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THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH

I

THE PAST
CHAPTER I

WHEN she perceived a group of men leaning against the
parapet and looking down into the street below, Hippolyte
stopped and exclaimed: “What has happened?”

With a slight gesture, betraying fear, she placed her hand
involuntarily on George’s arm as if to restrain him.

After watching the men a moment George said: ‘“‘Some-
ore must have leaped from off the terrace.” Then he
added: ‘‘Shall we turn back?”

She hesitated a few moments, wavering between curi-
osity and fear, and then replied: “No. Let’s see what it is.”

They advanced along the parapet as far as the end of
the walk.

Unconsciously, Hippolyte accelerated her pace towards
the small crowd that had gathered.

On this March afternoon the Pincio was almost deserted.
- Occasional sounds died away in the gray and heavy atmos-
phere.

“That’s what it is,” said George. ‘‘Someone has killed
himself.”

They stopped close to the crowd. All the spectators
had their gaze intently fixed upon the pavement below.

1
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THE TRIUMFH OF DEATH

Most of them were workmen without occupation. Their
faces, each different, expressed neither compassion nor
sorrow, and the immobility of the gaze imparted a sort
of bestial dulness to their eyes.

A young lad came up, eager to see; but scarcely had he
ensconced! himself in a position satisfactory to himself
than he was hailed by one of the bystanders, in an in-
definable tone of jubilation and pleasantry, as if delighted
that no new arrival could enjoy the spectacle. ‘“You're
too late,” he cried; “they’ve taken him away.”

“Where to?”

“To the Santa Maria del Popolo.”

“Dead?”

“Yes, dead.”

Another individual, emaciated and of a greenish cem-
plexion, with a large woollen muffler around his neck,
leaned, half over; then, removing a pipe from his mouth,
he shouted: “What’s that on the ground?”

His mouth was distorted on one side, seamed as if by a
burn, and convulsed as if by an endless flow of bitter
galiva. His voice was so deep that it sounded as if it
emerged from a cavern.

“What’s that on the ground?’”’ he repeated.

Down in the street below, a wagon-driver was squatting
close to the foot of the wall. So as to hear his answer the

better, the spectators became quiet and motionless, On
~ the pavement could be seen a little blackish mud.

“It’s blood,” replied the wagon-driver without rising.

And with the point of a stick he continued his search
in the bloody mire.

lensconced, & T; #f {E.



36 0 B

IR0, BEAARBRR, ATBU P TR B0, 4
AP TR T —FREBRISIAG B

B DR LA, R P SR 1 —
MLl BRSO RL, BT IS5 BLAFRIRAL, S8 18 ABe7S
RIES 8 S — RRBRASITAE TS S BORGE, SR Al AR
AATES TR R, MR Rk T ;
AP EL A T ™

“HH A3

R A

“FETHEY

“RME,38T.

Sl , S TR NG AU K IO H B — AR A, AR
WRSE: U AR T

N a5 T 1388 , S SRR BT A , BUSRR BB A
st 0 25 VE T ) o M O B AP » SR AT 1 26,

RRBE: “HTRABORED |

A TEEAE _1E — R R AT, 5
5 AP B 25 BT A A R A, AR AN, I G
B 15 M8 —AHER TR,

AR MG, B8 CSER L,

Rzl I — AR T oA IV IS BB 7,

\ |



THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH

‘Anything clse?” asked the man with the pipe.

The wagon-driver rose. On the end of his stick he held
something extended that could not be identified from above.

“Hair.”

“What color?”

“Blond.”

The precipice formed by the high walls lent a strange
resonance to the voices.

“Let us go, George!” pleaded Hippolyte.

Disturbed and pale, she shook her lover’s arm, as he
leaned against the parapet near the group, fascinated by
the horror of the scene.

They silently left the tragic spot. Both were preoc-
cupied with painful thoughts of this death, and sadness
was vigible on their features.

“Happy are the dead!” exclaimed George at last. “They
have no more doubts.”

“That’s true,” replied his companion.

The weary tones in which both spoke seemed to indicate
boundless discouragement.

She bent her head and added with a bitterness mixzed
with regret: “Poor love!”

“What love?”’ asked George, p1eoccup1ed

“Ours.”

“Do you feel that it is growing cold?”

“In me, no,” replied Hippolyte significantly.

“But you think it is in me?” persisted George.

An ill-concealed irritation lent sharpness to his words.
Fixing his gaze on her, he repeated: “But you think it is
in me? Don’t yout”

She remained silent, her head drooping still lower.
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THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH

“You won't answer? You know you’re not telling the
truth.”

There was a pause. Both felt an unspeakable desire
to read the other’s heart. Then he continued:

“That is how the agony of love begins. You are not as
yet aware of it, but since your return I have studied you
ceaselessly and I daily discover in you a new symptom.”

“What symptom?”’

“A bad symptom, Hippolyte.”” Then, in a burst of
mental agony, he exclaimed: ‘‘Oh, how horrible it is to
love and yet not lose one’s keenness! of perception!”

She shook her head with a gesture of anger, and her
face darkened. Once more, as on many previous occa-
sions, hostility had risen between the two lovers. Each
felt hurt by the injustice of suspicion, and secretly rebelled
with that restrained anger which breaks out, from time
to time, in brutal and irrevocable words, grave accusations
and absurd recriminations.? An indescribable fury seized
them to torture themselves, to rend and martyrize their
hearts.

Hippolyte became gloomy and silent. Her brows were
knit in a frown and her lips were tightly pressed together.
George regarded her with an irritating smile.

“Yes, that’s how it will begin,” he repeated, still smil-
ing his disagreeable smile and fixing her with his keen
glance. “You find at the bottom of your soul an inquie-
tude, a sort of vague impatience which you cannot repress.
When near me, you feel an instinctive repugnance arise
in your breast against nie—a repugnance which you cannot

3

i keenness, 22 #; B2 §{. 2recriminations, K5, #f 2& 4.
4



B W £ B

“URE B RE RS (R B HERL

BN EAE, WRARBEIRAL KRS
L O BER e F SR

o R LSRR Y Y, RBVIEEA S,
(B AR, S AEMPT R RER A, RIERARR
HRE —REE R,

“HRER ST
HRUR, — HRFR o MIBH OB — B

RIRE, S IR RTINS, — AR S R ERENE
&, B LTI

B AR, 18 B IR, RGO AR T IR A . 2R
£ SBAFEER AE T AT A 2 58 2k Lttt BLAE 3L 2knl
B AR S R AR A A RS, b CEATER
B IR S IR, SRR R AT AR SLHUEF R BT
BRi% E R SEE, IR TR ILARTEN, RS HAMSRE,
A — A ST AT, DA T B
BT 6.0, 45 S AR Do

7% RIS R B BAR R e T O, M6 T B
WML, (LR EA AR B,

MR BE: R, EHOELNREEEERY,”
i3 RS AT B, B — I RIIREHE,
CORIIER B RER IS — RSN, —MZRHAR
BHR SERIORIE T M, BARIETR S SR 0aNEAR , 1A
{6 B H — R IR B 4, SERIRERL K Y
R — IRAARIT BRI, B R R D JE S,

4




THE TRIUMFH OF DEATH

subdue. And then you become taciturn, you’re obliged
to make an enormous cffort to speak to me at all; you
misunderstand cverything I say, and, perhaps uncon-
sciously, yon speak crossly even about the most trivial
things.”

She did not interrupt him even by so much as a gesture.
Hurt by this indifference on her part, he continued to
reproach her, spurred on to torment his companion not
only by his sudden fit of temper, but also by a certain
disinterested taste for investigation rendered the keener
and the more literary by culture. He always tried to
express himself with- the accuracy and demonstrative
precision which the works of the analysts had taught him;
but, in the monologues, the formule by which he inter-
preted his inner inquiry exaggerated and modified the
mental condition under observation, while, in the dialogues,
the preoccupation caused by being perspicacious® often
obscured the sincerity of his emotion and led him to err
as to the secret motives which he claimed to discover in
others. His brain, encumbered by a mass of psychological
observations, personal or gathered from books, ended by
confounding and confusing everything both as regarded
himself and others.

He continued: 7

“Mind you, I make no reproach. I know it is not your
fault. Every human soul has but a fixed quantity of
sensitiveness for passion. It is inevitable that this quan-
tity is exhausted in time and that no power can prevent

I perspicacious, f ¥ &% F).
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THE TRICMPH OF DEATH

the cessation of passion. Now, you have already loved
me for a long time—almost two years! It will be the
second anniversary of our love on the second of April.
Had you thought of it?”

She nodded. He repeated, as if to himself: “Two
years!”

They approached a bench and sat down. Hippolyte
sank down with a weary sigh, as if overcome by an ener-
vating weakness. The heavy black coach of a prelate
passed by on the road below, the wheels rattling on the
uneven cobblestones. The faint sound of a bugle came
from the Flaminian Road, and then once more silence
regained possession of the surrounding groves. A few
drops of rain fell.

“Our second anniversary will be dismal,” he went on,
without pity for his moody companion. “But we must
celebrate it all the same. I have a fondness for bitter
fraits.”

