical air which went so well with her delicate and
witty face.

“Where?'*

“*At home.”’

“You know that I shouldr’t be able to sleep

there.”’
“Well, then, it won’t do for you to come and be

pettish here because you have seen a man in my box.”

**It is not for that reason.”

“Yes, it is. I know; and'you ara wrong, so let us
say no more about it. You will go back with Prudence
after the theatre, and you will stay there till I call, Do
you understand?”’

“Yes.”
How could I disobey?

““You still love me?"’
“Can you ask?”’
““You have thought of me?”’

“«All day long.”
*Do you know that [ am really afraid that I shall get

very fond of you? Ask Prudence.”

“Ah,’”’ said she, “it is amazing!”’

““Now, you must go back to your seat, The count
will be coming back, and there is nothing to be gained
by his finding you here.”’

“Why?”’

““Becanse you don’t like seeing him."

“*No; only if you had told me that you wanted to
come to the Vaudeville to-night I could have got this box
for you as well as he.,”

“Unfortunately, he got it for me without my ask-
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ing him, and he asked me to go with him; you know well
enough that I couldn’t refuse. All I could do was to
write and tell you where I was going, so that you could
see me, and because I wanted to see you myself; but

since this is the way you thanked me, I shall profit by

the lesson.”

“f was wrong; forgive me.”’

“Well and good; and now go back nicely to your
place, and, above all, no more jealousy.”

She kissed me again, and 1 left the box. In the
passage [ mzt the count coming back. I returned to my
seat.

After all, the presence of M. de G. in Marguerite’s
box was the most patural thing in the world. He had
been her lover, he sent her = box, he accompanied her
to the theatre; it was all quite natural, and if I was to
have a mistress like Marguerite I should have to get used
to her ways.

None the less, I was very unhappy all the rest of the
evaning, and want away very sadly after having seen
Pradance, the count, and Marguerite get into ‘the car-
riage, which was waiting for them at the door,

Howaver, a quarter of an hour later I was at Pru-

dence’s,  She had only just got in.
f



CHAPTER XIII

“You have come almost as quickly as we,” said
Prudence.

“Yes,” I answered mechanically. *“Where is Mag-
guerite?’’

At home.”’

““* Alone?”’
“With M. de G.”

1 wa}ked to and fro in the room.

*“Well, what is the matter?”’

“Do you think it arnuses me to wait here till- M. de
G. leaves Marguerite’s?’”’

“How unreasonable you are! Don’t you see that
Margnuerite can’t turn the count out of doors? M. de G.
has been with her for a long time; he has always given
her a lot of money; he still does. Marguerite spends
more than a hundred thousand francs a year; she has
heaps of debts. The duk-e gives her all that she asks
for, but she does not always venture to ask him for all
that she is in want of. It would never do for her to
quarrel with the count, who is worth to her at least ten
thousand francs a year. DMarguerite is very fond of you,
my dear fellow, but your /ieissn with her, in her interests
and in yours, ought not to be serious. You with
your seven or eight thousand francs a year, what could
you do toward supplying all the luxuries which

122
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a girl like that is in need of? It would not be enough to
keep her carriage. Take Marguerite for what she is, for
a good, bright, pretty girl; be her lover for a month, two
months; give her flowers, sweets, boxes at the theatre; but
don’t get any other ideas into your head, and don’t make
absurd scenes of jealousy. You know whom you have
to do with; Marguerite isn’ta saint. She likes you, you
are very fond of her; let the rest alone. You amaze me
when I see you so touchy; you have the mest charming
mistress in Paris. She receives you in the greatest style,
she is covered with diamonds, she needn’t cost you a
penny, unless you like, and you are not satisfied. My
dear fellow, you zck too muuachi’’

“You are right, but I can’t help it; the idea that that

man is her lover hurts me horribly.”

“In the first place,’”’ replied Prudence; “is he still
her lover? He is a man who is useful to her, nothing
more, She has closed her doors to him for two days; he
came this tnorning—she could not but accept the box and
let him accompany her. He saw her home; he lias gone
in for a moment, he is not staying, because you are
waiting here. All that, it seems to me, is.quite natural,
Besides, you don’t mind the duke.”’

“Yes; but'he is an old man, and I am sure that Mar-
guerite is not his mistress. Then, it is all very well to
accept one Jigison, but not two., Such easiness in the
matter is very like calculation, and puts the man
who consents to it, even out of love, very much
in the category of those who, in a lower stage
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of sociely, make a trade of their connivance, and a profit

of their trade.”

““Ah, my dear fellow, how old-fashioned you are!
How many of the richest and most fashionable men of
e best families I have seen quite ready to do whatl
advise you to do, and without an effort, without shame,
without remorse! Why, one sees it every day. How
do you suppose the kept women in Paris could live in

the style they do, if they had not three or four lovers at
once? No singie fortune, however large, could suffice

for the expenses of a woman like Marguerite. A fortune
of five hundred thousand francs a year is, in France, an
enormous fortune; well, my dear friend, five hundred
thousand francs a year would still be too little, and for
this reason: a man with such an income has a large house,
horses, servants, carriages; he shoots, has friends, often
he is married, he has children, he races, gambles, travels,
and what not. All these habits are so much a part of his
position that he can not forego them without appearing to
have lost all his money, and without causing scandal.
Taking it all round, with five hundred thousand francs a
year e can not give a woman more than forty or fifty
thousand francs in the vyear, and that is already
a good deal. Well, other lovers make up for the
rest of her expenses. With Marguerite, it is still
more convenient; she has chanced by a miracle on an
old man worth ten millions, whose wife and daughter
are dead; who has only some nephews, themselves
rich, and who gives her all she wants without ask-
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o oavthing in return. But she can not ask hin for more
tan seventy thousand francs a vear; and U am sure
that if she did ask for mrore, despite bis weaith sind the
fHfection he has for fier, he would not give ii. to her.

“All the young men of twentv or thirty thousand
francs a year at Paris, that is to say, men wiic have only
just enongh to live on in the society in which they mix,
know perfectly well, when they are the :overs of a
woman like Marguerite, that she could rot so much as
poy for the rooms she lives in and the servants who wait
upon her with what they give her. They do not say to
her that they know it; they pretend not to see anything,
ard when they have had enough of it they go their way.
[f they have the vanity to wish to pay for everything
they get ruined, like the fools they are, and go and get
Killed in Africa, after leaving a hundred thousand francs
of debt in Paris. Do you think a woman is grateful fo
them for it? Far from it. She declares that she has
sacrificed her position for them, and that while she was
with them she was losing money. These details seem to
vou shocking? Well, they are true. You are a very
nice fellow; I like yon very much. T have lived with
these women for twenty years; I know what they are

worth, and I don’t want to see you take the caprice that

* pretty girl has for you 1oo serionsly.

“Then, besides that,”” continued DPradence; “‘admit
that Marguerite loves you enough to give up
the count or the duke, in case one of them were tO
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discover yeur Jglen ond to tell her to choose
hetween him and you, the sacrifice that she would
make for you would be cnormous, you can not
deny it, What equal sacrifice could yon make for
her, on your part, and when you had got tired of her'
what ceuld you do to make up for what you had taken
from her? Nothing. You wounld have cut her off from
the world in which her fortune and her future were to be
found; she would have given you her best years, and she
would be forgotten. Lither you would be an ordinary
man, and casting her past in her teeth, you would leave
her, felling her that you were only doing like her other
lovers, and you would abandon her to certain misery; or
you would be an honest man, and, feeling bound to keep
her by you, you would bring inevitable trouble upon
yvourself, for a /i’y which is excusable in a voung man,
is no longer excnsable in a man of middle age. It be-
comes an obstacle to everything: it allows neither family
nor ambition, man’s second and last loves. Believe me,
then, my friend, take things for what they are worth, and

do not give a kept wom an the right to call herself yolur
creditor, no matter in what.”’

It was well argued, with a logic of which [ should
have thought Prudence incapable. [ had nothing to re-

ply; except that she was right; I took her hand and
thanked her for her counsels.
“Come, come,” said she, *“put these foolish

theorieé to flight, and laugh over them. Life is
pleasant, my dear fellow; it all depends on the col-
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cur of the glass through which one rsees it. Ask
your friend Gasten; there’s a man who scems to
me to vunderstand love as I understand it. All that
you need think of, unless ycu are quite a fool, is that
close by there is a beautiful girl who is waiting
impatiently for the man who is with her to gé,
thinking of you, keeping the whole night for you, and
who loves you, I am certain. Now, come to the window
" with me, and let us watch for the count to go; he won’t
be long in leaving the coast clear.”’

Prudence opened the window, and we leaned side by
side over the balcony. She watched the few passers, |
reflected, All that she had said buzzed in my head, and
I could not help feeling that she was right; but the
genuine love which T had for Marguerite had some
difficulty in accemmodating itself fo such a befief. [
sighed frem-time to time, at which Prudence turned,
and shrugged her shoulders like a physician”who has
given up his patient.

“How one realizes the shoriness of life,”’ I said to
myself, *by the rapidity of sensations! I have only
known Marguerite for two days, she has only been my
mistress since yesterday, and she has already so com-
Dletely absorbed my thoughts, my heart, and my iife that
the visit of the Comte de G. is a misfortune to me.”

At last the count came out, got into his carriage and
‘“SﬂDDearéd. Prudence closed the window. At the
same instant Margilerite called to us:;

“Come at once,”’ she said; ‘‘they are laying the

table, and we’ll have supper.”
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When I entered, Marguerite ran to me, threw her
arms around my neck and kissed me with all her-might.

“*Are we still sutky?’’ she said to me.

“No, it is all over,”

replied Prudence. 1 have
given him a talking to, and he has promised to be rea-

sonable.”

«“Well and good.”’

In spite of myself I glanced at the bed; it was not
unmade. As for Marguerite, she was already in her
white dressing-gown. We sat down to table.

Charm, sweetness, spontaneity, Marguerite had them
all, and I was forced from time to time to admit that [

had no right to ask of her anything else; that many peo-
ple would be very happy to be in my place; and that,
like Virgil's shepherd, I had only to enjoy the pleasures
that a god, or rather a goddess, set before me.

I tried to put in practice the theories of Prudence,
and to be as gay as my two companions; but what was

natural in them was on my part an effort, and the ner-
vous laughter, whose source they did not detect, was

nearer to tears than to mirth.

At last the supper was over and I was alone with
Marguerite, She sat down as usual on the hearth-rug

before the fire and gazed sadly into the flames. What

was she thinking of? T know not. As for me, I looked
at her with a mingling of love and terror, as I thonght of
all that I was ready tc suffer for her sake.

““Do you know what I am thinking of ¢’
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“NO.”
“Of a plan that has come into my head.”

“And what is this plan?”’
“] can’t tell you yet, but I can tell you what the

result would be.  The result would bz that in a month I
should be free, I should have no more debts, and we
could go and spend the summer in the country.”’

**And yon can’t tell me by what means?”’

*“No, only love me as I love you, and all will suc-
ceed.”’

“And have you made this plan all by yourseif”’

‘*“Yes.”’

And you will carry it out all by yourself?”’

“I alone shall have the trouble of it,”’ said Mar-
guerite, with a smile which I shall never forget, “but we
shall both partake its benefits.””

[ could not help flushing at the word benefits; I
thought of Manon Lescaut squandering with Desgrieux
the money of M. de B.

I replied in a hard voice, rising from my seat:

“You must permit me, my dear Marguerite, to share
only the benefits of those enterprises which I have con-
ceived and carried out myself.”’

“What does that mean?”’
“It means that [ have a strong suspicion that M. de

(5. is to be your associate in this pretty plan, of which I
¢an accept neither the cost nor the benefits.” _
“What a child you are! I thought you loved me. I

was mistaken; all right.”’ ‘
She rose, opened the piano and began to play the
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Invitation a la Valse, as far as the famous passage in tho
major which atways stoppad her. Was it through force
of habit, or was it to remind me of the day when we
first met? Al I know is that the melody brought back
that recollection, and, coming up to her, I took her head
between my hands and kissed her,

“You forgive me?”’ I said.

“Yousee I do,”’ she answered; “but observe that we
are only at our second day, and already I have had to
forgive you something. Is this how you keep your
promise of Llind obedience?’’

“What can I do, Marguerite? I love you too much
and I am jealous of the least of your thoughts. What
you proposed to me just now made me frantic with
delight, but the mystery in its carrying out hurts me

dreadfully.”’

““Come, let us reason it out,”” she said, taking both
my hands and looking at me with a charming smile
which it was imnossible to resist. “You love me, do
you not? and yon would gladly spend two or three mon-
ths alone with me in the country? T too should be glad
of this sslituie (A enxs ‘and not only glad of it, but my
health requires it. T can not leave Paris for such a
length of time without puatting my affairs in "orc_leri,
and the affairs of a woman like me are alwaysin
great confusion; well, I have found a way to reconcile
everything, my money affairs and my love for
you; yes, for you, don’t laugh; I am silly enough
to love yon! And here you are taking lordly
airs and talking big words. Child, thrice child, only
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remember that I love you, -and don’t let anything
disturl you. Now, is it agreed 2"* 7 |

“] agree to '111 you wish, asyou know

~«Then, in less than a month’s time we ‘shall be
in some village, walking by the river s_:de, and drink-
ing milk. Does it S’eem'straﬁge_d'tlmt Marguerlte
Gautier should speak to you like tihla_t_?h The fact is,
my friend, that when this Paris life, whlch seems
{o make me so happy, doesn t burn me, it wearleq riqe
and then I have sudden’ aspirations - toward a calmer
existence which might recall my childhood. One-has
always had a childhood, whatever one becomes.
Don’t be alarmed; I am not gomg to tell you that;
[ am the daughter of a colonel on half-p pay, -and that
Iwas brought up at Saint-Denis, 1 am a. poor coun—
try girl, and six years ago I coulcl hot write my own
qame. You are relieved, aren’t- “youl Why is it
you are the first whom I have ever asked to share
the joy of this desire of mine? I suppose because "I
feel that you love me for myself and not for yourself
while all the others have only loved me “for “them»
selves.

“I have often been in the country;’ ‘buf never as 1
should like to go there. I connt.- on you for thisceas)ﬁ
happiness; do not be unkind, let me ‘have it~ Say
this to yourself: *‘She will never live - to -be: old, and
I should some day be sorry ‘for not havm,g dpne fox;
her the first' thing she asked of e, . sudl .an. easy
thing to do!’

‘What could I reply .to such.words, e‘é';ie.t;’ialljl with
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the memory of a first night of love, and in the ex-
pectation of a second?

An hour later J held Marguerite in my arms, and,
if she had asked me to commit a crime, I would
have obeyed her.

- At six in the morning I left her, and before leav-
ing her I'said: *Till to-night!”’

She kissed me more warmly than ever, but said
nothing.

' During the day 1 received a note containing these
“words:

“DgAR CiHiLp: [ am not very well, and the doc-
tor has ordered quiet. I shall go to bed ecarly to-
night and shall not see you. But, to make up, I shall
expect you to-morrow at twelve. I love you.”

My first thought was: She is deceiving mel

A cold sweat broke out on my forehead, for I
already Joved this woman too much not to be over-

whelmed by the suspicion, And ‘yet; 1 was bound to
expect such a thing almost any day with Marguerite,
and it had happened to me often enough with my
other mistresses, withbut my taking much notize of
it What was the meaming of the hold which this
' woman had taken upon my life?

Ihen it occurred to me, since 1 had the key, to
go and see her as usual. In this waylshould soon
know the truth, and if I found a man there I would
strike him'in the face,

‘Meanwhile I wepnt to the Champs-Elyszes. [
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waited there four hours. She did not appear. At
night I went into all the theatres where she was ac-

customed to go. She was in none of them.

At eleven o'clock I went to the Rue d’Antirm,
There was no light in Marguerite’s windows, All
the same, I rang. The porter asked me where I
was going. | |

*“To Mlle. Gautier’s,”” I said.

«She has not come in.”’

] will go up and wait for her.”

“There is no one there.”” _

Evidently I cculd get in, since I had the key, but
fearing foolish scandal, 1 went away. Only I dif_l
not return home; I could not leave the street, and I
never took my eyes off Marguerite’s house. It
scemed to me that there was still something to be
found out, or at least that my suspicions were about
to be confirmed. '

About midnight a carriage that I knew well
stopped before No. 9. The Comte de G. got doivn
and entered the house, after sending away the car-
riage. For a moment I~h0ped that the same answer
would be given to him as to me, and that I should scc

him come out; but at four o'clock in the morning I
was still awaiting him., . -
I have suffered deeply during these last three

weeks, but that is nothing, I think, in comparison
with what I suffered that night.



CHAPTER XIV

WHEI\I recched hcmre T began to cry like a child.
Tlere i ro mon to'wkem a wcman has been unfaith-
ful, cnce Tat ‘least, who will not know what I suf-
fered.

I said fo myrelf, urnccr the weight of these feverish
resolutions which cne always feels as if one had the
force 1o carry out, that I must break with my amour
at once, and I waitcd imratiently for daylight in
order toset out forthwith -to rejoin my . father and
my- 51=ter, of whose love at least [ was certain,. and
Certam ﬂ)'lt that lcve wctild never be betrayed.

However, I did not wish to go away without
letting Maréueri(c kncw why I went. Only a man
who really. cares ro more for his mistress leaves ker
ji‘vithout writing to hLer. I mace and remade twenty
letters in my kezd. I ked Fed to co with a weman
like all otker wemen cof the kird. I hed been poet-
izing tco much., Ske had treated me- like a school-
boy, &}e had uvsed in (Ecelvmg me a trick whch was
mcultmg]y cimple’ My.se}fcstccm got thke upper
hand I must Ic'ﬁe this ‘wemen withcut giving her
the Samf'tctxon of knowirg that ske had mademe
suffer. ‘and this is what T wrcte to Ler in my moqt
elegant handwriting and with fcars of rage and cor-
row’ srflmy eyes:

MY DEAR MARGUERITF T hore that ycur in-
'dnsposmon yeste rday was not serious. I came at

134
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eleven at night, to ask after ycu, and was told: that
yeu had not ccme in. M. de G. was mere fortunate,
for Fe presentcd himrself chortly afterward, and at
four in the morning he had not left.

“Torgive me for the few tedious hours thatI have
given you, and be assured that I shall never forget

tte Farpy maments which I owe to you.
“I should have called to-day to ask after you, but
I intend goirg back to my father’s.

“Geod-bye, my dear Marguerite. I am not rich
cncugh to love you as I would nor poor enough to
love you as you would, Let us then forget, you a

name which must be indi{ferent enough to you, [ a
happiness which has become im possible.

“I send back your ke y, whichI have never used,
and which might be useful to youif you are often ill
asyou were yesterday,”’

As you will see, I was unable to end -my letter
without a touch of impertinent irony, which proved
how much in love I still was,

I read and reread this letter ten times over; then
the thought of the pain it wonld give to Marguerite
calmed me a little. I tried to pzrsuade myself of
the feelings which it professed; and when my servant
Came to my room at eight o'clock, I gave it to him

and told him to take it at once.

“Shall T wait for an answer?’ asked Joseph (my
servant, like all :ervants, was called Joseph).
' “If they ask whether there is a reply, you will say

that you don’t know, and wait.”
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I buoyed myself vp with the hope that she would
reply. Poor, feeble creatures that we are! All the
time that my servant was away I was in a state of
extreme agitation. At one moment I would recal)
how Marguerite had given herself to me, and ask
myself by what right T wrote her an impertinent
letter, when she could reply that it was not M. de
G. who supplanted me, but I who had supplanted
M. de G.: a mode of reasoning which permits many
women to have many Jovers. At amother moment [
wouid recall her prcmices, and endeavour to con-
vince myself that my letlter was only too gentle, and
that there were not expressions forcible enough to
punish a woman who Jlaughed at a love like mine.
Then 1 said to myself that I should have done bét-
ter not to have written to her, but to have gone to
see her, and that then I should have had the pleasure
of seeing the tears that she would shed. Finallys
I asked myself what she would reply to me; already
prepared to believe whatever excuse she made,

Joseph returned.

“Well?”’ I said to him.

“Sir,”’ said he, “madame was not up, and stil
asleep, but as scon as she rings the letter will be
taken to her, and if there is any reply it will be
sept.’’

She was asleep!

Twenty times I was on the point of sending fo
get the letter back, but every time I said to myself:
“‘Perhaps she will have got it already, and it Would
look as if I have repented of sending it.”’
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As the hour at which it seemed likely that she
would reply cama nearer, [ regretted more and more
that I had written. The clock struck, ten, eleven,
twelve., At twelve 1 was on thzpoint of keeping the
appointment as if nothing had huappened. In the
end [ could see no way out of the circle of fire which
closed upon me.

Then I began to believe, with the superstition
which people have when they are waiting, that if [
went out for a little while, I should find an answer
when I got back. I went out under the pretext of
going to lunch.

Instead of lunching at the Cafs Foy, at the corner
of the Boulevard,.as I usually did, I preferred togo
to the Palais Royal and so pass through the Rue
d'Antin. Every time that I saw a woman at a dis-
tance, I fancied it was Nanine bringing me an an-
swer. I passed thrcugh the Rue d’Antin without
even coming across a commissionaires 1 went to.
Véry's in the Palais Royal. The waiter gave me
something to eat, or rather served up to me what-
ever he liked, for I ate nothing. In spite of my-
self, my eyes were constantly fixed on the clock. [
returned home, certain that T should find a letter
from Marguerite.

The porter had received nothing, but I still huped

in my servant. He had seen no one since I went
out.
If Marguerite had been going to answer me she

would have answered long before.
Then I began to vegret the terms of my letter; I
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shonld have said absolutely nothing, and that would
undoubtedly have aroused her suspicions, for; * find-
ing that I did not keep my appnsintment, she would
have inquired the rcason of my absznce, and only
then I should have given it to her. Thus, she would
have had to exculpate herself, and what T wanted
was for her to exculpate herszlf. [ already realized
that 1 should have believed whatever reasons she
had given me, and anything was better than not to
sce her again.

At last I began to believe that she would come to
sece me herself; but hour followed hour, and she.
did not come.

Decided!y Ddlarguerite was not lik: other women,
for there are few who would have received such a
letter as I had just written without answering it
at all. .
At five, [ hastened to the Champs-Elysées. ““If I
meet her,’”’ 1 thought, I will put on an indifferent
air, and she will be convinced that I no longer think
about her.”

As I turned the cornerof the Rue Royale, I saw
her pass in her carriage. The meeting was so sud-
den that I turned pale. 1 do not know if she saw
my emotion; as for me, I was so agitated that I
Saw nothing but the carriage. _

I did uot go any farther in the dircection of -the
Champs-Elysies. T looked at the advertisements
of-thc theatres, for 1 had still a chance of seeing
her. There was a first night at the Palais Rayal.
Marguerile was sire to b2 thzra, [ was at the-thea-
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tte by seven. The boxes filled one after another,
but Marguerite was not there. I left the Palais
Royal and went to all the theatres where she was
most often to be seen: to the Vaudeville, the
Variétés, the Opéera Comique. She was nowhere.

Either my letter had troubled her toco much for
‘her fo care to go to the theatre, or she feared to
come across me, and so wished to avoid an explana-
tion. So my vanity was whispering to me on the

boulevards, when I met Gaston, who asked me

where 1 had been.

At the Palais Royal.”

s“And I at the Opezra,” said he; **I expected to
see you there.”’

“*“Why?"’ |

“‘Because Marguerite was there.”’

““Ah, she was there?”’

“Yes.”

““‘Alone?”’

““No; with another woman,”’

“That all?”’

“The Comte de G. came to her box for an instant;
but she went off with the duke. I expected to see
you every moment, for there was a stall at my. side
which remained empty the whole evening, and I was
sure you had taken it.”’ :

“But why should I go where Marguerite goes?”’

““Because you are her lover, surely!”

“Who told you that?"’

“Prudence, whom I met yesterday. I give yo&
my congratulations, ni, <ear fellow; sheis a charm-
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ing mistress, and it isn’t everybedy who has the
chance. Stick to her; she will do you credit.”’

These simple reflections of Gaston showed me
how absurd had been my susceptibilities. If I had
only met him the night before and he had spoken to
me like that, I should certainly not have wriiten the
foolish letter which I had written.

I was on the point of calling on Prudence, and
of sending her to tell Marguerite that I wanted to
speak to her; but I feared that she would revenge
herself on me by saying that she could not see me,
aw:d I returned home, after passing through the Rue
; Aatin., Again I asked my porter if there was a
wlier for me. Nothing! She is waiting to see if
I shall take some fresh step, and if I retract my
letter of to-day, I said to myself as I went to bed;
but, seeing that 1 do not write, she will write to me
to-morrow.

That night, more than ever, I reproached myself
for what I had done. I was alone, unable to sleep,
devoured by restlessness and jealousy, when by
simply letting things take their natural course I
should have been with Marguerite, hearing the de-
licious words which I had heard only twice, and
which made my ears burn in my solitude.

The most frightful part of the situation was that
my judgment was against me; as a matter of fact,
éverything went to prove that Marguerite loved me.

First, her proposal to spend the summer with me in
the country, then the certainty there was no reason

why she should be my mistress, since. my income was
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insufficient for her needs and even for her caprices.
There could not then have been on her part any-
thing but the hope of finding in me a sincere affection,
able to give her rest from the mercenary loves in
whose midst she lived; and on the very second day
I had destroyed this hope, and paid by impertinent
irony for the love which I had accepted during two
nights. What 1 had done was therefore not merely
ridiculous, it was indelicate. I had not even paid
the woman, that I might have some right to {ind
fault with her; .withdrawing after two days, was I
not like a parasite of love, "afraid of having to pay
the bill of the banquet? What! I had only known
Marguerite for thirty-six hours; I had been her
lover for only twenty-four; and instead of being too
happy that she should grant me all that she did, I
wanted to have her all to myself, and to make her
sever at one stroke all her past relations which were
the revenue of her future. What had I to reproach
in her? Nothing., She had written to say she was
unwell, when she might have said tome quite crudely,
with the hideous frankness of certain women, that
she had to see a lover; and, instead of believing her
letter, instead of going to any street in Paris except
the Rue d’Antin, instead of spending the evening
with my friends, and presenting myself next day «
the appointed hour, I was acting the Othello, spying
upon her, and thinking to punish her by seeing her
no more. But, on the contrary, she ought to be en-
chanted at this separation. She ought to find me
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supremely foolish, and her silence was not even that
of rancour; it was contempt. '

I might have made Marguerite a present which
would leave noc doubt as to my generosity and permit
me to feel properly quits of her, as of a kept woman,
but I should have felt that I was offending by the
jeast appearance of trafficking, if not the love which
she had for me, at all events the love which I had
for her, and since this love was so pure that it could
admit no division, it conld not pay by a present, how-
ever generous, the happiness that it had received,
however short that happiness had been.

That is what I said to myself all night long, and
what I was every moment prepared to go and say
to Marguerite. When the day dawned 1 was still
sleepless. I was in a fever. I could think of noth-
ing but Marguerite.

As you can imagine, it was time to fake a decided
step, and finish either with the woman or with one's
scruples, if, that is, she would still be willing to see
me. But you know well, one is always slow in tak-
ing a decided step; so, unable to remain within
doors and not daring to call on Marguerite, I made
one attempt in her direction, an attempt that I could
always look upon as a mere chance if it succeeded.

It was nine o’clock, and I went at once to call upon
Prudence, who asked to what she owed this early
_'visit. I dared not tell her frankly what brought me.
I replied that I had gone out early in order to re-
serve a place in the diligence for C., where my
father lived.
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“You are fortunate,”’ she said, “in being able to
get away frcm Paris in this fine weather.”
I looked at Prudence, asking myself whether she

was Jaughing at me, but her face was quite serious.
«Shall you go and say good-bye to Marguerite?”’

she continued, as seriously us before.

“No."

““You are quite right.””

“You think so?”’

“Naturally. Since you have broken with her, why
shonld you see her again?’’

“You know it is broken off?”’
*She showed me your letter.”’

“*“What did she say about it?’’
“She said: ‘My dear Prudence, your protfgé is
not polite; one thinks such letters, cne does not

write them.’ ”’

“In what tone did she say thaf?”’

“Laughingly, and she added: ‘He has had supper
with me twice, and hasn’t even called.’ »

That, then, was the effect produced by my letter
and my jealousy. I was cruelly humiliated in the
vanity of my affection.

“What did she do last night?"’

“She went to the opera.”

“Iknow. And afterward?”’

*She had supper at home.’’

**Alone?”’

“With the Comte de G., I believe.”’

So my breaking witi: her had not changed one of

her habits. It is for such reasons as this that certain
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people say to you: Don’t have anything more to do
with the woman; she cares nothing about yon.

“Well, I am very glad to find that Marguerite
does not put herself out for me,” I said with a
forced smile.

“She has very good reason not to. You have
done what you were bound to do. You have been
more reasonable than she, for she was really in love
with you; she did nothing but talk of you. I don't
know what she would not have been capable of
doing.”’

«“Why hasn’t she answered me, if she was in- love
with me?’’

sBecause she realizes she was mistaken in letting
herself love you. Women sometimes allow you to
be unfaithful to their love; they never allow you te
wour.d ‘their self-esteem; and one always wounds the
self-esteem of a woman when, two days after one
has become her lover, one leaves her, no matter for
what reason. 1 know Marguerite; she would die

sooner than reply.”’

““What can I do, then?"’

“Nothing. Shc will forget you, you will forget
her, and neither will have any reproach to make
against the other.”

“But if [ write and ask her forgiveness?”’

“‘Don’t do thzat, for she would forgive you.”

I could have flung my arms round Prudence’s
neck. _

A quarter of an hour later I was once more in my
.own quarters, and I wrote to Marguerite:
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“Some omne, who repents of a letter that he wrote
yesterday and who will leave Paris to-morrow if
you do not forgive him, wishes to kt_low at what
hour he might lay his repentance at your feet.

“When can he find you alune? for, you know,
confessions must be made without witnesses.”’

I folded this kind of madrigal in prose, and sent it
by Joseph, who handed it to Marguerite herself; she
replied that she would send the answer later,

{ only went out to have a hasty dinnér, and at
eleven in the evening no reply had come. I made up.
my mind to endure it no longer, and to set out next
day. In consequence of this resolution, and con-
vinced that I should not sleep if 1 went to bed, I
began to pack up my things.



CHAPTER XV

IT was hardly an hour after Joseph and I had
begun preparing for my departure, when there was
a violent ring at the door.

““Shall I go to the door?’’ said Joseph.

“Go,” I said, asking myself who it could be at
such an hour, and not daring to believe that it was

Marguerite.
“Sir,”” said Joseph coming back to me, *‘it is two

ladies.”

“It is we, Armand,’”’ cried a voice that I recog-
nised as that of Prudence.

I came out of my room. Prudence was standing
looking around the place; Marguerite, seated on the
sofa, was meditating. 1 went to her, knelt down,

took her two hapnds, and, deeply moved, said to her,
“Pardon.”

She kissed me on the forehead, and <aid:

“This is the third time that I have forgiven yon.”!

*I should have gone away to-morrow.”’

“How can my visit change your plans? I have
not come to hinder you from leaving Paris. I have
come because I had no time to answer you during
the day, and I did not wish to let you think that I
was angry with you. Prudence didn’t want me to
come; she said that I might be in the way.,”

“You in the way, Marguerite! But how?"’
““Well, you might have had a woman here,”’ said

146
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Prudence, *‘and it would hardly have been amusing
for her to see two more arrive.”’

During this remark Marguerite looked at e
attentively.

“My dear Prudence,” I answerad, “yon do not
know what you are saying.”’

“What a nice place you've got!” Pruadence went
on. *“*May we see the bedroom?”

“Yes,”’ .

Prudence went into the bedroom, not so much to
see it as to make up for the foolish thing which she
had just said, and to leave Marguerite and me alone.:

“Why did you bring Prudence?’’ 1 asked her.

“Because she was at the theatre with me, and
because when I leave here I want to have some one
to see me home.”’

“Could not I do?’’ -

“Yes, but, besides not wishing to put you out, I
was sure that if you came as far as my ddor you
would want to come up, and as I could not let you,
I did not wish to let you go away blaming me for
saying ‘No.” "’

“And why could you not let me come up?’’

“Because I am ' watched, and the least suspicion
might do me the greatest harm.”

““Is that really the only reason?’’

“If there were any other, I would tell you; for we
are not to have any secrets from one another now.”’

“Come, Marguerite, I am not going to take a
roundabout way of saying whatI really want to say.
Honestly, do you care fc. .ne a little?”’
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“A great deal.”’ ' ‘

“Then why did you deceive me?”’

“My friend, if [ were the Duchess So and So, if
I had two hundred thousand francs a year, and if
I were your mistress and had another lover, -you
would have the right to ask me; but I am Mlle,
Marguerite Gautier, [ am foriy thousand francs in
debt, I have noat a penny of my own, and I spend
a hundred thouasand francs a year. Your question
becomes unnecessary and my answer useless,”’

“You are right,” I said, letting my head sink on
her knees; ““but I love you madly.”’

“Well, my friend, you must ecither love me a
little less or understand me a little better. Your
letier gave me- a great deal of pain. If I had been
free, first of all [ would not have scen the count the
day before yesterday, or, if I had, I should have
come and asked your forgiveness as you ask me nows
and in futare I should have had no other lover but
you, I fancied for a moment that I might give
myself that happiness for six months; you would not
have it; you insisted on knowing the means. Well,
good heavens, the means were easy enough to
guess! In employing them I was making a greater
sacrifice for you than you imagine., I might have
said to you, ‘I want twenty thousand Irancs’; you

were in love with me and yon would have found

them, at the risk of reproaching me for it later on.

I preferred to owe you nothing; you did not under-
stand the scruple, for such it was. Those of us who

‘are like me, when we have any heart at all, we give
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a meaning and a development to words and things
unknown to other women; I repeat, then, that on the
part of Marguerite Gautier the means which she
used to pay her debts without asking you for the
money necessary for it, was a scruple by which you
ought to profit, without saying anything. If you
had only met me to-day, you would be-too delighted
with what I promised you, and you would not ques-
tion me as to what I did the day before yesterday-
We are sometimes obliged to buy the satisfaction of
our souls at the expense of our bodies, and we suffer
still more, when, afterward, that satisfaction is de-
nicd ns.”’ ' ‘ '

I listened, and I gazed at Marguerite with admi-
ration. When I thought that this marvellous crea«
ture, whose feet I had once longed to kiss, was
willing to let me take my place in her thoughts, my
part in her life, and thatI was not yet content with

what she gave me, I asked if man’s desire has in.
deed limits when, satisfied as promptly as mine had

been, it reached after something further.

“Truly,” she. continued, ‘‘we poor creatures of
chance have fantastic desires and inconceivable loves.
We give ourselves now for one¢ thing, now for an-
other, There are men who ruin themselves withont
obtaining the least thing from us; there are others
who obtain us for a bouquet of flowers. Qur hearts
have their caprices; it is itheir onc distraction and
their one excuse. "1 gave 'myself to you sooner than
I ever did to any man, ‘I swear to you; and do you
k_now why? Because when you saw me s_pil_ting blooq
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ycu took my hand; because yon- wept; because you
are the only human lLeing who has ever pitied me.
T'am going to say a.mad thing to you: I once had
a little dog who looked at me with a sad look when:
T coughed; that is the only creature I ever loved,
When he died I cried more than when my mother
died. Tt is true that for tweive years of her life
ghe used to beat me. Well, I loved you all at once,
as much as my dog. If men knew what they can
have for a tear, they would be better loved and we
should be less minous to them.

“Your letter undeceived me; it showed me that
you lacked the intelligence of the heart; it did you
more harm with me than anything you conld possibly
have done. It was jealousy certainly, but ironical
and impertinent jealousy. I was already feeling sad
when I received your letter. I was looking forward
to seeing you at twelve, to having lunch with you,
and wiping out, by seeing you, a thought which was
with me incessantly, and which, before I knew you,
I had no difficulty in tolerating.

“Then,” continued Marguerite, “you were the
only person before whom it seemed to me, from
the first, that I could think and speak freely. All
those who come about wormen like ‘me have an in-
terest in calculating their slightest words, in thinking
of the consequences of their most insignificant ac-
tions. Naturally we have no friends. We have
selfish lovers who spend  their fortunes not on us,
as they say, but on their own vanity. For these
_people we have tohe merry when they are merry,
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well when they want to sup, sceptics like themselves,
We are not allowed to have hearts, under penalfy
of beingu hooted down and of ruining our credit. -
| “We no longer belong to ourselves. We are nvu
longer beings, but things. We stand first in their
sclf-esteem, last in their esteem. We have women
who call. themselves our friends, but they are friendg
like Prudence, women who were once kept and who
have stil]l the. C(_)stly' tastes that their age does not
allow them to gratify. Then they become . our
friends, or rather our guests at table. Their friend”
ship is carried to the point of servility, never.to that
of disinterestedness. Never do they give you advice
which is not lucrative. It means little enough to
them that we should have ten lovers extra, as long
as’ they get dresses or. a bracelet out of them, and
that they can drive in our carriage . from time to time
or come to our box at the theatre. They have our
last night’'s bouquets, and they borrow oulr“shawls.
They never render us a service, ‘however slight,
without seeing that they are--‘—-pzii'd twice its value.
You yourself saw when Prudence brought me the
six thousand francs that I had asked her to get from
the duke, how shé borrowed fi.ve_ -]_,nm(l'red francs,
which she will never pay me back, or_ which she will
pay me in hats, which will never be taken out of their
boxes. _‘ ' |

“We can not,- then, have, or rather I can not have
more than one - possible kind of happiness, and this.
is, sad as I sometimes am, suffering as I always am,
o find a man superior enough not to ask questiong
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about my life, and to be the lover of my impressions
rather than of my body. Such a man I found in the
duke; but the duke is old, and old age neither pro-
tects nor consoles. I thought I could accept the life
which he offered me; bnt what would you have? I
was dying of gnui, and if one is bound to be con.
sumed, it is as well to throw oneself into the flameg
as to be asphyxiated with charcoal.

“Thenl met you, young, ardent, happy, and I
tried to make you the man I had longed for in my
noisy solitude. What I loved in you was not the
man who was, but the man who was going to be.
You do not accept the position, you reject it as
unworthy of you; you are an ordinary lover. Do
like the others; pay me, and say no more abont it.”’

Marguerite, tired out with this long confession,
threw herself back on the sofa, and to stifle aslight
cough put up her handkerchief to her lips, and from
that to her eyes.

«“Pardon, pardon.”” [ murmured, *I understood
it all, but I wanted to have it from your own lips,
my beloved Marguerite. Forget the rest and re-
member only one thing: that we belong to one an-
other, that we are vyoung, and that we love.
Marguerite, do with me as you will; I am your
slave, your dog, but in the name of heaven tear up
the letter which I wrote to you and do not make me
leave you to-morfow; it would kill me.”’ '

Marguerite drew the letter from her bosom, and
handing it to me with a smile of infinite sweetness,

sajdi
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s*Here it is. I have brought it back.”’
I tore the letter into fragments and kissed with

tears the hand that gave it to me.

At this moment Prudence reappeared.

“*I.ook here, Prudence; do you know what he
wants?’’ said Marguerite.

“‘He wants you to forgive him.”’

“Precisely.”

““And you do?"”

*‘One has to; but he wants more than that.”

“What, then?"’

““He wants to have supper with us.”

““And do you consent?’’

“What do you think?"’

“I think that you are two children who haven’t an
atom of sense between you; but 1 also think that I
am very hungry, and that the sooner you consent
the sooner we shall have supper.”’

“Come,’”’ said Marguerite, “‘there is room for the

three of us in my carriage.”’

“By the way,”’ she added, turning to me, ‘Nanine
will be gone to bed. You must open the door; take
my key, and try not to lose it again.’’

I embraced Marguerite until she was almost

stifled.

Thereupon Joseph entered.

*“Sir,”” he said, with the air of a man who is very
well satisfied with himself, ’the luggage is packed.”

“All of it?"’

“Yes, sir.” '
““Well, then, unpack it again; I .am not going.”’



CHAPTER XVI

I aiGHT have told you of the beginning of this
liaison in a few lines, but I wanted you to see every

step by which we came, I to agree to whatever Mar-
guerite wished, Marguerite to be unable to live
apart from me.

It was the day after the evening when she came
to see me that I sent her Manon Lescaut,

From that time, seeing that [ could not change my
mistress’s life, I changed my own. I wished dbove
all not to leave myself time to think over the position
I had accepted, for, in spite of myself, it was a great
distress to me. Thus my ‘life, genercl'y so calm,
assumed all at once an appearance of noise and
disorder. Never believe, however disinterested the.
love of a kept woman may be, that it will cost one
nothing. Nothing is so expensive as their caprices,
flowers, boxes at the theatre, suppers, days in the
country, which one can never r_efuse to one’s mistress.’

As [ have told you, I had little money. My
father was, and still is, recevenr ginéral at C. He
has a great réputation there for loyalty, thanks to
which he wuas able to find the security whichh he
needed in order to attain this position. It is ‘worth’
forty thousand francs a year, and during the ten
years that he has had it, he has paid off the security
and put aside a dowry for my sister. My father is:

the most honourable man in the world. When my
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mother died, she left six thousand francs a vyear,
which he divided between my sister and myself on
the very day when he received his appointment; then,
when [ was twenty-one, he added to this litile in-
coin& an annual allowance of five thousand francs,
assuring me that with eight thousand francs a year
I might live very happily at Paris, if, in addition
to this, I would make a position for myself either
in law or medicine. I came to Paris, studied law,
was called to the bar, and, like many other young
men, put my diploma in my pocket, and let myself
drift, as one so easily does in Paris.

My expenses were very moderate; only I used up
my year’s income in eight months, and spent the
four summer months with my father, which prac-
tically gave me twelve thousand francs a year, and,
in addition, the reputation of a good son. For the
rest, not a penny of debt.

This, then, was my position when I made the
acquaintance of Marguerite. You can well under-
stand that, in spite of myself, my expenses soon
increased. Marguerite’s nature was very capricious,
and, like so many women, she never regarded as a
serious expense those thousand and one distractions
which made up her life. So, wishing to spend as
much time with me as possible, she would write to
me in the morning that she would dine with me,
not at home, bur at some restaurant in Paris or in
the country. I would call for her, and we would
dine and go on to the theatre, often having supper
as well; and by the end of the evening I had spent:
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four or five louis, which came to two or three thou-
sand francs a month, which reduced my year to three
menths and  a half, and mad:z it necessary for me
cither to go into debt or to leave BDlargaerite. [
would have consented to anything except the latter.

Forgive me if [ give you all these details, but you
will sce that they were the cause of what was to
fol'ow, What [ tell you is a true and simple story,
and 1 leave it to all the pawveré of its details and all
the stmplicity of its developments,

I realized then that as nothing in the world would
make me forget my mistress, it was needful for me
o find some way of meeting the expenses into which
she drew nic. Then, oo, my love for her had so
disturbing an influence upon me that every moment
I spent away from Marguerite was like a year, and
that I felt the need of consuming these moments in
the fire of somz sort of passion, and of living them
so swiftly as not to know that I was living them.

I began by borrowing five or six thousand francs
on my little capital, and with this I took to gambling.
Since gambling houses were destroyed gambling
goes on everywhere. DPormerly, when one went to
Frascati, one had the chance of making a fortune;
one played against money, and if one lost, there
was always the consolation of saying that one might
have gaiued; whereas now, except in the clabs, where
there is still a certain rigour in regard to payments,
one is almost ceriain, the momant one gains a con”
siderable sum, not to receive it. You will readily

- understand why,
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Gambling is only likely to be carried on by young
reople very much in nced of money and not posscess-
ing the fertune necessmy for supporting the life
they lezad; they gemble, then, and with this result;
a few of ihem gain, but theose who lose serve to
ray fer their horses and mistresses, which is very
disrgrceable. IDebts are ceniracied, acquainiances
bepun akeut a green table end by quarrels in which
life or honcur ccmes to grief; and though one may
lic an homnest man, one {inds onerself ruined by other
Lenest men, whose only defect is that they have not
two hundred thousand francsa year.

I nced not tell ycun of these who cheat at play,
znid of how one hears one fine day of their hasly
dicaprearance and tardy condemnation.

Iflung myself into this rapid, noisy, and volcanic
life, which had foimerly terrified me when I thought
of if, and which had become for mc the necessary
complement of my love for Marguerite. What else
could I have done?

The nights that T did not spend in the Rue
«’Antin, if 1 kad spent them alore in my own room,
[ could not have slept. Jealousy would have kept
me awake, and infiamecl my blood and my thoughts;
while gambling gave a new turn to the fever which
would otherwise have preyed upon my heart, and
fixed it upon a passion which Iaid hold on me in spite
of myself, until the hour struck when I might go
o my mistress. Then, and by this I knew the
violence . of my love. I left the table without a
InCment’s hesitation, whether I was winning or los-
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ing, pitying those whom I left behind because they
would not, like me, find their real hzappiness in leav-
ing it. For the most of them, gambling was a
necessity; for me, it was a remedy. Free of Mar-
guerite, I should have been free of gambling.

Thus, in the midst of all that, I preserved a con-
siderable amount of self-possession; I lost only what
1 was able to pay, and gained only what T should
have been able to lose.

For the rest, chance wason my side. I made no
debts, and I spent three times as much money as
when I did not gamble. It was impossible to resist an
existence which gave me an easy means of satisfying
the thousand caprices of Marguerite. As for her, she
continued to love me as much, or even more than
ever.

As I told you, I began by being allowed to stay
only from midnight to six o’clock, then ] was asked
sometimes to a box in the theatre, then she some-
times came to dine with me. One morning I did
not go till eight, and there came a day when I did
not go till twelve.

But, sooner than the moral metamorphosis, a
physical metamorphosis came about in Margucrite:
I had taken her cure in hand, and the poor girl,
secing my aim, obeyed me in order to prove her
gratitude. I had succeeded without effort or trouble
in almost isolating her from her former habits. My
doctor, whom I had made her meet, had told me
that only rest and calm could preserve her health,

‘g0 that in place of snpper and sleepless nights, I
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succeeded in substituting a hygienic ségime and re-
gular sleep. In spite of herself, Marguerite got
accustomed to this new existence, whose salutary
effects she already realized. She began to spend
some of her evenings at home, or, if the weather
was fine, she wrapped herself in a shawl, put on a
veil, and we went- on foot, like two children, in the
dim alleys of the Champs-filystées. She would come
in tired, take a light supper, and go to bed after a
little music or reading, which she had never been
used ‘to do. The congh, which every time that I
heard it seemed to go through my chest, had almost
completely disappeared.

At the end of six weeks the count was entirely
given up, and only the duke obliged me to conceal
my Jiaison with Marguerite, and even he was sent
away when I was there, under the pretext that she
was asleep and had given orders that she. was not
to be awakened.

The habit or the need of seeing me which Mar-
guerite had now contracted had this good result:
that it forced me to leave the gaming-table just at
the moment when an adroit gambler would have lefi
it. Settling one thing against another, I fonnd my-
self in possession of some ten thousand francs,
which seemed to me an inexhaustible capital.

The time of the year whenI was accustomed (o
join my father and sister had now arrived, and I
did not go; both of them wrote to me frequently,
begging me to come. To these letters I replied as
best I could, always repeating that I was quite well
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and that T was not in need of money, two things
which, I thought, would console my father for my
delay in paying him my annual visit.

Just then, one fine day in summer, Marguerite
was awakened by the sunlight pouring into her room,
and, jumping out of bed, asked me if T would take
her into the country for the whole day.

We sent for Prudence, and all three set off, after
Marguerite had given Nanine orders to tell the
duke that she had taken advantage of the fine day
to go into the country with Mme. Duvernoy.

Besides the presence of Mme. Duvernoy being
needful on account of the old duke, Prudence was one
of those women who seem made on purpose for days
in the country. With her uuchanging good-humour
and her elernal appetite, she never left a dull mo-
ment to those whem ske was with, and was perfectly
happy in ordering eggs, cherries, milk, stewed rabbif,
and all the rest of the traditional lunch in the
country.

We had now only to decide where we should go.
It was once more Prudence who settled the difficulty.

“Do you want to go to the real country?’' she
asked.

“Yes.”’

“Weli, let us go to Bougival, at the Point du Jour,
at Widow Amould’s. Armand, order an open

carriage.”’
An hour and a half later we were at Widow

Arnould’s.
‘Perhaps youw know the inn, which is a hotel on
week days and a tea garden on Sundays, There is



THE LADY OF THE CAMELLIAS 161

a magnificent view from the garden, whichis at the
height of an ordinary first floor. On the left ‘the
Aqueduct of Marly closes in the horizon, on the
right one looks across hill alter hill; the river, almost
without current at that spot, uniolls itself like a
large white watered ribbon Detween the plain of
the Gabillons and the islands of Creissy, lulled eter-
nally by the trembling of its high poplars and the
murmur of its willows. Bavonl, distinct in the sun-
light, rise Ilittle white houses, with red roofs, and
manufactories, which, at that distance, put an ad-
mirable finish to the landscapz. Bzsyond that, Paris
in the mist! As Prudence had told us, it was the
real countey, and, I must add, it was a real lunch.

[t is not only out of gratitude for the happiness
I owe it, but Bougival, in spite of its horrible name,
is one of the prettiest places that it is possible to
imagine. I have travelled a good deal, and seen
much grander things, but none more charming than
this little village gaily seated at the foot of the hill
which protects it,

Mme. Arnould asked usif we would take a boat,
ancd Marguerite and Prudence accepted joyously.

Pcople have always associated the country with
Jove, and they have done well; nothing affords so fine
a frame for the woman whom one loves as the blue
sky, the odours, the flowers, the breeze, the shining
solitude of fields, or woods. However much one
loves a woman, whatever confidence one may have
in her, whatever certainty her past may offer. us asto
her future, onz is always more or less jealous. If
you have been in love, you must have felt the nced:



162 THE LADY OF THE CAMELLIAS

of isolating from this world the being in whom yon
would live wholly. It seems as if, however indif-
ferent she may be to her sursoundings, the woman
whom one loves loses something of her perfume and
of her unity at the contact of men and things. As
for me, I experienced that more than most. Mine
was not an ordinary love; I was as much in love as
an ordinary creature could be, but with Marguerite
Gautier; that is to say, that at Paris, at every step,
I might elbow the man who had already been her
lover or who was about to, while in the country,
surrounded by people whom we had never seen and
who had no concern with us, alone with nature in
the spring-time of the year, that annuzal pardon, and
shut off from the noise of the city, I could hide my
love, and love without shame or fear.

The courtesan disappeared little by little. I had
by me a young and beautiful woman, whom I lovad,
and who loved me, and who was called Marguerite;

the past had no more reality and the future no more
clouds. The sun shone upon my mistress as it might

have shone upon the purest bride. We walked to-
gether in those charming spots which seemed to have
been made on purpose to recall the verses of
Lamartine or to sing the melodies of Scudo. Mar-
guerite was dressed in white, she leaned on my ‘arm,
saying over to me again under the starry sky the
words she had said to me the day before, and far
off the world went on its way, without darkening
with its shadew the radiant picture of our youth and
love. |
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That was the dream that the hot sun brought to
me that day through the leaves of the trees, as, lying
on the grass of the island on which we had landed.
[ let my thought wander, free from the human links
that had bound it, gathering to itself every hope
that came 1n its way.

Add to this that from the place where I was [
could see on the shorc a charming little house of
iwo stories, with a semicircular railing; through the
railing, in front of the house, a green lawn, smooth
as velvet, and behind the house a little wood full of
mysterious retreats, where the moss must efface ecach

morning the pathway that had been made the day
before.  Climbing flowers clung about the doorway
of this uninhabited house, mounting as high as the
tirst story.

I looked at the house so long that I began by
thinking of it as mine, so perfectly did it embody the
dream that I was dreaming; I saw DMarguerite and
myself there, by day in the little wood that covered
the hillside, in the evening seated on the grass, and
[ asked myself if earthly creatures had ever been so
happy as we should be.

“What a prett)f,' house!”” Marguerite said to me,
as she followed the direction of my gaze and perhaps

of my thought.
“Where?'’ asked Prudence.
““Yonder,”” and Marguerite pointed to the house

n question.
““Ah, delicious!”’ replied Prudence. ‘Do you
like jit2?
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“*Very much.”’
“Well, tell the duke to take it for you; he would

do so, I am sure. 1’ll see about it if you like.”’
Marguerite looked at me, as if to ask me what
I thought. My dream vanished at the last words
of Prudence, and Dbrought me back to reality so
brutally that I was still stunned with the fall.
“Yes, yes, an excellent idea,”” I stammered, not
knowing what I was saying.
“Well, I will arrange that,”’ said Marguerite,

freeing my hand, and interpreting my words accord-
ing to her own desire. ‘“Let us go and sece if it is
to let.”’

The house was empty, and to let for two thousand
francs.

“Would you be happy here?’? she said to me.

‘““Am Isure of coming here?’’

““And for whom else should I bury myself here,
if not for you?”’

““Well, then, Marguerite, let me take it myself.”

“You are mad; not only is it unnecessary, but it
would be dangerous. You know perfectly well that
I have no right to accept it save from one man.
I.et me alone, big baby, and say nothing.’’

““That means,” said Prudence, “that when I have
two days free I will come and spend them with you.”

We left the house, and started on our return to

Paris, talking over the new plan. 1 held Marguerite
in my arms, and as I got down fio.n the carriage,
I had already begun to look upon her arrangement

- with lesscritical eyes,
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NirxT day Marguerite sent me away very ecarly,
saying that the duke was coming at an early hour,
and promising to write to me the moment he went,
and to make an appointment for the evening. In
the course of the day I received this note:

] am going to Bougival with the duke; be at
Prudence’s to-night at eight.”’

At the appointed hour Marguerite came to me

at Mme. Duvernoy’s.
«“Well, it is all settled,”’ she said, as she entered,
““The house is taken?’’ asked Prudence.

“Yes; he agreed at once.”

I did not know the duke, but 1 felt ashamed of
deceiving him. '

*But that is not all,” continned Marguerite.

“What else is there?”’

“I have been seeing about a place for Armand
to stay.” |

*In the same house?’’ asked Prudence, laughing.

“‘No, at Point du Jour, where we had dinner, the
duke and 1. While he was admiring the view, 1
asked Mme. Arnould (she is called Mme. Arnould,

isn’t she?) if there were any suitable rooms, anl
she showed me just the very thing: ;alen, anteroom,

165
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and bed-rcom, at sixty francs a month; the whole
place furnished in a way to divert a hypochondriac,
I took it. Was 1 right?”’

I flung my arms around her neck and kissed her.

“It will be charming,”” she continued. *“You have
the key of the little door, and I have promised the
auke the key of the front door, which he will not
take, because he will come during the day when he
comes. I think, between ourselves, that he is en-
chanted with a caprice which will keep me out of
Paris for a time, and so silence the objections of
his family. However, he has asked me how I,
loving Paris as 1 do, could make up my mind to
bury myself in the country. I told him that I was
ill, and that I wanted rest. He seemed to have
some difriculty in believing me. The poor old man
is always on the watch. We must take every pre-
caution, my dear Armand, for he will have me
watched while I am there; and it isn’t only the ques-
tion of his taking a house for me, but he has my
debts to pay, and unluckily I have plenty. IDoes all
that snit you?”’

“Yes,”” I answered, frying to quiet the scruples
which this way of living awoke in me from time to
time. |

“We went all over the house, and we shall have
everything perfect. The dnke is going to look after
every single thing. A, my dear,”” she added, kissing
me, ‘“you’re in luck; it’s a millionaire who makes your

bed for yon.”
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““And when shall yon move into the house?’ in-
quired Prudence.

“* As soon as possible.””

“Will you take your horses and carriage?’’

1 shall take the whole house, and you can look
after my place while I am away.”

A week later Marguerite was setitled in her coun-
try house, and I was installed at Point du Jour.

Then began an existence which I shall have some
difficulty in describing to you. At first Marguerite
could not break entirely with her former habits, and,

as the house was always e fér, all the women whom
she knew came to see her. For a whole month there

was not a day when Marguerite had not eight or
ten people to meals. Prudence, on her side, brought
down all the people she knew, and did the honours
of the house as if the house belonged to her.

The duke’s money paid for all that, as you may
imagine; but from time to time Prudence came to
me, asking for a note for a thousand {rancs, pro-

fessedly on behalf of Marguerite. You know [ had
won some money at gambling; I therefore imme-

diately handed over to Prudence what she asked for
Marguerite, and fearing lest she should require more
than I possessed, I borrowed at Paris a sam equal
to that which [ had already borrowed and paid back.
| was then once more in possession of some ten
thousand francs, without reckoning my allowaice.
However, Marguerite’s pleasure in  seeing her
friends was a little moderated when she saw the
¢xpense which that pleasure entailed, and especially
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the necessity she was sometimes in of asking me for
money. The duke, who bhad taken the house in
order that Marguerite might rest there, no longer
visitedd it, fearing to find himrself in the midst of a
large and merry company, by whom he did not wish
io be seen. This came ahout through his having
once arrived to dine (-a 1#7e with Marguerite
and having fallen upon a party of fifteen, who weré
still at Jlunch at an Lour when he was-prepared to sit
down to dinner. He had unsuspectingly opened the
dining-room door, and had been greeted by a burst
of laughter, and had had to retire precipitately be-
fore the impertinent mirth of the women who were
assembled there,

Marguerite rose from table, and joined the duke
in the next room, where she tried, as far as possible,
to induce him fo forget the incident, but the old
man, wounded in his dignity, bore her a grudge for
it, and conld not forgive her. He said to her, some-
what cruelly, that he was tired of paying for the
follies of a woman who could not even have him
treated with respecf under his own roof, and he
went away in great indignation.

Since that day he had never been heard of.

In vain Marguerite dismnissed her guests, changed
her way of life; the rluke was not to be heard of.
I was the gzainer in so far that my mistress now
belonged to me more completely, and my dream was
at length i1ealized. Marguerite could not be with-
out me. Not caring what the result might be, she
publicly proclaimed our Jiaien, and I had come to
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live entirely at her house. The servants addressed
me officially as their master.

Prudence had strictly sermonized Marguerite in
regard to her new manner of life; but she had re-
plied that she [hve:ll me, that she could not live with-
ot me, and that, happen what might, she would
not sacrifice the pleasure of having me constantly
with her, adding that those who were not satisfied
with this arrangement were free to stay away. So
much I had heard one day when Prudence had said
to Marguerite that she had something very impor-
tant to tell her, and I had listened at the door of
the room into which they had shut themselves.

Not long after, Prudence returned again. I was
at the other end of the garden when she arrived,
and she did not see me. I had no doubt, from the
way in which Marguerite came to meet her, that an-

other similar conversation was going to take place,
and [ was anxions to hear what it was about. The

two women shut themselves into a Dboudoir, and I
put myself within hearing.

“Well?”’ said Marguerite.

“Well, I have seen the duke.”

*“What did he say?’’

“That he would gladly forgive youin regard to
the scene which took place, but that he has learned
that you are publicly living with M. Armand Duval,
and that he will never forgive that, ‘Let Mar-

guerite leave the young man,” he said to me, ‘and’
as in the past, I will give her all that she requires;

in fot, let her ask nothing more from me.’ ”
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“And you replied?’
“That I would report his docision to you, and [

promised him that I would Dbring yon into a more
reasonable frame of mind., Only think, my dear

child, of the position that you are losing, and that
Armand can never give you. He loves you with

all his soul, but he has no fortune capable of sup-
plying your needs, and he will be bound to leave you
one day, when it will be too late and when the duke
will refuse to do any more for you. Would you
like me to speak to Armand?”’

Marguerite seemed to be thinking, for she an-
swered ncthing. My heart beat violently while I

waited for her reply.

“No,”” she answered, *““I will not leave Armand,
and I will not conceal the fact that] am living with
him. It is folly no doubt, but I love him. What
would you have me do? And then, now that he has
got accustomed to be always with me, he would
suffer too cruelly if he had to leave me so much as
an hour a day. Besides, [ have not such a Jong

time to live that I need make myself miserable in
order to plecase an old man whose very sight makes
me feel old., Let him keep his money; 1 will do
without it.”

“But what will you do?"’

“l don’t in the least know.”

Prudence was no doubt going to make some reply,
but I entered suddenly and flung myself at Mar-
guerite’s feet, covering her hands with tears in my
ioy at being thus loved.
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“My life is yours, Marguerite; you need this man
no longer. Am I not here? Shall T ever leave you,
and can I ever repay you for thz hanninzss that you
give me? No more barriers, my Marguerite; we
love; what matters all the rest?”’

*Oh, yes, I love you, my Armand,”” she maravires
putting her two arms around my neck. T T o
as I never thought 1 shouald ever love. Ve wiil be
happy; we will live quietly, and I will say gol-bye
forever to the life for which I now Dblush. You
won’t ever reproach me for the past? Tell me !”’

Tears choked my voice. [ could only reply by
clasping Marguerite to my heart. '

«“Well,”” said she, turning to Prudence, an: soeak-
ing in a broken voice, ‘‘you can repori this scene to
the duke, and you can add that wz have no longer
need of him.”

From that day forth the duke was never referred
to. Marguerite was no longer the same woman that
I had known. She avoided everything that might
recall to me the life which she had Dbeen leading
when I first met her. Never did wife or sister sur-
round husband or brother with such loving care as
she had for me. Her nature was morbidly open fto
all impressions and accessible to all sentiments. She
had broken equally with her friends and wiih her
ways, with her words and with her extravagances,
Any one who had seeun us leaving the house to go
on the river in the charming little boat which | had

bought would never have bzlieved that the woman
dressed in white, wearing a straw hat, and carrying
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on her arm a little silk pelisse to protect her against
the damp of the river, was that Jarguerite Gautier

who, only four months ago, had Dbzen the talk of
the town for the luxury and scandal of her existence.

Alas, we made haste to be happy, as if we knew
that we were not to be happy long.

For two months we had not even been to Paris.
No one came to see us, except Pradence and Julie
Duprat, of whom I have spoken to you, and to
whom Marguerite was afterward to give the touch-
ing narrative that § have here.

I passed whole diys at the feet of my mistress.
We opened the windows upon the garden, and as we
watched the summer ripsning in its flowers and under
the shadow of the tress, we Dbreathed together that
true life which neither Marguerite nor 1 had ever
known before.

Her delight in the smallest things was like that
of a child. There werc days when she ran in the
garden, like a child of ten, after a batterfly or a
dragon-fly. This courtesan who had cost more
money in bonquets than would have kept a whole
family in comfort, would sometimes sit on the grass
for an hour, examining the simple flower whose
name she bore, .

It was at this time that she read Manon Lescaut,
over and over again. I found her several times
making notes in the book, and she always declared
that when a woman loves, she can not do as Manon
did.

- The duke wrote to her two or three times, _Shé
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recognised the writing and gave me the letters with-
ot reading them. Somectimes the terms of these
letters bronght tears to my eyes. He had imagined
that by closing his purse to Marguerite, he would
bring her back to him; but when he had perceived
the uselessness of these means, he could hold out no
longer; he wrote and asked that he might see her
again, as before, no matter on what conditions.

I read these urgent and repeated letters, and
fore them in pieces, without telling Marguerite what
they contained and without advising her to see the
old man again, though I was half inclined to, so
much did I pity him, but I was afraid lest, if I so
advised her -she should think that 1 wished the duke,
not merely to come and see her again, but to take
over the expenses of the house; I feared, above all,
that she might think me capable of shirking the
responsibilities of every consequence to which her
love for me might lead her.

It thus came about that the duke, receiving no
reply, ceased to write, and that Marguerite and I

continited to live together withont giving a thought
to the fature. '
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IT would be difficult to give you all the details of
our nzw life. Tt was made up of a series of little
childish events, charming for us but insignificant fto
any one else., You know what it is to be in love with
a woman, you know how it cuts short the days, and
with what loving listlessness one drifts into the mor-
row. You know that forgetfulness of everything
which comes of a violent, confident, reciprocated
love. Every being who is not the beloved one seems
a usecless being in creation. One regrets having cast
scraps of one’s heart to other women, and one can
not believe in the possibility of ever pressing another
hand than that which one holds between one’s hands.
The mind admits neither work mnor remembrance;
nothing, in short, which can distract it from the one
thought in which it is ceaselessly absorbed. Every
day one discovers in one’s mistress a new charm and
unknown delights. Existence itself is but the un-
ceasing accomplishment of an unchanging desire; the
soul is but the vestal charged to feed the sacred fire
of love.

. We often went at night-time to sit in the little
wood above the house; there we listened to the cheer-
ful harmonies of evening, both of us thinking of the
coming hours which should leave us to one another
till the dawn of day. At other times we did not get

174
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up all day; we did not even let the surnlight enter
our room.

The curtains were hermetically closed, and for a
moment the external world did not exist for us.
Nanine alone had the right to open our door, but
only to bring in our meals and even these we took
without getting up, interrupting them with laughter
and gaiety. To that succeeded a brief sleep, for,
disappearing into the depths of our love, we were
like two divers who only come to the surface to
take breath.

Nevertheless, I surprised moments of sadness,
even tears, in Marguerite; I asked her the cause of
her trouble, and she answered:

“Our love is not like other loves, my Armand.
Yeu love me as if I had never belonged to another,
and I tremble lest later on, repenting of your love,
and accusing me of my past, you should let me fall
back into that life from which you have taken me.
I think that now that I have tasted of another life,
I should die if I went back to the old one. Tell me
that you will never leave me!”

“I swear it !’

At these words she looked at me as if to read in
my eyes whether my oath was sincere; then flung
herself into my arms, and, hiding her head in my
bosom, said to me: “You don’t know how much }
love you!”’

One evening, seated on the balcony outside the
window, we looked at the moon which seemed to
rise with difficulty out of its bed of clouds, and we
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listened fo the wind violently rustling the trees; we
held each other’'s hands, and for a whole quarter. of
an hour we had not spoken, when Marguerite said

to me: : :
“* Winter is at hand. Would you like for us to

go abroagd?’’

“Where?”’

“To Italw.”’

“You are tired of here?”’

“] am afraid of the winter; I am particularly
afraid of your return to Paris.”’

“Why?”’

“For many reasons.”

And she wenton abruptly, without giving me her
reasons for fears: .

“Will you go abroad? T will sell all that I have;
we will go and live there, and there will be nothing
left of what I was; no one will know who I am.
Will yow?”’ , |

“By all means, if you like, Marguerite, let us
travel,”” I said. “But where is the necessity of sell-
ing things which you will be glad of when we return?
I have not a large encugh fortune to accept such a
sacrifice; but I have enough for us to be able to
travel splendidly for five or six months, if that will
amuse you the least in the world.” .

““After all, no,”’ she said, leaving the window and
going to sit down on the sofa at the other end of:
the room. *“Why should we spend money abroad?

I cost you enough already, here.”’ |
“You reproach me. Marguerite; it isn’t genemus.”
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«Forgive me, my friend,”’ she said, giving e her
hand  ““This thunder weather gets on my nerves;
[ do not say what [ intend to say.”’

And after embracing me she fell into a long
reverie.

Scenes of this kind often took place, and though
I could not discover their causz, I could not fail to
sce in Marguerite signs of disjuietude in regard to
the future. She could not doubt my love, which in-
creased day by day, and yet Ioften found her sad,
without being able to get any explanation of the
reason, except some physical cause.

FFearing that so monotonous a life was beginning
to weary her, I proposed returning io Paris; bat
she always refused, assuring me that she could not

be so happy anywhere as in the country.
Prudence now came but rarely; but she often

wrote letters which I never aske:d to ses, though,
cvery timez that they caine, they scemed to pre-

occupy Marguerite deeply. [ did not know what to
think, . '

One day Marguerite was in her room. I entered.
She was writing.

“To whom are you writing?'’ I asked.

“To Prudence. Do you want to see what I am
writing?"’

1 had a horror of anything that might look like
suspicion, and I answered that I had no desire to
know what she was writing; and yet] was certain
that letter would have explained to me the cause of

her sadness.
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Next day the weather was splendid. Marguerite
proposed to me to take the boat and go as far as the
island of Croissy. She seemed very cheerful; when
we got back it was five o 'clock.

sMme. Duvernoy has been here,”’ said Nanine,
as she saw us enter.

*'She has gone again?’’ asked Marguerite,

““Yes, madame, in the carriage; she said it was
arranged.”’

“Quite right,”’ said Marguerite sharply. “Serve
the dinner.”

Two days afterward there came a letter from
Prudence, and for a fortnight Marguerite scemed
to have got rid of her mysterious gloom, for which
she constantly asked my forgiveness, now that it no
longer existed.

S:(ill, the carriage did not return.

’How is it that Prudence does not send you back
your carriage?’’ I asked one day.

“QOne of the horses is ill, and there are some re-
pairs to bedone. It is better to have that done while
we are here, and don’t need a carriage, than to wait
till we get back to Paris.’’

Prudence came two days afterward, and conflrmed
what Marguerite had said, The two women went
for a walk in the garden, and when I joined them
they changed the conversation. That night, as she
was going, Pmdence complained of the cold and
asked Marguerite to lend her a shawl.