Hippolyte revealed her sorrow by a painful smile, and
with nnexpected gentleness said: “Why all these unkind
word:: |

She looked long and searchingly into George’s eyes. A
second time an inexpressible desire to read each other’s
hearts seized them. She knew well the horrible malady
from which her lover suffered; she knew well the obscure
cause of all his acrimony. To induce him to talk so he
might unburden his heart, she added:

“What ails you?” )

The tenderness of her tone, for which he was unprepared,
threw him into some confusion. At this accent he knew
that she understood him and pitied him; and he felt a

6
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THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH

great pity for himself swell in his bosom. A profound
emotion stirred his whole being,

“What ails you?”’ repeated Hippolyte, touching his
hand as though to sensually augment the power of her
tenderness.

“What ails me?” he echoed. “I love!”

The aggressiveness had died away. In this expressing
his incurable weakness, he commiserated with himself
on his own malady. The vague rancor which had ravaged
his soul appeared to be dissipated. He recognized the
injustice of all resentment against this woman because he
recognized a superior order of fatal necessities. No, no
human creature caused his misery. It arose from the very
essence of life. He had to complain, not of the woman
he loved, but of Love itself. Love, towards which his
whole being reached out with invincible impetuosity, was,
he thought, the greatest of human sorrows. And, until
death possibly, he was condemned to this supreme mis-
fortune.

As he remained silent and thoughtful, Hippolyte
asked:

* “Then do you think, George, that I don’t love you?”

“I believe that you love me now,” he answered. “But
can you prove to me that to-morrow, or-in a month, or
in a year, you will still be happy to be mine? Can you
prove to me that to-day, even at this very moment, you
are wholly mine? How much of you do I possess?”

“Everything,” murmured Hippolyte.

“No,” he went on, “pothing, or almost nothing. And
- T do not possess what T should like to possess. You are a
perfect stranger to me. Like every other human being,

7
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THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH

you conceal within yourself a world which is impenetrable
to me and to which no depth of passion can give me access.
Of your sensations, your sentiments, your thoughts, I
know but a small part. Speech is at best an imperfect
sign. The soul is incommunicable. You cannot show me
your soul: Iven in our moest ecstatic! momeuts we are
two, always two—separate, strangers, lonely at heart.
I kiss your brow, and beneath that brow there exists
possibly a thought that is not of me. I speak to you and
what I say perhaps awakens in you memories of other
days, and not of my love. A man passes, looks at you,
and in your heart this slight fact gives rise to an emotion
which I am unable to detect. And I never know what
~ reflections of your past life may flash upon you even when
you show most affection for me. Ah, I am so afraid of that
past life of yours! I am by your side; I feel a delicious
happiness invade my being, a happiness which at certain
moments results from your presence alone. I caress you,
I speak to you, I listen to you, I abandon myself entirely.
All at once, a thought chills me. If, without being aware
of it, I had evoked in your memory the phantom of a
former sensation, melancholy relic of by-gone days?
Never can I describe my anguish. This ardor, which
induces in me the illusory feeling of I know not what
communion between you and me, dies out all at once.
You escape me, you steal away, you become inaccessible,
And I remain alone in frightful solitude. - Ten, twenty
months of intimacy, are all as nothing., You seem to me

1ecstatio, 51 4.
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THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH

a8 much a stranger as before your love for me began.
And I—T cease to caress you, I no longer speak, I retire
within myself, I avoid all external manifestation, I dread
that the slightest shock should raise from the bottom of
your soul the obscure dregs deposited there by irrevocable?
life. And then there fall on us those long silences full of
anguish, in which the energies of the heart are uselessly
and miserably consumed. I ask you: ‘Of what are you
thinking?” And you reply: ‘Of what are you thinking?’
. T am ignorant of your thoughts and you are ignorant of
mine. Every moment the distance between us widens,
until finally it becomes abysmal.”

“But,” objected Hippolyte, “I experience no such
feelings. I give you more of myself than ever. I think
my love is stronger.”

This affirmation of superiority wounded anew the
invalid.

“You think too much,” she continued. “You pay too
much attention to your thoughts. Possibly I have less
attraction for you than your thoughts, because your
thoughts are always different, always new, while now I
have nothing that is new to offer you, In the beginning
of our love you were less reflective and more spontaneous.?
You had not yet developed a taste for the bitter things
in life; you were more lavish with your kisses than with
your words. If, as you say, speech is an imperfect sign,
it is not well to abuse® it. And you do abuse it and in
an almost always cruel manner.”

tR
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THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH

Then, after an interval of silence, prompted to speak by
something he said, she yielded to the temptation to express
herself:

“Only cadavers are dissected.”

But scarcely had she spoken than she regretted it. Her
remark struck her as being vuigar, unfeminine, and acri-
monious. She was sorry she had not preserved that gentle
and indulgent tone which had moved her lover so strongly
a few moments before. Once more she had failed in her
resolution to be to him the most patient and tender of
nurses,

“You see,” she said repentantly, “it is you who spoil
me.”

He gave a faint smile. Both understood that in this
quarrel their love only had been wounded.

The prelate’s carriage repassed, the two black, long-
tailed horses going at a trot. In the atmosphere which
the haze of twilight rendered more and more livid, the
trees assumed the appearance of spectres. Leaden-looking
clouds darkened the height of the Palatine and the Vatican.
A ray of light, yellow as sulphur, straight as a sword,
lightly touched Mount Mario behind the pointed tops of
the cypress-trees.

“Does she still love me?’’ George thought to himself.
“Why is she so easily irritated? It may be that she feels
that I speak the truth, or, at least, what will soon be the
truth. Irritation is a symptom. But am I not conscious
of a constant dull irritation in myself also? I know well
the cause of my irritation. I am jealous. Of what? Of
everything Of the objects reflected in her eyes.”

10
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THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH

He looked at her. ‘““She is very beautiful to-day. She
is pale. It would please me to see her always depressed,
always ill. When her color returns it scems to me as if it
were no longer she. When she laughs I cannot repress a
vague hostility, almost anger, at her laugh. Not always,
though.”

His thoughts died away in the shade of the twilight.
He noticed suddenly how much the appearance of the
evening reminded him of his beloved. From beneath the
pallor of her dark face a light, violet-colored effusion shone
through; and the narrow ribbon, of an exquisite shade of
yellow, which she wore about her throat disclosed the
brown marks of two beauty spots.

“She is very beautiful,” he mused. ‘“The expression of
her face i nearly always profound, expressive, passionate-
Therein rests the secret of her charm. Her beauty never
tires me; it constantly suggests new dreams. What are
the elements of this beauty? I cannot say. Materially,
she is not beautiful. Sometimes, when I look -at her, I
am painfully surprised by a disillusion. That is because
I then sce only her physical characteristics; her face is
not transfigured, illumined by the power of spiritual ex-
pression. She possesses, however, three divine elements of
beauty: the brow, the eyes, and the mouth. Yes, divine.”

Her laugh came to his mind. '

“What did she tell me yesterday? I have forgotten
what it was, some humorous incident that had happened at
Milan during her visit to her sister’s. ‘How we laughed!
So then, even when away from me, she can laugh, be happy!
Yet all her letters, which I have treasured, are full of
sorrow, of tears, of hopeless regrets.”

11
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THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH

He felt as if he had received a wound, and then a great
restlessness came upon him, as if he were cognisant of a
serious and irreparable fact not entirely clear to him.
The ordinary phenomena of sentimental exaggeration
manifested themselves in him by means of associated
images. This simple laugh was transformed in his ima-
gination into an incessant hilarity,! ever-present, daily,
hourly, during the entire period of her absence. Hip-
polyte had led a gay, commonplace existence, with people
unknown to him, among the companions of her brother-
-in-law, in a circle of stupid admirers. Her sad letters
were only lies. He remembered a passage in one letter:
“Tife here 18 insupportable; friends weary us conslantly and
do not leave us a single peaceful hour. You know how cor-
dial the Milanese are.”” In his imagination arose a vision
of Hippolyte surrounded by a crowd of common clerks,
advocates, and tradesmen. She smiled on them all,
giving her hand to all, listening to witless conversations,
making stupid answers, sinking herself to the same or-
dinary level.

And then there fell upon his heart all the weight of the
misery he had endured for the past two years at the thought
of the existence his mistress led and the unknown world in
which she passed the time not spent with him,

“What does she do? Whom does she see? To whom
does she speak? What is her behavior towards people who
visit her, in whose life she is a factor?”’ Ever-recurring,
unanswerable questions!

He thought, with anguish:

1 hilarity, A 88,
12
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THE TR1IUMPH OF DEATH

“Bach one of these persons takes something from her,
and consequently takes something from me. 1 shall never
know what influence these people have over her, the emo-
tions and thoughts they arouse in her. Hippolyte’s beauty
is full of seductive power, the kind of beauty which tor-
ments men and arouses in them the passion of desire.
Among that odious crowd, she must have been frequently
desired. A man’s desire is discernible in his look and the
look is free,! and the woman is without defence against the
look of the man who desires her, What can be the impres-
sion of a woman who perceives that she is desired? She
certainly cannot remain impassive.? It must produce in
her a feeling of disquietude, certainly some kind of emo-
tion, if only one of repugnance and disgust. And thus
the first man who comes along has the power to disturb
the woman who loves me! In what, then, consists my
possession of her?”

He suffered keenly because the physical pictures bore
out his mental reasoning.

“I love Hippolyte; I love her with a passion which I
should judge to be everlasting, did I not know that all
“human passion must cease at some time. I love her, and
I cannot imagine keener voluptuous delights than those
she gives me. More than once, however, at the sight of
some passing woman, I have been seized with a sudden
desire; more than once has the flash of a pair of feminine
eyes thrown me into a melancholy train of thought; more
than once I have dreamed of meeting some woman—a
woman perceived in a drawing-room, or the mistress of

1free, §# & 3. 2impasaive, R B Bf &),
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THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH

a friend. What can be her way of loving? Of what does
its voluptuous secret consist? And for some time this
woman has haunted my mind, not, indeed, to the exclusion
of all other thoughts, but at intervals and persistently.
Such phantasies suddenly present themsclves to my ima-
gination even when I hold Hippolyte in my arms. Why
should she not have been seized by desirc upon sight of
some passing man? Had I the gift of reading her soul
and saw it traversed by such a desire, if but for a moment,
I should, without the slightest doubt, consider my mistress
sullied by an indelible stain and it seems to me that I
should die of grief. This material proof I can never have,
because the soul of my mistress is invisible and impal-
pable;! this, however, does not prevent the soul from being
as much or even more exposed to profanation than the
body may be. But the analogy enlightens me; the pos-
gibility is certain. Perhaps at this very moment my
mistress is cognisant of a recent stain upon her conscience
and sees this stain expand beneath her contempla-
tion.”

Stunned by his pain, he started violently.

“What ails you—of what are you thinking?” asked
Hippolyte gently.

“Of you,” he replied.

“Good or bad?”

“Bad.”

She gave a sigh and then said: “Shall we go?”

“Yes—let us go.”

They rose and regained the road by which they had

{ impalpable, {#i R 3%
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THE TRIUMPUT OF DEATH

come. Slowly and with tearful accents Hippolyte mur-
mured: “‘What a sad evening, O my love!”

“Where shall we go to-night? What are you going to
do?” she asked.

He replied dejectedly: ‘“What I shall do? I do not
know.”

They suffered, both of them, as they stood side by side;
and they thought with terror of a greater agony which
awaited them, well known and far more cruel—the horrible
torture with which their nocturnal imaginations would rend
their defenceless souls.

“If you like, I will remain with you to-night,” said
Hippolyte timidly.

Devoured by a secret rancor and spurred on by a furious
desire to be spiteful and resentful, George replied: ‘“No.”

But his heart protested. “Stay far from her to-night?
You cannot. No, you cannot.” And in spite of his blind,
hostile impulses, the conviction of this impossibility, the
sure knowledge of this absolute impossibility, gave him a
kind of internal thrill, a strange thrill of exalted pride at
being controlled by such a great passion. He repeated to
himself: “I could not stay away from her to-night; no, I
could not.” And he felt the indefinable sensation of
being dominated by an unknown power. A tragic breath
passed over his being. “George!” cried Hippolyte, fright-
ened and clinging to his arm.

He started. He recognized the spot where they had
stopped to look at the bloody stain left by the suicide.
““Are you afraid?” he asked.

15
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THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH

“A little,” she replied, still holding his arm.

He disengaged himself from this restraint and, approach-
ing the parapet, leaned over. Darkness had already en-
shrouded the strcet below; but he believed he could still
distinguish the blackish spot on the cobblestones, because
he still had the recent picture before his mind. The deep-
ening twilight scemed to suggest and create a phantom
corpse, the indefinite and bloody form of a blond young
man. “‘Who was this man? Why did he kill himself?*
In this phantom he seemed to recognize his own form.
Rapid, incoherent thoughts coursed through his brain.
He saw, as by a lightning flash, his poor uncle Demetrius,
his father’s youngest brother, also a suicide—a face cov-
ered by a black pall resting on a white pillow, a slender,
pale, yet virile hand, and a small silver vessel containing
holy water suspended from the wall by three small chains
which, every now and then, rattled as they were
swung by the breeze. ‘“‘Suppose I threw myself over?
A Jeap forward, a rapid fall! Does one lose consciousness
when falling through space?!” He imagined the shock
of the body against the stones, and he shuddered. Then
he felt in all his limbs a violent, agonizing repulsion, min-
gled with a feeling of strange lassitude. In his imagination
he conjured up the delights of the coming night: to be
lulled gradually into a state of delicious languor; to awake
with a superabundance of tenderness mysteriously ac-
cumulated during one’s sleep. . . . Fancies and ideas
followed one another with extraordinary rapidity.

When he turned round, his eyes met those of Hippolyte.
Her eyes were widely dilated and fixed upon him, and he
believed he could read in their depths things which
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THE TRIUMPHE OF DEATH

incrsased his pain. He passed his arm beneath that of his
mistress with an affectionate gesture customary with him.
And she pressed his arm firmly against her heart. Both
felt a sudden desire to embrace, to dissolve one into the
other, distractedly.

“All out! All out!”

The cry of the keepers resounded among the groves,
disturbing the silence.

“All out!”

After the cry, the silence seemed heavier and more dis-
mal than ever, and these few words, vociferated by men
they could not see, gave the two lovers an insupportable
shock. To show that they had heard and were preparing
to leave, they hastened their step. But here and there,
in the deserted paths, the voices obstinately repeated:

“All out!”

“Curse their cries!” exclaimed Hippolyte, with a ges.
ture of impatience and exasperation, and increasing the
rapidity of her pace.

The clock of the Trinita-de-Monti sounded the Angelus.
Rome appeared, similar to an immense, grayish, formless
cloud touching the earth. Already, in the neighboring
houses, several windows were lit up, their lights enlarged
by the fog. A few drops of rain were falling.

“Youw'll come to me to-night, won’t you?” asked George.

“Yes, yes, I will come.”

“Early?,,

“About eleven.”

“I should die if you did not come.”

“I will come,”

17
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THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH

They gazed in each other’s eyes, exchanging an intoxi-
cating promise.

Overcome by his emotion, George murmured: “Am I
forgiven?”

They looked at cach other again, and their gaze was
charged with caresses.

‘“Adored one!” he murmured.

“Addio!” she rejoined softly., ‘“Think of me until
eleven.”

“Addio!”

They separated at the foot of the Via Gregoriana. She
went down the Via Capo-le-Case. As long as he could see
her going along the wet pavement, lit up by the reflec-
tion of the shop windows, his gaze followed her.

“Thus it is,” he thought. ' “She leaves me; she enters
a house of which I know nothing; she re&nters upon her
commonplace life, despoiled of all the ideality in which I
have clothed her; she becomes another woman entirely. I
no longer know her. The gross necessities of life occupy
her, absorb her, and degrade her, . . .”

A perfume of violets was carried to him from a florist’s
close by, and his heart swelled with confused aspirations.

“Ah! why is it not permitted as to conform our existence
according to our dreams, and to live forever in ourselves
alone?”

18
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CHAPTER II

ATt ten o’clock in the morning George was still buried
in the profound and refreshing slumber which, in the
young, follows a night of voluptuousness, when his servant
entered to awaken him. |

Turning in his bed, he eried ill-humoredly:

“I am at home to no one.! Let me be.”

But from the adjoining room he heard the importunate
visitor’s voice addressing him in beseeching accents:

“Excuse me, George; I must speak to you.”

George recognized the voice of Alphonso Exili, and his
annoyance was only the greater,

This Exili was a college chum, a man of mediocre? in-
telligence, who, ruined by gambling and debaueh, had
become a parasite and adventurer.

He still appeared a handsome young man, in spite of his
face devastated by vice; yet in his person and manners
there was that indefinable cunning and ignobleness notice-
able in persons reduced to living by their wits.

He entered, waited until the servant had retired, and
assumed a distressed air. Then, swallowing half his words,
he said: “Forgive me, George, if I have recourse once
more to your kindness. I must pay a card debt. I want
you to help me. 1It’s a small sum. Only three hundred
lira. Forgive me.”

11 t 1 t . 25 .
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THE TRIUMFH OF DEATH

“What? You pay your card debts now?”’ said George.
“I’m surprised.”

He threw this insult at him with the most perfect sans-
génel Not knowing how to break off all connection with
the parasite, he treated him with contempt, just as one
would use a stick to ward off a dirty animal.

Exili smiled.

“Come, don’t be unkind,” he pleaded, in supplicating
tones, like a woman’s. “Youwll give me the three hun-
dred lira, won’t you?! I will pay you back to-morrow, on
my word of honor!”

George burst into laughter. He pulled the bell to sum-
mon the servant. The servant entered. “Get my bunch
of keys out of those clothes there, on the sofa.” The serv-
ant found the keys. ‘“‘Open the second drawer. Give
me the large card.case.” The servant passed him the
card-case. “Very well, you may go.”

“Couldn’t you let me have four hundred lira?” asked
Exili, with a half-timid, half-convulsive smile when the
servant had left the room.

“No, there’s three hundred. It's the last time. Now go.”

Instead of handing him the bills, George laid them on the
edge of the bed. Exili smiled, took them, and placed them in
his pocket; then, in an ambiguous tone, in which irony was
mixed with adulation, he said: ‘“You have a noble heart,”

His gaze wandered around the chamber, and he added:
“You have a delicious bedroom.”

He seated himself on the sofa, poured out a small glass
of liqueur, and refilled his cigar-case.