So a month passed, and all the time Marguerite
was more joyous and more affectionate than she ever
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had been. Nevertheless, the carringe did not re-
turn, the shawl had not been sent back, and I began
to be anxious in spite of myseclf. and as I knew in
which drawer DMarguerite put Prudence’s letters, 1
took advantage of a moment when she was at the

other end of the garden, went to the drawer, and
tricd to open it: in vain, for it was locked. When

¥

I opened the drawer in which the trinkeis and dia-
monds were usually kept, these opened without

resistance, but the jewel cases had disappeared, along
with their contents -no doubt.

A sharp fear penetrated my heart. I might in-
deed ask Marguerite forthe truth in regardto these
disappearances, bnt it was certain that she would

not confess it.
“My good Marguerite,”” I said to her, *I am

going to ask your perimission to go to Paris. They
do not know my address, and 1 expect there are
letters from my father waiting for me. I have no

doubt he is concerned; I ought to answer him.”
““Go, my friend,’’ she said; “*but be back early.”

I went straight to Prudence.
“*Come,” said I, without beating about the bush,

“tell me frankly, where are Marguerite’s horses?”
“«Sold.”’
**The shawl?”’
“Sold.”?
“The diamonds?”’

“Pawned.”
“And who has sold and pawned them?”’
(14 I y3
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“Why did you not tell me?”’

“Because Marguerite made me promise not to.”

“And why did you not ask me for money?”’

“*‘Because she wouldn’t let me.”’

“And where has this money gone?”’

“In payments.”’

“Is she much in debt?”’

“Thirty thousand francs, or thereabouts. Ah,
my dear fellow, dido’t I tell you? You woulds't
believe me; now you are convinced. The uphol-
sterer whom the duke had agreed to settle with was
shown out of the house when he presented himself,
and the duke wrote next day to say that he would
answer 1or nothing in regard to Mlle. Gautier.
This man wanted his money; he was given part
payment out of the few thousand francs that I got
from you; then some kind souls warned him that
his debtor had been abandoned by the duke and was
living with a penpiless young mim; the other credi-
tors were told the same; they asked for their money,
and seized some of the goods. Marguerite wanted
to sell everything, buat it was too late, and besides
I should have opposed it. But it was neccessary 1o
pay, and in order not to ask you' for money, she
cold her horses and her shawls, and pawned her
jewels, Would you like to see the receipts and the

pawn tickets?”’
And Prudence opened the drawer and showed me

- the papers. |
““Ah, you think,”’ she continued, with the in-

sistence of a woman who can say, I was right after
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all, “ah, you think it is enough to be in love, and to
go into the country and lead a dreamy, pastoral
life. No, my friend, no. By the side of that ideal

life, there is a material life, and the purest resolu-
tiors are held to earth by threads which seem sligiit
enough, but which are of iron, not easily to be

broken. If Margu=rite has not been unfaithful to
you twenty times, it is because she has an exceptional
nature. It is not my fault for not advising her to,
for [ couldn’t bear to see the poor girl stripping her-
sclf of everything. She wouldn’t; she replied that
she loved you, and she wouldn’t be unfaithful to you
for anything in the world. All that is very pretty,
very poetical, but one can’'t pay one’s creditors in
that coin, and now she can’t free herself from debt,
unless she can raise thirty thousand francs.”

«“All right, I will provide that amount.”

“You will borrow it?’’

“Good heavens! Why, yes!”’

“A fine thing that will be to do; you will fall out
with your father, cripple your resources, and one
doesn’t find thirty thousand francs from one day to
another. Believe me, my dear Armand, I know
women better than you do; do not commit this folly;
vou will be sorry for it cne day. Be reasonable. [
den’t advise you to leave Marguerite, but live with
her as you did at the heginning. Let her.find the
means to get out of this difficulty. The duke will
come back in a little while. The Comte de N., if
she would take him, he told me yesterday even,
would pay all her debts, and give her four or five
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thousand francs a month., He has two hundred
thousand francs a year. It would be a position for
her, while you will certainly be obliged to leave her.
Don’t wait till you are ruined, especially as the
Comte de N. is a fool, and nothing would prevent
your still being Marguerite’s lover. She would cry
a little at the beginning, but she would come to ac-
custom herself to it, and you would thank me one
day for what you had done. Imagine that Mar-
guerite is married, and deceive the husband; that
is all. I have already told you all this once, only at
that time it was merely advice, and now it is almost
a necessity.”’

What Prudence said was cruelly true.

«“This is how it is,”” she went on, putting away the
papers she had just shown me; ‘““women like Mar-
guerite always foresee that some one will love them,
never that they will love; otherwise they would put
aside money, and at thirty they could afford the
luxury of having a lover for nothing. ' If I had only
known once what I know now! In short, say noth-
ing to Marguerite, and bring her back to Paris.
You have lived with her - alone for four or five
months; that is quite enough. Shut your eyes now;
that is all that any one asks of you. At the end of
a fortnight she will take the Comte de N., and she
will save  up during the winter, and next summer
you -will begin ovcr again. That is how things are
done, my dear fellow!”’ '

And Prudence appeared to be enchanted with her

advice, which I refused indignantly.
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Not only my love and my dignity would not let
me act thus, but I was certain that, feeling as she
did now, Marguerite would die rather than accept
another lover.

“Enough joking,” I said to Prudence; *tell me
exactly how much Marguerite is in need of.”

“I have told you: thirty thousand francs.”’

“And when does she require this sum?”’

«‘Before the end of two months.”’

““She shall have it.”’
Prudence shrugged her shoulders.
“] will give it to you,”’ I continued, “but you must

swear to me that you will not tell Marguerite that

I have given it to you.”

“Don’t be afraid.”

“And if she sends you anything else to sellor
pawn, let me know.”’

*T'here is no danger. She has nothiné left.”’

I went straight to my own house to see if there

were any letters from my father. There were four.



CHAPTER XIX

In his first three letters my father inquired the
cause of my silence; in the last he allowed me to see
that he had heard of my change of life, and in-
formed me that he was about to come and see me.

1 have always had a great respect and a sincere
affection for my father. I replied that I kad been
travelling for a short time, and begged him to let
me know beforehand what day he would arrive, so
:that I could be there to meet him.

I gave my servant my address in the country,
telling him to bring me the first letter that came with
the post-mark of C., then I returned to Bougival.

Marguerite was waiting for me at the garden
gate. She looked at me anxiowsly. Throwing her
arms round my neck, she said to me: ‘“Have you
seen Prudence?”’

“No.”’

*“You were a long time in Paris.”’

“] found letters from my father to which I had
to reply.”’

A few minutes afterward Nanine entered, all out
of breath. Marguerite rose and talked with her in
whispers. When Nanine had gone out Marguerite
sat down by me again and said, taking my hand:

«“Why did you deceive me? You were to see
Prudence.”’

184
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«“Who told you?”’

«*Nanine.”’

¢« And how did she know?"”’

“She followed you."

«Vou told her to follow me?"”’

««Yes. [ thought that you must have had a very
strong motive for going 1o Paris, after not leaving
me for four months., I was afraid that something
might happen to you, oOr that you were perhaps go-~
ing to see another woman.”’

“Child !’

“Now [ am relieved. I know what you have
done, but T don't yet know what you have been told.”

I showed Marguerite my father's letters.

«That is not what I am asking you about. What
[ want to know is why you went to scé Pradence.”’

“To see her.”’

“That's a lie, my friend.”

«“Well, I went to ask her if the horse was any
better, and if she wanted your shawl and your
jewels any longer.”’

Marguaerite blushed, but did not answer:

¢sAnd,”” I continued, ¢I learned what you had
done with your Horses, shawls, and jewels.”

“And you are vexed ?”’

“[ am vexed that it never occurred to you to ask
me for what you were in want of.”’

““In g4 liaissn like ours, if the woman has any sense
of dignity at all, she ought to make every possible
sacrifice rather than ask her lover for money and
so give a venal character to her love. You love mea
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I am sure, but you do not know on how slight a
thread aepends the love one has for a woman like
me. Who knows? Perhaps some day when you
were bored or worried you would fancy you saw a
carefully concerted plan in our /Jiass. Prudence is
a chatterbox. What need had I of the horses? It
was an economy to sell them. I don't use them and
I don’t spend anything on their keep; if you love me,
I ask nothing more, and you will love me just as
much without horses, or shawls, or diamonds.”’

All that was said so naturally that the tears came
to my eyes as I listened.

“But, my good Marguerite,’
her hands lovingly, ‘‘you knew that one day I should

]

I replied; pressing

discover the sacrifice you had made, and that the
moment I discovered it [ should allow it no longer.”’

“But why?"

““Because, my dear child, T can not allow your
affection for me to deprive you of even a trinket.
I too should not like you to be able, in a moment
when you were bored or worried, to think that if
you were living with somebody else those moments
would not exist; ‘and to repent, if only for a minute,
of living with me. Ina few days your horses, your
diamonds, and your shawls shall be returned to you.
They are as necessary to you as air is to life, and it
may be absurd, but I like you better showy than
simple.”’

““Then you no longer love me.”’

“‘Foolish creature!’’

“If you loved me, you would let me love you my
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own way; on the contrary, you perisist in only seeing
in me a woman to whom luxury is indispensable, and
whom vou think you are always obliged to pay.

Vou are ashamed to accept the proof of my love.
In spite of yourself, you think of leaving me some
day, and you want to put your disintercstedness be-
yond risk of suspicion. You are right, my friend,
but I had better hopes.”

And Marguerite made a motion to rise; 1 held
her, and said to her:

“] want you to be happy and to have nothing to
reproach me for, that is all.”

And we are going to be separated!”’

“Why, Marguerite, who can separate us?’ I
cried,

You, who will not let me take you on your own
level, but insist on taking me on mine; you, who wish
me to keep the luxury in the midst of which I have
lived, and so keep the moral distance which sepa-~
rates us; you, who do not believe that my affection
is sufficiently disinterested to slaire with me what
you have, though we could live happily enough on
it together, and: would rather ruin yourself, because.
you are still bound by a foolish prejudice. So you
really think that I could compare a carriage and dia-

monds with your love? Do you think that my real
happiness lies in the trifles that mean so much when

onc has nothing to love, but which become trifling-
indeed when one has? You will pay my debts,
realize your estate, and then keep me? How long:
will that lasi? Two or three months, and then it
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will be too late to live the life T propose, for then
you will have to take cverything from me, aand thag
is what a man of honour can not do; while now you
have eight or ten thousand francs a year, on which
we should be able to live. T will sell the rest of
what [ do not want, and with this alone [ will make
two thousand francs a year. We will take a nice
little flat in which we can both live. In the summer
we will go inty the country, not to a house like this,
but to a hnousz inst big enongh for two peonle. You
are independent, I am {ree, we arc young; in heav-
en’s name, Armand, do not drive me back into the
life I had to lead oace!”’ ‘

I could not answer. Tears of gratitude and love
filled my eyes, and [ flung myself into Marguerite’s
arms.

“«T wanted,'’ she coatinued, *t> arrange cvérything
without telling you, pay all my debts, and take a new
flat. In October we should have bzen back in Paris,
and all would have conz out; bat since Pradence
has told yoa all, y.u wilt have to agree bzforehand,
instead of agreeing afterward. Do you love me

c¢nough for that?”’
It was impossible to resist such devotion. [ kissed

her hands ardently, and said:

“] will do whatever you wish.”’
It was agreed that we should do as she had

planned. Thereupon, she went wild with delight;
danced, sang, amused herself with calling up pic

tures of Lier new flat in all its simplicity, and began
to consult me as -to its position and arrangemszat. I
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saw how happy and proud ske was of this recolution,
which seemed as if it would bring us into closer and
closer relaticnship, and I resolved to do my . own
<kare. In an instant 1 decided the whole course of
my life. I put my affairs in order, and made over
to  MNarguerite the income which had come to me
fromm» my mother, and which secemed little enough in
retttrn - for the sacrifice which 1 was accepting.
There remaired the five thousand francs a year
frtom my father; and, whatever happened, [ had al-
ways enough to live on. I did not tell Marguerite
what I had done, certain as I was that she would
refuse the gift. This incomc came from a mortgage

of sixty thousand francs on a house thatI had never
cven seen.,  All that I knew was that every three
months my father’s solicitor, an old friend of the
family, handed over to me seven hundred and fifty
francs in return for my receipt.

The dzy when Marguerite and I came to Paris to
look for a flat, I went to this solicitor and asked him
what had to be done in order to make over this in-
conie to another person. The good man imagined I
was ruined, add questioned me as to the cause of
my decision. As I knew that [ should be obliged,
“oner or later, to say in whose favour I made this
Uansfer, 1 thought it best to tell Lim the truth at
tnce. He made none of the objections that his po-
sition as friend and solicitor anthorized him to make,
and assured me that he would arrange the whole
affair in the hest way possible. Naturally, T begged
him to employ the greatest discretion in regard to
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my father, and on leaving him I rejoined Margue-
rife, who was waiting for me at Julic Duprat’s, where
she had gone in preference to going to listen to the
moralizings of Prudence.

We began to lock out for flats. All those that we
saw seemed to Marguerite too dear, and to me too
simple. However, we f{inally found, in one of the
quictest parts of Paris, a little house, isolated from
the main part of the building. Behind this little
housz was a charming garden, surrounded by walls
high enough to screen us from our neighbours and
low enough not to shut off our own view. It was
better than our expectations.

While I went to give notice at my own flat, Mar-
guerite went to see a business agent, who, she told
me, had already done for one of her friends exactly
what she wanted him to do for her. She came on to
the Rue de Provence in a state of great delight. The

man had promised to pay all her debts, to give her
a receipt for the amount, and to hand over to her

twenty thousand francs, in return for the whole of
her furniture. You have seen by the amount taken
at the sale that this honest man would have gained
thirty thousand francs out of his client.

We went back joyously to Bougival, talking over
our projects for the future, which, thanks to our
heedlessness, and especially to our love, we saw in
the rosiest light.

A week later, as we were having lunch, Nanine
came tot=ll us that my servant was asking for me.
“Let him come in,’’ I said.
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«Sir,”’ said he, ‘“‘your father has arrived in Paris,
and begs you to return at once to your rooms, where
he is waiting for you.”

This piece of news was the most natural thing in
the world, yet, as we heard it, Marguerite and I
looked at one another. We foresaw trouble. Be-
fore she had spoken a word, I replied to her thought,
and, taking her hand, I said, ‘Fear nothing.”’

- “Come back as.soon as possible,”” whispered Mar~
guerite, embracing me; I will wait for you at the

window."”’
1 sent on Joseph to tell my father that I was on
my way. Two hours later I was at the Rue de

Provence.



CHAPTER XX

My father was seated in ‘my room in his dressing-
gown; he was writing, and I saw at once, by the way
in which he raised his eyes to me when I came in,
that there was going to be a scrious dlscussmn. [
went up to him, all the Same, as if [ had seen noth-
ing in his face, embraced him, and said:

“Whepr did you come, father?’’

“Last night.”
“Did you come straight here, asusual?’’

“Yes.”

«] am very sorry not to have been here to receive
you.’’ :
] expected that the sermon which my father’s
cold face threatened would begin at once; but he
said nothing, sealed the letter which he had just
written, and gave it to Joseph to post.

When we were alone, my father rose, and leaning
against the mantel-piece, said to me:

“My dear Armand, we have serious matters to
discuss.” |

““] am listening, father.”

“You promise me to be frank?”’

“*Am I not accustomed to be so?’’

“Is it not true that you are living with a woman
called Marguerite Gautier?”’

“Yes.”

“Do you know what this woman was?”’

192
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““A kept woman.”’

““And it is for her that you.have forgotten to come
and see your sister and me this year?”’

“Yes, father, [ admit it.”’

“You are very much in love with this woman?’’

“You see it, father, since she has made me fail
in duty toward-you, for which I humbly ask your
forgiveness to-day.”’

My father, no. doubt, was not expecling such cate-
gorical answers, for he secmed to reflect a moment,

and then said te me: _
“You have, of course, reahzed that you can not
a!ways live like that?”’
“I fear so, father, but I have not realized it.”’

“But you must u.all/,c, | c‘on'tinaed my father, in
a dryer tone, “that I, at all bVCﬂ[b should not per-

mit it.”?
“[ have baid to m_,rself tihat as long as I did noth-

ing contrary to ta“ res p ct wiich [ owe to the tra-
ditional 1)er1ty of the family [ could live as I am
living, and this has reassured mec somewhat in regard
to the fears [ have had.”, |

Passions arg formidable enemics to,sentimcnt._ I
was prepared: for every .struggle, even with my
father, in order that I might keep Marguerite.

““Then, the moment .is comec when you must live
otherwise,”’

“Why, father?”’

“*Because ybu are doing things which outrage ;t_t:l_e_:
respect that you imagine you, have for your fa"mily‘.”

-+ don’t follow your meaning.”
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““I will explain it to you. Have a mistress if you
will; pay her as a man of honour is bound to pay the

woman whom he keeps, by all means; but that you
should come to forget the most sacred things for
her; that you should let the report of your scandal-

ous life reach my quiet countryside, and set a blot
on the honourable name that I have given you, it

can not, it shall not be.”

“Permit me to tell you, father, that those who
have given you information about me have been ill-
informed., I am the lover of Mlle. Gautier ; I live
with her; it is the most natural thing in the world,
I do not give Mlle. Gautier the name you have given
me; I spend on her account what my means allow me
to spend; | have no debts; and, in short, I am not
in a position which authorizes a father to say to

his son what you have just said to me.”
©«A father is always authorized to rescue his son

out of evil paths. You have not done any harm yet,
but you will do it.”’

“Father!”’
“Sir, I know more of life than you do. There

are no entirely pure sentiments except in perfectly
chaste women. Every Manon can have her own
Des Grieux, and times are changed. It would be

useless for the world to grow older if it did not
correct its ways. You will leave your mistress.”’

“] am very sorry to disobey you, father, but'it is
impossible.”’ :

‘I will compel you to do so.”’

s««Unfortunately, father, there mo longer exists a
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Sainte-Marguerite to which courtesans can be sent,
and, even if there were, | would follow Mlle. Gautier

if you succeeded in having her sent there. What
would you have? Perhaps I am in the wrong, but
I can only be happy as long as I am the lover of this
woman.”’

“Come, Armand, open your eyes. Recognise that
it is your father who speaks to you, your father who
has always loved you, and who only desires your
happiness. Is it honourable for you to live like
husband and wife with a woman whom everybody
has had?”’ .

““What does it matter, father, if no one will any
more! What does it matter, if this woman Iloves
me, if her whole life is changed through the Ilove
which she has for me and the love which I have for
her? What does it matter, if she has become a
different woman?’’

“Do you think, then, sir, that the mission of a
man of honour is to goabout converting lost women?
Do you think that God has given such a grotesque
aim to life, and that the heart should have any room
for enthusiasm of that kind? What will be the end
of this marvellous cure, and what will you think .of
what you are saying to-day by the time you are
forty? You will laugh at this love of yours, if you
can still laugh, and if it has not left too sericué) a
trace in your past. What would youn be now if your
father had had your ideas and had given up his life
1o every impulse of this kind, instead of rooting
himself firmly in convictions of honour and setad
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{asiness?. Think it over, Armand, an’l do not talk
any more such absurditics. Comez, leave this woman;
your father entreat; you.”’

I answered nothing.
C“Armapnd,” continited my father, ““in the name of;

your sainted mother, abandon this life, which you
will forget more easily than you thisk. You are-tied
1o it by an inpossidle theory. You are tweaty-four;,
think of the famure. You can not always love this
ivnuir.n, who alse can not {ll‘.V‘.‘.YS love you. Yo:l._
both exaggerate vour love., You pat an end to your
(Qll(\lq; carcer. Que step further, aad you 'w_il'l ."Q:
longer be able to leave the path you have chosen,
and you will suffer all your life for what yov have
done in yvour youth. ILeave Paris. Come and stay
for a month or two with your sister and me. Restf
in our quiet family affection will soon heal you of
this fever, for it is nothing else. Meanwhile, your
mistress will console herself; she will take another’
ljiyer; and when you see what it is for which you
LiaVe all but broken with your fatier, and all balt’
liost his love, you will tell me that I have doae well
1o come and seek yoi out, and you will thank me for
if. Come, you will go with me, Armand, will you

riot?’’ :
I felt that my father would be right if it had heen:

any other woman, but I was conviaced that he was
wrong - with regard to Marguerite.. Nevertheless,.
the tone in which he said these last words was .s0;
kind, so appealing, that I dared not answer,

«Well?”? said he in a trembling voice.

““Well, father I can promise nothing,”. I said:at.
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last; *‘what you ask of me is beycnd my power. Be-
lieve me,” I continued, secing him make an impa-
tient movement, ‘you exaggerate the effects of this
V.o Margnerite is a different kind of a womab
fron what you think. This love, far from leading
me asteay, is capable, on the contrary, of sciting me
in the right direction. Love alwavs makes a man
better, no  matter what woman inspires it. If vyou
knew Marguerite, vou would undoarstand that T am
in no danger. Shz2 is as nnble as the noblest of
womean, There is as much disinterestedness in her
as there is cupidity in others.”’

““All of which d»>2s not pravent her from accept-
ing the whnle of your fortune, for the sixty thousand
francs which come to yoit feom  yoir mother, and
which yoit are giving har. are, understand mz well,
your whole fortune.” ,

My father had probably kept this pzroration and
thiz threat for the last stroke. [ was firmer before
these threats than hefore his entreaties.

“Whn tald wvoun that T was handing this sum . te
her?”? T asked. ' |

“*My soligitor. Conld an honest man carry, out
such a procedure  witliout warning me? Well, .it is
o prevent you from ritining vo sl fHr a prostitute
that T am now in Paris.  Your moather, when  she
died, left you enough to live on rasnsctably, and not

to squander on your mistress>s.”’ |
“I swear to you, father, tha® Marzierite Knew
nothing of this transfer.” '
“Why, then, do you mike it?”’
“Because Marguerite, the woman you calumniate,
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and whom you wish me to abandon, is sacrificing all
that she possesses in order to live with me.”’

““And you accept this sacrifice? What sort of a
man are you, sir, to allow Mlle. Gautier to sacrifice
anything for you? Come, enough of this. Yon
‘will leave this woman. Just now [ begged you; now
I command vyou. I will have no such scandalous
doings in my family. Pack up your things and get
ready to come with me.”’ : '

“Pardon me, father,” I said, “but I shall not
come.”’

“And why?"’

“Because I am at an age when no one any longer

obeys a command.”’
My father turned pale at my answer.

“Very well, sir,”” he said, “I know what remains
to be done.”’

He rang and Joseph appeared.

“Have my things taken- to the Hétel de Paris,"”’
he said to my servant. And thereupon he went to
hfs room and finished dressing. When he returned,
I wentup to him.

- “Promise me, father,”” I said, ‘‘that you will do
nothing to give Marguerite pain?”’

"My father stopped, looked at me disdainfully, and
contented himself with saying, *I believe you are
mad.” After this he went out, shllttiﬁg the door
violently after him. -

"I went downstairs, took a cab, and returned to
Bougival. '

‘Marguerite was waiting for me at the window.



CHAPTER XXI

“AT last you have come,” she said, throwing her
arms round my neck. *‘But how pale yeu are!”’

I told her of the scene with my father.

“My God! I was afraid of it,”’ she said. *“When
Joseph came to tell you of your father’s arrival I
trembled as if he had brought news of some misfor-
tune. My poor friend, I am the cause of all your
distress.  You will be better off, perhaps, if you leave
me and do not quarrel with your father on my ac-

count. He knows that you are sure to have a mis-
tress, and he ought to be thankful that it is], since

I love you and do not want more of you than your

position allows. Did yon tell him how we had ar-
ranged our future?’’

“Yes; that is what annoyed him the most, for he
saw how much we really love one another.”’

“What are we to do, then?”’

“Hold together, my good Marguerite, and- let
the storm pass.over.”

“Will it pass?”’

“It will have to.”

“But your father will not stop there.””
“What do you suppose he can do?”’

“How do I know? Everything that a father can
do to make his son obey him. FHe will remind you

of my past life, and will perhaps do me the honour

199 -
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or inventing some new story, so that you may give
me up.”’

“You know that I love you.”

“Yes, but what I know, too, is that, sooner or

later, you will have to obey your father, and perhaps
you will endby be lieving him.”’

““No, Marguerite. It is I who will make him be-
_li;eve me. Some of his friends have been telling
him “tales which have made him angry; but he is
-good and just, he will change his first impression;
and then, after all, what does it matter to me?”’ '

“Do not say that, Armand. I would rather any-
thing should happen than that you should quarrel

with you family; wait till after to-day, and to-mor-
row go back to Paris. Your father, ioco, will have

thought it over on his side, and perhaps you will
both come to a better understanding. Do not go
-against his principles, pretend to make some con-

cessions to what he wants; seem not to care so very
much about me, and he will let things remain as they

are. Hope, my friend, and be sure of one thing,
that whatever lmppens, Marguerite will always be
yours,’’

“You swear it?"’

“Do I need to swear it?”’

- How sweet it is to let ones2lf be persnaded by
ihe; voice that one loves! Marguerite an:d 1 spent
the whole day in talking over our proiecis for the
i'&turc, as if we felt the n=zed of realizing them as
quickly as possible. At every moment we awaited
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some event, but the day passed without bringing us
any new tidings.

Next day ] left at ten o’clock, and reached the
hotel about twelve. My father had gone out.

[ went to my own rooms, hoping that he had
perhaps gone there. No one had called. I went to
the solicitor's. No one was there. I went back to
the hotel, and waited till six. M. Duoval did not
return, and 1 went back to Bougival.

[ found Marguerite not waiting for me, as she
had been the day before, but sitting by the fire,
which the weather still made necessary. She was
<o absorbed in her thoughts that I came close to
Ler chair without her hearing we. When I put my
lips to her forehea(l che started as if the kiss had

suddenly awakened her.
“You f{rightened me,”” she said. “And your

father?”

“I have not seen him. I do not know what it
means. He was not at his hotel, nor anywhere
wlhere there was a chance of my finding him.”’

“Well, you must try again to-morrow.”’

“] am very much inclined to wait till he sends
forme. I t]linic I have done all that can be expected;
of me.”

““No, my friend, itis not enoungh; you must call:
on your father again, and you mustcall to morrow.”’

“Why to-morrow rather than any other day?”’

“Because,”’ said Marguerite, and it seemed to me

that she blushed slightly at this question, “‘because
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it will show that you are the more keen about i,
and he will forgive us the sconer.”

For the remainder of the day Marguerite was sad
and preoccupied. I had to repeat twice over every-
thing I said to her to obtain an answer. She ascribed
this preoccupation to her anxiety in regard to the
events which had happened daring the last two days.
I spent the night in reassuring her, and she sent me
away in the morning with an insistent disquietude
that I could not explain to myself.

Again my father was absent, but he had left this
letter for me: |

“If you call again to-day, wait for me till four,
IfI am not in by four, come and dine with me to-

morrow. I mustsee you.”

I waited till the hour he had named, but 7he- did
not appear. [ returned to Bougival.

The night before I had found Marguerite sad;
that night I found her feverish and agitated. On
seeing me, she flung her arms around my neck, but
she cried for a long time in my arms. I questioned
her as to this sudden distress, which alarmed me by
its violence. She gave me no positive reason, but
put me off with those evasions which a woman resorts
to when she will not tell the truth.

When she was a little calmed down, I told her
the result of my visit, and I showed her my father’s

letter, from which, I said, we might augur well. At
the sight of the letter and on hearing my comments
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her tears began to flow so copiously that I feared
an attack of nerves, and, calling Nanine, I put her
to bed, where she wept without a word, but held my
hands and kissed them every moment,

I asked Nanine if, during my absence, her mis-
tress had received any letter or visit which could
account for the state in which I found her, but
Nanine replied that no one had called and nothing
had been sent. |

Something, however, had occurred since the day
before, something which troubled mz the more be-
cause Marguerite concealed it from me.

In the evening she seemed a little calmer, and,
making me sit at the foot of the bed, she told me
many times how much she loved me. She smiled at
me, but with an effort, for in spite of herself her
eyes were veiled with tears!

I used every means to make her confess the real
cause of her distress, but she persisted in giving me
nothing but vague reasons, as I have told you. At
last she fell asleep in my arms, but it was the sleep
which tires rather than rests the body. From time
to time she uttered a cry, started up, and, aftq,r
assuring herself that I was beside her, made me swear

that I would always love her.

I could make nothing of these intermittent
paroxysms of distress, which went on till morning.
Then Marguerite fell into a kind of stupor. She
had not slept-for-two.nights.

Her rest was of short daration, for toward eleven
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she awoke, and, secing that I was up, she looked
about her, crying:

**Are you going already?’’

““No,”’ said I, holding her hands; “butI wanted
to let you sleep on. It is still early.”

“*“What time are you going to Paris”’

“At four.”
“So soon? But you will stay with me till then?”

“Of course. Do I not always?”’

“I am so glad! Shall we have lunch?’’ she went
on absent- mindedly.

“If you like."”

««And then you will be nice to me till the very mo-

ment you go?’’ |
“Yes; and [ will come back as soon as I can.”

“Yon will come back?”’ she said, looking at me

with haggard eyes.

sNaturally.”’
“QOh, yes, you will come back to-night. I shall wait

for you, as I always do, and you will love me, and
we shall be happy, as we have been ever since we

‘have known each other.”’
All these words were said in such a strained voice,

they seemed to hide so persistent and so sorrowful
a thought, that 1 trembled every moment lest Mar-
guerite should become delirious,

“Listen,”” I said. *“*You areill, I can not leave
‘you like this. I will write and tell my father not

to expect me.”’
*No, no,’’ she cried hastily, **don’t do that. Your

father will accuse me of hindering you again from
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going to see him when he wants to see you; no, no,
you must go, you must? Besides, I am not ill. 1
am quite well. T had a bad dream and am not yet

fully awake.”’
From that moment Marguerite tried to seem more

cleerful. There were no more tears.

When the hour came for me to g0, I embraced her
and asked her if she would come with me as far as
the train; I hoped that the walk would distract her
and that the air would do her good. I wanted espe-
cially to he with her as long as possible.

She agreed, put on her cloak and took Nanine
Twenty times I

hope of a

with her, so as not to return alone.
was on the point of not going. But the
speedy return, and the fear of offending my father
«till more, sustained me, and I took my place in the

train.
“Till this evening!’’ I said to Marguerite, as I left

her.

She did not reply.

Once already she had not replied to the same
words, and the Comte de G., you will remember, had
spent the night' with her; but that time was so far
away that it seemed to have been effaced from my
memory, and if I had any fear, it was certainly not
of Marguerite being unfaithful to me. Reaching
Paris, I hastened off to see Prudence, intending to
ask her to go and keep Marguerite company, in the
hope that her mirth and liveliness would distract her.
[ entered without being announced, and found Pru-
dence at her toilet.
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s Aht"” she said, anxiously; *is Marguerite with
you?”’

““No.”

“*How is she?”

“She is not well.”’

““Is she not coming?”’

“Did you expect her?’

Madame Duvernoy reddened, and replied, with a
certain constraint:

“I only meant that since you are at Paris, is she
not coming to join you?"’

**No.”

I looked at Prudence; she cast down her eyes, and
I read in her face the fear of seeing my visit pro-
longed.

*“I even came to ask you, my dear Prudence, if you
have nothing to do this evening, to go and seec Mar-
guerite; you will be company for her, and you can
stay the night. T never saw her as she was to-day,
and I am afraid she is going to be ill.”’

© o] am dining in town,”” replied Prudence, *‘and
I can’t go and see Marguerite this evening. I will
see her to-morrow.”

I took leave of Mme. Duvernoy, who seemed al-
mast as preoccupied as Marguerite, and went on to
my father’s; his first glance seemed to study me at-
tentively. He held out his hand.

““Your two visits have given me pleasure, Ar
mand,” he said; “they make me hope that you have
thought over things on your side as I have on
mine.”’ ‘
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“May I ask you, father, what was the result of
your reflection?’’

“The result, my dear boy, that I have exaggerated
the importance of the reports that had been made
to me, and that I have made up my mind to be less
severe with you.”

*“What are you saying, father?’ I cried joyously,

“l say, my dear child, that every young man must
have his mistress, and that, from the fresh informa-
tion 1 have had, I would rather see you the lover of
Mlle. Gautier than of any one else.”’

““My dear father, how happy you make me!”’

We talked in this manner for some moments, and
then sat down to table. My father was charming alf
dinner time.

I was ina hurry to get back to Bougival to tell
Marguerite about this fortunate change, and I
locked at the clock every moment.

*“You are watching the time,”’ said my father, ““and
you are impatient to leave me. O young people,
how yon always sacrifice sincere to doubtful affec-
lions!”’ ‘

“Do not say that, father; Marguerite loves me, I
am sure of it.”?

My father did not answer; he seemed to say
neither ves nor no.

He was very insistent that I should spend the
whole evening with him and not go till the morning;
but Mérgueritc had not been well when I left her.
I told him of it, and begged his permission to go
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back to her early, promising to came again on the
MOrrow.

The weather was fine; he walked with me as far as
the station. Never had I been so happy. The fu-
ture appeared as I had long desired to seeit. 1
had never loved my father as I loved him at that
morment.

Just as I was leaving him, he once more begged
me to stay. [ refused.

“You are really very much in love with her?”’” he
asked.

“Madly.”

““Go, then,”” and he passed his hand across his
forehead as if to chase a thought, then opened his
mouth as if to say something; but he only pressed
my hand, and left me hurriedly, saying:

“Till to-morrow, then!”



CHAPTER XXII

It seemed to me as if the train did not move. 1
reached Bougival at eleven.

Not a window in the house was lighted up, and
when I rang no one answered the bell. It was the
first time that such a thing had occurred to me.
At last the gardener came. I entered. Nanine met
me with a light. I went to Marguerite’s room.

““Where is madame?"’

“*Gone to Paris,”’ replied Nanine.

““To Paris!”’

*“Yes, sir.”’

“When?"’ .

““ An hour after you.”

¢*She left no word for me?”’

“Nothing.”’

Nanine left me.

Perhaps she had some suspicion or other, I
thought, and went to Paris to make sure that my
visit to my father was nof an excuse for a day off.
Perhaps Prudence wrote 1o her about something im-
portant, [ said to myself when I was alone; but I
saw Prudence; she said nothing to make me suppose
that she had written to Marguerite.

All at once I remembered Mme, Duvernoy’s ques-
tion, “Isn’t she coming to-day?’ when I had said
that Marguerite was ill. 1 remeinbered at the same

209
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time how embarrassed Prudence had appeared when
I looked at her after this remark, which seemed to
indicate an appointment. I remembered, too, Mar-
guerite’s tears all day long, which my father's kind
reception had rather put out of my mind. From
this moment all the incidents grotiped themselves
about my first suspicion, and fixed itso firmly in my
mind that everything served to confirm it, even my
father’s kindness.