1ans-géne, 5% 1 ; B R.
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THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH

“Who is your present mistress?” he went on. “What's
her name? I believe it's no longer the one you had last
year.”

“Go away, Exili. I want to sleep.”

“What a splendid creature! She has the handsomest
eyes in Rome. She’s away, I suppose. I have not met
her for several days. She must be out of town. She has
a sister in Milan, I think.”

He refilled his petit verre! and swallowed its contents at a
single gulp. Possibly he gossiped only in order to gain
time enough to empty the bottle.

“She’s separated from her husband, isn’t she?’ he con-
tinued. “I imagine that her finances must be at a very
low ebb, and yet she is always most elegantly dressed.
About two months ago I met her in the Via del Babuino.
You know your probable successor. But no, you can’t
know him. It’s Monti, the mercante di campagna, a great
big fellow, with dirty blond hair. That very day I saw
her he was close at her heels in the Via del Babuine. You
know one can sce at a glance when a man is following a
woman, Monti has money, too.”

He uttered these last words in a curious tone; an odious
tone of envy and cupidity.? Then he drank for the third
time, noiselessly.

“Are you asleep, George?”

Instead of answering, George pretended to sleep. He
had heard everything, but he feared that Exili might see
his heart-beats through the bedclothes.

1 petit verre [{: &1, A il . 2 cupidity, 7 5.
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THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH

“Georgel”

He feigned to start like a man suddenly awakened.

“What! You are still here? Aren’t you going?”

“] am going now—but look! A tortoise-shell pin

He stooped to pick it up from the carpet, examined it
with curiosity, and laid it on the coverlid.

“Lucky fellow!”” he excleimed in the same ambiguous
tone. ‘‘And now, ta-ta—a thousand thanks.”

He extended his hand, but George kept his beneath the
clothes. The chatterbox turned towards the door.

“Your cognac is exquisite, I'll take another petit
verre.”

He drank, and then went away. George, in his bed,
oould relish the poison at his leisure.

!!!
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II
THE PATERNAL ROOF

CHAPTER II

*You must help me,” said his mother. “You must
speak to him; you must make him listen to you. You are
his first-born. Yes, George, it is essential.”

She continued to enumerate her husband’s faults, to
lay bare before the son the shame of the father. This
father had for a concubine a chamber-maid, formerly in
the service of the family, a degraded! and very mercenary?
woman; it was for her and the children born in adultery
that he dissipated all his fortune, without regard for any-
body—careless of his affairs, neglecting his property,
gelling his crops at a sacrifice to the first comer, in order to
obtain money. And he went so far that, sometimes,
through his fault, the house lacked necessities; and he
refused to give a dowry to his younger sister, although she
had been engaged for a long time; and if any observation
was made to him, he responded by cries, insults, sometimes
even by the most brutal violence.

“You live far from us, and do not know in what a hell
we live. You cannot even imagine the smallest part of

idegraded, F B%. 2mercenary, & E&f.
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THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH

our sufferings, But you are the eldest. You must speak
to him. Yes, George, you must.”

His eyes cast down, George remained silent; and to
repress the exasperation of all his nerves in the presence of
this unhappiness, which disclosed itself to him in so brutal
a manner, he required a prodigious effort. What? Was
this his mother? That contorted mouth, so full of bitter-
ness, which was contracted so sharply when she uttered
coarse words, was that his mother’s mouth? Had misery
and anger changed her so much? He raised his eyes and
looked at her, to see if traces of the old-time gentleness
still lingered on the maternal visage. How gentle he had
always known this mother to be formerly! What a beauti-
ful and tender creature she always was! And how tenderly
he had Ioved her in his childhood, in his adolescence. In
those days Donna Silveria was tall and svelte,! pale and
delicate; her hair was almost blond, her eyes black; all her
person bore the stamp of a noble race, for she descended
from that Spina family which, like the Aurispas, has its
armorial bearings sculptured beneath the portal of the
Santa Maria Maggiore. What an affectionate being she
used to be! Why, therefore, this great change? 'The
son was distressed by all his mother’s abrupt gestures, at
the bitterness of her words, at all the ravages which a
rancorous hate had made in her features; and he was
distressed also to see his father covered with so much
ignominy, to find such a terrible abyss yawning between
the two beings to whom he owed his existence.  And what
an existence!

Igvelte, ¥y &,
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THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH

“You understand, George!” insisted his mother. “Yon
must be energetic. When will you speak to him? Make
up your mind.”

He heard her, and he felt at the boftom of his entrails
the shock of a thrill of horror; and he said to himself:
“Oh! mother, demand of me everything, ask of me the
most atrocious of sacrifices; but spare me this step, do not
compel me to do that. I am a coward.” At the thought
that he must face his father, that he must accomplish an
act of vigor, and of his own will, an unconquerable repug-
nance arose from the very roots of his being. He would
prefer to have a hand cut off.

“Very well, mother,” he replied gloomily. “I will
speak to him. I will wait for a favorable opportunity.”

He took her in his arms and kissed her cheeks as if to
tacitly demand forgiveness for the lie; for he said to him-
self: ‘I shall not find a favorable opportunity. I shall
not say anything.”

They stayed in the embrasure of the window. The
mother opened the shutters, saying:

“They are about to take away Don Defendente Scioli’s
body.”

They leaned on the balcony, side by side. Then, look-
ing up at the sky, she added:

“What a day this has been!”

L L] - L]

“I will not see Hippolyte again,” thought George. “I
have dark forebodings. I know that, in five or six days, I
shall go to seek the hermitage of our dreams; but, at the
same time, I know that it will be in vain, that I shall
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THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH

achieve nothing, that I shall hurl myself against an un-
known obstacle! How strange and indefinable are my
feelings! It is not I who know; but some one in me knows
that all is about to end.”

He thought: ‘“She does not write to me any more.
Since I am here I, have received from her only two short
telegrams—one from Pallanza, the other from Bellagio.
I never felt so far away from her. Perhaps at this-moment
another man pleases her. Is it possible that love falls out
of a woman’s heart all at once? 'Why not? Her heart is
tired; at Albano, warmed anew by buried memories,! it
palpitated for perhaps the last time. I was mistaken.
But certain incidents, for him who knows how to consider
them under their ideal forms, bear in themselves secret
significance, precise and independent of appearances.
Welll when I examine in thought all the little .incidents
constituting our life at Albano, they assume an unquestion-
able significance and an evident character, they are final.
On the evening of Good Friday, when we arrived at the sta-
tion at Rome, and when we said good-by, and the cabcarried
her off in the fog, did it not seem to me that I had just lost
her forever? Had I not the innate conviction that all was
at an end?” His imagination presented to him the ges-
ture with which Hippolyte had lowered her black veil after
the last kiss. And the sun, the azure, the flowers, the
general joyousness of nature, suggested to him only this
reflection: ‘“Without her, life for me is impossible.”

1 memories, 4E #.
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THE TRIUMFPH OF DEATH

When the whole cortége had spread out in the street,
musicians dressed, in red with white facings struck up a
funeral march. The undertaker’s assistants regulated
their steps to the time of the music; the brass instruments
glittered in the sun.

" “What sadness and ridicule in the honors rendered to
the dead!” thought George. He saw himself in a coffin,
imprisoned between the bhoards, carried by that masquerade
of péople, escorted by those candles and that horrible noise
of trampets; and the idea filled him with disgust. Then his
attention was attracted to the ragged urchins who strove
‘to collect the waxen tears, walking unevenly, painfully,
- the body bent, their eyes fixed on the flickering flames.

“Poor Don Defendentel” murmured the mother, watch-
ing the cortége as it disappeared in the distance.

Then, immediately, as if she were addressing herself and
not her son, she added wearily:

“Why poor? He is at peace now; it is we who are to
be pitied.”

George looked at her. Their eyes met; and she smiled
at him, but a smile so faint that not a line of her face was
moved. It was like a very light veil, scarcely visible,
which had spread over this face ever stamped with sorrow.
But -the imperceptible gleam of this smile had the same
effcct on George as some sudden great illumination; and
then, for the first time, he saw distinctly on the maternal
face the irremediable work of a great grief.

Confronted* with the terrible revelation which came to
him from this smile, an impetuous wave of tenderness

1 confronted, i T #i %
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THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH

welled up in his bosom. His mother, his own mother,
could no longer smile but in that way—only in that way.
Henceforth the stigmas of suffering would be indelible on
the dear face which he had seen bent over him so often,
and with such affection, in sickness and in affliction!
His mother, his ‘'own mother, was killing herself little by
little, was wearing herself out day by day, was drifting
slowly to the inevitable tomb! And what caused his own
suffering just now, while his mother was breathing out her
distress, was not the maternal sorrow so much as the wound
inflicted! on his egotism, the shock given his unstrung
nerves by the unvarnished expression of this sorrow:

“Oh! mother,” he stammered, suffocated by tears.

And he took her hands and drew her into the room.

“What’s the matter, George? What’s the matter, my
child?” asked the mother, frightened at seeing his. face
all bathed in tears.

“What's the matter? Tell me.”

Ah, now he had found the dear voice again, that unique,
unforgettable voice, which touched his soul to its very
bottom; that voice of consolation, of forgiveness, of good
advice, of -infinite goodness, which he had heard in his
darkest days—he had found it again, he had found it! In
short, he recognized the tender creature of long ago, the
adored one.