Marguerite had almost insisted on my going to
Paris; she had pretended to be calmer when 1 had
proposed staying with her. Had I fallen into some
trap? Was Marguerite deceiving me? Had she
counted on being back in time for me not to perceive
her absence, and had she been detained by chance?
Why had she said nothing to Nanine, or why had
she not written? What was the meaning of .those
tears, this absence, this mystery?

That is what | asked myself in affright, as I siood
in the vacant roomn, gazing at the clock, which
pointed to midnight, and seemed to say to me that
it was too late to hope for my mistress’s return.
Yet, after all the arrangements we had just made,
after the sacrifices that had beesn offered and ac-
cepted, was it likely that she was deceiving me? No.
I tried to get rid of my first supposition.

Probably she had found a purchaser for her furni-
ture, and she had gone to Paris to conclude the bar-
gain. She did not wish to tell me beforehand, for
she knew that, though I had consented to it, the sale,
S0 necessary to our futuze happiness, was painfal to
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me, and she feared to wound my self-respect in speak-
ing to me about- it. She would rather not see me
till the whole thing was done, and that was evidently
why Pradence was expecting her when she let out
the secret. Marguerite could not finish the whole
business to-day, and was staying thec night with Pru-
dence, or perhaps she would come even now, for
she must know how anxious I should b2, and would
not wish to leave me in that condition. DBut, if so,
why those tears? No doubt, despite her love for
me, the poor girl could not make up her mind to
give up all the luxury in which she had lived until
now, and for which she had been so envied, without
crying over it. I was quite ready to forgive her for
such regrets. I waited for her impatiently, that I
might say to her, as I covered her with kisses, that
I had guessed the reason of her mysterious absence.

Nevertheless, the night went on, add Marguerite
did not return.

My anxiety tightened its circle little by little, and
began to oppress my head and heart. Perhaps some-
thing had happened to her. Perhaps she was in-
jured, ill, dead Perhaps a messenger would arrive
with the news of some dreadful accident. Perhaps
the daylight would find me with the same uncer-
tainty and with the same fears.

The idea that Marguerite was perhaps unfaithful
10 me at the very moment when [ waited for herin
terror at her absence did not return tomy mind.
There must be some cause, independent of her will,
o keep her away from me, and the more_[thought.
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the more convinced I was that this cause could only
be some mishap or other. O wvanitly of man, coming
back to us in every form!

One o'clock strack. I said to myself that 1 would
wait another hour, but that at two o’clock, if Mar-
guerite had not returned, I would set out for Paris.
Meanwhile [ looked abouat for a book, for [ dared
not think. Manon ILescaut was open on the table.
It secemed to me that here and there the pages were
wet as if with tears. I turned the leaves over and
then closedl the book, for the letters seemed to me
void of meaning through the veil of my doubts.

Time went slowly. The sky was covered with
clouds. An auntumn rain lashed the windows. The
empty bed seemed at moments to assume the aspect
of a tomb. I was afraid.

I opened the door. I listened, and heard nothing
but the voice of the wind in the trees. Not a vehicle
was to be seen on the road. The half hour sounded
sadly from the church tower.

1 began to fear lest some one should enter. It
seemed to me that only a disaster could come at

that hour and under that sombre sky.

Two o'clock strack. I still waited a little, Only
the sound of the bell troubled the silence with its
monotonous and rhythmical stroke.

At last I left the room, where every object had
assumed that melancholy aspect which the restless
solitude of the heart gives to all its surroundings.

In the next room I found Nanine sleeping over
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her work., At the sound of the door, she awoke and
asked if her mistress had come in.
«“No; but if she comes in, tell her that I was so
anxious that I had to go to Paoris.”’ '
««At this hour?”’

“Yes.”’
“But how? You won’t find a carriage.”’

o] will walk.”’
“But it is raining."”

«“No matter.”’
«But madame will be coming back, or if she

doesn’t come it will be time enough in the morning
to go and see what has kept ler. You will be mur-

dered on the way.”’
«“There is no danger, my dear Nanine; I will see

you to-morrow.”’

The good girl went and got me a cloak, put it over
my shoulders, and offered to wake up Mme., Ar-
nould to see if a vehicle could be obtained; but I
would hear of nothing, convinced as I was that I
should lose, in a perhaps fruitless inquiry, more time
than 1 should take to cover half the road. Besides,
Ifelt the need of air and physical fatigue in order
to cool down the overexcitement which possessed
me.

[ took the key of the fiatin the Rue d’ Antin, and
after saying good-bye to Nanine, who came with me
as far as the gate, I set out.

At first I began to run, but the earth was muddy
with rain, and I fatigved myself doubly. At th2
end of half an hour | was 6bligcd to stop, and !



214 THE LADY OIF THE CAMELLIAS-

was drenchel with sweat. I recovered my breath
and went on. The night was so dark that at every
step I feared to dash myself against one of the
trces on the roadside, which rose up sharply before
me like great phantoms rushing upon me.

I overtook one or two wagons, which [ scon left
Lehind. A carvicge was going at full gallop toward
Bougival. As it passed me the hope came fo me
that Marguerite was in it. 1 stopped and cried out,
“Marguerite! Marguerite!” But no one answered
and the carriage continued its course. I watched
it fade away in the distance, and .then started on
my way again. [ took two hours to reach the Bar
ridtre de PEtoile. The sight of Paris restored my
strength, and I ran the whole length of the alley 1
had so often walked.

That night no one was passing; it was like going
through the midst of a dead city. The dawn began
to break. When I reached the Rue d’Antin the great
city stirred a little before quite awakening. Five
o’clock ‘struck at the church of Saint Roch at the
moment when I entered Marguerite’s house. |
called out my name to the porter, who had had
from me enough twenty-franc pieces to know that I
had the right to call on Mile, Gautier at five in the
morning. [ passed without difficulty. I might have
asked if Marguerite was at home, but he might have
said “‘No,” and 1 preferred to remain in doubt two
minutes longer, for, as long as I doubted, there was
still hope. ‘

I listened at the door, trying to discover a sound, &
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movement. Nothing. The silence of the country
scemed to be continued here. I opened the door
and entered. AIll the curtains were hermetically
closed, [ drew those of the dining-room and went
toward the bed-rocom and pushed open the door. 1
sprang at the curtain cord and drew it violently,
The curtain opened, a faint light made its way in,
I rushed to the bed. It was empty.

I opened the doors one after another. I visited
every room. No one. It was enough to drive one
mad.

I went into the dressing-room, opened the win-
dow, and called Prudence several times. Mme. Du-
vernoy’s window remained closed.

I went downstairs to the rorter and asked him if
Mlle. Gautier had come home during the day.

“Yes,”” answered the man; *“with Mme. Duver-
noy."”

““She left no word for me?”’

“No.”

“Do you know what they did afterwards?’’

“They went away in a carriage.”’

“What sort of a carriage?”’

““A private carriage.”’

What could it all mean?

I rang at the next door.

“Where are you going, sir?’”’ asked the porters
when he had opened to me.

~ “ToMme. Duvernoy’s.”
“She has not come back.”
“You are sure?”’
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“Yes, sir; here’s a letter even, which was brought
for her last night and which I have not yet given

her.”’
And the porter showed me a letter which I

glanced at mechanically. 1 recognised Marguerite’s
writing. I took the letter. It was addressed, “To

Mme. Duvernoy, to forward to M. Duaval.”

“This letter is for me,”” Isaid to the porter, asl
showed him the address.

“You are M. Duval?”’ he replied.

“Yes.”’

«“Ah! T remember. Yon often came to see Mme.
Duvernoy.”’

When | was in1 the street [ broke the seal of the
letter. If a thunder-bolt had fallen at my feet I
should have been less startled than I was by what I

read.
““By the time you read this letter, Armand, [ shall

be the mistress of another man. All is over between
us.

““Go back to your father, iny friend, and to your
sister, and there, by the side of a pure young girl,
ignorant of all our miseries, you will soon forget
what vyon wonld have suffered through that lost
creature who is called Marguerite Gautier, whom
you have loved for an instanf, and who owes to you
the only happy moments of a life which, she hopes,
will not be very long now.”’

When I had read the last word, 1 thought [ should
have gone mad.” For a moment [ was really afraid
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of falling in the street. A clond passed before my

eves and my Dblood beaat in my temples. At last !

camz to myself a hittle. I looked about me, and
was astonished to see the life of others continue
without pausing at my distress.

I was not strong enocugh to enduare the blow alone.
Then I remembered that my father was in the same
city, that I might be with him in ten minutes, and
that, whatever might be the cause of my sorrow, he
would share it, ‘

I ran like a madman, like a thief, to the Hégtel de
Paris; I found the key in the -door of my father’s
room; I entered. He was reading. He showed so
little astonishment at seeing me, that it was as if
he was cxpecting me. I flung myself into his arms
without saying a word. I gave him Marguerite’s

letter, and, falling on my knees beside his bed, I

wept hot tears.



CHAPTER XXIII

Wiy the current of life had resumed its course,
I couid not believe that the day which [ saw dawn-
ing would not be like those which had preceded it.
There were moments when 1 fancied that some cir-
cumstance, which 1 could not recollect, had obliged

me to spend the night away from Marguerite, but
that, if 1 returned to Bougival, I should find her

again as anxious as I had been, and that she woulcj
ask me what had detained me away from her so
Iong. |

When one’s existence has contracted a habit, such
as that of this love, it seems impossible that the
habit should be broken without at the same time
breaking all the other springs of life. | was forced
from time to time to reread DMNarguerite’s !etter;_ in
order to convince myself that I had not been dream-
ing.

My body, succumbing to thé moral shock, was
incapable of movement. Anxiety, the night walk,
and the morning’s news had prostrated me. My
father profited by this total prostraticn of all my
faculties to (ic-man(l of me a formal promise to ac-
company him. T promised all that he asked, for I
was incapable of sustaining a discussion, and I
needed some affection to help me to live, after what

218
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had happened. I.was too thankful that my father
was willing to console me under such a calamity.

All that I remember is that on that day, about
five o’clock, he took me with him in a post-chaise.
Without a word to me, he had had my luggage
packed and put up behind the chaise with his own,
and so he carried me off. I did not realize what I
was doing until the town had disappeared and the
solitude of the road recailled to me the emptiness of
my heart. Then my tears again began to flow.

My father had realized that words, even from
him, would do nothing to console me, and he let me
weep without saying a word, only sometimes press-
ing my hand, as if to remind me that [ had a friend
at my side,

At night I slept a little. I dreamed of Mar-

guerite.
I woke with a start, not recalling why I was in

the carriage. Then the truth came back upon. me,
and I let my head sink on my breast. I dared not

say anything to my father. [ was afraid he would
say, “You see I was right when [ declared that this
woman did not love you.”” But he did not use his

advantage, and we reached C. without his having

sald anything to me except to speak of matters quite
apart from the event which had occasioned my leav-

ing Paris.

When I embraced my sister, I remembered what
Marguerite had said about her in her letter, aid I
Siw at once how little my sister, good as she was,
would be able to make me forget my mistress.
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Shooting had begun, and my .father thought that
it would be a distraction for me. He got up shoot-
ing parties with friends and neighbours. I went
without either reluctance or . enthusiasm, with that
sort of apathy into which I had sunk since my de-
parture. |

We were beating about for game and I was given
my post. I put down my unloaded gun at my side,
and meditated. I watched the clouds pass, [ let
my thought wander over the solitary plains, and
from time to time I heard some one call to meand
point to a hare not ten paces off. ,

None of these details escaped my father, and he
was not deceived by my exterior calm. He was well
aware that, broken as I now was, I should some day
experience a terrible reaction, which might be dan-
gerous, and, without seeming to make any effort to
console me, he did his utmost to distract my
thoughts.

. My sister, naturally, kne\y'. nothing of what had
happened, and she could not understand how it was
that [, who had formerly been so light-hearted, had
suddenly become so sad and dreamy.

Sometimes, surprising in the midst of my sadness
my father's anxious scrutiny, I pressed his hand as if
to ask him tac;tly to forgive me for the pain which,
in spite of myself, I was giving him.

Thus a month passed, but at the end of that time
I could. endure it no longer. The memory of Mar-
guerite pursued me unceasingly. I had loved, T still
loved this woman.so much that I could not suddenly
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become indifferent to her. I had to love or to hate
her. Above all, whatever I felt for her, I had to
<ee her again, and at once. This desire possessed
my mind, and with all the violence of a will which
had begun to reassert itself in a body so long inert.
It was not enough for me to see Marguerite in a
month, a week. I had to see her the very next day
after the day when the thought had occurred to me;
and I went to my father and told him that I had
been called to Paris on business, but that I should
return promptly. No doubt he guessed the reason
of my departure, for he insisted that I shounld stay,
but, seeing that if 1 did not carry out my intention
the consequences, in the state in which I was, might
hbe fatal, he embraced me, and begged me, almost
with tears, to return without delay.
" Idid not sleep on the way to Paris. Once there,
what was I going to do? I did not know; I only
knew that it must be something connected with Mar-
guerite. I went to my rooms to change my clothes,
and, as the weather was fine and it was still early, I
made my way to the Champs-Elysees. At the end
of half an hour I saw Marguerite's carriage, at
scme distance, coming from the Rond-Peint to the
Place de la Concorde. She had purchased hey

horses, for the carriage was just as T was accustomedl
to see it, but she was not in it. Scarcely had I noticed
this fact, when looking around me, [ saw Marguerite
on foot, accompanied by a woman whom I had never
seen,

As she passed me she turned pale, and a pervous
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smile tightcned about her lips. For my parf, my
heart beat violently in my Dbreast; but I s,u(:ceeded; in
giving a cold cxpression to my face, as I bowed
coldly to my former mistress, who just then reached
her carriage, into which she got with her friend.

I knew Marguerite: this unexpected meeting must
certainly have upset her., No doubt she had heard

that I had gone away, and had- thus been reassured
as to the consequences of our rupture; but, seeing
me again in Paris, finding herself face to face with
me, pale as I was, she must have realized that I had
not returned without purpose, and she must havé
asked hLerself what that purpose was.

1f I had seen Marguerite unhappy, if, in reveng-
ing myself upon her, [ could have coms to her aid,
I should perhaps have forgiven her, and certainly I
should ‘have never dreamt of doing her an injury.
But I found -ter apparently happy, some one else
had restored to hLer the Iuxury which I could not
give her; her breaking with me seemed to assame
ﬁ character of the basest self-interest; [ was lowered
in my own esteem as well as in my love. I resolved
that she should pay for what T had suffered.
~ Icould not be indifferent to what she did, conse-
quently what would hurt her the most would be my
indifference; it was, therefore, this sentiment xwhich
I must affect, not only in her eyes, but in the eyes
of others.

I tried to put on a smiling countenance, and I went
to call on Prudence. The maid announced me, and
I had to wait a few minutes in the drawing-room
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At last Mme. Duvernoy appeared and asked me into
her boudoir; as I seated myself I heard the draw
ing-room door open, a light footstep made the floor
creak and the front door was closed violently.

“I am disturbing you,”’ | said to Prudence.

“Not in the least. Marguerite was there. When
she heard you announced, she made her escape; it
was she who has just gone out.”’
| “‘Is she afraid of me now?’’.
~ “No, but she is afraid that you would not wish
to see her.”

“But why?’' I said, drawing my breath with diffi-
culty, for 1 was choked with emotion. ‘“The poor
girl left me for her carriage, her furniture, and her
diamonds; she did quite right, and-I don’t bear her
any grudge. I met her to-day,”” I continued care-

lessly.
~ “Where?”' asked Prudence, looking at me and
seeming to ask herself if this was the same man
whom she had known so madly in love.
“In .the Champs-Elysses. She was with another
woman, very pretty. Who is she?”’
““What was she like?”’
““‘Blonde, slender, with side curls; blue eyes; very
elegant.”’
““Ah! It was Olympe; she is really very pretty.”
“VVh'om does she live with?"’
“With nobody; with anybody.”’
“Where does she live?’’
**Rué Tronchet No.—. Do you want to make
love to her?”’ |
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~«One never knows.”’

““ And Marguerite?”’

“I should hardly tell you the truth if I said I
think no more about her; but I am one of those with
whom everything depends on the way in which one
breaks with them. Now Marguerite ended with me
so lightly that I realize I was a great fopl to have
been as much in love with her as I was, for I was
really very much in love with that girl.”’

You can imagine the way in which 1 said fhat;
the sweat broke out on my forehead.

“‘She was very fond of you, you know, and she
stlll is; the proof is, that after meeting you to-day,
she came straight to tell me about it. When she
got here she was all of a tremble; I thought she
was going to faint.”

“Well, what did she say"’

«*She said, ‘He is sure to come here,” and she
begged me to ask you to forgive her.”’ |

“J have forgiven her, you may tell her. She was
a good- girl; but, after all, like the others, and I
ought to have expected what happened. I am even
grateful to her, for 1 see now what would have
happened if T had lived with her altogether. It was
ridiculous.”

*She will be very glad to find that you take it so
well. It was quite time she left you, my dear fel-
low. The rascal of an agent to whom she had
offered to sell her furniture went around to_ her
creditors to find out how much she owed; they took
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fright, and in two diys sh: woald have bzea sold

up.”’
“And now it is all paid?”’

““More or less.’’

““And who has supplied the money?”’

“The Comte de N. Ah, my dear friend, there
are men made on purpose for such occasions. To
cut a long story short he gave her twenty thousand
francs, but he has had his way at last, He knows
quite well that Marguerite is not in love with him;
but he is very nice witi her all the same. As you
have seen, he has repurchased her horses, he has
taken her jewels out of pawn, and he gives her as
much money as the duke used to give her; if she
likes to live quietly, he will stay with her a long
time,”’ |

“*And what is she doing? Is she living in Paris
altogether?”’ ,

““She would never go back to Bougival after you
went., I had to go myself and see after all her
things, and yours, too. [ made a package of them
and you can send here for them. You will find
everything, except a little case with your initials.
Marguerite v&anted to keep it. If you really want it,
I will ask her for it."”

“[_et her keep it,”’ I stammered, for I felt the fears
rise from my heart to my eyes at the recollection of
the village where [ had been so happy, and at the
thought that Marguerite cared to keep something

which had belonged to me and would recall me to
der. If she had entered at that moment my thoughts
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of vengeance would have disappeared, and I should
have fallen at her feet.

““For the rest,”” continued Prudence, *I never saw
her as she is now; she hardly takes any sleep, she
goes to all the balls, she goes to suppers, she even
drinks. The other day, after a supper, she had to
stay in bed for a week; and when the doctor let hey
get up, she began again at the risk of her life. Shafl
you go and see her?”’

“What is the good? Icame to see you, because
you have always been charming to me, and I knew
you bhefore 1 ever knew Marguerite. [ owe it to
you that I have been her lover, and also, don’t I,
that I am her lover no longer?”’

“Well, [ did all T could to get her away from
you, and I believe you will be thankful to me later
on.”’

“I owe you a cdouble gratitude,”” I added, rising;
for I was disgusted with the woman, seéing her take
every word I said to her as if it were serious.

“You are going?”’

“Yes.”'

I had learned enough.

“When shall T be seeing you?”’

“Soon. Good-bye.”

“Good-bye.,”’

Prudence saw me to the door, and I went back
to my own rooms with tears of rage in my eyes and
a desire for vengeance in my heart,

So Marguerite was no different from the others;
so the steadfast love that she had had for me could



THE ILADY OF THE CAMELLIAS 227

not resist the desire of returning to her former life,

and the need of having a carriage and plunging into
dissipation. So I said to myself, as [ lay awake at
night, though if I had reflected as calmly as I pro-
fessed to I should have seen in this new and turbu-
lent life of Marguerite the attempt to silence a con-
stant thought, a ceaseless memory. Unfortunately,
evil passion had the upper hand, and I only sought
for some means of avenging myself on the poor crea-
ture. Oh, how petty and vile is man when he is
wounded in one of his narrow passions!

This Olympe whom [ had seen was, if not a friend
of Marguerite, at all events the woman with whom
she was most often scen since her return to Paris.
She was going to give a ball, and, as I took it for
granted that Marguerite would be there, I tried
to get an invitation and succeeded. |

When, full of my sorrowful emotipns, I arrived
at the ball, it was already very animated. They
were  dancing, shouting ceven, and in one of the
quadrilles 1 perceived Marguerite dancing with the
Comte de N., who scemed proud of showing
her off, as if he said to everybody: *This wonan
is mine.”’

I leaned against the mantel-piece just opposite
Marguerite and watched her dancing. Her face
changed the moment she caught sight of me. 1
saluted her casually with a glance of the eyes and a
wave of the hand.

When I reflected that after the ball she would go
home, not with me baut with that rich fool, when [
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thought of what wguld follow their return, the blood
rose to my face, and [ felt the need of daling some-
thing to trouble their reiations.

After the mu[reflrrm;g I went up to the mistress
of the house, who displayed for the benefit of her
guests a dazzling bosom and magnificent shoulders.
She was beautifu!, and, from the point of view of
figure, more Dbeautiful than Marguerite. - I realized
this faci still more clearly from certain glances which
Marguerite bestowed upon her while I was talking
with her. The wman who was the lover of such a
woman might well be as proud as M. de N., and she
was beautiful enowngh to inspire a passion not less
great than that which Marguerite had inspired in
me. At that moment she had no lover. [t would
not be difficult to become so; it depended only on
showing enough money to attract her attention.

I made up my mind. That woman should be my
mistress. I began by dancing with her. Hilllf an
hour afterward, Marguerite, pale as dealh, put on
her pelisse and left the ball.



CHAPTER XXIV

IT was something already, but it was not enough.
I saw the hold which I had upon this woman, and
I took a cowardly advaﬁtage of it.

When I think that she is dead now, I ask myself
if God will ever forgive me for the wrong I did
her. _
After the supper, which was noisy as could be,
there was gambling. I sat by the side of Olympe
and put down my money so recklessly that she could
not but notice me. In an instant I had gained one

hundred and fifty or two hundred louis, which [
spread out before me on the table, and on which

she fastened her eyes greedily.

I was the only one not too completely absorbed by
the game, and able to pay her some attention. All
the rest of the night I gained, and it was I who
gave her money to play, for she had lost all she had
before her and probably all she had in the house.

At five in the morning, the guests departed. I had
gained three hl!mdred louis.

All the plavers were alreadv on their way down-
fairs; T was the only one who had remained behind,
and as T did not know any of them, no one noficed
it. Olympe herself was lighting the way, and I was
going to follow the oihers, when, turning bLack, I
said to her: |

229
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**T must speak to you.”

? che said.

“To-morrow,’
““No, now.”
“What have you to say?”’
“You will sece.”’

And 1 weni back into the room.
“You have lost,”” T said.

“Yes.”

““All that you had in the house?”’

She hesitated.

*“Be frank.”

“Well, it is true.”’

“I have won threc hundred lcuis. Here they are,
if you will let me stay here to-night.”

And T threw the gold on the table.

“* And why this proposition?”’

“Becanse I am in love with ycu, of course.”’

““No, but because you love Marguerite, and you
want to have your revenge upon her by becoming my
lover. You don’t deceive a woman like me, my dear
friend; unluckily, I am- still too young and teco good-
looking to accept the part that you offer me.”’

“So you refuse?”’

“Yes.”” .

“Would you rather iuke me for nothing? It is |
who wouldn’t accept then. Think it over, my dear
Olympe; if 1 had sent some one to offer you these
three hundred louis on my behalf, on the conditions
I attach to them, you would have accepted.. 1 pre-

ferred to speak to you myself. Accept without in-
quiring into my reasons; say to yourself that youare

J - s
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beautiful, and that there is nothing surprising in my
being in love with you.”

Marguerite was a woman in the same position as
Olympe, and yet I should never have dared say to
her the {first time I met her what I had said to the
other woman. I loved DMarguerite. I saw in her
instincts which were lacking in the other, and at
the very moment in which I made my bargain, I felt
a disgust toward the woman with whom I was mak-~
ing it.

She accepted, of course, in the end, and at midday
] left her house s her lover; but I quitted her with-
Ollt_ a recollecticr: of the caresses and of the words
of love which she had felt bound to shower upon
me in return for the six thousand francs which I left
with her. And yet there were men who had rmined
themselves for that woman.

From that day I inflicted on Marguerite a con-
tinual persecution. Olympe and she gave 1p seeing
one another, as you might imagine. I gave my new
mistress a carriage and jewels. I gambled, I com-
mitted every extravagance which could be expected
of aman in 'love with such a woman as Olympe. The
report of my new infatuation was immediately spread
abroad.

Prudence herself was taken in, and finally thought
that I had completely forgotten Marguerite. Mar-
guerite herself, whether she guessed my motive ‘or
was deceived like everybody else, preserved a per-
fect dignity in.response to the insults which I heaped
upon her daily. Only, ske teemed 10 suffer, for
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whenever I met her she was more and more pale,
more and more sad. My love for her, carried to the

point at which it was transfoinied into hatred, re-
joiced at the sight of her daily sorrow. Often, when

my cruelty toward her became infamous, Marguerite
lifted upon me such appealing eyes that I blushed for
the part 1 was playing, and was ready to implore
her forgiveness.

But my repentance was onlv of a moment’s dura-
tion, and Olympe, who had finally put aside all self-
respect, and discovered that by annoying Marguerite
she could get from me whatever she wanted, con-
stantly stirred up my resentment against her, and
insulted her whenever she found ah opportunity,
with the cowardly persistence of a woman licensed
by the authority of a man.

At last Marguerite gave up going to balls or thea-
tres, for fear of meeting Olympe and me. Then di-
rect impertinences gave way to anonymous letters,
and there was not a shameful thing which I did not
encourage my mistress to relate and which did I not
myself relate in reference to Marguerite.

To reach such a point I must have been literally
mad. I was like a man drunk upon bad wine, who
falls into one of those nervous exaltations in which
the hand is capable of committing a crime without
the head knowing anything about if. In the midst
of it all T endured a martyrdom. The not disdain-
ful calm, the not contemptucus dignity with which

Marguerite responded to all my attacks, and which
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raised her above me in my own eyes, enraged me
still more against her,

One evening Olympe had gone somewhere or
other, and had met Marguerite, who for once ha(g
not spared the {oolish creature, so that she had
had to retire in confusion. Olympe returned in a
fury, and Marguerite fainted and had to be carried
out. Olympe related to me what had happened,
declared that Marguerite, seeing her alone, had
revenged herself upon her because she was my mis-
tress, and that I must write and tell her to respect
the woman whom I loved, whether I was present or
absent.

I need not tell you that T consented, and that I
put into the letter which I sent to her address the
same day, everything bitter, shameful, and cruel that
I could think of.

This time the blow was more than the unhappy
creature could endure without replying. I felt sure
that an answer would come, and I resolved not to
go out all day. About two there was a ring, and
Prudence entered.

I tried to assume an indifferent air as I asked her
what had bréught her, but thai day Mme. Duvernoy
was mnot in a laughing humour, and in a really moved
voice she said to me that since my return, that is to
say for about three weeks, 1 had left no occasion
untried which could give pain to Marguerite, that
she was completely upset by it, and that the scene of
last night and my angry letter of the morning had
forced her to take to her bed. In short, without
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making any reproich, Marguerite sent to ask me
for o little pity, since she had no loager the moral
or physical strength to enduwre what [ was making
her suffer.

«“That Mlle. Gantier,” I said to Prudence, ¢*shoald
turn me out of her own house is quite reasonable,
but that she should insult the woman whom I love,
under the pretence that this woman is my mistress,
is a thing I will never permit.”’

“My friend,”’ said Prudence, “you are under the
influence of a woman who has neither heart nor
sense; you are in love with her, it is true, but that is
not a reason for torturing a woman who can not
defend herself.””

“[ et Mlle. Gautier send me her Comte de N. and
the sides will be equal.” '

““You know very well that she will not do thag
So, my dear Armand, let her aloae. If you saw
her you would be ashamed of the way in which yon
are treating her. She is white, she coughs—she
won’t last long now.”

And Prudence held out her hand {o me, adding:

“*Come and see her; it will make her very happy.”’
“[ have no desire to meet M. de N’

“M. de N. is never there. &'c¢ can not endute
him.”’

“If Marguerile wishes to see me, she knows where
I live; let her come to see me, but, for my part, [
will never put foot in the Rue d’ Antin.”’

“Will yoa receive her well?”’

“Certainly.”
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««Well, I am sure that she will come.”’

«[_et her come.””’

“*Shall you be out to-day?”’

“J shall be at home all the evening.’’

“J will tell her.”’

And Prudence left me.

I did not even write io tell Olympe not to expect
me. Inever troubled much about her, scarcely going
to see her one night a week. She consoled herself,
[ believe, with an actor from some theatre or other.

I went out for dinner and came back almost im-
mediately. I had a fire lit in my room and I told
Joseph he could go out.

[can give you no idea of the different impressions
which agitated me during the hour in which I
waited; but when, toward nine o’clock, I heard a
ring, they thronged together into one such emotion,
that,as I opened the door, I was obliged to lean
against the wall to keep myself from falling.

Fortunately the anteroom was in half darkness,
and the change in my countenance was less visible.

Marguerite entered.

She was dressed .in black and veiled. I could
scarcely recognise her face through the veil. She
went into the drawing-room and raised her veil.
She was pale a3 marble.

“I am here, Armand,” she said; ‘‘you wished to
see me and 1 have come.”’

And letting her head fall on her hands, she burst
into tears.

-1 went up to her.
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“What is the matter?” I said to her in a log
voice. '

She pressed my hand without a word, for tears
still veiled her voice. But after a few minutes, re-
covering herself a little, she said tc me:

“You have been very unkind to me, Armand, and
I have done nothing to you.”

“Nothing?"’ I answered, with a bitter smile.

“Nothing but what circumstances forced me to
do.’”

I do not know if you have ever in your life experi-
enced. or if you will ever experience, what I felt at
the sight of Marguerite.

The last time she had come to see me she had sat
in the same place where she was now sitting; only,
since then, she had been the mistress of another man,
‘'other kisses than mine had touched her lips, toward
which, in spite of myself, my own reached out, and
yet I felt that I loved this woman as much, more per-
haps, than I had ever loved her.

It was difficult for me to begin the conversation
on the subject which brought her. Marguerite no
doubt realized it, for she went on:

“I have come to trouble you, Armand, for I have
two things to ask: pardon for whatI said yesterday
to Mile. Olympe, and pity for what you are per
haps still ready to do to me. Intentionally or nob
since your return you have given me so much pain
that I should be incapable now of enduring a fourth

part of what I have endured till now. You. will have
pity on me, won't you? And you will understand
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that a man who is not heartless has other nobler
things to de than to take his revenge upon a sick and
<ol woman like me. OSee, take my hand. I am in
a fever. 1left my bed to come to you, and ask, not
for your friendship, but for your indifference.”

I took Marguerite’s hand. It was burning, and
the poor woman shivered under her fur cloak. |

I rolled the arm-chair in which she was sitting up
to the fire.

“Do you think, then, that I did not suffer,’
I, “on that night when, after waiting for you in the
country, I came to look for you in Paris, and found
nothing but the letter which nearly drove me mad?
How could you have deceived me, Marguerite, when

3

said

FHoved you so much?”’

““Do not speak of that, Armand; I did not come
to speak of that. I wanted to ssze you only not an
enemy, and I wanted to take your hand once more.
Yon have a mistress; sheis young, pretty, you love
her they say. Be happy with her and forget me.”

“And you. You are happy, no doubt?’” '

“Have I the face of a happy woman, Armand?
Do not mock my sorrow, you, wlo know better
than any one w'hat its cause and its depth are.”

“It only depended on you not to have been un-
happy at all, if you are as you say.”’

“No, my friend; circumstances were stronger than
my will. I obeyed, not the instinct.s of a light
Woman, as you seem to say, but a serious necessity,
and reasons which you will know one day, and which
will make you forgive me."”
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“Why do you not tell me those reasons to-day?”’

““Because they would bring about an impossible
reunion between us, and they would separate you
perhaps from those from whom you must not be
separated.”’

“*Who do you mean?’’

1 can not tell you.”

*“Then you are lying to me.”

Marguerite rose and went toward the door. I
could not behold this silent and expressive sorrow
without being touched, when I compared in my mind
this pale and weeping woman with the madcap who
had made fun of me at the Op:ra Comique.

“You shall not go,”’ Isaid, putting myself in front
of the door.

“Why?”’

“*Because, in spite of what you have done fo me,
I love you always, and I want you to stay here.”

“To turn me out to-morrow? No; it is impos-
sible. Our destinies are separate; do not try to re-
unite them. You will despise me perhaps, while
now you can only-hate me.”

“No, Marguerite,”” I cried, feeling all my love
and all my desire reawaken at the contact of this
woman. “*No, [, will forget everything, and we will
be happy as we promised one another that we would
be.”’ '

“Margnerite shook her head doubtfully, and said:

“Am I not- your slave, your dog? Do with me

what you will. Take me; I am yours.”’ ‘
And throwing off her cloak and hat, she flung them
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on the sofa, and began hurriedly to undo the front
of her dress, for, by one of those reactions so fre-
quent in her malady, the blood rushed to her head
and stifled her. A hard, dry cough followed.

““Tell my coachman,’” she said, ‘‘to go back with
the carriage.”’

I went down myself and sent him away. WhenI
returned Marguerite was lying in front of the fire,
and her teeth chattered with the cold.

I took her in my arms. I undressed her, without
her making a movement, and carried her, icy cold,
to the bed. Thenl sat beside her and tried to warm
her with my caresses. She did not speak a word,
but smiled at me.

It was a strange night. All Marguerite’s life
ceemed to have passed into the kisses with which
she covered me, and I loved her so much that in
my transports of feverish love I _asked myself
whether 1 should not kill her, so that she might never
belong to another.

A month of love like that, and there would have
remained only the corpse of heart or body.

The dawn found us both awake. Marguerite was
livid white. She did not speak a word. From time
to time, big tears rolled from her eyes, and stayed

upon her cheeks, shining like diamonds. Her thin

arms opened, from time to time, to hold me fast,

and fell back helplessly upon the bed.
For a moment it seemed to me as if I could for-

get all that had passed since I had left Bougival,

and I said to Marguerite:
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**Shall \;re go away and leave Paris?”’

“No, no!” she :aid, almost with affright; *‘we
should be too vnhappy. I can do no more to- make
you happy, but while there is a breath of life in me,,
I will be the slave of your fancies. ‘At whatever
hour of the day or night you will, come, and 1 will
be yours; but do not link your future any more with
mine, you would. be too unhappy and you would
make me too unhappy. I shall still be pretty for a
while; make the most of it, but ask nothing more.”

When she had gone, I was frightened at the soli-
tude in which she left me. Two hcurs afterward
I ‘was still sitting on the side of the bed, looking at
the piliow which kept the imprint of her form,.and
asking myself what was to become of me, between
my love and my jealousy.

At five o’clock, withont knowing what I ‘was going:
to do, I went to the Rue d’Antin.

Nanine opened the me.

““Madame can not receive you,”’ she said in: an
embarrassed way.

““Why?”’

““Because M. le Comte de N. isthere, and he. has
given orders to let no one in.”

“Quite so,”’l stammered; **I forgot.”’

I went home like a drunken man, and do you know
what I did during the moment of iealous delirium:
which was long enough for the shameful thing I
was going to do? I said to myself that the woman
was laughing at me; [saw her alone with the count,
saying over to him the same words that she had said
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{n me in the night, and taking a five-hundred franc
note I sent it to her with these words:

“You went away so suddenly that [forgot to pay
you. Here is the price of your night.”

Then when the letter was sent I went ont asif to
free myself from the Insitantaneous remorse of this
infamous action.

I went to see Olympe, whom I found trying on
dresses, and when we were alone she sang obscene
songs to amuse me. She was fthe very type of the
shameless, heartless, senseless courtesan, for me at
least, for perhaps some men might have dreamed of
her as I dreamed of Marguerite. She asked me for
money. I gave it to hei, and, free then 1o go, I re-
turned home.

Marguerite had not answered.

I need not tell you in what state of agitation I
spent the next day. At half past nine a messenger
brought mz an envelope containing my letter and
the five-hundred-franc note, not a word more.

““Who gave you this?’’ I asked the man.

A ladfy who was starting with her maid in the
next mail for Boulogne, and who told me not to take
it until the coach was out of the courtyard.”

I rushed to the Rue d’Antin.

“Madame left for England at six o'clock,” said

the porter.
There was nothing to hold me in Paris any longer,

neither hate nor love. I was exhausted by this
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series of shocks. One of my friends was setting out
on a tour in the East. I told my father I should
like to accompany him; my father gave me drafts
and letters of introduction, and eignt or ten days
afterward [ embarked at Marseilles.

It 'was at Alexandria that I learned from an 44
tacht at the embassy, whom I had sometimes seen at
Marguerite's, that the poor girl was seriously ill.

I then wrote her the letter which she answered in
the way you know; I received it at Toulon.

I started at once, and you know the rest

Now you have only to read a few sheets which
Julie Duprat gave me; they are the best commentary
on what I have just told you.



CHAPTER XXV

ARMAND, tired by this long narrative, often in-
terrupted by his tears, put-his two hands over his
forehead and closed- his eyes to think, or to try to
sleep, after giving me the pages writien by the hand
of Marguerite. . A few minutes after, a more rapid

breathing told me that Armand slept, but that light
sleep which the least sound banishes.

This is what I read; I copy it without adding or
omitting a syllable:

To-day is the I5th December. I have been ill
three or four days. This morning I stayed in bed.
The weather is dark, I am sad; there is no one by
me. I think of you. Armand. And you, where are
vou, while I write these. lines? Far from Paris, far,
far, they tell me, and perhaps you have already for-
gotten Marguerite. Well, be happy; I owe you the
only happy moments in my life.

I can not help wanting to explain all my conduct
to you, and I have written you a letter; but, written
by a girl liké me, such a letter might scenmi to be d
lie, unless death had sanctified it by its authority,
and, instead of a letter, it were a confession.

To-day I am ill; I may die of this illness, forl
have always had the presentiment that I shall die.
young., My mother died of consaimption, and the
way I have always lived could but increase the oniy

243
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heritage she ever left me. But I do not want o
die without clearing up for you everything about
me; that is, if, when you come back, you will still
trouble yourszlf about the poor girl whom you loved
before you went away.

This is what the letter contained; I shall like writ-
ing it over again, so as to give myself another proaf
of my own justification.

You remember, Armand, how the arrival of your
father surprised us at Bougival; you remember the
involuntary fright that his arrival caused me, and
the scene which took place between you and him,
which you told me of in the evening.

~ Next 'day,kwhen you were at Paris, waiting for
your father, and he did not return, a man came to

the door and handed in a letter from M. Duval.
His letter, which I inclose with this, begged me,

in the most serious terms, to keep you away on the
following day, on some excuse or other, and to see
your  father, who wished to speak to me, and asked

me particularly not to say anything to you about it.

You know how 1 insisted on your returning to
Paris next day.

You had only been gone an hour when your father
presented himself. I won’t say what impression
his severe face made upon me. Your father bhad the
old theory that a courtesan is a being without heart
or reason, a sort of machine for coining gold, always
ready, like the machine, to bruise the hand that gives
her everything, and to tear in pieces, without pity or
discernment, those who set her in motion.
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Your father had written me a very polite letter, in
order that I might consent to see him; he did not
present himself quite as he had written. His man-
ner at first was so stiff, insolent, and even threaten-
ing, that I had to make him understand that I was
in my own house, and that I had no need to render
him an account of my life, except because of the sin-
cere affection which I had for his son.

M. Duval calmed down a little, but still went on
to say that he could not any longer allow his son to
ruin himself over me; that I was beautiful, it was
true, but, however beautiful I might be, I ought not
to make use of my beauty to spoil the future of a
young man by such expenditure as I was causing.

At that there was only one thing to do, to show
him the proof that since I was your mistress I had
spared no sacrifice to be "‘fz;ithful to you without
asking for more money than you had to give me. I
showed him the pawn. tickets, the receipts of the
people to whom | had sold what I could not pawn;
I told him of my resolve to part with my furniture in
order to pay my debts, -and live with you without
being a too heavy expense. I told him of our happi-
ness, of how you had shown me the possibility of a
anieter and happier life, and he ended by giving in
to the evidence, offering me his hand, and asking
pardon for the way in which he had at first ap-
proached me.

Then he said to me:

“So, madame, it is not by remonstrances or by
threats, but by entreaties, that I must endeavour to
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obtain from yon a greater sacrifice than you have
yvet made for my son.”

I trembled at this beginuing.

Your {father came over to me, took both my hands,
and continued in an affectionate voice:

““My child, do not take what Ihave to say to you
amiss; only remember that there are sometimes in
life cruel necessities for the heart, but that they must
be submitted to. You are good, your soul has gen-
erosity unknown to many women who perhaps de-
spise you, and are less worthy than you. But re-
member that there is not only the mistress, but the
family; that besides love there are duties; that to
the age of passion sticceeds the age when man, if he
is to be respected, must plant himself solidly in a
serious position. My son has no fortune, and yet
he is ready to abandon to you the legacy of his
mother. If he accepted from you the sacrifice which
you are on the point of making, his honour and
dignity would require him to  give you, in exchange
for it, this income, which would always put you ouf
of danger of adversity. . But he can not accept this
sacrifice, because the world, which does not know
you, would give a wrong interpretation to this ac
ceptance, and such aa interpretation must not tarnish
the name which we bear. No one would consider
whether Armand loves you, whether you love him,
whether this mutnal love means happiness to him
and redemplion fo you; they would see only one
thing, that Armand Duoval allowed a kept woman
(forgive me, my child, for what T am forced to say
to you)to sell all she had for him. Then the day
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of reproaches and regrets would arrive, be sure, for
you or for others, and you would both bear a chain
that you could not sever. What would you do then?
Your youth would be lost, my son’s future destroyed;
and I, his father, should receive from only one of
my children the recompense that J look for from
both.

““You are young, beautiful, life will console you;
you are noble, and the memory of a good deed will
redeem . you from many past deeds. During the six
months that he has known you Armand has forgot-
ten me. I wrote to him four times, and he has never
once replied. I might have died and he not known
it !

«Whatever may be your resolution of living other-
wise than as you have lived, Armand, who loves
you, will never consent to the seclusion to which his
modest fortune would condemn you, and to which
your beauty does not entitle you. Who knows what
he would do then! He has gambled, I know; with-
out telling you of it, I know also, but, ina moment
of madness, he might have lost part of what I have
saved, during many years, for my daughter’s por-
tion, for him, and for the repose of my old age. tht

might have happened may yet happen.

““Are you sure, besides, that the lite which you
are giving up for him will never again come to at-
tract you? Are you sure, you who have loved him,
that you will never love another? Would you not
suffer on seeing tle hindrances set by your loveto
your lover’s lile, hindrances for which you would be
powerless to copsole him, if, with age, thoughts O_f
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ambition should succeed to dreams of love? Think
over all that, madame. You love Armand; prove it
to him by the sole means which remains to you of
yet proving it to him, by sacrificing your love to his
future. No misfortune has yet arrived, but one will
arrive, and perhaps a greater one than those which
Iforesee. Armand might become jealous of a man
who has loved you; he might provoke him, fight, be
killed. Think, then, what you wonld suffer in the
presence of a father who should call on you to ren-

der an account for the life of his son !
“Finally, my dear child, let me tell you all, forl

have not yet told you all, let me tell you what has
bronght me to Paris. I have a daughter, as I have
told you, young, beautiful, pure as an angel. She
loves, and she, too, has inade this love the dream of
her life. 1 wrote all that to Armand, but, absorbed
in vou, he made no reply. Well, my daughter is
about to marry. She is 1o marry the man whom she

loves; she enters an honourable family, which re-
quires that mine has to be no less honourable. The

family of the man who is to become my son-in-law
has learned what manner of life Armand is leading
in Paris, and has declared to me that the marriage
must be broken off if Armand continues this life.
The future of a child who has done nothing against
you, and who has the right of looking forward toa
happy future, is in your hands. Have you the right,
have you the strength, to shatter it? In the name of
your love and of your repentance, Marguerite, grant

me the happiness of my child.”’
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I wept silently, my friend, at all these reflections
which I had so often made, and which, in the mouth
of your father, took a yet more serious reality. I
said to myself all that your {ather dared not say to
me, though it had come to his lips twenty times:
that I was, after all, only a kept woman, and that
whatever excuse I gave for our liwsen, it would al-
ways look like calculation on my parg that my past
life left me no right to dream of such a future, and
ihat I was accepting responsibilities for which my

habits and reputation were far from giving any
guarantee. In short, I loved you, Armanc.

The paternal way in which M. Duval had spoken
to me; the pure memories "that he awakened in me;
the respect of this old man, which I would gain;
yours, which I was sure of gaining later' on: all that
called up’ in my heart thoughts which raised me in
my own eyes with a sort of holy pride, unknown till
then. When I thought that one day this old man,
who was now imploring me for the future of his
son, wonld bid his daughter mingle my name with
her prayers, as the name of a mysterious friend, I
seemed to become transformed, and I felt a pride’
in myself. |

The exultation of the moment perhaps exagger-
ated the truth of these impressions, but that was
what I felt, friend, and these new feelings silenced
thec memory of the happy days I had spent with you,

“Tell me, sir,”’ I said to your father, wiping away
my tears, ‘‘do you believe thatl love your son?”’

“Yes,”’ said M. Duval.
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““With a disinterested love?"’

“Yes.”’

- Do you believe that I had made this love the
hope, the dream, the forgiveness of my life ?”’

“Implicitly.”

““Well, sir, embrace me once, as you would em-
brace your daughter, and I swear to you that that
kiss, the only ckaste kiss I have ever had, will make
me strong against my love, and that within a week
your son will be once more at your side, perhapsun-
happy for a time, but cured forever.”’

‘““You are a noble child,”’ replied your father, kiss-
ing me on the forehead, ‘“and you are making an

attempt for which God will reward you; but I greatly
fear that you will have no influence upon my son.”
““Oh, be at rest, sir; he will hate me.”’

I had to set up between us, as much for me as ior
you, an insurmountable barrier.

I wrote to Prudence to say that [ accepted the
proposition of the Comte de N., and that she was
to tell him that I would sup with her and him. 1
sealed the letter, and, without telling him what it
contained, asked your father to have it forwarded to
its address on reaching Paris.

He inquired of me what it contained.

“Your son’s welfare,”” I answered.

Your father embraced me once more. I felt two
grateful tears on my forehead, like the baptism of
my past faults, and at the moment when 1 con-
sented to give myself up to another man I glowed
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with pride at the thought of what I was redeeming
by this new fault.
It was quite natural, Armand. You told me that

your father was the most honest man in the world.

M. Daval returned to his carriage, and set out
for Paris. |

I was only a woman, and when I saw you again I
could not help weeping, but I did not give way. |

Did I do right? That is what I ask myself to-
day, asI lie ill in my bed, that I shall never leave,
perhaps, until I am dead. '

You are witness of what I felt as the hour of our
separation approached; your father was no longer
there to support me, and there was a moment when
] was on the point of confessing everything to you,
so terrified was I at the idea that you were going
to hate and despise me. |

One thing which you will not believe, perhaps,
Armand, is that I prayed God to give me strength;
and what proves that he accepted my sacrifice is that

he gave me the strength for which I prayed. -
At supper 1 still had need of aid, for I could not

think of what I was going to do, so much did I fear
that my courage would fail me. Who would ever

have said that I, Marguerite Gautier, would have

suffered so at the mere thought of a new lover? I
drank for forgetfulness, and when [ woke next day

I'was beside the count.

That is the whole truth, fricnd. Judge me and
pardon me, as I have pardoned you for all the
wiong that you have done me since that day.



CHAPTER XXVI

WIAT followed that fatal night you know as well
as I; but what yon can not know, what you can not
suspect, is what [ have suffered since our separation.

I heard that your father had taken you away with

hiim, but I feit sure that you could not live away
from me for long, and when I met you in the
Champs-Elysées, I was a little upset, but by no means
surprised.
- Then began that series of days; each of them
brought me a fresh insult from you. I received them
all with a kind of ijoy, for, besides proving to me
that you still loved me, it seemed to me as if the
more you persecuted me the more ] should be raised
in your eyes when you came to know the truth.

Do not wonder at my joy in martyrdom, Armand;
your love for me had opened my heart to noble en-
thusiasm.

Still, I was not so strong as that quite ai once.

Between the time of the sacrifice made for you
and the time of your return a long while elapsed,
during which I was obliged to have recourse to phys-
ical means in order not to go mad, and in order 10
be  blinded and deafened in the whirl of life into
which. I flung myself.- Prudence has told you (has
she not?) how I went to all the fétes and balls and
orgies... I had a sort of hope that I should kill my-
self by all;thesé excesses, aml I think it will not be.

252
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long before this hope is realized.” My health natu-
rally got worse and worse, and when [ sent Mme,
Duvernoy to ask youn for pity | was utterly worn
out, body and soul. ' '

I will not remind you, Armand, 'of the return you
made for the last proof of love that T gave you, and
of the outrage by which you drove away a dying
woman, who could not resist your voice when yolt
asked her for a night of love, and who, likea fool,
thought for one instant, that she might again unite
the past with the present.  You had the right fo do
what youn did, Armand; people have not always put
<o high a price on a night of mine!

I left everything after that. Olympe has taken

my place with the Comte de N., and has told him,
I hear, the reasons for my leaving him. The Comte
de G. was at London. He is one of those men who
give just enough importance to making love to
women like me for it to be an agreeable pastime, and
who are thus able to remain friends with women, not
hating them because they have never been jealous
of them, and he is, too, one of those grand seignenrs
who open only a part of their hearts to us, bnt the
whole of their purses. It was of him that Iimmedi-
ately thonght. [ joined him in London. He re-
ceived me as kindly ‘as possible, but he was the lover
there of a woman in society, and he feared to com-
Lromise himself if he were seen with me. He in-
troduced me to his fncndq who gave a supper in
my honour, after which one of them took me home
with him.
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What else was there for me to do, my friend? If
I had killed myself it would have burdened your life,
which ought to be happy, with a needless remorse;
and then, what is the good of killing oneself when

one is so near.dying already?
I became a body without a soul, a thing without

a thought; I lived for some time in that automatic
way; then 1 ’rertuArne(l to. Paris, and asked after
‘you; I heard then that you were gone on a long
voyage. There was nothing left to hold me to life.
My  existence became what it had been two yeais
before I knew you. [ tried to win back the duke,
but I had offended him too deeply. Old men are not
patient, no doubt because they realize that they are
not eternal. I got weaker every day. [ was pale
and sad and thinner than ever. Men who buy
love examine the goods before taking them. At
Paris there were women in better health, and not so
thin as I was; I was rather forgotten. That is all
the past up to yesterday. |
Now I am seriously ill. I have written to the
duke to ask him for money, for I have none, and
the creditors have returned, and come to me with
their bills with pitiless perseverance., Will the duke
answer? Why are you not in Paris, Armand? You
would come and see me, and your visits would do me
good.
| December 20
The weather is horrible; it is snowing, and Iam
alone. I have been in such a fever for the last three
days that T could not write you a word. No  news,
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my friend; every day I hope vaguely. for a letter
from you, but it does not come, and no doubt it will
never come. Only men are strong enough not to
forgive. The duke has not answered.

‘Prudence is pawning my things again.
I have been spitting blood all the time. Oh, you

would be sorry for me if you could see me. You
are indeed happy to be under a warm sky, and not,
like me, with a whole winter’ 'of ice on your chest,
To-day I got up for a little while, and looked out
through the curtains of my window, and watched the

life of Paris passing below, the life with which I
have now nothing more to do. I saw the faces of

some people I knew, passing rapidly, joyous and

careless, Not one lifted his eyes to my window.
However, a few young men have come to inquire for
me. Once before I was ill, and you, though you did
not know me, though voun had had nofhing from me

but an impertinence the day I met you first, you came
to inquire after me every day. We spentsix months
together. I had all the love for you that a woman’s
heart can hold and give, and you are far away, you
are cursing mie, and there is not a word of consola~
tion from you. But it is only chance that has made
vou leave me, I am sure, for if you were at Paris,

vou would not leave my bedside.
December 25+

My doctor tells me 1 must not write every day,
And indeed my memories only increase my fever,

bug yesterday I received a letter which did me good,
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more because of what it said than by the material
help which it contained. I can write to you, “then,
to-day. This letter is from your father, andinthis
is what it says:

“MADAME: I have just learned that you :are ill.
If T were at Paris I would come and ask after you
myself; if my son were here I would send him; -but
I can not leave C., and Armand is six or seventhun-
dred leagues from here; permit me, then, simply to
write to you, madame, to tell you how pained I am
to hear of your illness, and believe in my sincere

wishes for your speedy recovery.
“One of my good friends, M. H., will call on you;

will you kindly receive him? I have infrusted ..him

with a commission, the result of which I await sim-
patiently.
“Believe me, madame.
“Yours most faithfully.”

This is the letter he sent me. Your. father:has
a noble heart; love him well, my friend, for there
are few men so worthy of being loved. This paper
signed by his name has done me more good than all
the prescriptions of our great doctor.

This morning M. H. called. He seemed -much
embarrassed by the delicate mission which M. Duval
‘had intrusted to him. As a matter of fact, he came
to bring me three thousand francs from your father.
I wanted to refuse -at first, but M. H. told me " that
ﬁay refusal would annoy M. Duval, who had author-
ized him to give me this sum now, and later on - what-
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ever I might need. 1 accepted it, for, coming from

your father, it could not be exactly taking alms. If
[ am dead when you come back; show your father

what I have written for him, and tell him that in
writing these lines the poor woman to whom he was
kind enough to write so consoling a letter wept tears
of gratitude and prayed (GGod for him.

January 4.

I have passed some terrible days. I never knew
the body could suffer so. Oh, my past life! I pay

doubly for it now.

There has been some one to watch by me every
night; I can not breathe. What remains of my poor
existence is shared between being delirious and
coughing.

The dining-room is full of sweets and all sorts of
presents that my friends have brought. Some of

them, I dare say, are hoping that I ‘shall be their
mistress later on. If they could see what sickness

has made of me, they would go away in terror.

Prudence is giving her New Year's presents with

those I have received.

There is a thaw, and the doctor says that I may
goout in a few days if the fine weather continues.

]anum‘_\' AP

I went out yesterday in my carriage. The
weather was lovely. The Champs-Elysées was full
of people. It was like the first smile of spring.
Lverything about me had a festal air. I never
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knew before that a ray of sunshine could contain so

much joy, sweetness, and consolation.

I met almost all the people I knew, all happy, all
absorbed in their pleasures. How many happy peo-
ple don't even know that they are happy! Olymps

passed me in an elegant carriage that M. de N. has
given her. She tried to insult me by her look. She

little knows how far I am from such things now. A
nice fellow, whom [ have known for a long time,
asked me if I would have supper with him and one
of his friends, who, he said, was very anxious to
make my acquaintance. I smiled sadly and gave him
my hand, burning with fever. 1 never saw such an

astonished countenance.

I came in at four, and had quite an appetite for
my dinner. Going out has done me good. If I were
only going to get well! How the sight of the life
and happiness of  others gives a desire of life to
those who, only the night bzfore, in the soli‘tuae of
their souls and in fthe shadow of their sick-room,

only wanted to die soon!
January 10.

The hope of getting better was only a dream. I
am back in bed again, covered with plasters which
burn me. If I were to offer the body that people
patd so dear {for once, how much would they give, |
wonder, to-day ?

We must have done something very wicked before

we were born, or else we must be going to be very
happy indeed when we are dead, for God to let this
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life have all the tortures of expiation and all the
sorrows of an ordeal,

January 12.

I am always ill.

The Comte de N. sent me some money yesterday.
I did not keep it. 1 wuun't take anything from that

man. It is through him that you are not her e.

«*QOh, that good time at Bougival! Where is it
now?

If I come out of this room alive I will make a
pilgrimage to the house we lived in together, but I
will never leave it until I am dead.

Who knows if I shall write to you to-morrow?

January 23.

I have not slept for eleven nights. I am suffo-
cated. I imagine every moment that [ am going to
die. The doctor has forbidden me to touch a pen.
Julie Duprat, who is looking after me, lets me write
these few lines to you. Will you not come back be-
fore T die? Is it all over between us forever? It
seems to me ‘as if I should get well if you came.
What would be the good of getting well?

January 28.

This morning | was awakened by a great noise.
Julie, who slept in my room, ran into. the dining-

room. | heard men’s voices, and hers protesting
against them in vain. She came back crying.

They had come to seize my things. I told her
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to let what they call justice have its way. The
bailiff came iInto my room with his hat on, He
opened the drawers, wrote down what he saw, and
did not even sesm to be aware that there was a
dying woman in the bed that fortunately the charity
of the law leaves me.

He said, indeed, before going, that I could ap-
peal within nine days, but he left a man behind to
keep watch., My God! what is to become of me!
This scene has made me worse than 1 was before.
Prudence wanted to go and ask your father’s friend
for money, but I would not iet her. o

I received your letter this morning.. 1 was in
nced of it. Will my answer reach you in time? Will
you ever see me again? This is a happy day, and
it has made me forget all the days I have passed
for the last six weeks. [ seem as if I am better, in
spite of thé feeling of sadness under the impression,
of which [ replied to you.

After all, no one is unltappy always.

When [ think that it may happen to me not to
“lie, for you to come back, for me to see the spring
again, for you still to love me, and for us to begin
over again our last year’s life !

Fool that I am! I can scarcely hold the pen
with which I write to you of this wild dream of my
heart.

Whatever happens, I loved you well, Armand, and
I would have died long ago if I had not had the
memory of your love to help me and a sort of vague
hope of seeing you beside me again.‘
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Lelryary 4.

The Comte de (:. has returned. His misiress
Las keen unfaithful fo him. He is very sad; he was
very fond of her. He came to tell e all about ii.
Tke rcor fellow is in rather a bad way as to money;
2!l the same, he has paid my bailiff and sent away
the man,

I talked t{o him about you, and he promised to
tell you about me. T fergot that I had Dbeen his
mistrcss, and he tried to make me forget it, too. He

is a good friend.
The duke sent yesterday 10 inquire after me, and
this morning he came to see me. I do not know how

the old man still keeps alive. He remained with
me three hours and did not say twenty words. Two
big tears fell from his eyes when he saw how pale [
was. The memory of his daughter’s death made
him weep, no doubt. He will have -seen her die
twice. His back was bowed, his head bent toward
the ground, his lips drooping, his eyes vacant, Age
and sorrow weigh with a donble weight on his worn-
out body. He did not reproach me. It looked as
if he rejoiced secretly to see the ravages that disease
had made in me. He scemed proud of being still on
his feet, while- I, who am still young, was broken
down by suffering.

The bad weather has returned. No one comes

losee me. Julie watches by me as much as she can.
Prudence, to whom I can no longer give as much as

Lused to, begins to make excuses for not coming.

Now that I am so near death, in spite of what the
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doctors tell me, for I have several, which proves
that I am getting worse, I am almost sorry that [
listened to your father; if I had known that I should
only be taking a year of your future, I could not
have resisted the longing to spend that year with
you, and, at least, I should have died with a friend
to hold my hand. It is true that if we had lived to-
gether this year, I should not have died so soon.

God’s will be done !

February 5.

Oh, come, come, Armand! [ suffer horribly; I
am going to die, O God! I was so miserable yes
terday that I wanted to spend the evening, which
seemed as if it were going to be as long as the last,
anywhere but at home. The duke came in the morn-
ing. It seems to me as if the sight of this old man
whom death has forgotten, ma kes me die faster.

Despite the burning fever which devoured me,
I made them dress me and take me to the Vaude-
ville. Julie put on some rouge for me, without
which I should have looked like a corpse. I had the
box where I gave you our first rendezvous. All the
time I had my eyes fixed on the stall where you sat
that day, though a sort of country- fellow sat theré
Jaughing loudly at all the foolish things that the
actors said. I was half dead when they brought me
home. 1 coughed and spat blood all the night. To
day I can not speak, I can scarcely move my armh
My God! My God! I am -going to die! 1 have
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been expecting it, but I can not get used to the
thought of suffering more than I suffer now, and
if

After this the few characters traced by Margue-
rite were indecipherable, and what followed was

written by Julie Duprat.
February 18.

MORNSIFUR ARMAND:

Since the day that Marguerite insisted on going
to the theatre she has got worse and worse. She
has completely lost her voice, and now the use of her
Jimbs, Whatour poor friend suffers, is impossible to
say. I am not used to emoticns of this kind, andI
am in a state of constant fright.

How I wish you were here! She is almost always
delirious; but delirious or lucid, it is always your
name that she pronounces, whon she can speak a
word.

The doctor tells me that she is not here for long.
Since she got <o ill the old duke has not returned,
He told the doctor that the sight was too much for
him.

Mme, Duvernoy is not Dbehaving well. This
woman. who thought she could get more money out
of Marguerite, at whose expense she was living al-
most completely, has contracted liabilities which she
can not meet, and seeing that her neighbour is no
longer of use to her, she does not even come to see
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her. Everybody is abandoning her. M. de G,
prosecuted for his debts, has had to return to Lon-
don. On leaving, ke sent us more money; he has
done all he could, but they have returned to seize
the things, and the creditors are only waiting for

her to die in order to sell everything.
I wanted to use my last resources to put a stop
to it, but the bailiff tcld me it was no use, and that

there are other seizures to folicww. Since she must
die, it is better to let everything go than to save it
for her family, whom she has never cared to see, and
who have never cared for her. You cannot con-
ceive in the midst of what gilded misery the poor
thing is dying. Yesterday "we had absolutely no
money. Plate, jewels, shawls, everything is in pawn;
the rest is sold or seized. Marguerite is still con-
scious of what goes on around her, and she suffers
in body, mind, and heart. Big tears trickle down
her cheeks so thin and pale that you would never
recognisc the face of her whom you loved so much:
if you could see her. She has made me promise to
write you when she can no longer write, and I write
before her. She turns her eyes toward me, but she
no longer sees me; her eyes are already veiled by
the coming of death; yet she smiles, and all her
thoughts, all her soul are yours, I am sure.

Every time the door opens her eyes brighten, and
she thinks vou are going to come in; then, when she
sees that it is not you, her face resumes its sorrow-
ful expression, a-cold.sweat breaks out over it, and
her cheek-Lones flush.
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February 19y midnight.
What a sad day we have had to-day, poor M.
Armand! This morning ~ Marguerite was stifling;
the doctor bled her, and her voice has returned to

her a while. The doctor begged her to see a priest.
She said **Yes,’”’” and he went h'imself to fetch an

484¢ from Saint Roch.
Meanwhile Ma-guerite called me up to her bed,
asked me to open a cupboard, and pointed out a

cap and a long chemise covered with lace, and said
in a feeble voice: '

] shall die as soon as I have confessed. Then
you will dress me in these things; it is the whim of a
dying woman.’’ ‘

Then she embraced me with tears and added:

“I can speak, but I am stifled when I speak; I am
stifling. Air!”’

I burst into tears; opened the window, and a few
minutes afterward the priest entered. I went up to
him; when he knew where he was, he scemed afraid
of being badly received.

.“*Come in boldly, father,”’ I said to him.

He stayed a very short time in the room, and
when he came out he said to me:

““She lived a sinner, and she will die a Christian.”
A few minutes afterward he returned with a

choir boy bearing a crucifix, and a sacristan who
went before them ringing the bell to announce that
God was coming to the dying one.

They went all three into the bed-room where so
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many strange words have been said, bat was now a
<ort of holy tabernacle.

I fell on my knees. I do not know how long the
impression of what I saw will Iast, but I do not think
that, till my turn comes, any human thing can make
so deep an impression on me.

The priest anointed with holy oil the {feet and
hands and forehcad of the dying woman, repeated a
short prayer, and Marguerite was ready to sct ont
for the h=aven to which I doubt not she will go, if

God has seen the ordeal of hsr life and the sanctity
of her death.

Since then she has not said a word or made a

movement. Twenfy times [ shoild have thought
har dead if I had not h=ard h=r breathing painfully.

February 20, 5 P.A.
All is over.

- Marguerite fell into her last agony at about two
o’'clock. Never did a martyr suffer such tortare, to
judge by the cries she uttered. Two oc¢ three times
she sat upright in th= bed, as if she wouald hold oa to
her life, which was escaning toward God.

Two or three times also she said your name; then
all was sileat, and she fell back on the bed exhausted.

Silent tears flowed from her eyes, and shz was dead.
Then I went up to her; I called her, and as she
did not answer 1 closed her eyes and kissed her on
the forehead.
Poor, dear Marguaerite, [ wish T were a holy

woman that my kiss might recommend you to God.
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Then I dressed her as she had asked me to do.
[ went to find a priest at Saint Roch, I burned two
candles for her, and I prayed in the church for an
hour.

I gave the money she left to the poor.

I do not know much about religion, but T think
that God will know that my tears were genui11e,,- my
prayers fervent, my alms-giving sincere, and that he
will have pity on her who, dying young and beauti-
ful, has only had me to close her eyes and put her
in her shroud.

February 22.

The burial took place to-day. Many of Margue-
rite’s friends came to the church. Some of them wept
with sincerity. When thé funeral started on the
way to Montmartre only two men followed: it: the
Comte de G., who came from London on purpose,
and the duke, who was supported by two footmen,

1 write you these details from her house, in the
midst of my tears and under the lamp which burns
sadly beside a dinner which I can not touch, as you
can imagine, but which Nanine has got for me, for
I have eaten nothing for twenty-four hours. )

My life can not retain these sad impressions for
long, for my life is not my own any more than Mar-
guerite’s was hers; that is why I give you all these
details on the very spot where they occurred, in the
fear, if a lopg time elapsed between them and your
return, that T might not be able to give them to you
with all their melancholy exactitude.



CHAPTER XXVII

“You have read it?"’ said Armand when I had
frnished the manuscript.

“] understand what you must have suffered, my
friend, if all that I read is true.”

“My father confirmed it in a letter.”’

We talked for some time over the sad destiny
which had been accomplished, and I went home to
rest a little.

Armand, still sad, but a little relieved by the
narration of his story, soon recovered, and we went
together to pay a visit to Prudeace and to Julie
Duprat.

Prudence had become bankrupt. She told us that
Marguerite was the cause of it; that during her ili-
‘ness she had lent her a2 lot of money in the form of
promissory noles, which she could not pay, Mar—
guerite having died without having. retuarned her: the
money, and without having given her a receipt with
which she could present herself as a creditor.

By the help of this fable, which Mme. Duvernoy
repeated everywhere in order to account for her
money difficulties, she extracted a note for a thou-
sand francs from Armand, who did not believe it,
but. who pretended to, out of respect for all those in

whose company Marguerite had lived.
Then we 'called on Julie Duprat, who told us the

268
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sad incident which she had wiinessed, shedding real
tears at the remembrance of her friend.

Lastly, we went to Marguerite’s -grave, on which
the first rays of the April sun' were bringing the first
leaves into bud.

One duty remained to Armand—to return to his
father. He wished me to accompany him.

We arrived at C., where I saw M. Duval, such
as § had imagined him from the portrait of his son
had made of him, tall, dignified, kjndly.

He welcomed Armand with tears of joy, and
clasped my hand affectionately.- I was not long in
secing that the paternal sentiment was that which
dominated all others in his mind.

His daughter, named Blanche, had that trans-
parence of eyes, that serenity of the mouth, which
indicates a soul that conceives only holy thoughts
and lips that repeat only pious words. She wel-
comed her brother’s return with smiles, not know-
ing, in the purity of her youth, that far away a
courtesan "had sacrificed her own happiness at the
mere invocation of her name.

I remained for some time in their happy family,
full of indulgent care for one who Drought them the
convalescence of his heart. '

I returned to Paris, where I wrote this story just
as it had been told me. It has only one merit, which
will parhaps be denied it; that is, that it is true.

Ido not draw from this story the conclusion that
all women like Marguerite are capable of doing all
that she did—far from it; but I have discovered
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that one of them experienced a serions love in the
course of her life, that she suffered for it, and that
she died of -it- I have told the reader all that [

learned., It was my duty,
1 am not the apostle of vice, but I would gladly

be the echo of noble sorrow wherever I hear its
voice in prayer.

The story cf Marguerite is.an exception, [ re-
peat; had it not been an exception, it would not have
been worth the tronble of writing it,

THE END
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awe: G BIEE MR AN RN, G R & T
Fr ek BB R TR YR B TR AR R
— BB LG, M0 B SRR H O R E M,
BB E R B O /4 A W Wit (3 amasme.)




NOTES 9

chaperoning: {}E%. Cf. chaperon (n.): married or
elderly woman in charge of girl on social occasions.

virginal: [0,

figure of Resignation: IR 4. (Resignation i 7
TR FER, SEREH L ET I, FREMNER, Sl
KT

transfigured: ¥#{@; 76 A%,

debauches: TE#.

mapped out:  nlanned out.

under the sorrowful burden of her life: (Fili4:35.2
VIR EUCL T

chastity: (. (114 RTEAL B AT~ L Wk I

the soul -has strange refuges: 24§ i WA B OUEE
I (5 AE) TGN R It A, K
FNESE R AR IR ——. ERNERREATFRZ
o SR R R )

. to pass over in silence: 4<A%AS B HE A,

from time to time: Jgi¥.

ntartyrdom: ﬁ]i'éi sty R DB EH SIE
AR A Al w0 RS TE, BEME.)
P.6,—

lying-in: A 7.

midwife: FEiE. (13 Louise §§ 1A

took pity on her; w4,

morally and physically: #5af LAt g k.