“Oh! mother, mother!”.

And he pressed her in bis arms, sobbing, wetting her
with burning tears; kissing her cheeks, her eyes, her fore.
head, in a wild transport.

Linflicted, §§ (K 7. 22 H#5).



oW B B

R BEDL, 1 B O 10 B8, N R ZR 5 po i —— T AR
BRI AR 5, IR AR, EHTH
R, AR 2 BRI T b R T AT U, 76 BE DR,
LB S S R ED, AR RBAEE I8 T TR e R
FEuty | o B30, 4 O 60 BES, 1B 18— BREh RO B O
% HBEH 2 , 8 B iR RS A AR 4 S 25 15 1 i B
BIIE LR 11 St ey PRY SIS (5%, B L O A0 1, S B TR0
WK, B AR B RS B 3R E{E, RS
o e B O P PTG SR G R R B GO B B

KSR B, T ML SRS T R,

RS G T T, A R,

FFEHE A AR R IR, e, BlE . “_@_‘:‘_ﬁ:ﬂﬂ
HYRATT HHEE 2

SRR aR, fTREERY

NF, MIBIE R R, RS, A

Gt S ERM BT, N MBS BRI ERERRTE,

(S I0RLT, I S RS, ERTERT, BiaR5BE
H TR S50 EE AT — MR e NEs Ay, thX R
W] STA SRR, IR B A ELAT RO R, T AR Y
A | RERB!, BEH

BB B Ak b, BEPN , AR B RIE RO AR A An R

I — R Writh i , Wb o i, M ik
&8



THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH

“‘My poor mother!”

He made her sit down, knelt before her, and looked at
her. He looked at her for a long time, as if it were the first
time he had seen her after a long separation. She, her
mouth contracted, with a sob but badly concealed which
choked her, asked:

“Have I pained you very much?”

She dried her son’s tears and caressed his hair. Then,
in a voice interspersed with convulsive starts, she said:

“No, George. No! It is not for you to suffer. God
has kept you far away from this house. Tt is not for you to
suffer. -All my life, since your birth, all my life, always, .
always, -1 have sought to spare you a single pain, a mo-
ment’s unhappiness. Oh! why did I not have the strength
to remain silent this time? T should have said nothing; I
should not have told you. Forgive me, George. I did not
think I should cause you so much unhappiness. Don’t ery
any more, I entreat you. George, I entreat you, don’t cry
any more. I cannot bear to see you ery.”

She was on the point of breaking down, overcome by
anguish,

#See,”” he said, “I am not crying now.”

He leaned his head on his mother’s knees, and beneath
the caress of the maternal fingers soon became calm. From
time to time a sob shook his body. Through his mind,
in the form of vague sensations, passed once more the.
distant afflictions of his adolescence. He heard the twit-
tering of the swallows, the grating of the scissors grinder’s
wheel, the shrill cries on the streets—familiar sounds, heard
in the afternoons of long ago, which used to make his heart
grow faint, After the crisis, his soul found itself in & state

29
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-THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH

of indefinable fluctuation. But the image of Hippolyte
reappeared; and he felt within him a new upheaval, 8o
tumultuous that the young man gave vent to a sigh on his
mother’s knees.

“How you sigh!”’ she murmured, bending over him,

Without raising his eyelids, he smiled; but an immense
prostration came over him—a desolate .assitude, a desper-
ate desive to withdraw from this truceless struggle,

The desire to live left him little by httle, as the heat
gradually leaves a corpse.

Of the recent emotion nothing remained; his mother had
once more become a stranger to him. “What could he do
for her? Save her? Restore peace to her? Restore to
her health and happiness? But was not the disaster ir-
reparable? Henceforth, was not this woman’s existence
forever poisoned? His mother could no longer be a refuge
for him as in the days of his childhood, in the bygone years.
She could neither understand, console, nor cure him. Their
souls, their lives, were too different. She could only offer
him the spectacle of his own torture!”

He arose, embraced her, disengaged himself, went out,
ascended to his room, and leaned on the balcony. He saw
the Majella all pink in the twilight, enormous and delicate,
against a greenish sky. The deafening cries of the swallows
which were whirling around drove him in. He went to lie
down on his bed.

Ag he lay on his back, he thought to himself: “Good;
I live, I breathe. -But what is the substance of my
life? To what forces is it subjected? What laws govern
it? I do not belong to myself—I escape from myself.
The sensation I have of my being resembles that of a man
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.THE TRIUMFPH OF DEATH

who, condemned to hold himself upright on a surface con-
stantly in oscillation and never in equilibrium, feels support
constantly lacking, no matter where he places his foot. I
am in‘a perpetual anguish, and even this anguish is not well
defined. Is it the anguish of the fugitive who fecls some-
one at his heels? 1Is it the anguish of the follower who can
never reach his aim? Perhaps it is both.”

The swallows twittered as they passed and repassed in
flacks, like black arrows, before the pale rectangle formed
by the balcony.

“What do I lack? What is the lacunal of my moral
being?? What is the cause of my impotency? 1 have the
most ardent desire to live, to give all my faculties a rhyth-
mic development, to feel myself complete and harmonious.
And, on the contrary, I secretly destroy myself every day;
each day my life goes out by invisible and innumerable
fissures; I am like a half-emptied bladder, which becomes
misshapen in a thousand different ways at every agitation
of the liquid it contains. All my strength does not serve
me more than to enable me to drag, with immense fatigue,
a little grain of dust to which my imagination gives the
weight of a gigantic rock. A perpetual conflict confuses
all my thoughts and renders them sterile. What is it I
lack? Who is it holds in his power that portion of my
being which eludes® my consciousness and yet which, 1 feel
gure, is indispensable for the continuance of my life? Or
rather, is not this portion of my existence already dead, so
that only death will enable me to regain it? Yes, that is
it. In fact, death attracts me.”

Yacuna, B7f6; &40, 2my moralbeing, J{ ) ],. 3eludes, §Z7].
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THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH

.The bells of Santa Maria Maggiore tolled for vespers.
Again he saw the funeral convoy, the coflin, the cowled
men, and the ragged children who strove to collect the
waxen tears, walking unevenly, painfully, the body bent,
their eyes fixed on the flickering flames.

These children greatly preoccupied him. Later, when
he wrote to his mistress, he developed the secret allegory
which bhis mind, interested in such studies, had confusedly
perceived:

“One of them, sickly, yellowish, leaning with one arm
on a crutch and collecting the wax in the hollow of his dis-
engaged hand, dragged himself along by the side of a species
of giant with a hood, whose enormous fist brutally grasped
the taper. I still see them both, and I shall not forget
them. Perhaps there is something in myself which makes
me resemble that child. My real life is in the power of
some one, a mysterions and unknowable being who holds
it in a grasp of iron; and 1 see it being consumed, and I
drag myself after it, and I tire myself trying to collect at
least a few drops, and every drop that falls burns my poor
hand.”
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THE INVINCIBLE
CHAPTER 1

And here another voice, a human voice, modulated by
human lips, young and strong, mingled with melancholy,
irony, and menace, sang a song of the sea, from the head
of a mast, on the ship that carried to King Mark the blond
Irish spouse. It sang: “Toward the Occident wanders
the gaze; toward the Orient sails the ship. The breeze
blows fresh toward the natal land. O daughter of Ireland,
where dost thou linger? Is it thy sighs that swell my sail?
Blow, blow, O wind! Woe, ah! woe, daughter of Treland,
my wild love!” It was the admonition of the lookout, the
prophetic warning, joyous and menacing, full of caress
and of raillery, indefinable. And the orchestra became
gilent. ‘“‘Blow, blow, O wind! Woe, ah! woe, daughter of
Ireland, my wild love!” The voice sang over the tranquil
gea, alone in the silence, while under the tent, Ysolde,
motionless, on her couch, seemed plunged in the obscure
dream of her destiny.

Thus opened the drama. The tragic breath, that had
already been given by the prelude, passed and repassed in
the orchestra. Suddenly the power of destruction was
manifested in the enchantress against the man of her choice,
whom she had devoted to death. Her anger was unchained
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THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH

with the energy of the blind elements; she invoked all the
terrible forces of carth and heaven to destroy the man
whom she could not possess. “Awake at my call, indomi-
.table power; come forth from the heart where thou art
hidden! O, uncertain winds, hear my willl Awake the
lethargy of this dreamy sca, resuscitate! from the depths
implacable covetousness,? show it the prey which I offer!
Crush the vessel, engulf the wreckage! Everything that
palpitates and breathes, O winds, I give to thee in recom-
pense.” To the admonition of the lookout responded
the sentiment of Brangane: “O, woe! what ruin I foresee,
Ysolde!” And the gentle and devoted woman tried to
appease that mad fury. ‘Ob! tell me thy sorrow, Ysolde!
Tell me thy secret!” And Ysolde replied: “My heart is
choking. Open, open wide the curtain!”

Tristan appeared, upright, motionless, his arms crossed,
his gaze fixed on the distances of the sea. Krom the mast-
head the lookout resumed his song, on the wave mounting
from the orchestra, “Woe, ah! woe—" And, while Ysolde’s
eyes, lit up by a sombre flame, contemplated the hero, the
fatal motif® arose from the Mystic Gulf: the great and
terrible symbol of love and death, in which was enclosed
cvery essence of the tragic fiction., And, with her own
mouth, Ysolde predicted the end: “Chosen of mine, lost
by me.”