To

NOTES
died of it: _ [KpLfi . SERMREEEJE tof.”

a certain space of time: XVEETHINE .

but myself, etc.: except myself, etc.

pocket (v.): put into one’s pocket.
went up to:  went close to, 3R,
Mademoiselle Marguerite Gautier, Z5IEH 4.

Mademoiselle (#3514 1 madmwazel’ &, madmazel'), 7k

BRI - T

P.7.

on view: open to inspsction, & ZBIAIHEA BT

creditors: {f§¥.

send up the prices: 3§ S0t

r —a

io any extent: i FEE; SATVE.
cover. JhE iy - | |
what remains over: L1440 % Fivy. over: in addition.
touched his hat: JHFEMEMHET. (78

in spite of myself:  RfBE%. in spite of, notwith-

standing.

apologize:  §ifi
prefecture: i S
was being marched along: F ilt#i# . maxch:

cause to go.

since that day....at first sight: 7238 B D38

AR (E U)K AT % e — I e N R B
B KNS RS HEEE D THRA BRI AR ZAKE



NOQTES ) 81

AT IRES B 3, 1B IR EGAT RpE 3% SR LIS 58 A — B
S2 AT SRR 200 s A JIRTAE D)
P8~
CHAPTER 1II
in order to: for the purpose of 5 77,LMii.
give time: give an opportunity.

from abroad. abroad: in or to foreign land {75
abverb 4HRIF(REEEI “from” SEHLAFIR AL .
though the life of such women makes sen_sation
enough, their death makes very little: iﬁféf&ﬂ@ﬁ’?éﬁﬂ#%
TGO IR R R AR TIA.
unobserved: 73/8 Nk,
a few recollections are exchanged: J¥ifniji-—ikil
(2 (ELA%E < HARZER T — it )
without so much as a fear: 3% /28 IM%—HIRGE.
at twenty-five: 3455,
squander: %L,
indiscriminately: A an.
it is tile most that can be expected..................for
the price they pay: #ESREMCAHBIRFICER TR BT
AT AT (RS I AR HRIRL E B TR ILE A R EL

instinetive indulgence: AfBAYEE
P.g

more perhaps them it was worth thinking over: M,
“&Tﬁﬁ{ﬂ:ﬁﬁ%;@%ﬁg %ML, thinking over: reflect upon,
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Bois. %3ty woods, {E ik “bwa.”

conpé:  EFF ATREEN TR

bays: FAAL(6 15

enhanced: #jF.

these unfortunate creatures: FRbfsefydipH. (3%
BN _

some body or other: —<{f A\, (F~§5€ 5 HE).

conspicuous: X Ak H.

s;lritque:V fﬁ},ﬁ

well.........off: sufficient rich.

inexplicable: {aT§iR,

in regard to: regarding; about.

Champs—Elysées. PLE I3 Wi,

chose to ; thought fit to. [§f.

duchess: ZMgd A

to and fro: forwards and backwards.

Rond—Point. PLE21H147.

drove rapidly home. home fi:pki. adv., =to her

home.
P"IO.'%"’
as one might regret the destruction of a beautiful

work of art: {§ )\W‘i%‘i&gﬂ- f‘ﬁqnn iﬁ“"m

in beauty: in beautiful women.
she had in the fullest degree the art...... ...thir_xg_s §he




NOTES 13

wore: AR RPN, BT I AR T KT A8 W]
LIo A i it 5k /K. oversight: omission to notice.

- flounce: PA g,
~muff: BELE.

exacting: Ty A -

find no fault: fEHEwr g, find fault: BKE R,
contour: #RJ57.

marvel. g3k 5], B her head {E[RJ47-

it was small, and her mother, as Musset would say,

ceemed fo Fave made it so in order to make it with care’

IRRSEREN . F 2n Musset fiist, MR BRPI IS S
B DB ESRRAISE .. Alfred de Musset (1810-1857),
EBRBIEIEA.

1

set. HBLF.” veil, trace, design, colour ;¥ FEEERIKE

Sk “you”. oval: EHIE(IRIE.)

the nostrils, a little open, in an ardent aspiration

toward the life of the senses: SLJL{05 7%, WF Kol

(S e B3

not:

down: BAE.
waving npaturally or not: FARMUTERS ikl . or
or xiot naturally; artificially.

P.rr,—

draped: A
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in sight: visible, 514 /.

franc. BERAA:

how it was that her ardent life...... without attempt-
ing to solve it: 3FRJGIKM, JWRLTHMANE, 11 IUMTE R
LB 7ML B AHEN RS W S 6. R
—={HER T B R e AR .

Vidal, H: RS

do her justice: HJIBNE, (B TREAIRE M)

otherwise: 3 lt].

be obliged to: be forced to; must.
first night: ik LIRAGH—1E.
ball: Pk ifer.

piece: J

ledge: 4.

greund-floor box: #t FELHE.

opera-glass:  FHRIFIF It AEIAGE.
a bag of sweets: AL

a bouqﬁet of camellias: yiZ)k.
habitué: §9%.

P.12,—

florist: JEfE. 4 florist shop ({EY:RIMIJ store
{4 i shop), ALL5B 45 453 shop 1 store Z2pg. HRIL
Ji,. %l shoe-maker’s, shookseller’s, etc.

had come: had happened; had amounted,




NOTER 15

the name stuck to her: ik NiEHE PR T, stick
: be fixed.

like all these who move in a certain set in Paris: {{;.
MAE AR A B — A —1E.

fashionable: Wp42dy.

one another: T #{.

Bagnérs. 3B S84, CLIHEE A -

as far as possible: $5 %] B (AIFLIE).

to her own satisfaction: R{Fid ¥ :&.

waters: I .

invalids: j5 A\ fH.

complaint: I 45 %5 7%

have been taken for sisters:. j% {514k

in the last stage of consumption: [l £) T A1

a part of his heart. Hfliifjr 4,

caught sight of: began too see.

at a turp of the road: {1 & BEAYHLA.
P.13.—

not being in any fear of compromising herself:
1145 1R

Dbretext:  FLf.

mode of life: Zkygaylis.
E__ whether.

offer her in.rqtum for the sacrifice every compen- -
Sation that she could desire: $5HBEFHE#A LA BB 1E
i\ e
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the past seemed to her sensitive nature.........repen-
tence and conversion: 5 {lif F5 82 SR TR B 3
R A BRI, —HERIE ARSIl 4 i N
F% Ui [T R W A ek 8L, As i it were R
qualifying phrase, {5, BENFHMAPZEW
B2 AR

more or less: %, /3r.
biafson:  PMRGE R B & JE1ERR).

known for his immense - fortune: L) . fortune;

wealth.
prodigality: &%
was set down to:  was attributed to.

P.1y.
in truth: really.

a communion of heart: i B A . InIMHEDL

incest: {EL/4.

he had never spoken to her a word which his
daughter might not have heard: {ilt ()3 1% £ #¥ B35 38 -

i E O SRR |

far be it from me to make out our heroine to be any-
thing but what she was: %38 25 3 40 A28
Pgs# 7158 7. far be it from me to: I would on no

accoiint.
as long as: on condition that.

ise: % ise SR&l.
promise: #%. keep promise 534




NOTES 17

orgies: i (420K ; ET.

stated: 5 301 ¥y,

boredom: 48 #p; Hik {78,

the hot breath of her old life came back across her
head and heart: 0% 215 iY 4% 30 16] 55 A0 Wi A0 o
K.

malady, sleeping but not subdued: {if & 7*HAEF
HERERR GG BE. (& WA MR B Ry 7.)

on the lookout for: carefully looking for.

on the partof: make of, performed by,

advised him with arrigr—penags, toconcern himself

with her no longer: i & 3t i i A BER 4, 0. wrricee

pinsect mental reservalion. no longer: not ayy more.

carrying out: pulting inte execution; sustaining to
the end ${17, Wik H) 5. |
what she had undertaken: U 38R (JERE2LE

-2 54.)

P. 15.-—-
it wis all he coul d do: fib F ki BiiE— 5 (i,
AAET)

that is to say: in other words (JH Fi}'ﬁu’ﬁ‘f‘%ﬂ‘:‘iﬁﬂi
HI 505 ji.2.)




P.I6s"”"
CHAPTER IIf

anctioneer: ¥ A. cf. aution: 1.

celebrities: 24 A\,

elegant impropriety: FEECVELE (3% MNME).
furtively: (&gl

certain great ladies: A-«LL 574, certain: that

might but need not or should not specified, 3.

close at hand: near in time or distance i,
elbowed. #45] elbow 1%

“‘thrusted” (Pijhdii=>)
Mlle, Mademoiselle {1;{ii%".,

Y

AT ek G 1

[ X4

Marquis:  {fuidy.

the price of which was being run high by Mme. D:
TSR BD S AR s 7 (a3 A 548 Sl
5 5:4 1) Mme. & Madam:= jiflfj 5.

adulteress: &%, ** Gk 4% adulterer.

who in Madrid is suppaied to be ruining himself in

Paris, .........the limits of him income: (§ Madrid (F#[ 4
HAI NG UL 1D AR 2 9 R B (B L2 L A48 (¢ Madrid
Pzt ee, (R Fadie ABBHASE®s.  as a matter of
fac“ R b K. |

from tinie to time: occasionally.

18




NOTES Y

Ny

confidential (—shl): Ty,

a fair ornament of the Champs-Blvsées: champs-
Elysées Bis Livi—{ar 08 GRIUES M7 48 8080 07
(esa gt Likak.)

after _her fashion: as she was wont to do, Il
it
Pi7.—

wemen of the world: 8240 i i T L A

’]nt: ‘/.k 34{%?}-

three times: = f.

amours: love affairs.

was not the least Icok at: SIERFAZHEA
cite: {4,

every one was in the highest spirit: N NP es B

T 4. high spirit: cheerful & buoyanty; fii low spirit
AL

oblivious: 41 JiSi%.

shouted at the top of their voices: ‘shouted as loudly

as possible, 7 J7 1Bk,
dealers: PG A.

in front of: before.

b 13 - [ . - - z.:;;_.-,,":- - A -
tried in vain to obtain silence: E{IEZHAMAPE. 0

vain: to no purpose %k, 5F R

Faixy

transact their business: JFHOfl{H 35 .

in peace: faﬁj@
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gathering: 4.6},

voor crealure. JFELfi Sk NS B,

Having come rather to e>amine tyem to buy: 2
ZAR T BT A T,

beamed with delight; I}Q]:?s‘,%g&si

beyond their ¢ xpectations: #3584 A Fidyl.

Fenest creztures:  PEEONE AAM.  (Pb4v B excla-
malory sentence, ¥ i 35— B {E 4. 03000 10 B A 3k
& BEE BN LRI T RN Ay g —).

who has sreculated uron this weman’s prostitution:
r -

N EREE SR A NTC AR AL &

who had gained treir hundied per cent ouf- of her:
i AV RIS A S AN RE . (per cent B {2~
“%'dm 1007, 30%.) |

who bhad plagued with their writs the Iast moments
of her life: b {4E MR ARSI 4 7 I BEIS A S sk in 1.

the fruits of their dichoncurable calculations: {3
AL VRS
P18, —

the interest on their shameful credit: 8% AfHiEMY

BAHIE
How wise were the ancients in having only one God

for_traders and robbers. o705 fiiag ol i Her-
mes  ((EFRISHIATN]IS  Mercury)  [Rln¥ £ g gl
Pl |




NOTES o1

incredible rapidity: T VAT =4 ¥ JE.

nethirg 11at 1 c'mcd for: rnothirg that I liked,
i{?{?ﬂ =R 5 TR A A0 iyt

all at once: suddenly

beautifully bound: &hy:atzyyp.

gilt-edged: @;@ﬁ’j

Marcn  Lescant. -} AR 1B, -0 2842 00 )-8
ALbé Privost (1€C€—1763) )i 4. S—J 3 4450 L 45
( e valier de Orieux 83 5. A 4 (., Menonft. 5 Ry X =¥
AR = el (R B R R T e S ﬁh%ﬁ“ﬁﬂl’ﬁ”
R AR T R W, AN Uﬁiﬁ?ﬁ%xT i AT
W Syns, FAS TR 0 R4 0 T 2 R T g
HCI_: :.‘W‘ll)?‘:‘(”

bidder: JHRENHITH-

in a tone which seemed fg_(_iefy further competition:
LI P R A

seemed to convince my adversary: (L]0 IR (G EIT
ERRT

if 1 h«’:ld wished to make a sensation [ should cer-
tainly succeeded: it A T A 7 30
Px1g,-—

though indeed a_little later: MESRE SLAHA T,
UL RSB R G B A A TR 6% )

give wav: HE%,

some new fit of obstinacy: —\-[iifij{ﬁﬁ{ﬁéj;@.‘
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which my amany #remre might have sustained some-

‘what better thzn my purse: I8 B S50 2 18X 3 T4%H)

GA ] awour prepre: self-esteem,  somewhat: in some
der -ee.

had the book put on one side. 3EFIW) G have .’(&Eﬁ
FLOh L0 B S RSN I B WL B R NG passive voice
Al £ 1 41 indirect passive form. {F4%30hHR
i R

T rust have given considerable fecd for reflection
1o the witnesses of this scene: f‘{'i(’u/é{}“ﬁ YT B E RN
}\')[\;/); myAsT oME . fccd: material (for tte mind).

for 1en, or, at the outsidé, fifteen: H}oiFE X+
{11, at the outside: at most,

Isent for my pllfpose: Je 585 AL TS send:
send a messenger; %138 £54% send for a docter.

in an elegant hand: ZE{L4%¢. band: style of

writing.
an inscription on the part of the giver: “?ﬁ‘(r’;x_;rf

Manon toe Merguerite. Humility: Manon ¥} Mar-

guerite, VL5,

was Manon to rccogn1=e in Marguerite, in the apin-

R

ion of M. Armand Duval, her superior in vice or in affec-
tion: {2 Armand Daval (b3 DS (i 908 bR R 3
& |- Manon Jifi47ki2 Marguerite BTl 81 M. 2
Monsieur.if, §i £5,5{iAn mesyer, (i &) F 2 H=Mr.




MOTES 33

interpretation: f5,

impertinent piece: Wiy, plece: rebuke.

P.20,v—

touching: iy /iy .

COMme across: meet with.

™

over again: once more, i .

true to dife;  Jyy; 106t 50 /:,
my indulgence passed into pity: I8 i
Pl (g (00 S0 DO 008, ASZSIF T ASEES i v
gty e, ALEFARPPNA TR B WA ST REL
Ho B 2 A R U DAL R A S B w8 AR s 11 5

1% 4% Manon Lescaat, Sl i 45 WA & fR o 2.1
WS TURIE S ID BAGERE £, Ui W e A
LR IL)

to whom I owed this volume: 334247 bk (%73

R LSS TEw -1

it is true: indeed.
sinner: RN (EER B GEE i WIEALE crimi-

nal).
Converted: k.
sumptuous: ;f;;‘,,_ﬁ',;:ﬁ{j,
after what 1 had seen: J£WEIRIFTIEANY  after:

daccording to,

b . AT Y
2arren:  yi .

her last resting-place: Wi et (e i
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in fact: really, in short, -

singing along the way which led to just such another
death: W55k 3 — PR ML 22 GIAT 37 3 A 8 6%
A B CR MR B2 RS s AR GENL, 4506
L6 Manon gER LG SR TSR B8 TR R
AR D28 1 P 6 38 P LA AR P AR L

if it is not right to love 'them. is it not well to pity
them: it AKEEAS I il VAR MR Rf 52
- P.ax,

under a false cloak of shame: ({1034 588105
(EE TN o O

beside herself: ont of her wits; mad, 40 & & 1, (5.

Lord. 4047 God uf Christ,
Hugo, Victor (1802-1888). i i g =k 58 5 e e iy
CRENS BER MRS, LA YL W EIR. Marion Delorme
S WA 452 8. Marion AL — (L ST - (WA G5 3
Hif 341 Didier HIZ2, ¥R AT — (IR T 34,

Masset. 10 {ik. Frediric et Bernerette 1 7}
Nouvelles et Contes 1] 1%.

Alexandre Dumas (1802-1870). J i, REL-E ]
W L3 LRSS IR L/ B4 4 810 Fernande, 3§ 3t

thinkers: R {147,

offering: R 4.

at times: now and them, AT WE A s

a great man has rehabilitated them with his love




even with his name: “—{HALATY A B 3 H L3 -
b Yo AV YL BRI AN 76 H;.  rehabilitate: restore to
proper condition.

if I insist on this.point,........ the author’s age will do

something, no doubt, to increase this fear: LI 3~
55~ SRR TR R NS £ 3R 2 DA FLE AR N H

S TE

Y PGS AR BMIE SRR I WSV R ER
(VT L e DU g R4

let me undeceive those who think thus, and let them

go on reading, if nothing but such a fear hinders them:
ANLER T SERRARSE AT v R RE L L AP, PREHEIR 4
SRR AP I AP F R

a certain priiciple: M J5T0 . (Bt L N SE
Pt MEACATBOBAB Y IS % JUPIDERI0 B R
ST i s w76 B B 2000 B ki G R i R
U6 -tk . 10 PSR 2 S, B LI g
TR SRR AR AR TR BIE R 1)

trappings: AE6f %),
P.22,

Those who meet these bold travellers ought to suc-

cour them, and to tell all that have mzt them, forin so
doing they point out the way: HEISWEBIWIRE Y
N VR P 1 RSP W 1 T 8
B LR e B (B 33— AR I SR A — 1D 7
GRS R s, AR E RIS E DR .- ihig
{E 24+ 4% & Marie Duplessis 4138, Wik Wi A e . (g
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HE TR e i A L R4 Ve~ LI SRS it W2 R 2. Armand
{5115, Mile. Duplessis LAWK, AR Wi
457 AT ASTRAVE RS TR LG R s E.)

It is not a question of setting at the outset of life two
sign-posts:  SEAEASAEAR i S D AR 2 S A
.

Christ: )k .

inpenetrable:  ASTf i B 1y,

Christimity: 38424,

parable: - 5,

Prodigal son: iR . (TR R E R S5

AT [ BRI OB SR 6EAR T L RABEHT Lake.)
Jesus: I | |

in those very wounds: - KA E BRI 2], (gk very

J& adjective, fil the, this, that, ul, possessive adjective if;
SN I 46 =", A “HEE” 5 il 20

baml: 7. |

Magdalen. RARWEEH 1 9000 RN 3 HE 0
(i k. B84y Lake § Mark,

sublimity: #tef,

called forth: M,

why, holding obétinate[y to the opinion oi ihe world,

wesesedieaset them in convalscence of t_he‘he‘ar_t:.- ﬂﬁ%]

PRERHEH T SLODE W4T IR R TR M S B e 8



NOTES 27

EEE T RET I e CUIM ATV s —Rs,
NG ST LA ™ DAIE 0P8 210 D3R, A 4
EF B2 RGBSR RM .

my gwn genera"tiop‘: ' FFRRRFICH .
P.23— -

de Voltaire, Frangois Aronet (1694-1778) -} /A {b{

1B K A ETE S MR T L B & i ST
Candide.
humanity. for tkese last fifteen ycars, has been in

cne of its most andacious mcments of expansion: {-%F
S AR ARSI (Y 20T v

sacred: iz,

at least: at all events ol URE L Fp kO

every strong will is harnessed to the same principle:

1) BB TR R [ 2 A T
above all: J:BEREM, LI,

Do not let us limit esteem to the family nor indul-
gence to igoism: AT G TFLALE RIUA ABA, KT /f‘
VIR ot

usury (-zh-): HF.

Let us leave on our way the alms of pardon............

if it does no good it will do no harm: ;éfgf.iﬂa{f‘]{l’::;}!é;ﬂ“]fi’-j‘}.’_f’:‘_
HUR AT (BB S, IR TR AT BRI (A ST TE N IR
O B AR R YR i A, JE A B AERIRER U1 — 241

W H}'}hﬁ& (RS T BE A YL F2AT TTHE TR L, S IR
A




28 NOTES

it must ceem a hold thing to altempt o deduce

these grand results out of the meagre subject thatl
deal with: SE{RIT 5 - fEA DR AR DR TE W sRevssa
R E IR RN (e SH BN (o O

harbours (v.): G oo [ HVE B R,

P-241_‘

CHAPTER 1V,
iwo thirds: =Zp2> ~. cf: three quarters: J 532> =;

one sixth: ;5702 —+; etc.

what had _become of her: what had happened to

her.

came up 1o Paris. FH(ukdfr) & #3054, 4LH DA
5 LA 1 3 7 i) up. A1, Oxford men stayed up for the
vacation: A-HrIy A 3G, as far up as Peiping: 3£
b2 sailup: @5 L.

heir: %A,

made the fortune at a single strake: —TF 2T
make a fortune: become rich., |

the investment at four al}d a half pav cent: F 0
M2 (4.57,) 3% ¥E

little by little: = by degree & ;.

the part I haa taken in: ;E!r“:.f{a-’,f.;-a.;j;,; ]5}.}{#.’;

pathetic: AN B




NOTES "29

P.25—
I was taken with the idea of writing Elown the story:
R BB F A
to let:  7H.
my servant, or, rather, my porter: JR(fE AN, wi¥
IERGSR IR . rather: to be more precise.
I gave orders to ask him in at cnce: & (gl
blond: ¥z A,
travelling suit: Jfef7HI2.
had pot even taken the trouble to brush it: 3L
(BN (o
he made no attempt to conceal his agitation: filL i1,
AR D0 25
one another: AR ML LG A6 {N.)Y *‘each
other,”’) |
anxious: - [y,
rashed: ;1 #3.

after all: still, nevertheless.

early as it is: though itis e_arly.

P 26—

for a moment: yqp¥.

you must be at a loss to understand: fifi—- ,LJJHJl

k. ataloss: puzzled.
went on: cogtinued in speech,
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ask you of a great service: FE{R9H- {f}iij('h s IR AT
R

speak on: centinue to speak. on {I Lk - -{[ adverb,

JIFEA: “HET7, k" 238 4y “goon”, ““come on’

etcC.

at your disposal: in your power, - ~{TURM EESTRE
.

got the beiter of: defeated BERF.

too much for him: FE L 7400541

absurd: 23, W 4L,
only too happy to oblige you: happy to cblige

you and not, as might be expected, the opposite, & 3§ %:

PN AT,
seemed to be relieved of a great weight: IMFE {1,

P.27—

turning over the leaves: Fi§aEFl.

-~~~

cn the point of weeping: just about to weep; nearly

weeping.

give it up tome: P75 HINTR.
embarrassment: AsY%¢,FE.

J hoped to reach Paris in time for the sale: g [
A HE.LIN A, in time: sufficiently early.
P28~

the pnce you had set_upon 1t made me . fear......‘..'.

TR ———T




NOTES 31

with the possession of the book: &RHY 7 A{N5%,
D RE 2R 0P H PEARA F) T AL E WhE,

her death made on inethe impression...,.a young man
who had liked seeing her: Gl GZAAIRGHIZ L 0
DU 5o W5 75— (1 25 i Eiit :' ;'f!i"r YN(AEI S

bid: . |

annoy: s,

fIet it be the pledge between us of a longer and more
intimatelacquaintance: SRR EINT W iR _’)kj;l;:@ge‘.;z;.;r:ﬁ;é
A& it~ R PRI,

all my life: M/},

piqued my curiosity: aroused my curiosity ]LIg
W5 47 5
P.29—

in_order to have the right to pry into his affairs:
15 1A B R e

quite outside the ordinary category: 2RI T
R0 SR

compliment: )\,

angel: *SRAH; 5 GG

one of those diseases that never relent: Jf i 4~ ' 410
R

but thf_: interest yvou still take in me makes my suf-

fering less: {HUR{}IR BHTRHEE WM ORI T IR Y90 -

the words of it would be enoligh to cure me, if any-
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thing could cure me: QULIRETT ViYL SR E bt
WIETHERT.

you are hundreds of leagues away. Armand £l
Marguerite ezt EH M2 0m47, DISFRWES -3 i
Vi, fE i Marguerite S0 DUT MUY i ST T —
HHE G WSS v S D Toulon [EBIME, Winl sk1f,
WEHFATNT. (R Ch, XXIV f#kE)

it is better perhaps for you not fo see her again than
to see her as she is: {R FHH SR FREE P3R4 A TS
REYT.

P.zo—

with all my heart: sincerely, with the utmast good
will, 3§ #0400 (8% 32 “T forgive you.””)

journal: HiEd. (&L H Cha. XXV, XXVI.)

I had told her: I should have tell her,

The daily looking back on the only happy moments
weeeaol, formy part, find a continual solace of it: 2 % -

HE 0T AT i — AR5 G, RTINS — T BIR AT 47 K
(P B SRVR AR S 45 — BT DRV B 03 g O
T kS B A5 A 92 7. look back: think on the past,
for my bart: as far as [ am concerned, .
but everything here has been seized: 3g§ilfj— L
N B EN AN T (NEUARR D, BRI
e By SR AU U |

in case: if;in the eveat that.
Y
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P.3g1.—

inflexible: 4ff,

they might accuse you of embezzlingﬁ geized goods:
g R iR 5244, seized: having in legal pos-
session.

wear me out: exhaust me {EIRIE .

blood-letting: JikifiL.

legible: i kB VT HE(,

p.32. r—

resigned: 22057, HEK 1 vl

had to forgive her: was obliged to forgive her.

indifferent: 4 B ¥R A,

I am intruding upon you: JgITHE TR,

not to interest you at all: ZERMYR {75, no at
all: not in the least. ,

at your sarvice: ready to obey orders or be used,

- distraction: 3E%X.

no  matter in what way: ER(Cif « 5. no
matter: it is of no importance,

P.33.—
idler: i i bil#%
look upon it as: regard it as.

glass: &5 1
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say that you do not think. say: let us say, suppose.

idiotic: M 4. idiot: |QIi.

making a desperate effort to restrain his tears: } Jj
AR

rushed rather than went out: SRl b2
RN Fe ek i e | |

cabriolet: —#fy AL,

scarcely was he seated before he burst into tears

and hid his face in his pocket-handkerchief: 1 4 —
AN FH AV S LT

P.34.',“9 A
CHAPTER V

a good while: for a considerable time §z/A.
on the other hand: {F4JijwWi. ({&:3 /. “on
the one hand’’).

if once the name of anvbody who might in the

natural course of thines.. -which thev have never
menhoned to you before - ﬁ mu{g:]f[~-4.1,‘]:,j§_/f\ :‘éﬁll'”
Wl B MR R A MO M NRAT RS 2 4%, g%
(945 3 2 B R (R — 05, VRB BRI A MR S L
PIASI— A PR3 B di . .in the natural. course
of things: natarally.

touching you: i {lj | {5,
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you find coincidences in the events which are told

you, a real affinity with certain events of you own
existence: JRLRESE WUIRI IREE R ZAATID 4.

BUPR I B I A T 2 S SR Al
in regard to: |8 F~.

my curiosity increased in proportion with my as-
tonishment:  Ji (k] Zr LI 00 RSP HLE,
P 35.~ |

breathed. (pph% A “‘spoken.”’

a certain Marguerite Gautier: Aj-—{f M. G: i1 a
certain lady, J&EN.

accompani ed by asmile which cculdleave nodoubias
to its meaning: 4§ {5~ AT A S TG 00 R EE

mistress: EEE

a great deal of money: a large amount of money.

wha was eonstantly about with known woman: i

05 5 SRR T e A~ B 52
P.36.— » '

what thev cannot give. i ZiH5"

exaggerated: k.

along with her: in connection with her. (had for-
gotten ¢J object 7 the dead woman J% his promise).

supposition:  {I25.

in Armand’s despair there had beenan accent of real

sinceritv: (i Armand (fS i AT R UG BT
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geing from one extreme to another: {33 ~lgdaMm
) 7).
P.37.— |

Selfishnens: a,‘f:l\;ﬁ\,

perhaps my desire to know all about it had muchto

~do with the anxiety which Armand’s silence caused me:
HEFRADSE B8 U208 Ammand {8 00UK
it 51 RER SLCAH AT B f£0K. have to do with: be concerned
or connected with.

address: {f: .

Cemetery: gy,

desolate: LA

lodge: R
P.38—

inscribed and numbered: frapiEaE,

.called over a gardener: ZArE—{[ET. (call over
WRPFIREER PR DA Ml ).

he gave the necessary instructions: i 8L LL2a53i0

IR _
look after: take care of,
relations: FAK;.
here we are: here is what we want (8. **here you
are" [ BT 3RV )
~a white marble slab bearing a name: -3 kM
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railing: Hdg.

what do vousay tothat: are you inclined for that?
Pr OIS S IF

replace: Fia

P.39.—=
pal (slang): i/
gay: RN IGEE.
like the other: Ji7 Armand.
knowing: Jfiit, HAFHEHAGY. |
don’'t cumber tlke cemetery: NpAH i (%7 b,
authority: ;?;;’[.T:]‘
queer notion: ALY LA .
perpetual lease: sKAFE.

P.40— '

for sale: {H.

there is still pleniy to do before it will be quite all
it should be: fp—bJJERL M EL 2RI B2 i TR 2
e E AU

demoiselle (démwazal’): fill.

say against: JEE.

I gave it to them straight: FeBTO TR, (1
did B2 3 )

well-to-do:  rich enough, tbriving T#E, L.

nlakerdifficulties: 24
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P4gr—
| wo_rship'ped‘: LS :

badly off: in an wunfortunate condition; unfortun-
ately. '

he makes up for the others: i iEm-Ir—HIVINT.

pauper’s: /7 1l V

’tisn’t: it is not.
I can’t help it: g% 4y ;‘ﬂﬂj,. help: remedy, prevent.

strapping: }i—?i}\ﬂ]
vagabond: 3%k,
take up your time: L TUF(CR§[. take up: occupy.

P.42—

penetrate: 2%,

wager: .

the formalities that have to be attended to in ge'tti'ng
it done: A LA UL T4

identified: 77 5E;% BE.

give leave: permit.

under the direction of a police inspector: fF¥&H8 \
P43.—
" made my way to: . advanced.

as soon as he arrived: [ #i 8] 3740, as soon as:

the moment that; not later than; as early as.
sent me word: inform me by message, Wk




NOTES 30

P|44|-
CHAPTER VI
feverish: p&tE. cof. fever: &7,

emotion would still for a leng time to come, prove

stronger than this will: Ryl {/7hy ey B0 = 28,

prove: turn out to be,

P.45¢~=
passed his hand across his eye: i T 4ijl.
fortnight: Wi (it fourteen nights J{¥EiH 54).
to keep my room: to remain in my room, 4~ [" 5},
first of all:  #5E.
in (such) a great hurey: k%97,
see after: look after, K¢l

ever since: -—FH.
being: anything that exists: a person. fy{C A4,

(humnan being .2, %.) cf. ffi: the supreme Being,
l)-ti()l—‘
anthorization: K%, L.

go out of my mind:  EEal &80, 7.
carry out: putin practice, 1{jiy.

resolution:  Fe:h.

which I have set myself to carry out: which I have
endeavoured to carry out, 81 b Jy WAL L.

delirium: st KFKZHE.
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thoush I were to become a Trappist, like M. de

Rancé, after having seen, I will see: JRILTGUi[fde

Rancé - -p¥if b4 e,  $idiies 0 5 5. Trappist:
member of a Cistercian order founded 1140 at Soligny-
la-Tappe and noted for silence and other austerities.

by heart: in memory, #{35:hHf.

later on: afterwards.
P.fy.—

poite restanie:  department in post-office in which
letters are kept till applied for. {7y FEE. (W 2N H %
BRI, AMIRE,. ST ol A R E K
i 3%)-

disinterment: ¥z,
P, 48.—

call for: gb and fatch,

judging from the thoughts which filled my brain, it

must have been a long night for Armand: #£ & iS4
WATRHEAE S, (T Acmand E 2 <M B3GR K.
convulsively: i ZHl.

-y

sweat: {7},

I took advantage of the pause: J§ ) 318 - &4,
P.49.—

flower-pot: 3} 2.

pickaxes: feH.




NOTES 41

recoiled: pEik{ER.
as at an eiectric shock: f{%kE Ti6.

grave-digger; LRy
shovel: 3,
coffin: .

one by one: one after another, successively ¥ -

jite?

scrutinized: %5,

for every moment [ was afraid lest the emotions he

was visibly repressing should prove too much for him:

SV M SR A L0 T R G 38 T . Lost 4

be afraid wifear :>24%,=that; jfi {{{,=in order that.....
not; for fear that. too much for him H20y{3}.

signs of violent nervous crisis: ) g aliEi 5 3k,

as for me: as far as it concerns me 3 JJ%.

uncrew the lid: Pl 5 5~ LAY 8-,
humidity: &7,

rusted: §%
aromatic: 35 #(vy.
P.50,~

shroud: L.

imposing reality: ;& A48 €{. imposing: impressive,

taking hold of: grasping.
rumbling:  JiE4R.

unstop: {R&.
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smelling bottle: I8 A7 1§ (v -,
bewilderment: 154,
P.51.—

I saw what was coming as soon as the pain caused

by the spectacle should have abated and thus ceased to
sustaia_him: JRJILE B AT RTTEM & R T 28
Wig AL TREAEE R AT

taking him by the arn: :}ﬁ;’gf@;ﬁ$§s.
P.52—

a series of jerk; JEIHIRIA.

chattered: - JZHA{E A%,

scarcely...... when: scarcely......before.

his chest laboured: {li{PrEEH{2. labour: be op-
pressed with difficulties.

his eye were injected with blood: [RESHG T il

salts: smelling salts, 9%y,

delirinus:  JERE(Y).

stammered: [J¥7.

well. interjection, Mt &3k, (FEEHIF £ 1 (ex pecta,
tion); YR FEN> (relief), FHIEFENE (resumption of talk),
AU MRS 4 (qualified recognition of point), 224
(concession), < (resignation), ¥ ¥ (great astonish-

ment).
the physical malady will kill the mental one: &iiff

PR SRR LA




NOTES 43

P.53.~
CHAPTER ViI

Ilinesses like Armand’s have one fortunate thing

about them: they either kill outright or are very scon
overcome: {§ Armand (EFHE AT A B AN L BRI
A& RYL.  outright:  at once.

convalescent: JEAX.

Spring was profuse in its flowers,..... ..... areviving
breath of health seemed to come to him: K FFCIK
BEIE 53R, §F B IKBE AR ROEAME TIRERRIY
N AR L R b R AR A AR R B SR T

get np: rise from bed.

fearing lest the name should awaken: fearing that
the nrame might awaken. B 4T¥{GE. '

sad recollections h%dden under the apparent calm
of the invalid:  Bfr iR B N KW REFZT MO
s,

on the contrary: ARSI

which reassured me as to the state of his mind: Bl
BB PO RS -

a kind of consolation had sprung from the certainty
of which he was now fully persuaded: {E4i H cL3R(F S
A MIS A TIRE A RO, AR, be

Persuaded of; be convinced of.
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P.gfo—

the body was too much weakened......... to permit
him..... : the hody was so much weakened...... that it
could not permit hifn ...... (5 too...... £0.v .oz 1 70).

the universal joy of spring which wiapred him round

carried his though fs instinctively fo imapes « f joy: Fi&k
AR M PE R FR, B AT AR e WA B AE
B0 %7, instinctively: AfEHI ;K45 HD.

obstinately refused: [S#HATY.

the sun sank to sleep in a twilight dazzling with gold
and azure: o R PR A QIR0 RS T U ARESE T

seemed to shut us off from the world:- seeméd 10
separate us from the world, {1500 30 4 BLHERA 45 7.
P.55.—

ration:  -T1RRG4E Hd

Varistés: LRI B80S

entr’ actes: HRERINE T HE ARG (4 Ly,

occult science: i JEH.

“the affinity of flnids”; pNEb 4 1

I was fated to fall in love with Marguerite: J¢Jify
ST B M. SRS,
~ foresaw:  HijH.
P.56,—

Place de la-Bourse: - PL3%iB .

Susse’s; [ (“—'s” Wik R (2 ERE)




NOTES 45

I was rivetted to the spot:  FRFL 414 FIw 1K T,
be offended: JHEIRT.
to be the fashion: 47042,

P.57,—
~in white; gy in’! FoRGE R 2L

Opéra Comique. 32— BISNHILA .

“How do you do?’’. RFi%2EH. Kz “HRY.

to be particular with her:  FF-KEESE T; FE-K9y
T, (Marguerite A —{FA RS 0T SRR #
§’?ﬂ4‘?’?§ ANREPITFH I8 4 Armand - EHilE8 9 4
~ By Eh K4 Marguerite S AT LA K
I':'?ﬂ‘:ﬁ?‘(ﬁﬁlr-ﬁ B E T JEIN, TR A DAk AR iR %
AR A Fldc LT BT )

Alphonse Karr, Jean Baptiste (1808-1890). )&/
s MR |

with whom he had fallen in love at first sight: {lt.fii

;ﬂ.‘.j.. ‘ﬁ fﬁﬁob .

P58~

!...ll

on account of: because of,

Am Rouchen. 3#4,.

I was afraid that she would accept me.........some
treat sacrifice:  JRAEEIUHEEAGAH T i HALIRFAR D)
R AR ol L1 K S PR A e T B B4R T 3R

!__\jvould fain have purchased: [ would be glad to

have purchased, fain (il adverb.
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it is very fortunate that the imagination.........to the
dreams of the soul: 33 51302, AMRIS THUEY
9 5 it BRI RS L IR RN SRS (Ar-
mand % Margueritefiii B AN LN S 144 Vi o
JE TR SO o R 01 s i DAL RS W %2
g7y IR R AR S a8 AT S Ol W B T TR Y )

all the same: nevertheless,

P.59.—~
~ sublime childishress of love: K352 % &1 a6 155!
string together the words I should say to her: P3¢
SO0 IT K.

confectioner’s: BEHIIE.

raising glacés  (F.): E6EH 44,

say anything that eomes into your head: ABFEA] )15
AR
P.60o.—

I would rather that she had bheen sad. would ifi'f;
TEDYBYEA. PUENMEATIE, B 2.4 subjunctive
b3z ke

I realized the pain T must have given her by.........
as nowoman was ever loved:  f1 SB{EIR T B IR T 4
S A, VSRS HET SRR T~ U AR AR S
(FEE. (Armand 402 R0 Marguerite, (i a4l
ACIES M AR 55— AN LG A, b jRZ U




NOTES 47

SATE B, BN I 25 O O R I L Y 4R
ARG W) ) WL BT ML 17
ridiculous: W4,

i)

in order to put off the fatal moment: 73 7 ifiEs;

GEAT U R IROE BOd READ R T
however little one may have known women like

&

Marguerite ............whom they meet for the first time:

Jin W P R AR SRR M R &R A can not
but: can not avoid; must As{i§ £+, 4. (but=otherwise
than). take delight in... ..:3% 5% ....00.

P.61.—

It is no doubt a return for the humiliations.............
whom they sce every day: SEAELE YL~ Al B, EIRII
e gAY PR A 00 P A PR TR T
Ji. on the part of. R 14 E§ZE.

knack: T548.

the idea that | had formed of Marguerite accentuated
the effects of her mockery: qﬁgﬁfj—;ﬁ} Marguerite [¥){#]a:
WM THR 1 . ((FArmand $EADP LIS Mar-
guerite S5 fnf SRS AR NPT S0 AL £, 2R W R E TR
SEAE T S R — £ B LA SR WIS Armand EZH T
R BRI TS is  A T 2 )

nothing that came from her was different to.me;

Y- R A S RBECE.
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i rose to my feet: IR T 2K,

indiscretion: ;"ﬁ{},t.".

take leave of you; SiR4:u,

assurance: {R3[F.
A

peal of Jaughter: L4,

only do not do fhese women the honour of taking
them seriously: 23R RELEENEMA AT EAR
LIRS
P.62. -

perfume:  FiK; # H-

gutter:  FLHE,

nonchalant (-sh-): 8K IRIGE 2.

bah: ! (ix-:?fk’#‘-“ﬁu.)-

brought un:  educated.

acting:  #i.
I was far from having givea up thinking about

Marguerite: [Ri{iABWBSES R M S M, far from:
not at all. give up: cease from,

insult:  {ifhg.
wipe out: annihilate, ¥ Az d.
P.o3.—
rustle: L 2e 0k,
foolman: fi & (44 B WAL T W4, G Rhim)

Cafs Aaglais: H3 YRR
restaurant:  ZE30.
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leaning ovei her shoulder: 4R ji,ﬂmq}{f_[_;. leaning

over HE R’ .Ju lean over the desk.

took up: occupied. .

Maison-d’ Or: 4rJ8. (UNYERISERRIA).

first-floor: . (ESLIKE R USSR ity i
B}{j: grand-floor (jj: rez-de-chaussée), 4% ~J&f{f first-
floor (premier étage), 4# =J&#{E second floor (second
étage} etc., (LR LRI AT first floor. —.J 7%
second floor, = Jg5 third floor. etc.

P.64.—

I - was almost glad at hearing it. {F Armand ()35
V1% Marguerite -—{FAS 0] 88— f%Jal HsE W& ¥ g
%1% U E % B IR, BT DL iy Ry g &8 U 3R 8T
UEMEER, HBRA T4 MR T. 8 -1 % T.E
o Ede R0 EGASE Wiy iRl RR sl i
0] ﬁﬁ%ﬁ .

the sort of life she leads: #ill My AL R ALTS.

took the place of: was substituted for, {CE 7.

it was no credit to me to have got the better of this
Tecollection: (£ @it R MR AN AH T-

lost sight of Marguerite: %44j7 3 #h Marguerite.

when she passed me in the corrider, etc. L LH
P.56 “‘the first time I ever saw her, etc’”’ .~ Zi Rl £ -
B i WL il ) P.56 (£ Variged it ihig ¥, Armand
Bl Marguerite AF;I]E‘%.
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but, veiled though she might have been...covvveven il
shovld known her intuitively: {b 8, ¢ {25 g flE) ali/B 8
FEE PSS REERBETHET,

P.65—
CHEPTER VIl

stafl: .

that charming feminine.salutation: ﬂ{i{ﬁi&t#ﬁ{’#}ﬁ"lﬂj
(i BinF-

flitted across her lins: € ifinyies 148, |

have an advantage over her: W Hllfry Esh, &5 il -~ (M
BYFHb.
P.66.—

pay attention to......: §f...... .

doing my utmost to keep her from noticing it: % /;

A~ 3G Hi . keep her from: prevent her from.
go on the stage: XFHIRE].
had gone into business: 1 B 17.
milliner: g8 K.
auspicious: 35 ¥ (i].
diplomacy: #}z33%.
I taok advantage of......: JREY..[rt4 &Y.

P.67.—~
who will-see her home: - g% 5] ;. see: escort.

kome (adv.): to her homa.




NOTES 51
come for her: seek her, SH4l, 4.

P.68.—

with pleasure: S7HET; LG, (% A BSR4 I
HISRAE. R “yes, I will do so with pleasure”
Z W)

dipped (into): AR IFIR,

It may sound childish: §8 ¥kl i1 %

go round to Mme. Duvernoy’s box: {#$] Mme.
Duvernoy [ .

daor leading into_the stalls: 3{MeRy
P.69.—

phaeton: py#gEe i,

show-room: 85 4%8 Zj4s.

goes to bed: wf4z.

Comte de N. N fffff. comte EI¥30 2 count.

making some headway: making some progress.

stand: 5%,

i

she makes a mistake, etc. JiL i Prudence 22 {¢#-.

ikt 8L Marguerite Ji &1,
P.70,—
egoists: HIR L/ H . HELH .

It will be plenty of time to fake on the count when
the duke’s dead: 4FARIF [ HUMMBAMK.

send the old man about his business: send the old

man away, FEEEMEE A
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in the way: @ 3, K515,
prowling: W, {7}, 7534,

waltz: ‘waltz’ Z§jlj.

hush (interjection): W 4,

that is your idea of .ho.sp_itgiirty: BERLEN Y
ZIH
Pyl

that still less: T A47.

imperious: § ZRAYEEA00-

turn eve_gythipg upside cown: ?Eui]]iﬁﬁé%@%#.
- UIBREL T, |
P2, —

I would rather have been remembered to my dis-

advantage than thus forgotten: JR&E BRIMEIRA—REA
I FIE WSS R BB AR R ISR T

delight isn’t the word: ¥ BUERTFTHEANRE.

get rid of: free herseif from, FElgE.

she will put it all down to me: she will attribute it
all to me, {37 15— P& SEN IR -

companion: -fe4 (AR 1)

boudoir (—dwahr): LRI,

P.73.—

mantelpiece: 8 iRUEF.

wander over the notes: [IZEgE LajsastE{l. note:
key of piano efc,




NOTES 53

scraps: K.
tte conscicusness of nullity: BNT A M S,
at the vaice of Prudence: [# 1} Prudence (1% %,

P.74—
"CHAPTER IX

indiscreet: 4z,

Marguerite lingered over the word....,......never had
been anything more than a friend: Marguerite 357
SEMRSFAAR T TIEIA N BESR I TS 3% 3048 Gas-
ton, {BALH 2 D K ERBABE—-BNANE.

as far as that goes: as far as that is concerned,
T E—H
P.75.— |

mischievous: g 4§ Bl 16 5 (1.

PIERY

nervous: jlEEI(1.

inquire after: [i}{5 075 .

indulgent: ‘&Z%y.

sum up: (3%,

reddened and bit his lips: J@FEHL TUSEYWE.
P76 —

bitter frankness: fZIFYIEE,. TR FE.

in the presence of t\;ro strangers: ‘5P WHAALR
(i -

be so good as to: please ta.
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motioning: JHFIFH.
It is all very well when ¥ am alone with the count,

but I won't inflict such a puniskment on you: % B .14
P~ S0 TR T AT 1R TF AR50 1 5.

preference: sE;4%H.

tried to render delicately ironical: {548 % *54b ¢
1% |

Don’t reproach me for it. It is the only one: AWEEE
TR SEA BRI —ITETH . R4 Marguerite MMM
I AR TEAL S TRAVYL I TR oA
[ sHERLE AR A BB - Az S 4R R )

cast a really supplicating glance at Marguerite: JHHA.
IERRMIEGE 9 M. 7 T--lR.

talk over: discuss #i#, PEht.

have had a second introduction to blot out the first:
LA T3 RO T 88— R
P77, |

not in the least: wnot at all.

adieu (adu’): 8.

you_are not boring me to-day more than any other
day: JZIE4SE AR HATT K R 52 5.

manners: g,

shrugged her shoulders: A,

as much as to say: as if to 5ay,




NOTES g3

gets frightfully on my nerves: T IREEED)E .
get on one’s nerves: be a worry or annoyance to him,
P.78 — |
covetous: FhFi(iy,
punch: drink usu. of wine or spirits mixed with

hot water or milk, sugar, lemons, spice, etc,

send for: R 19E k.

The more I saw, the more she enchanted me: F bk

AR BSR4 T, the more......... , the more.........""
B R I S
P.79.—

slenderness:  #&y5; 7 ).

I was lost in contemplation: FEHTAFO0 0] T.
I was full of indulgence for her life: I} $¥}Filng
15 SN TGS, (E0% Armand 7% Marguerite fe 4.0
Vs 5 5877 i) |

the proof of disinterestedness that she gave in not

accepting,...........excused her in my eyes for all ber
faults in the past: .2 A<EE P — () 400,00 52, 4108, i I
CR G o kv 93, (R i’ﬁw’ﬁdﬁ FISE B AL
“1&&9Hﬂﬁﬂ&&ﬁﬂm%ﬁiﬁ‘W%%m

candour: ZEji,HE.

virginity of vice: 9P} #ayiL Ki¥.

firm walk: B yHE.

supple figure: L& 4.
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slightly tinged with blue: s ¥ (401,

indicated one of these ardent natures......... iet some
of their perfume escape: 5§ —pivl % 56144, (€ B E
1T R SR R B AR T 1 ..\ﬁ%’vb?ﬁ%%%
2 b HAVER Y — Be A,

glimmer of desire: ZXSHM PG

giving promise of a very heaven: {{i%?{ij‘@(m{ﬁﬁjﬁ'p.

those who had loved Marguerite were not to be
counted, nor those whom she had lovéd:_ ﬁﬂﬁfﬁ%y_;ﬂgﬁ}
Beg% M. Wil A BasA L LB A

in this girl there was at once the virgin... .vc......the

most loving and the purest of virgins: (Fi R % T
S LSRR AT — (A (FR G i B A O EE & T — (RS
A1 IR 14 B S RO LBk, at once...and....
RITiL, -

two sentiments which, if they are wounded, can be

the equivalent of a sense of shame: WA, - BT
A5 008 AT DL 0 S S O 4G,

" "my soul seemed {o have passed into my heart and
my heart into my eyes: Ifkfijm.ﬁyu*}zlfﬁ"‘;ij-fdi"i}‘ﬁﬂ'}
o5 s TR A B o IR0 (T ITA T Uk T
AR

P1860‘-"
Invitation 4 la Valse: invitatioa to the waltz, ( §j &.)
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in sharps: 433§ .1J. Sharp: note raised a semitone
above pitch,

melody:  HIj5H.

Weber, Kare Maria von, (1786-1826). #5&i44:1il; %%

. . e
music: 55,

note: 355§

P.81,~—
rebellious fingers: ASEIHRTIN.

came to grieve: GFFRY.

and when I think that etc. SEFIM{H ‘that,” -
ﬁ!ﬂ%coniunction,‘r}lj’@‘[“‘iﬁi—aﬂﬁ clause; i ~{HE adjec-
tive, JE %8 idiot; 475 il _¥ifi pronoun, {§ ‘‘that idiot
of a count plays... . beautifully’ S kg m IR 2 rela-
Z{y ‘that”.

tive pronoun, ‘(i antecedent &7
The devil take Weber, music, and pianos: AWV

Weber, 9533 6%8! GRUGNALOFE.)
she folded her arms: IR X435
stamping her foot: @B, (&P e R PR
R I TR AL B S )
come, come: NEBNE. (FR{REE “rebuke’’).
hum over a very risky song: fe 25 IS A EITR.

risky: involving suggestion of indecency.
duet: ABZE.
beastly: T (-
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imploringly: §H:FHl.

proper: HiJHEiTy.
P.8a, -

It is long since [ have done with propriety: JR5.H,
Ak (TEei3 1 7. have done with: have no further con-

cern with.
¢ propose:  (-pd’): by the way, A AL,
side-table: &% E[}%{ffj el O
I_won’t deprive you of it: RAFHAIE TIRWZIB.
(“of”’ g deprive” SHLJil, 47 ““from’ [y 3k.)
' miniature: IR
Mher out: introduced her to society.

P.83.—-—-
Coall but: almost.
if you like. 1 3% 2% 4% 45 517 3% . 77 LA 57 2. empha-
tic lselections.'[%{i} | **some one else is not’’ 3%,
with us, it is at once, or never: [FIRGEFEANLEEA
ENBIE DL A RS,
words that degrade the mouth that utters them: I8
SRSHMERTAREE T (iR5E. degrade: —~reduce to lower
rank; debase morally.
" applause (-2):18%.
P.84.—
like one of the courses of the meal: @,ﬁi{ﬁﬁﬁfq’]—-

AR —H-
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glass: ﬂ!ji%

hilarity: £fik.

irritability. 53s3fjak,

champagne: ZFHi%iH.

hardiy perceptible: K?Riﬁﬂﬁfﬂj.

I suffered at the thought of the injury to so frail a

constitution which must come from the daily excesses
like this: FRADET HASMR GERENTTIN A HiHE
ENERAM & T P IR B FE .

napkin:  A(EHLERT).
P.85.—

to the consternation of Prudence and Nanine: {§{%
Prudence fi1 Nanine §%35-.

P.86=
CHAPTER X

undone: {285 H 4.
streaks of blood: i %%.

now and ggain: from time to time, ‘
[ am used to it now: I am accustomed (o it now,

JUEAER B RRERAT.
keep.......from. B 66E .
P.87,—
not worth your while to 2larm yourself: {508

H63F (worth while AR MRS ATMBIMLS, QEF )
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some what: in some degree, %/ {{ 2L,
silly: AR

what would you have of me: @]x%"éﬁ%,uffﬁﬁﬁ?
“of” A7 “frem’” (HTEME)

what dnes it matter, ore more to less: 27 —{R/
T R4 R A2

contain myself: §i}ifi].
P.88.~—

for Heaven’s sake: H#H LEF Wz 1. for—'s sake
(for the sake of —): 17 —Z> #&. '

all that supports me is the feverish life I had: jc:ﬁ*
W — IR IRV BM A, lead a —life: H—f
2.

if you choase: if you please,

P.89.—
particular, RS57ERE.

devotion: Bi7k.

irresistible: AT -0y,

grudge: {{{iR. ‘

sorry: T (s R ARAY.
P.go.—— |

The frankness, which was almost'a kind of confes-
SiOM e eren srrenns that [ could not utter a single word: Jii#
PRAEE R, FOREAT 556 0K B
e A0 5 RS 0B T B o 4 AR D50 PR SR R
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AL AR AT IR 2400 U AR IR IR T TR —

A EEAT.
give me your arm: fij i EfFRITFASAC. (EATBIS
[Al47)-

none the less: never the less, {j#Kk.

P.ox.,—
in no time: rapidly.
sensitive: B gf i iER.
what the devil etc.; what etc, the devil: JizK/ITEE

SRHHIESFE.
I recognized the hand of Gaston: JkFZ R Gaston
iR 4L,
talking sense: FBIF§KEEE. (FL ‘“talking nonsense
)

closing the door behind her: JEF(BH )R LY.

emphasize: .
P.o2,—

so much as that: 5 FEHAEFENE?

carriéd away: charmed.

This mingling of gaiety, sadness,............
lost to me:  SEFREKLLIAK LB AR JEAE RTEHE
(BT I Bl B TR i, A BRI e 1]
B TRk, AL E SO RA TSR BB A IR IR
S U 2 M T .- as well as: equally with; no
less than. (“*as well as’’ f. “‘and” 4], “and” Fﬁﬂiﬂ’d

she was
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R {2 T AR EE, “'as well as” i&m»-..w'%uﬁ’*ﬁ'x-—*:a),

lost to: takan from the possessxon of.
P.93.~
cross: /R,
men are frantic to know what is certain to give them
pain: U FFHAENT MRS RUE (LD S a2l - DT,
not the least in the world: not at all; in the
world: JNEER Z 5.
P.o4.—
it is too bad to destroy such a pleasure when by

simply leaving it alone, one can make somebody so

happy: 18 REERAFEEHFETM NP %, 2
RERB T HERIET.
responsible: 4y i{4T.
are bound to: must, are required by duty to.
tremendously: j{s';‘?’;i&.(j}h‘f—f‘-«@/{j{ 1&g, 144 “‘con-
siderably’’, fE 3 - b B HI4E “fearfully” 23).
half-mocking: <PMHEEN].

P.o5,—

you risk that forsome one else: {F87T B4—MWA
A, risk: ‘GEatiE. that 3§ “*he would leave her”
EEACIE: | -
I felt her supple body weigh lightly on my clasped

hands: 08 ATHTEN & TR R H YT L.

say yes: grant,
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P.96.,—

forewarn: JEAEEE:,

self-willed: &L Ry,

loving without distrust, loved without claiming the
right to it:  BREWREA B0 B 0T BB 1R HER).

men instead of being satisfied in obtaining.............

of the present, the past, and even the future: A

F - [AAFR HF BN — BB R A R R R
M AN, BAESRF EEFRKE <UJFH K. iostead
of: Aveeereey.  @xact: insist upon,

confiding: {Z4t.
submissive; JH{E.
one can not always carry out agreements the day

they are signed: ASATRAEST AR GMIFPREAT .

P.97.—
I am ready to take you at a moment’s notice: %37

w355 TR, at a moment’s notice:  at once,
palpitate;: &5, 8.
better/still: g8 ¥ilh.

not half bad: not bad at all.

P.g8 ~ |
CHAPTER XI

dressing-gown: iAikiy HAHEN.
reflect over the day’s adventure: [o] i8R (i il.
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P.100,~

on the morrow of. the day on which...c,eot fFeieenines
m=RH.

persisted:  fiifi S4kF.

I refused obstinately to see in her a woman like
other women ........... share the attraction which draw
me toher: JR{LHITAILLE WAL A R F — BRI,
T R RSN D PR R R AR AL LR L R oy

—FEEN TR E. to see in her a woman, etc.: that
she was a woman, etc.}

how was I to reconcile this reputation with her cons-
tant refusal of the young count: FRIEZANFIREEMA
SR Z AR IR BB AT e,

It 'is true that there are events of a moment which

tell more than the courtship of a year: J&4] T ¥ 04
ALERE -k 8. tell: take effect,

P.iox,—

perhaps she had said to herself that for a love.....
eerereanasono more consequence for her:  H, 27 i 18,
?%:I‘mﬁikfﬁfi:mﬁf"’ {EAB AR 2 5038 RO LA I I 1
190 A R T A WA
poetize: {HATEEHE
the nearer........the more ... ;FRIL oo L oon o
demented: F3{1T.
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caprice: unaccountable change of mind or conduct,
VLR -1y (A BRUA.
keep her appointment: IS A€,

P.Ioz.,-_-
maidenly: J& &y,
the night to come: %I,
thritled: - 40).

I needed the whole of nature to unbosom myself:

RILH PRIV 4% 18 3j6 4 o ) il unbosom: disclose one’s

secret feelings,

Marly hqrses: Chevaux de Marly, Marly [5{% ({F
Champs-Elysees).

in the distance: far off.

I divined rather than recognised it: % ¥tk £ 71
_iém%iﬁimﬁﬁ;%'ﬁ’-
P.103.—

which unfortunately both pomled to the same hour:

LR SRR B S K AE— B A L. (u 2 Armand
G ] K8 T BEONITH LAY S Al iy E e i 2
f\”ﬁ‘ﬁi‘{é')

Prog.—

look for: gearch for.

by no means: not at all; certainly not.
upset:  Jiifl.

get used to:  H{fF-
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put out the lamp: 343,

P.ro5.—

preoccupied with something: 45} gE545.

let herself drop into a great arm-chair: $} & —jp
FARTH. |

fingered her watch chain; {RIc ilaysE .

I don’t mind your being here: &R FEMEB.
P.106— |

vou will good enough to go: A8 ENE.

you might as well go, etc.: you had better go etc.

to have any thing to do with you: BL{F 4541 EEBIIR,
have to do with: be concerned, or connected or have

dealings with.
- slammed the door: FRSRIEEMY.
tired out: H¥R 7.0 7T : ‘out’” {Fpk44 to an end
%, completely 23E.
they are quit of me: AP RT.

If those who are geing to go in for our hateful busi-

ness only knew what it really was, thev would soon be
chamber-maids: Zn3E M IE BRI SR AT R Y 2 20
ONSAH0E T GRS R A T
go in for: take as one's object.

P.107, =
use up: FEili.
beast of prey: &RIUEEK.
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pariah: WO

unhooking her bodice. 2w ExmshT-.

the moment she comes: as soon as she comes.

on her own account: 485 THUE .

without giving a thought to me: ZELRFHRIR.

so much the better: still better, A7 347 (Lef®t,
(EERSYE T IR, SNBSS ISR TRD)

paté:  (p&’td): EF.

something or other: (],
P.108,—

candelabra: (candelabrum {¥y#{#%): ZBRIB A,

by the way: HAERSB).

Jarceur:  (-ser): oFH! (JERHHH )

as a matter of fact: really, E%, HE L

by and by: before long: presentiy.
P09

in short: 4>,

night-cap: §&6H.

technically known as **‘cabbages”: ¥AMZEUHE “#5
R | |

ravishing: /r \&i700.

was in the act of polishing her nails: /1Y
mp.
P.110,=—

put out: 4R,
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impossible to render: {3V

nntes: HUAE.

in want of money: ;%K.

it is the 15th in a couple of days:  VBWIFRAZ A
AT, (GE:EIE 52" jlein® i A4 <cafter.’)
get change: 4% 4%, \

Pary.—
put her into 3 good humour: {Ej@ﬁ@j humour:

temper. A
in spite of my bad disposition: RERMMIZIFANE

claret: kinds of red French wine imported from

Bordeaux.
strawberries: %iif-.
we will help ourselves: J¢4% )it f. help: serve,

AR

P.f12—
CHAPTER Xl

her loosened hair streamed about her:  HUHkELIH T

LEK T T stream: (n.) )3 (v ) ki B
in the course of the day: during the day.

but it only depends on me to make it useless to-you,
after all:_ AR A R L R R IR
bolts: PjJq,
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Paxg.—

wretch: B! GUNZE.)

I could not recall one without finding myself the
happier: JRARFEALE] Al R A SE4T B et w ¥ gs

to be the first to revcal to her the strange mystery
of love: {f— {i MW SR BRICTIEES — A0

take captive a heart: {4 —HUul.

no experience of attack: (%A WU I EARIAT
25z H).

unfortified: 47 IRBREEN).

l_mgé.rrisoned: ¥ A7 BE W SP A0,

sentinels: IR, (H#H G5 F5MWIEHLE LIS
(yRgal iz )

but there are no sentinels so vng‘:lant as not to be

deceived...coeisviianns because they seem so pure: MR
B4 J I IR 52 AT ASEE AR kBRI AR T
e N, RVESREES R, RIS S SER R
B i 1954, all the more: toa greated degree.

4+he inore a girl believes in goodness...........she is
without force: & £ Fl M F REAEDHITOLT
SN A S ks R S BRI 1 TR AR AT Ty s
Prrg,—

convent: {£& F}E .
charming birds: ${j &%
strown: $¥i5.
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tenspting:  FHEX(V.

bars: {FHE. (BB RATHER)

bless: ji#E. (51 listen [@) BT~ “must they”’.)

raise a corner of the mysterious veil: 38H 35T

FEIREREZ A1)
burned up: &,

blunted: {f 4. 7 |
they have sold the love that they inspire: #9838

RMZERREOMRLHE T,

they have invented the word caprice for that unbar-

tered love which they allow themselves from time to

time, for a rest, for excuse, for a eonsolation: j@{ﬁﬁ}ﬂﬂ
T R IR TR I S W e
1108 TR R (L — TR, FRZCHL

usurer: TRIRAE.

redemption: 5},

Sovereign: English gold in worth £1, £

‘poor devil, devil: luckless or wrefched person.

without asking for interest or a receipt: AR B
IR

punisbment: &5,

there is no absolution without penitence: it B
ARSI -
p.IIS-"""‘

creature: BT,
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how absolutely the man whom she loves dominates
her: 20 JR 22050 1t JWIOT % 0 93 - it 5 !
i;ou do no more for love than you have done for
money: {RELES T ERREM— N TEMm—1k
help: g firs!
in order to disturb the labourers in the field: BT
IS AR .
devoured: {HE.
remorse:  Hiff.
hence: from this reason (g fr]lﬁ._ﬁ;»f;‘ —i %5 ‘“‘come’’,
).
austere retreats from the world: I vk
inspires this redeeming love: BIARE ML BN .
this man drains at a draught all earthly emotions:
A H 9 — 1R T AR 2
presentiment: JZJE.
despite (prep.): in spite of.

P.116,—
I make these reflections to-day: A EHEZ Mk
e fhyiE—K.

they arise naturally out of what has taken place:
a4k (f7 reflections) iy F-4 B vy AL H AR ot v

barriers: FixagE; Rl

let such things be: {ﬁﬁgm@'fﬂf. |

he brushes against a woman: fiEEA5 ~HL A
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face to face: Tij ¥iThi-
hence forth: from this time forward, pLi%.

Puary,—~
or she had conceived for me ane of those sudden

passions which are revealed in the first kiss, and which

die, often enough, as sudden as thev were born: {_JJ'E;;‘{-;[&
R T — 8 ¥ By 98 % W a8 P R
FUIL AR 6 Ko R4 TR
feigaing: {PE.
 in obedience to the mere will of the seases: {$ S1HP
LI EE.
immaterial: 85 .
‘at hand: close by, {F.T-3%.

in case: if.

P.IIS.'—-
stage box: £LEE 31507
actress: AL{g,

»_a

one must have lived that live, as [ have,.........the
love which he has for them: A4 —Ajif%'g;‘{_;ﬁ[gfgig;ﬁz
(A5 DAL D I6AR 557 A fd /b i 155 75 i 412
S L 3 1Yy SR (RG4S U*hr’;—ﬂdrk?ﬁé) GRUE(E
T i

P.x1g,-—
in the secret: f{ji{ SR
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P.x20.—
ironical:  GE5E 30 SN
pettish:  H{R1.
all day long: ¥EJS401.
P.IzI.-F

but since this ig the w'av you thank me, I shall profit
by the lesson: {BAFEESRIEFEMEAAIIR, Rddi it T -

{B3Te.
well and good: #FHRT.

none the less: nevertheless.

got in: arrived.

P.123.—
CHAPTER XIII

mechanically: i,
to and fro: backward and forward, ¢ ¢[8] [a] Hit.
turn the count out of doors: #3E (ATl 3z

a lot of money: a considerable amount of money.

in her interests and in yours: for her good and for

yours, S 1llrp S LB IRMH BT
P.123.—
Take Marguerite for what she is: #2447 M. () 7.

touchy: F%i%.

she receives you in the greatest style: IRk 7EhY
1EREIR |
I can’t help it: REARE
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you don’t mind the duke: you have no objection to
the duke,

such easiness in the matter is very like........... and
a profit of their trade: XifHENAEEINRIRR GHEH
SAEIRMRRE 9 % Fa (IR 2 Y fn k) o a5 TR T Ak 6
FIACAE 02k ot B8 A0 F @ A (Armand
s QA IR @ Marguerite 29 AL RBEFE T OHEHS K
AV REEA R WAL

shoots: :}ﬁ@.

races: {{g }iz.

gambles: [FH.
and what not: and many other things of the.same

kind, 8855,
forago: #i3E.
~ taking it all round: taking it on all side, #8475 3

LA HL A R e,

a good deal: a great deal; a large amount,

make up for the rest: supply for the rest.

has chanced by amiracle on an old man: il i].
) — (8B
P.x25.—

that is to say: in other words, {a4i)E% 3.

‘wait upon: serve as attendant, {345,

far from it: no such thing K A44R,

I have lived with these women stc.—Prudance ik
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Bt B AT Armand BEACKR IS I, R M 10 B R
34— J5 T A4, A B, Marguerite Jij (2264 Fis AUy T .

P.1xz26.~—
would make up for what you had taken: would

compensate for what you had taken.
casting her past in her teeth: reproaching her with

her past, T{HEABIUABZ: (B 5 )2k,
inevitable trouble: AT (k.

obstacle: [&E#
man’s second and last loves.

$i7 family and ambi-

tion.
no matter in what: ﬁ!{ﬁ%‘ﬁu{fﬂl A)‘j]ﬁf no matter;

it is of no importance,
It was well argued: SEFHEIFR4 IR
come, come: 4T 4T 7. (oA e (R JEFETE
ZRE.)

laugh over them:
iz

P.xa7.—
a beantiful girl...............the man who is with her.

discuss them with laughter, —%%

iR Marguerite 81 count.
he won’t be long in leaving the coast clear:  filiifs

— G SEAE W AT T cf. coast is clear: no one
about to see or interfere. (35 HURALELHAI).

balcony: H .
O S,
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buzzed: [543k,

accomodating: ER¥r.

P.128 —
sulky; {B#&: P

spontaneity: FE4R.2L R E.

Virgil’s shepherd: Virgil (or Vergil 20—~19 B.C.) &
ORIl IR AT Aenied 2%, AL 347 HIEIRS
Eclogues 45,5681 A=

the nervous laughter, whose source they did not
detect, was nearer to tears than to mirth: HEAE AT

B IR AT BT W RS R IR b
hearthrog: 8 HERE.

P.129.—

the result would be that in a month, etc. 3735
el T Marguerite (¥ -« {MABFEWAS, 4538 Armand
NS MGG T .

I thought of Manon Lescaut squandering with Des-
grieux the money of M. de B. Manon Lescant {35 M. de
B., G THugER Desgrieux JkJH. 50T NS UL B,

associate: IbgiK. |
P.I30.,m—*

major: major scale, FLE{¥.

remind me of the day when we first met: cf Ch.

IX.
fet us reason it out: let us think it out,
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solitude o devy (F):  RAFIE.

putting my affairs in order: arranging my affairs.
taking lordly airs: 3Rjy/mT,
talking big word: KZ AN
thrice child: -} JEfy3%-F
P. 131~ |
aspiration fowards a calmer existence: ¥|-F—[jf il

BPERF A IR
a colonel on half-pay: 2EfHPRE e (PR
EEJERER. ARTEEL(CHRARY, R4, 752 half pay'-)~
Brought up at Saint-Denis: jfF Saint-Denis (/1 BLE!

FSE) Bk
P, 132~

commit a crime: QI
till to-night: i L R:

to make up: fif¥.
P. 133~

all the same: nevertheless;

in comparison with: compared to.

P.Is4."""" .
CHAPTER XIV
feverish resolutions: JE3E W

amour: love affair.
set out forthwith: begin a journey immediately, fi} %)

4.
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that love would never be betrayed: {5 3K 846
e

I had had to do with a woman like all other women
of the kind: REMFAERT I I Z N 15—l
imE. bhave to do with: have in connection with.

self-esteem: HH.

got the upper hand: {83k,

indisposition: {3,

P.135.~—

tedious: tiresome.