Passion aroused in her a homicidal mania, awakened in
the roots of her being a hostile mnstinct to existence, a
need of dissolution, of annihilation. She raged to find in
herzelf and all about her a crushing power that would
#: &
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THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH

strike and destroy without leaving a trace. Her hate
became fiercer at the sight of the calm and motionless hero,
who felt the menace concentrate upon his head and who
knew the uselessness of any resistance. Her mouth was
filled with bitter sarcasm. “What thinkest thou of that
slave?” she demanded of Brangane, with an uneasy smile.
Of a hero she made a slave; she declared herself the con-
queror. ‘‘Tell him that I, Ysolde, command my vassal to
fear his sovereign.” Such was the defiance she cast at him
for a supreme struggle; such was the gauntlet! that force
threw down to force. A sombre solemnity accompanied
the hero’s march toward the threshold of the tent when the
irrevocable hour had sounded, when the philter? had al-
ready filled the cup, when destiny had already closed its
circle around the two lives. Ysolde, leaning on her couech,
pale as if the great fever had consumed all the blood in
her veins, waited, silently. Tristan appeared on the thresh-
old: both erect to their full height. But the orchestra
told of the inexpressible anxiety of their souls.

From this moment recommenced the tempestuous ascen-
sion. It seemed that the Mystic Gulf had once more
become inflamed like a furnace and shot higher, even
higher, its sonorous flames. “Only comfort for an eternal
mourning, salutary draught of oblivion, I drink thee with-
out fear!” And Tristan placed the cup to his lips. “Half
for me! I drink it for thee!” cried Ysolde, snatching the
cup from his hands. The golden cup fell, empty. Had
they both drunk death? Must they die? Instant of
superhuman agony. The philter of death was but a poison

1gauntlet, 3t Bk Br B H 4 4R F 5. 2 philter, i} 51; Ik %4,
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THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH

of love that filled them with an immortal fire. At first,
astonished, motionless, they looked at each other, sought
in one another’s eyes the symptom of the death to which
they believed they had devoted themselves. But a new
life, incomparably more intense than that they had lived,
agitated their very fibre, beat at their temples and at their
wrists, swelled their hearts with an immense wave. ““Tris-
tan!” “Ysolde!” They called o-e another; they were
alone; nothing breathed about them; appearances were
effaced; the past was wiped out; the future was a dark
night that even their recent intoxication could not pierce.
They lived; they called one another in hot, passionate tones;
each was drawn to the other by a faiality that henceforth
no power could arrest. “Tristan!” “Ysolde!”

And the melody of the passion spread out, enlarged,
exalted itself, throbbed and sobbed, ecried and chanted
above the profound tempest of harmonies that became
more and more agitated. Mournful and joyous, it took an
irresistible flight toward the heights of unknown ecstasies,
toward the heigh. of the supreme voluptuousness.
“Delivered from the world, I possess thee at last, O! thou,
who alone fill my soul, supreme voluptuousness of love!”

“Hail! Hail to Mark! Haill” cried the crew amid the
blasts of the trumpets, saluting the king, who drew away
from the shore to go to meet his blond spouse. “Hail to
Cornwalll”

It was the tumult of common life, the clamor of profane
joy, the dazzling splendor of the day. The Elect, the Lost,
with a look in which floated the sombre shadow of a
dream, demanded: ‘“Who comes hither?” ‘“The Ki g.”
“What king?’ Ysolde, pale and convulsed beneath the
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THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH

royal mantle, asked: “Where am 1! Do I still live?
Must I still live?”’ Gentle and terrible, the motif of the
philter ascended, enveloped them, enclosed them in its
ardent spiral. The trumpets sounded. ‘“Hail to Mark!
Hail to Cornwall!. Glory to the King!”

But, in the second prelude, all the sobs of too strong a
joy, all the pantings of exasperated desire, all the starts of
furious expectation, alternated, mingled, were confounded.
The impatience of the feminine soul communicated its
thrills to the immensity of the night, to all the things
that, in the pure summer night, breathed and watched.
The ravished soul threw its appeals to everything, that they
might remain vigilant beneath the stars, that they might
be present at the festival of its love, at the nuptial banquet
of its joy. Insubmergible over the restless ocean of har-
mony, the fatal melody floated, growing light, clouding.
The wave from the Mystic Gulf, like the respiration of a
superhuman bosom, swelled, vose, fell back to rise again,
to fall again and slowly die away.

“Dost thon hear? It seems to me that the sound has
died away in the distance.” Ysolde heard nothing more
but the sounds imagined by her desire. The horns of the
nocturnal chase resounded in the forest, distinct, coming
neaver. “It is the deceptive whispering of the leaves that
the wind rustles in its sport. That gentle sound is not that
of horns; it is the murmur of the mountain stream that
gushes forth and falls in the silent night.”” She heard
nothing but the enchanting sounds born in her soul by
the desire left there by the old yet ever new charm. In
the orchestra, as in her abused senses, the resonances of
the chase were magically transformed, dissolviug into the
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THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH

infinite murmurs of the forest, into the mysterious eloquence
of the summer night. All those smothered voices, all the
subtle seductions, enveloped the panting woman and sug-
gested to her the approaching ravishment, while Brangane
warned and begged in vain, in the terrorof hispresentiment:
““Oh! let the protecting torch blaze! Let its light show thee
the peril!” Nothing had the power of enlightening the
blindness of desire. “Were this the torch of my life, I
would extinguish it without fear. And I extinguish it
without fear.” With a gesture of supreme disdain, in-
trepid and superb, Ysolde threw the torch to the ground;
she offered her life and that of the Elect to the fatal night;
she entered with him into the shadow forever.

Then the most intoxicating poem of human passion was
triumphantly unfolded, like a spiral, to the summits of
delirium and ecstasy. It was the first frantic embrace, the
mingling of voluptuousness and of anguish, in which the
souls, eager to melt into one another, encountered the
impenetrable obstacle of the body; it was the first rancor,
against the time when love did not exist, against the empty
and useless past. It was the hate against hostile light,
against the perfidious day, that sharpened all their suf-
ferings, that revived all the fallacious appearances, that
favored pride and oppressed tenderness. It was the hymn
to the friendly night, to the beneficent shade, to the divine
mystery of which the marvels and inner visions were un-
veiled, in which were heard the distant voices of the spheres,
in which the ideal corollas flourished on. inflexible stems.
“Since the sun is hidden in our bosom, the stars of happiness
hsed their laughing light.”
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THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH

The frightful power of the philter operated on the soul
and on the flesh of the two lovers already consecrated! to
death. Nothing could extinguish or soften that fatal
ardor; nothing, except death. They had vainly tried every
caress; they had vainly summoned all their strength to
unite in a supreme embrace, to finally possess one another,
to become one and the same being. Their sighs of vol-
uptuousness were transformed into agonizing sobs. An
infrangible obstacle was interposed hetween them, sepa-
rated them, rendered them strangers and solitary. The
obstacle was their corporeal substance, their living per-
sonality. And a secret hate was born in both. A longing
to destroy themselves, to annihilate themselves; a desire
to cause death and a desire to die. Even in the caress
they recognized the impossibility of crossing the material
limits of their human senses. Lips met lips and stopped.
“Why not succumb? to death,” said Tristan, ‘“‘rather than
separation, and what prevents Tristan from loving Ysolde
forever, living hereafter eternally for her alone?’ And
already they entered into the infinite darkness. The out-
side world disappeared. “So,” said Tristan, ‘“‘so should
we die, unwilling to live but for Iove, inseparable, forever
united, without end, without awakening, without fear,
without name in the bosom of love.” The words were
distinctly heard in the pianissimo® of the orchestra. A new
ecstasy ravished the two lovers and carried them to the
threshold of the marvellous nocturnal empire. Already
they tasted in advance the beatitude of dissolution, felt
themselves delivered from the weight of the body, felt

1 consecrated, £% i B9 $8 4. 2 succumb, FiF iH . 3pilanis-
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THE TRIUMTYH OF DEATH

their substance sublimated and float, diffused in an endless
joy. “Without end, without awakening, without fear,
without name. . . .”

“Take care! Take care! Behold the night giving way
to the day,” warned from above the invisible Brangane.
“Take care!” And the shudder of the matinal frost trav-
ersed the park, awoke the flowers. The cold light of the
dawn ascended slowly and covered up the stars that palpi-
tated more strongly. ‘“Take care!” Vain warning of the
faithful watcher. 'They were not listening; they would not,
could not, awaken themselves. Under the menace of the
day, they plunged still further on into that darkness from
which could never come the slightest glint of twilight.
“Let the night eternally envelop us.” And a whirlwind
of harmonies enveloped them, clasped them close in its
vehement spirals, transformed them to the distant shore
invoked by their desire, there where no anguish oppressed
the flights of the loving soul, beyond all languor, beyond
all pain, beyond all solitude, in the infinite serenity of
their snpreme dream.