I am not rich enough te love you as I would nor poor
enough to love as you would: I%FEAGEEE L, [}f{ﬁﬁ,][’g‘{
FR BARZE AR AR E 55 IR BEHR VR 7 B M 3547,

a name. 8L} ‘‘a happiness” [G}J& forget 22 objects,
(Bbdm “‘you’” B «I” 1T “forget’” %)

without a touch of impertinent irony: ;f{—-i}%ﬁﬁ
A BEN LB k. touch: small amont, slight
tinge or trace.

I tried to persuade myself of the feelings which it

professed: JRiHJE H B4 5 T EHE BT e R B,
P.136 ~

[ buoyed myself up with the hope: AT A SR
=
' qsupplanted: BEt:.
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on the point of sending to get the letter back: #&5p
YLE AN :ETGENRE K. send: send messenger.

P.137—
In the end 1 could see no way out of the circle of fire

which closed upon me: 4548 IR TN IH B FaeHkil

B AUE R N K TE.
Palais Royal: Royal Palace.

coming accoss: meeting with.

commissionaire (F.): {8 .
served up: set (food) on table.

P.138—
exculpate herself: #|&.
put on ar indifferent air: 2 —FUR/ETA i
in the direction of : toward.

first night. RITHEE.
P.139—

congratulation: JE2L.

P.140—
stick to her: remain faithful to her.

do you credit: BIFEL.

susceptibilities: 157 1 fiEC AL

retract: HU{iH.

devoured by restlessness and jealousy: 1§ % gL 19k

N G
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my judgement was against me: % {{4HF BT/ A
FUR(E B OHRBBEED.)
P.141—

mercenary: £5F0}{.

parasite: fF¥%.

bill of the banquet: “SE@F gL,

sever at one stroke all ber past relations: -t

R R K [R.  at one stroke: P.243k.

revenue: it A SkIH. |

acting the Othello. Othello j& Shakespeare [y
AR 2 B CIR AL K ARG, SR 28,

A EF ATV E R -
spying upon her: {&gfn) .
P.142—

rancour: 7§,

present: ii8k.

feel properly quits of her: $$#3:i8 E U MIEICIHT .
offending. ‘‘the love’’ -l object.

trafficking: ¥ #

the habpiness. B “pay” {{j object,

scruples: JREE.

look upon as: regard as.

reserve a_place in the diligence: 5 —[REZIEJEN -

P.I43-—
broken off: brought to an end.
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protége (F.): My ale R (R IR B AL

P.144-—

pot herself out for me: put herself out of 'humohr
for me, $ZIRAER. .

she would die sooner than reply: i ol 78 4R (B {2
{1 Plwould ¥ 3855 B R 2] B 5 7 sooner==rather,

quarters: Eif. (5 pl. A&
P.145—

madrigal in prose: .

in consequence of: as a result of.

packup my things: RERIRMITE ELMIRAET.
P.146—

CHBAPTER XV
meditating: {LRA.
might be in the way: might be obstacle.

P147—
not so much to see it as to make up for the foohsh

thing which she had just said: ﬁUT%ggp?z% Tﬂ"ﬁ%

15T ER F oF 3T {BaR :
roundabout way of saying: fEAG F&E‘ﬁ.

P.148—
duchess so and so: ZFEIEAEF:A.
good heavens: ZER ! (RAEK)
in employing them: AEER AR i,
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at the risk of reproaching me for it later on: f}ii}
4% gl k.

scruple:  (fy RO I I AR 1) 338, 18 3HE.

for such it was: [NEEMiER SRR

P.149 -
‘We are obliged to buy the satisfaction of our saul

at the expense of our bodies. 3&fj3%5 -2 Marguerite ¥}
T~ 218 F e YE—JFIA. at the expense

of: by the gacrifice of.
that satisfaction is denied us: that satisfaction is

not given us,
it reached after something further: AR IEWIE

WHIES.
inconceivable: A<Hf &Y.

P.150—
When he died, etc. i pu] RIURE RS 38 8.1

352 Armand K ity SR FURE WAk e TR AR AL
ﬁ’eﬁ‘ ~= {5 R AR I S S W 2, RS T R
au‘ﬁ%—rﬁ%

undeceived me: (IR G4, |
wiping out, by seeing you, a thought which was

with me incessantly and which, before [ knew you, [ had
no difficulty in tolerating: ~ BHR TIREH L T —BER
%ﬁ%ﬁ%&ﬁﬂmmﬁﬁﬁmmﬁu LG GRS
B A HEARE).
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for these people we have to be merry when they are

merry, well when they want to sup, sceptics like them-
selves: {138 25 N\ i SUMIN TR0 AL BEAS A Py s B, A At fF
FUZARER TR BINLF » SZBHR AP —BR T R 1B
P.151—-

under penalty of being hooted down and of ruining
our credit: 33T U NIRRT IS IH0L S

we are no longer beings, but things: IRME A E

NTRHE.
costly tastes: ZEIERYNELT.

servility: ol &R,

disinterestedness: MR ERAABHCHERLR.

lucrative: JEF]HY.

extra: FHSL(Y.
P.152-— ) _
ennui (F.):  JtHs; 6000, (dh TFE 2 BRI P H EIf
). :

consumed: EHud,

asphyxiated: ZE8.

in my noisy solitude: {EFRIEHEMRY B (7] BB
(R TTL FT R P L2 0 040

what I loved in you was not the man who was, but
the man who was going to be: IR BRI E 3

(3 By AT AR DR BEREA. , .
in the na}rhe of heaven: BERE L GERAKR).

P2 yemaaians
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tear up: tear in pieces.
P.153—

haven’t an atom of sense: — $i [§MERIE 47 . cf. atom:s
T

room: . (§N) space, FIRMIZHZE.)

P.154—
CHAPTER XVI

think over! consider.

veconsur atnéral (F.): YRR

loyalty: B

thanks to. RP.I#E.

security: ARiLZA.

paid off {E;st; fyie.

put aside a dowry: {y‘ﬁiT-—fﬁn%ﬁ
P.155—

appointment: H&fr.

annual allowance: sEER.
called to the bar: admitted a barrister. B iE

%ﬂt
0

&,
use up: consume the whole of, J}j#%.

. She never regard as a serious expense those thou-
sand and one distractious which made up her life: 1

FRACTRHE S AR BRRF 2 ZOTNE BF— WK

@544, thousand and one: myriad; numberless.

diploma:
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as well: in addition; also; too.
P.156—
louis: 20 francs.
which came to: which amounted to.
naivté (F): Bi&tiRE.
took t4: began, fell into the habit of.

Frascati: JR{Hi%.

whereas now, except in 1he ClUbS, .uveveeeeennons
not to receive it: 4R} FLAEHR TABEIR BRI 6350
SERT 2O TR —FLBIT AR U ST i
THF. |
B.157—

debts are contracted: (4T

green table: gambling table.

tardy condemnation: ZE (SRR,

volcanic: Kilj—f%ay. Cf., Volehno, XIif.

complement: #i77;FE . |

preyed upon my heart: took my heart as prey, 5%
IR L.

Iaid hold on me: seized me.

P.1§8—

self-possession: i .

It was impossible to resist an existence which gave

me an easy means of satisfying the thousand caprizes of
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Marguerite: SEFRRABIRHIET M. FERNARESF I A:75,
But, sooner than the moral metamorphosis a physi-
cal metamorphosis came about in Marguerite: {ﬁ.%q’fﬁf
PR B M. BEE0H T & B, (Armand —)iME
£ AR 2 A JHESOR T HS B 003 A oAy moral
metamorposis Z7=.)
isolating: placing apart, 38,
in place of: instead of. {HT.
P.15g—
substituting a hygienic régime. DMEAGERICHE:.
salutary: AELE T HEARAT.

went on foot: 2BiT.
settling one thing against another: FE %}k,

some ten thousand framcs: #j— J5{HHE. some:

about.

P.160—
on account of: because of,
on purpose: U&EL,
stewed rabbit: {01 % 4.
traditional lunch: WRHIY) 772,
Dongival. 4. &% Seine @f L. ¥ Versaille }2ML.
Pointdu Jour. Hi4.

P.161-—
Aqueduct of Marly: Marly 3.
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unrolls itself: fEHH,
watered ribbon: R,
Croissy: B4,
lulled: J8RE.fRAR.
poplars: {45,
willows: }EAI0.
P.162—
at the contact of men and things: (£ 81 A FI5 L mes.
annual pardon: -—SE—JERTHCE. (SHLR LA

BN Ry iR 65.) '
shut off from the noise of the city: SapiliEE s
2.

Iamartine, Alphonese de (1790-1869). ﬁ@ Hugo,
de Vigny,de Mussct, Jz Gantier 3 BB (v 2: BURIBIREEA.

Scudo, Paul (18g6-1864). kIR %%,

saying over: saying a second time, {3,

starry sky: ‘% BEHIKA,

far off the world went on its way: &7 B R
=R,

without darkening with its shadow the radiant pic-
ture of our youth and love: (i VLGRS IR I3

HRER/RZBEELE.
P.163—
human 1inks:: ANBEEHE.
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semicircular railing: ZEHIWHRF.

the moss must efface each morning the pathway
that had been made the day bafore: {3 KB EH SIS
T B SRR v AR

so perfectly did it emboly the dream thatI was
dreaming: F5; FREBMIEREEZLISHRMET.

the house in question: the house that we are referring

to, .J:-";@ ﬂ"}ﬁ} % .

P.163—
Ill see about it: I’ll see toit, IR ML GHAT
HEL¥)- |

stunned with the fall: PR{REER,
with less critical eyes: AR T.
P1156'—

. CHAPTER XVII

ealon (F.): ZgHE.

anteroom: Rij% (room leading to another).
P.166—

the whole place furnished in a way to divert a hypo-
chendriac: 4% ([ SEr s J7 S0 AT 406 — (4 SRR B .

between ourselves: ¢ Tei¥ 2 ALl 32; 75808,

silence the objections of his family: PIEAUARNIL

Bz,
on the watch: on the look out, B5#%l.

in luck: SHERLE.
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millionaire: T ERIFNES.
P.167— |

en féte (F.): engaged in holiday-making.

makes your bed for you: 23{7}1-2{;%}‘2.‘

did thé honours of the house: took the .pasition of a
hast in showing civility to guests, e O KkivE
A

professedly: BR3tik.

on behalf of Marguerite: in the name of M. I} M.
I {0 M.

handed over: #g#.

entailed: %35 (4%).
P.168— :

came ai)out:‘ _happened.

téle-gi-téte: togéther in private.
fallen upon: come across.
retire precipitately: Z14BIH.
as far as possible: to the possible extent, trjJ Wi
{27 1 . |
bore her a grudge for it_: P s T 4.
gai'nel:: | i%‘;ﬁ]#
in so far that: ff......;558—& L.
publicly proclaimed: ZASRE fi-
P.169 — | _ |
addfessed me officially: ERFBYER
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sermonized: i1,

in regard to: asto.

happen what might: mnmagfqg*

boudoir: [} i]; ki K EL% .

I pt myself within hearing: 858 I 03] TRk 2

i
P.170—

a more reasonable frame of mind:  —{{ W AT
-3

I will do without it: JEAELWAGEE B 7.
fiung myself at Margoerite’s: 3¢5 M. (Y F.

PI7I—
what matters all the rest: L[] R EdR?

from that dav forth: from that day onwards.

the life which she had leading: U2} WF A%,

Her nature was morbidly open to all impressions
and accessible to all sentiments: s V5 55T KL% B Ry ]
L~ DI F RS B E — U R0,

P.172—

pelisse: woman’s mantle with acmholes or sleeves,

reaching to ankles. , |
had been the talk of the town: . FrAEES NFMEH

i

Jalie Duprat etc. cf. P.30. (‘the touching narrative’

B3 Chp. XXV--VI A
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butterfly: i,

dragon-fly: §FiE.

the simple flower_ whose name she bore. HIF 5
A
P.173—~

hold out: persist, &5,

take over: succeed to management of.

shrinking the responsibilities: 2B 4T,
P.174

CHAPTER XVII o
it cuts short the days: {fiH JF#45T. cut short:
shorten by cutting,

with what loving listlessness one drifts into the mor-

Iow:  TEERMRTE MR, 4K BT LK.

comes of: results from.
reciprocated love: ZRT (8.
cast scraps of one’s-heart: Hji#— 2505,

the one thought: 3%/4:.
Existence itself is but the unceasing accomplishmerit

of an unchanging desire: . ét‘ﬁﬁi;}}f\;ﬂﬁt%?{\éﬁﬂ'ﬁfk
F 2 B R ﬁ‘.rﬁiE
the vestal charged to feed the. sacred fu'e of love:

3t@ﬂt$£ﬂ'ﬁﬂiﬁﬂ’j :gjc vestal: ﬁtl\% ,m_,qr{i Vestarﬂ!
B aR HK.
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which should leave us to ene another: {8 4F LR
BR0Y (¥ ). B
P.175—

hermetically: FgIfiib.

for a moment: #jfi}.

divers: HARE.

accusing me of my past: DIIRKYES AR

‘to read in my eye whether my oath was's.incere: 7%
TRy A DB TR MRS A
P.176—

at hand: close by.

bv all means: in every possible way; at any cost;

certainly.

the least in the world: #t&. in {the world, i
WA )
P77

gets on my nerves: R, P.773t.

she fell into a long reverie: HUTZE A v S ARG  hlAE
" in regard to: about.

day by day: on successive days, ﬁ a.

P.178 -
~ get rid of her inysterious gloom: {" BT KEFREEY)
32

‘wept for a walk: took a walk,
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complained of the cold: DRV
P.17g—

trinkets: LBEGGS (BRT(S4).

without resistence: it iHy. _

along with their contents no doubt: ASBIgE R
M (R R T

he is concerned: he is anxious.

beating about the bush: approaching subject slowly,

TR,

pawned: Bl3e,
P.180~ | _ :

thirty thousand francs, or thereabouts: Znak
AN

upholsterer: 5% H.7Z.
settle with......: ST e o JEREEL
was shown out of the hovse: %4783k T.

souls: persons. (expr. familiarity, patronage, pity.

contempi eic. )
penniless: —-73r Sifj.
with the insistence of a woman who can say, I wds

ﬁght after all: 'gﬁﬁf;ﬁéﬁﬁ‘iﬁ‘l}ﬁiﬁn’a%ﬁ%ﬁ’?ﬂ}#}_\'!i_ﬁ!é‘ﬁ
ol

‘P.181-
lead a dreamy, pastoral life: #2100, H) ﬁ]fﬂ;&{%.

ideal life: ypARfGAEES
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tte purest resolutions are held to earth not..
......... T --easily to be broken: wi{(g’uﬁ}hu
@{%f i?:fﬁ%ﬁlﬁl%ﬁ.ﬂ)ﬂc/f\ﬁ-fgfﬁﬂﬂﬁﬁl FREAE i L

twenty times. {EIICH I IR SRR

stripping herself of everything: #iFEH & —Udiv;

-~ HER A |

raise thirty thousand francs: &5 = WLy

why, yes: [l ! (PRGOS BRE M BT
HAE......l7") |

fall out: quarrel.

cripple you resources: ¥ LITRASNA{. (cripple IR
R BB )

from one day to another: every day.

get out of this difficulty: F7a%kiE%EE.

P.182—
otherwise they would put aside money, ........

having a lover for nothing: A #k QL‘F‘H'L'P'& HLex T, Hl

T =i S oF TR ap RS R4 45, O A (A6 T
@A

If I had only known once what I know now: I wish
['had ete. (#:BBIMIZA apodosis ¥ If 4:25%3%.)
save up: K.
P.184

CHAPTER XIX
the post-mark of C: C J)K Hi7.
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all out of breath: WG TE—g M A B .
P.185—

venal: W L) 38l ¢ i
P.186 — |
a_carefully concerted plan: — i /o> B (431 5.
chatterbox: £ 2% A.
showy: .
my own way: [ RIE &.

Pa87 ~

indispensable: WA AT Y.

you .want to put your disinterestedness beyond risk
of suspicion: {8 S LR A B T 3 TR0 E I TTRE.

wha will not let me take you on your level, but insist
on taking me on mine: {RAEHIE Tﬁjﬁﬁ-wsjﬁjﬁ;{j‘ R
AR H) - BONG (7 RIS MU OF R A8

prejudice: {igH.
that me in so much when one has nothing to love, but

which become trifling indeed when one has: L3345
NFEAE IR TEEE 4 T R B SRR T.
P.188— '
flat:  BiRMG—HK.
all would have come out: all would have been

solved. ,
~ she went wild with delight: i3 sk .
calling up pictures of her new flat in all its simpli-.
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city:  HEHIRARBN L0 W5 IS
P.18g~ |
made over to Marguerite the income: transfered

the possession of the income to M
live on:  #{EAE.
mort&'ab;e: ‘ ;E.fsi!,
solicitor: #38.

sooner or later: 5.
in whose favour T made this transfer: on whose

account I made this transfer.
in the best way possible: 4% R k.
‘employ the greatest discretion: y.ﬁ%jgﬁ{];—;ﬁﬁ”g,

P.190 -
where
listen to the moralizings of Prudence: ﬁ@%’,ﬁ]ﬁﬂjﬂgi}

RERES P GO |
isolated from the main part of the building: - fLigsk
CATT RN R |
give notice: . (A6 RLIRIEAL.

she had gone in preference to going to

which-......... ,we saw in the rosiest light, J&ED]
AE 2% BUBR (5.0 00 B
P.192~— |

CHAPTER XX
sermon: k3.
sealed the letter: HT{Z01. Cf, Ch. XXV. P.- 244,

l!- 14"_160
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P.193—

you see it: . {RuiH.

made me fail in duty toward you: {#I%JeT BHERE
Hzh. -
to myself.....: R0y,

I have said [ could live as I am living: . JRe¥ FHE
3% AERBA RN BRI (R R PHECTE B iR
TR, RYDIBSERR P

-passions as formidable enemies to sentiment: 58K
p LR A (I PN
P.194— |
I don’t follow your meaning: IRASHEIR AR
follow: grasp the meaning of, | '

set a bloton: jp— 25,

Sir. BUGEAR-RRBERWBE.

It would be useless for the world to grow olde; if
it does not correct its ways: R ARG IE Y. X
IR PRAR TAUE.

P.195—
Sainte- Marguerite, iﬁ};‘m%f&;ﬂﬁzm .

if no ope will any more. “will”’ 4% ‘have hep”

the mission of a man of honour is to go about con-

verting lost women: —{EHAHE Y %ﬁ%@%ﬁ]%i&ﬁk
{LEst s 41 ().
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grotesque: &M,

should have any room: should have any ‘space.

impulée: . g, | |

in stead of rooting himsélf firmly in convictions of
honour and_steadfastness. Wi AMREEHEEHBER MG
BBE E R
P.196—

in the.name of your sainted mother: 48’ ,15]?{1{3{(12!
8. . f

~ you put an end to_your whole career: iR R4

Y:ZEWIZT. put an end to: stop; abolish. |
P.197—

beyond my power: HPRIERESZ L.

There is as much’ disinterestedaess in her as there is
cupidity in others: Il Z A EFSIEMPI A ZEF).
peroration: &3,

procedure: FH.
caluminate: gk .

P.ig8—x
Just now I begged you; now I command you: J.¥F
BRI AT A fF. justnow: scarcély a moment ago.
‘Hotel de Paris: [LE ML
disdainfully: WR2E 1.

o




P.190—
k CHAPTER - XXX
B-EMT ~RE2UERINIBEHA 1B Armand--
~ M= DA R 2o N EEEINZ BB AR 33 Chp XXV,
XXVI 530505 F b0 — i |
better off: in a better position.

do me the honour or inventing some new story: % #}
ARG BT TS -

P.200—
Do not go against his principles: xgg@ﬂgm;ﬁﬁ*g

y 3

make some concessions: ﬂifﬁiiﬁ %.
P.201— |

tidings: ¥iH.

M. Duval. Armand {55238,

P|202""
he will forgive us_the sooner; @%EQ#E&%?@.%

. PR “the’” AL HEBE ML N MR REA
T IR (5 47— 7 “Decause” A (ki) 4 ) = oo that
account. Cf. the more......the more, efc.

insistent disquietude: iﬁ%m$i§ '

If T am not in: if I am not at home.

by four: as soon as four o'clock.

positive reason: ETE I IASAH k.

put me- off with .those evasions which a worman
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rescris to when she will not tell the truth: IR
FAR R EE FECRE I e TRAHARS AR, put

me off: evaded me.

augur well: have good expectations,
comment: HIE.

P 203-—

| copiouslz: %

account for: explain the cause of, _
she smiled at me, but with an efiort: HEfR B
B

T could make nothing of....... 1 could notruﬁder- ‘

stand......... o
intermiitent paroxysms of distress. ¥ n (Y, R

stupor:  4E.

P.204—

absent - mindedly: AN EHL.
“haggard: NEERAY.
strained voice: - Y AR
P.205—
till this evening: AEH-R.
P.206— . '
constraint: E&.
I read in her face: FRALHUAR _t;g:ﬂ
P.207— | |
- sacrifice sincere 10 doubtful affections: £{v8i: % 01
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O RRETF R R

P.208— . _
passed his hand acress his forehead: JHj=FRii; 81 %,

chase a thought: RE (B4

P.209--
' CHAPTER XXIH

an excuse for a day off: Fifrs: - H:> .

P.210—

everything served to confirm it: —JHJZSISEU%EE'&

trap: [ B RIS, St

Had she counted on being back in time for me not
to percieve her absence, and had she been detained by
chance:  JRAHEHHARERER MR IR AL 2220
ROGRMM TS

affright: &M,

P.211—
when she let out the secret: 2 ilnMiGIERS.

as I covered her with kisses: {¢TR¥r 0y iln5.
my anxiety tightened its circle: FRIEE)E M

2.
inde pendent of her will: 3 i ety B ik, JE I ot pd

P.212.-
some mishap or other: %@'ﬁ—aﬁ:ﬁ?. sQme...

i > v
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...or other F ¥ =2 %, Cf. sometime or other: sooner or
later. some one or other: a person unknown,

I looked about for a book: [ was in search of a
book. A o

void of meaning: JE/REAH T,

monotonous and rhythmical stroke: SEFHTH A EHE
(GUER%. Cf. thythm (rithm): ¥5f.

sleeping over her work: fEEXLHENHT. over
engaged with, |

P.213—
overexcitement: EJ¥E B B 1R%.
doubly: f&tis.

P.214—

_wagons: SHELTIGH.
at full gallop: S MK B,
Barriére de I'Etoile. $h144.

The dawn began to brrke‘a_k‘: K6 LRI ARBET .

P.215 ~
cord: MR,
P.216 -
to forward to M. Duval: ?ﬁiﬁ D. 4.

P,217 -

temples: FHEHI. S
1 flung myself into his arms: B & F RIS,
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P.218—
| CHAPTER XIII .
when the current of life had resumed its course,
------ -we-es..-...wwhich had preceded it: 354 QSR KX B
B ATRY, IR ATRMER BB E X, Mg
i B P EARR. (B0 EIET 28 AERUE
HERHAMOESN )

When one’s existence has contracted a habit, suck

as that of this love, ....ccceoivivereransns . breaking all
the other springs of life: JtH: -{ }\E_',fﬁ&_ {577 =¥ 4iE
EASREE VHARE, A5k B SRR Wi - D A d iy
IR FRRATRA T
.succumbing to the moral shock: f}‘,ﬁ%nﬂl oy 7 8.
prostrated me: {§i FRH%7 . |

P.219--
calamity: A3,
post-chaise (-sh-):. EEdi.
occasioned: been the cause of, {f.

P.220-
distraction fﬁkaﬁ\;iﬁﬁ. '_
shooting. FT4.
got up: organized.

~without either reluctance or enthusnasm {.;E“ A~ JH, 1

AR Yy 3 FT I A P
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apathy: Bk,

beating about for game: By beat:
strike to rouse game. '

‘unloaded gun: 2 L&,

light — hearted: 48655 18 (1.

scrutiny: IS,

tacitly: SR,
P.221—

inert: 4itAR R4,

r—C—_—

on business: with definite purpose.

P.222-—
rupture: Hedl,
to assume a character of the basest self-interest:}]
RN M B 2.
P.223--
bear her any grudge: SR,
blonde: &izEIN il (FEARRM Wit blond.)
slender: #R4IT.
with side curls: 4242,
P.223—
all of a tremble: 4 —14].
the rascal of an agent: TR B HRIE AL

P,225--- | |
sold up: - sold goods of (debtor) by distress or legal

pracess. 2§,
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to cut a long story short: - RimE 2.

he has had his way: he has got what he wanted.
P.226,—

at the risk of her life: ¥ T4

don’t I, that [ am, etc. *,"” {{EH2Z “awe it to
you', GASRRCHIE. | |
P.227.—

tarbulent. AREE M.

petty and vile: MBS,

I took it for granted: I assumed it.

quadrilles: square dance for fqgg couples and con-
taining five figures,
showing her off: displaying her.

P.228,—
contredanse. (F): I B 5%.

P.220,—

CHAPTER XXIV

the hold which I had upon this woman: FR#5iEH
KAMGEE.

recklessly: NEA—LJJhl.

greedily: E4EHE.
P.230.—

"’ proposition: %éﬁ
on my behalf: on my accoupt,
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Po23x,—
shower upon me: bestow upon me.

persecution: 3{148;900.

infatuation: FR&R.

taken in: ; deceived. |

the insults I heaped upon hér daily: IR FR A i
I fEE R
P.232,~—

resentment: {f&%.

licensed: %ﬁ;’ﬁ

‘l;heh direct impertinences gave way to anonymous
letters: FAR BT MBERIBBEAR. |

in reference to: about.

literally mad: FREEAMRIBELER).

nervous exaltation: WPEERLE.

not disdainful calm: &S W% L.

not contemptuous dignity: Ziﬁﬁj;ﬁ‘ifﬁﬁﬁ?v

P.234.— ,
who has neither heart nor sense: ﬁiﬁjﬁ\%ﬂm@
&Ny, |

white: pale.

P0235n_
they thronged together into one such emotion: g

LEPSIR e B —~PRIEHA.




NOTES 107

and letting her head fall on her hand, she burst into
tears: HITF4TH5 SLAMAY HR B HERE2K.
P.237.-—

mock: M.

the instincts of a light woman: R TFETR

YA TR,
a serious necessity, Marguerite 3Z A5 lih w3

RAMERM R EARE Armand 7 7, — BRATBER AR 5
BSTOR T SEM AT 4G o Rf AT IR T SR FUE
A LR AR R R, BRI T

Armand  (ARYSETRHG LB BACRIER,

P 238.—,
separate you perhaps from those from \whom' you

must not be separated. Egﬁjﬁ{ﬁm’yg‘gsﬁ |
madcap: 5L§fﬁ}\ - Cf. pp. 57-—61._
destinies: Ap3E.-

P.239,— |
in my transports  of feverish love: ({FIRFLEHEILIR

——

s,
livid white: A EH]).

P.240,—

make the most of it: employ it to tre Lest flg_ivan-
tage: ) F) Rlia—5i.

imprint;  EF.
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P:24In—

instantaneous remdrse: Hﬂ%}ﬂ’-}@ﬁ‘m-

obscene songs: f&il

next mail: T —PrHEAL.

- Boulogne, 3 BAETE #5981 LT LAUE L.

P.242. =~

setting out on a toirr: WIS HATHER.

drafts: [gH.

embarked: SRA.

Marseillés. 2B Sl 55 B2t — 44 S0 2 IR,

Alexandria. H:Jz#h3,.

altache (F): WA E MR,

embassy: -Ki{E&E:

Toulon. f£ 15 B H Bt e i 7

she answered in the way you kaow. }j) Ch. 1V pp.
2031 ffE. o
~you know.the rest. 34k yHiREEI Chh. I—VIEEL.

commentary: 3ZE % | |
P.243.—

CH APTER XXV

banishes: SR,
unless death had sanctified by its authority: &3}

ROV ERBETE.
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P.244.—

heritage: &, (Juliis).

clear up: solve (mystery), KL,

how the arrival of your father surpriced us at Bou-
gival. Cf. Ch. XIX. p. 191, .
" the scene which took place heiween you and him.

Cfl pp. 192""8-
next day, when you were at Paris, ete, Cf. pp.

192, 201,
handed in a letter. Cf. p. 162, 15—16.
how I insisted on your returning to Paris next day.
Cf pp. 201~2. LT Wi M8 Armand W[ FEELRRAE
FRIAT (p. 202) /i B4,
machine for.coining gold: JGHFHELE.
bruise: ':ﬂ‘{gv. |
| discernment: S’}i)}.llj]-
set her in motion: = BT (FEAREREE, $32). E—
7 BB G R AR iR eLEL Chh. 1, L, Rl E 4
SHE BB EL, M. Duval SRR —HEN, RibilEia
BB ANl B B ML WL R — R R L AL Margue-
rite BEHE T .
P.245 .~
make use of: employ.
expenditure: J&E.

------ N
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giving in: yielding.
not by remonstrances or by threats, but by entrea-

ties: ADMEBRRLIHLER.
P.246.—

came over: came from some distance or across

obstacle. |
do not take what 1 have to say to you amiss: donot

take offence at what I have to say to you.

that there are sometimes in life cruel neca’ssmes for

the heart, but that they must be submitted to. Armand

WEBPAE—-HEAN, B LEPiE. 780K T R
Fan ) HERL" i3 Marguerite 5tz ViR, Bz DI

Se4 R AR Armandiig R ERE AR T FHLR
AR T L PR RES ISR IR, Rl 2R B R R,
1 Marguerite ,(prpig iy 2R E 24, HEHEIE
2@ PHEN R R EEATERME LR A T tragic
conflict. # AP RLIF 86T B, FBEERINTIRRES
SR RLEIE T ELARFHAY BHA2ER T MERIESR
e R Ry AT R TR BT SR N
Pz 3. SRS BoA BB i 3. s i R
SAFUR R S e B IR LGRS

legacy: SHIAZE.

in exchange for it: {EBZEHA.

adversity: [K%. -

tarnj;h the name we beg;: iﬁ.ﬁ.‘q“z{ﬁﬁ[’ﬁ |
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P.247.~—
I wrote him four times. Cf. p. 184.

to which his modest fortune would condemn you,

and to which your beauty does not entitle you: flJil
A AR ORGSR, S SRR AR BE
P.248—

which requires that ‘mine has to be no less hononr-

able. HEANLRME MR

P.299.—

guarantee: {3k,
yours, which I was sure of gaining later on. 3§
BRIl T gt iyt 8.
P.250.—
implicitlv: 2 i%ih.
perhaps unhappy for a time, but cured forever.
5 B B R e A T RS B A ERAR R LY
HE TR B '
you are a noble child. Gt RiEZM. BAEBTE
ST HYES 53 —m IR SRR AT ER
an insurmountable barrier: RIS HIIE.
-1 wrote to Pradence, etc, Cf. p. 200, :

baptism: ¥ i#.

-z
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P.as1:i—
Did I do right? —J5TH 5T & RO, RS 2 A5 35
150, 208 I B SRS R IR A= AT AR IR T

you are witaess of what [ felt at the hour of our

s_e_zp_ayation approached: Cf, pp. 202 -5,
Plzsz.“

CHAPTER XXVI

I heard that your father had taken you away. with

him: Cf, p. 219,
when | met you in the Champs-Elysées. Cf, p.

221.

then began that series of days: Cf. pp. 227—38,
23[—3, .
have recourse to physical means: = Hl#nH KF .
fétes: @y,
P.253.—
the return you made. Cf. pp. 240—1I.

the last proof of love that [ gave you. Cf. pp.
235—240. ' | |
grand seigneur (sanyer'): FA.

in my honour: in my celebration.

P.254.—
it would have burdened your life: %EWE{E%Z
HEHERBREAKX.
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automnatic:  E} 74 X (7). ,

you were gone on a long voyage. Cf. p. 242,

‘up to yésfei;dﬂ}t: iﬁ@}lﬁ";‘i’
P.256.—

commission: ZE5E.

prescriptions: 5% .

mission: {{iﬁ;
P.257.—

he was kind enough etc. Marguerite ¢} Armand
2 R ERE AR W SR AUEL Armand 235, B M ARy
Armand, i RS RMEERLE, GRS RO I
WL S

thaw: W5

festal: PYL¥By.

P.258.—
plasters: ZLills,
P.259.—

expiation: Ji§} 9%,

‘ordeal: WKHHHERY AU IE BN (AT B R 2
L5 DS AR 5R); 1R
-~ make a pilgrimage: #Z3H. (FE“HIER")

~ suffocated: %,E.

PUZGOG-
let_what they call justice have its way: e p;

MEIERBH KB T.
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bailiff: I,
apreal: ik

I received vou.lette_lj.-_ -Cf. p.242, 1. 9. my answer.

Cf. pp. 29-31, 242. L. IO.

P.261.—
the memory of his daughter’s death. Cf. p (2,
ravages: [B%.
on his feet. standing; in health,

P.262.—

God’s will be done! g T
Vaudeville: . J§7ZKE.

rouge (rgozh): AT,

rendezvous (raw’ ndivdod): #YEr.
P.263.— |

indecipherabla: 7] Jiitny.

lncid:  JEAEH.

the sight was too much for him: {b3F RE3ET=%
AT, |

has . constracted liabilities which she can not meet:
/RF S BER M. Cf. meet one’s liabilities: & i #67
P.264.~

prosecuted for his debt: IRBF}{H-

seizures:  BRRIELT.

‘her family. “Cf: p. 24
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gilded misery: ﬁ%ﬁjmﬁz

trlckle tﬂﬁﬁﬁf}‘%
P.265,—~

stifling: €A.
abbg (FF): {4 8.
- chemise (shime'z): FAZCIR .
father: A,
choir (kwir): JTHZFRHL,
crucifix:  JLBFSFHER PR,
sacristan: dustarae N,
all three: = A —Jaj Hlt.
P.266.~—
tabernacle: Sy,
I fell on my knees: JR¥ET T2K.
anointed: ¥&EH).
sanctify: §ie.
P.267.—
exactitude: JE fift.
P.268.—

CHAPTER XXVII
bankrupt: [z g 1.
in the form of promissory notes: HIIE g5 =L,
fable: {535,
extracted: pEHL.
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P.269.—

at the mere invocation of her name: ---R'é—-h%ﬂﬁlﬂ,ﬂﬂj
A
P.270.—

apostle: {§ 6, 48038 7.

Armand OB A BRBAREFT, BLERLEA
s sk FREHAE A B AR THIBRTHC:
(EEMSSMRESICZ T, 3R 1. Marguerite TGk
PSR Armand W) (A BAE AP IELGHR) 3851
SRR BRI M T D, KA O E —
HikErt ERR. R M PEEEEF B TERY
Fo (WEREMER) BTERLN BTRILEELHE
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