“Save thyself, Tristan!”’ It was the ery of Kurvenal
after the cry of Brangane. It was the unexpected and
brutal assault that interrupted the ecstatic embrace. And,
while the theme of love persisted in the orchestra, the
motif of the hunt burst out with a metallic clash. The king
and his courtiers appeared. Tristan hid Ysolde, stretched
on the bed of flowers, beneath his ample mantle; he hid her
from both gaze and light, affirming by this act his domina-
tion, signifving his undoubted right. “The sad day—for
the last time!”  For the last time, in the calm and resolute
attitude of a hero, he accepted the battle with the
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THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH

unknown forces, sure henceforth that nothing could modify
or suspend the course of his destiny. While the sovereign
sorrow of King Mark was exhaled in a slow and deep me-
lopee,! he remained silent, immovable in his secret thought.
And finally he responded to the king’s questions: “Never
can I reveal that mystery. Never can you know what
thou dost ask.” The philter motif condensed in this
response the obscurity of the miystery, the gravity of the
irreparable event. “Dost thou wish to follow Tristan, O,
Ysolde?” he demanded of the queen, simply, in the pres-
ence of all. “In the land where I am going the sun does
not shine, It is the land of shadows; it is the land of night
from which my mother sent me when, conceived by her
in death, in death I came to life.” And Ysolde: ‘“There
where the country of Tristan is, there would Ysolde go.
She wants to follow him, gentle and faithful, in the path
that he will point out.”

And the dying hero preceded her to that land, struck by
the traitor Melot.

Meanwhile, the third prelude evoked the vision of the
distant shore, the arid and desolate rocks, where, in the
secret caves, the sea seemed to weep ceaselessly in incon-
solable mourning. A mist of legend and of mysterious
poesy enveloped the rigid forms of the rock, perceived as
in an uncertain dawn or in an almost extinguished twilight.
And the sound of the pastoral pipe awoke the confused
images of the past life, of the things lost in the night of
time.

1 melopee =melopoein, & & 33 5 .
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THE TRIVMPH OF DEATH

“What sayvs the ancient lament?”” sighed Tristan. “Where
am 1?7

On the fragile rced the shepherd modulated the imper-
ishable melody transmitted by our ancestors through the
ages; and, in his profcund unconsciousness, he was without
inquietude.

And Tristan, to whose soul these humble notes had re-
vealed all: “I did not linger in the place of my awakening.
But where have T dwelt? I could not say. There I saw
neither the sun, nor the land, nor the inhabitants; but what
1 saw then, I could not say. . . . It was there where 1
always was, there where I will go forever; in the vast empire
of the universal night. Yonder, a single and unique
science i3 given us: the divine, the eternal, the original
oblivion!” The delirium of fever agitated him; the ardor
of the philter corroded his inmost fibres. “Oh! what I
suffer thou canst not suffer! The terrible desire which
devours me, that implacable fire which consumes me! Ahl
if I could tell thee! If thou couldst understand me!”

And the unconscious shepherd breathed, breathed into
his reed. It was the same air; the notes were always the
same; they spoke of the life that was no more, they spoke
of distant and annihilated things.

“Old and grave melody,” said Tristan. ‘‘You lamenting
sounds reached me even on the evening wind, as when,
in distant times, the death of the father was announced to
the son. In the sinister dawn thou didst seek me, more
and more uneasy, when the son learned of the departure of
the mother. When my father engendered me and died,
when my mother brought me to light and died, the old
melody came to their ears also, languishing and sad. She
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mterrogated me one day, and now she is speaking to me
again, Towhat destiny was Iborn? To what destiny? The
old melody is repeating it to me: To desire and to die!
to die of desire! Oh! no, no. Such is not your true sense.
To desire, to desire, to desire, even unto death; but not
to die of desire!” Stronger and stronger, more and more
tenacious, the philter corroded him to the marrow. All
his being writhed in the unbearable spasm. At moments,
the orchestra had the crepitations of a funereal pyre. The
violence of the pain traversed him at times with tempes-
tuous impetuosity, reviving the flames. Sudden starts
shook him; atrocious crics escaped from it; choking sobs
were extinguished in it. ‘“The philter! the philter! the
terrible philter! with what fury I feel it mount from my
heart to my brain! Henceforth no remedy, no sweet
death, can deliver me from the torture of desire. In no
place, in no spot, alas! shall I find repose. The night
repulses me toward the day, and the eye of the sun feeds
on my perpetual suffering. Ah! how the ardent sun burns
me and consumes me! And not even fo have, never to
have, the refreshment of a shade for that devouring ardor!
What balm would procure a relief to my horrible torture?”
He bore in his veins and marrow the desire of all men, of
"every species, amassed generation after generation, aggra-
vated by the faults of all the fathers and of all the sons,
the intoxications of all, the anguishes of all. In his blood
blossomed the germs of the secular! concupiscence,? remin-
gled the most diverse impurities, refermented the venoms,
the most subtle and violent, that, since immemorial ages,

lgecular, &, R iff ¥ #). 2 concupiscence, 4 FX.
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THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH

the purplish sinuous mouths of women had poured out on
eager and subjugated males. He was the heir of the eter-
nal evil. *“That terrible philter which condemns me to
torture, it is I, I myself, who have compounded it. With
the agitations of my father, with the convulsions of my
mother, with all the tears of love shed in other times, with
laughter and with tears, with pleasures and with wounds, 1
myself have compounded the poison of that philter. And
I have drunk it by deep, enjoyable draughts. A curse on
thee, terrible philter! A curse on he who compounded
theel’” And he fell back on his couch, exhausted, inani-
mate, to recover his equanimity, to feel once more the
ardor of his wound, to see once more with his hallucinated
eyes the sovereign image crossing the fields of the sea.
“She is coming, she is coming towards land, softly rocked
on the great waves of intoxicating flowers. Her smile
throws on me a divine consolation; she brings me the su-
preme refreshment.” Thus he invoked, thus ke saw, with his
eyes closed henceforth to the common light, the sorceress,
the mistress of balms, the healerof all wounds. ‘‘She comes,
she comes! Dost thou not see her, Kurvenal; dost thou
not see her?” And the agitated waves of the idystic Gulf
gathered confusedly from the depths all the melodies al-
ready heard, mingling them, raising them up, submerging
them in an abyss, repulsing them again to the surface,
crushing them: those that could have expresseld the anguish
of the decisive conflict on the bridge of the ship, those in
which one heard the boiling of the draught poured into the
golden cup and the buzzing in the arteries invaded by the
liquid fire, those in which had been heard the mysterious
breath of the summer night inviting voluptuousness

44



FE &) 1B i

ATl ARG B A7 , FLRREIR 25 ) P68 TROT IRAG , 488
R 3 B B U (ORI T B B, AL kI SRR AR
Ao “BLIRTEEFIO0 TGRS, R IRE B AR 2R
A0, TR BT ), A BRI, AR
PR T A 9 2 BT 0 N ) A2 3R 20 K AR O » VAR
28 GUE i, 2 RSS9 TR B B R AT 56 5B BRI A 03
Mo REURSERETTHINRLE | KRABA R ALY fEa)
(IAEAR L, 1 2 T I R0 T, A0t s 0 2 6, A
BAHLOBHOT, FBIEEIREA R EEE
BARTE T, Mtk 20k, WITE BRI, 6B WOIETF
BRI RO IR, AR — R R R R TR
B b BRI L GRS B HREGA TR, A BRI
I R, R SRR £ B, I B BB R £ A, FBME 35 2
HAGRI N HZ st g s E R, ““ihafeuy, ihakodi |
B ST, 154 75 BB 5 ELIBEY i AUt 0 Y L
T AL AL AR B AR R A BCE I,
ST SRR AE — e , AU, SR fE — UYL, Sk
KT, FATRE: L3I0 E S, ©45 L T DALMY
b5 R YERS AR RN, SLRIERE A
52 ELURRE WO R G (A A £ 75 09, LB K B8 A L, 1648 AR

AR, SRR SRR IG5 A SRGSHLRE
44



THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH

without end, all the melodies, with all the images and all
the recollections. - And on this immense shipwreck the fatal
melody passed, proud, sovereign, implacable, repeating at
intervals the atrocious condemnation: ‘“To desire, to
desire, to desire even unto death: but not to die of
desire!”’

“The wvessel drops its anchor! Ysolde! behold Ysolde!
She springs to the shorel” cried Kurvenal from the top of
the tower. And, in the delirium of joy, Tristan tore off
the bandages of his wound, excited his own blood to flow,
to inundate the earth, to empurple the world. At the ap-
proach of Ysolde and Death, he believed he heard the light.
“Do I not hear the light? Do not my ears hear the light?”’
A great inner sun dazzled him; every atom of his substance
darted rays of sunlight that, in luminous waves, expanded
through the universe. The light was music; the music
was light.

And then the Mystic Gulf truly became irradiated like
a sky. The sonorities of the orchestra seemed to imitate
those distant planetary harmonies that, long ago, the souls
of vigilant contemplators believed they surprised in the
nocturnal silence. Gradually, the long tremblings of
restlessness, the long bursts of anguish, the pantings of
vain pursuits, and the efforts of the ever-deceived desire,
and all the agitations of terrestrial misery, were appeased,
became dissipated. Tristan had finally crossed the limit
of the “marvellous empire”; he had finally entered into
eternal night., And Ysolde, bent over the inert shell, felt
at last the heavy weight that still crushed her slowly dis.
solve. The fatal melody, become clearer and more solemn,
consecrated the great funereal hymn, Then the notes, like
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cthereal chords, began to weave about the lover veils of
diaphanous purity. Thus commenced a sort of joyous as-
sumption,! by degrees of splendor, on the wing of a hymn.
“What a sweet smile he is smiling! Dost thou not see?
Dost thou not hear? Am T alone to hear that new meledy,
infinitely sweet and consoling, that streams from the depths
of his being, and ravishes me, and penctrates me, and
envelops me?” The Irish sorceress, the formidable mistress
of philters, the hereditary arbitrator of obscure terrestrial
powers, she who, from the tops of the ship, had invoked
the whirlwinds and tempests, she whose love had chosen
the strongest and most noble of heroes to intoxicate and
destroy him, she who had closed the path of glory and
victory to a ‘“‘conqueror of the world,” the poisoner, the
homicide, became transfigured by the power of death into
a being of light and of joy, exempt from all impure cov-
etousness, free from all base attachment, throbbing and
respiring in the breast of the diffused soul of the universe.
“Are not these clearer sounds that murmur in my ear the soft
waves of the air? Must I respire, drink, plunge myself,
slowly drift in the vapors and perfumes?” All in her dis-
solved, melted, dilated, returned to the original fluidity, to
the immense elementary ocean in which the forms were
born, in which the forms disappeared to become renewed
and to be reborn. In the Mystic Gulf the transformations
and transfigurations were being accomplished, note by note,
harmony by harmony, without interruption. It seemed as
if all things there were decomposed, exhaling their hidden
essences, changing into immaterial symbols. Colors

1assumption, J} XK.
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THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH

never before scen on petals of the most delicate terres-
trial flowers, perfumes of an almost imperceptible subtlety,
floated there. Visions of secret paradises were revealed in
a flash of light; the germs of worlds to be born blossomed
there. And the panicky intoxication ascended, ascended;
the chorus of the Great All covered the unique human voice.
Transfigured, Ysolde entered into the marvellous empire
triumphantly. “To lose oneself, to throw oneself into the
abyss, to swoon without consciousness in the infinite
throbbing of the universal soul: supreme voluptuousness.”
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CHAPTER II

® ] L] . * [ ]

. They went out into the loggia. She raised her
face towards the stars and breathed the perfume of the
summer night.

“You see how beautiful the night is!” said George, in
a hoarse yet gentle voice.

“They are beating the flax,” said Hippolyte, listening
attentively to the continuous rhythm.

“Let us go down,” said George. ‘Let us walk a little.
Let us go as far as the olive-trees, yonder.”

He seemed. to hang on Hippolyte’s lips.!

“No, no. Let us remain here, You see in what a state
J am!”

“What does that mafter? Who will see you? We
ghall not meet a living soul at this hour. Come as you
are. I'd go without my hat. The country is almost
like a garden for us. ILet us go down.”

She hesitated a few seconds. Buf she, too, felt the
need of fresh air, of getting away from this house that
still seemed to resound with the echo of her horrible laughs.

“Let us go down,” she finally consented.

At these words, George felt as if his heart had ceased to
beat.

With an instinetive movement he approached the thresh-
old of the illuminated room. He cast toward the interior

1hang on Hippolyte’s lips, ¥§ i» ## £ 32 3% 3%.
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THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH

a look of anguish, a look of farewell. A hurricane of ree-
ollections arose in his distracted soul.

“Shall we leave the lamp lit?”’ he asked, without think-
ing of what he was saying.

And his own voice gave him an indefinable sensation as
of some distant and strange thing.

“Yes,” answered Hippolyte.

They went down.

On the staircase they took each other by the hand,
slowly descending step by step. George made so violent
an effort to repress his anguish that the effort caused in
him a strange exaltation. He considered the immensity
of the nocturnal sky, and believed it to be filled by the
intensity of his own life.

[ ] - » *

They walked several steps in silence.

The night was bright, glorious in all directions. The
Great Bear shone on their heads in all its sextuple mystery.
Silent and pure as the heaven above, the Adriatic gave as
the only indication of its existence its respiration and its
perfume. '

“Why do you hurry so?”” asked Hippolyte.

George slowed down his step. Dominated by a single
thought, pursued by the necessity of the act, he had only
a confused consciousness for everything else. His inner
life seemed to disintegrate, to decompose, to dissolve in
a heavy fermentation that invaded even the deepest depths
of his being, and brought to the surface shapeless fragments,
of diverse nature, as little recognizable as if they had not
belonged to the life of the same man.
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THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH

All these strange, inextricable, abrupt, violent things
he vaguely perceived, as if in a half-slumber, while at the
same time one single point in his brain retained an extra-
ordinary lucidity, and, in a rigid line, guided him toward
the fatal act.

“How melancholy the sound of the flax brake in that
field is,” said Hippolyte, stopping. “All night long they
beat the flax. Does that not make you feel melancholy?”

She abandoned herself on George’s arm, brushed his
cheek with her tresses.

“Do you recall, at Albano, the pavers who were beating
the pavement from morning to night beneath our win-
dow?”

Her voice was veiled with sadness, somewhat tired.

“We became accustomed to that noise.”

She stopped, restless.

“Why do you keep turning around?”

“It seems to me that I hear a man walking barefoot,”
responded George in a low voice. ‘“Let us stop.”

They stopped, listened.

George was under the empire of! the same horror that
had frozen him in front of the door of the funereal cham-
ber. Al his being trembled, fascinated by the mystery;
he seemed to have already crossed the confines of an un-
known world.

“It is Giardino,” said Hippolyte, on perceiving the dog,
which approached. “He has followed us.”

And, several times, she called the faithful animal, which
came running up friskily. She bent down to caress him,

1under the empire of, 32 §ij K.
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THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH

spoke to him in the special tone she habitually used when
she petted animals she was fond of.

“You never leave your friend, do you? You never
leave her?”

The grateful animal rolled in the dust.

George made a few steps. He felt a great relief on
feeling himself fres from Hippolyte’s arm; up to now, this
contact had given him an indefinable physical uneasiness.
He imagined the sudden and violent act he was about to
accomplish; he imagined the mortal embrace of his arms
around the body of this woman, and he would have liked
to touch her only at the supreme instant.

“Come, come; we’ll soon be there,” he said, preceding
her in the direction of the olive-trees, whitened by the
moonlight and stars. '

He halted on the edge of the plateau, and turned around
to assure himself that she was following him. Once more
he gazed around him distractedly, as if to embrace the
image of the night. It seemed to him that, on this pla-
teau, the silence had become more profound. Only the
rhythmic beats of the flax brake could be heard from the
distant fields. \

“Come!” he repeated in a clear voice, strengthened by
s sudden energy.

And, passing between the twisted trunks, feeling beneath
his feet the softness of the grass, he directed his steps
towards the edge of the precipice.

This edge formed a circular projection, entirely free in
every direction, without any kind of railing. George
pressed his hands on his knees, bent his body forward on
this support, and advanced his head cautiously. He
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THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH

examined the rocks below him; he saw a corner of the
sandy beach, The little corpse stretched out on the sand
reappeared to him. There appeared to him also the
blackish spot he had seen with Hippolyte from the heights
of the Pincio, at the foot of the wall; and he heard again
the answers of the teamster to the greenish-looking r-an;
and, confusedly, all the phantoms of that distant afternoon
repassed before his soul.

“Take care!” cried Hippolyte, as she came up to him.
“Take carel”

The dog barked among the olive-trees.

“Do you hear me, George? Come away!”

The promontory fell perpendicularly down to the black
and deserted rocks, around which the water scarcely
moved, splashing feebly, rocking in its slow undulations
the reflections of the stars,

“George! George!”

“Have no fear!” he said in a hoarse voice. “Come
nearer! Come! Come and see the fishermen, fishing by
torchlight among the rocks.”

“No, no! I am afraid of vertigo.”

“Come! I will hold you.”

“No, no.”

She seemed frozen by the unusual tone in George’s
voice, and a vague fright commenced to invade her.

“Come!”

And he approached her, his hands extended. Suddenly
he seized her wrists, dragged her several steps; then he
seized her in his arms, made a bound, and attempted to
force her towards the abyss.

“No! no! nol”
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THE TRIUMPH OF DEATH

She resisted with furious energy.

She succeeded in disengaging herself, jumped back,
panting and trembling,

“Are you mad?” she cried, choked by anger. ‘“Are
you mad?”’

But when she saw him come after her without speaking
a word, when she felt herself seized with more brutal
violence and dragged again toward the precipice, she
understood all, and a great, sinister flash of light struck
terror to her soul.

“No, George, no! Let me be! Let me be! Only
one minute! Listen! Listen! One minute! I want to
tell you—"’

Insane with terror, she supplicated him, writhing. She
hoped to stop him, to move him to pity.

“One minute! Listen! I love you! Forgive me!
Forgive mel”

She stammered incoherent words desperately, feeling
herself becoming weaker, losing her ground, seeing death
before her.
~ “Agsassin!”’ she then shrieked, furious.

And she defended herselt with her nails, with her teeth,
like a beast,

““Assassin!” she shricked, as she was seized by the hair,
thrown to the ground on the edge of the precipice, lost.

The dog barked at the tragic group.

It was a brief and fierce struggle, like the sudden out-
burst of supreme hate which, up to then, had been smould-
ering, unsuspected, in the hearts of implacable enemies.

And they both crashed down to death, clasped in each
other’s arms. -
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