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Foreword

[Fascination with Stendhal needn’t be explained, and perhaps can’t
be. Yct one probably ought to mistrust it. Stendhal survived splen-
didly his ycars of ncglect; whether he can make it through the
snowstorms of modcrn criticism and scholarship is still a moot
question. The Ilappy IYew arc now so many, so industrious (and, if
they trv to keep up with the thundering flood of scholarship, so
bowed-down) that they may soon be known as the Miscrable In-
numcrable.

The curc for this ancicnt complaint is of course just to bypass the
scholarship and go back to renew onc’s friendship with the author
in his text. There may be writers who demand to be read in variorum
cditions, under the shadow of the bibliographies, with scrricd ad-
monitory critics staring over onc’s shoulder—but ce cher Stendhal
is not onc of them. He is best encountered, I should think, in a well-
heated flat overlooking the Luxembourg, as late winter gives way
to carly spring, with an occasional interlude of music by Rossini
and/or Cimarosa, and a glass of dry whitc winc at the end of cach
scssion. But of course we must all scttle for somcthing less than
perfection. This translation has been prepared in Ithaca, New York,
and South Chicago, Illinois.

I'celing, though, that the wav to make the rcader really free of
apparatus is to answer his questions, not ignore them, I have excr-
cised some dcliberate pedantry on the footnotes. Stendhal was fond
of petits faits vrais, a good reader of Stendhal is fond of them too,
and it may be that of all sccondary materials they provide most help
for a rcadcr at the cost of least distraction. So I have been profuse
at the foot of the page. Thus cven the rcader ideally situated in his
Luxembourg flat should not be haunted-as he reads by too many
unanswered questions of detail. But if the notcs, instcad of moving
the novel forward, threaten. to interfere with its action, the rcader
is implorcd to forget about them. Most of them aim only to put
the modern Anglo-Saxon in posscssion of information that was com-
monplacc to a Parisian rcader of 1831. As for the critical texts in
the back of the book, I don’t think I deprecate them, or say anything
of which their authors would not vigorously approve, in suggesting
that they be saved till one has savored the full text of the novel. The
novel docs not need them; only, after it has produced its own ef-
fects, they may serve to enrich and diversify the pleasant process of
meditation, reflection, and retrospective rcarrangement.

i
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FFor preliminary translations of the critical selections by Prévost,
Poulet, Richard, Lampedusa, and the Gazette des Tribunaux, the
editor is indebted to Mr. Robert Richardson; final responsibility for
the translations, however, is his own. The editorial staff at \W. \WV,
Norton have been, as usual, cooperation pcrsonified.

Ropert M. Apams
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A Note on the Text

The present translation was made from the 1960 edition prepared for
Classiques Gamier by the late, great Henri Martineau. Only one edition
of the Rouge was published during Stendhal’s life (by Levavasseur, 1831),
and no manuscript survives; M. Martineau was editing the text for the
fourth time (previous editions for Bossard, 1925; Le Divan, 1927; and
La Pléiade, 1932). All this should make for a relatively straightforward
text. Still, a modest problem remains. Before his death Stendhal made
marginal annotations in a published copy of the novel, known as the Bucci
copy, from its owner, Signor Clodoveo Bucci of Civitavecchia. In addition,
two posthumous editions of the Rouge (that published by Hetzel in 1846
and that of Lévy in 1854) were supervised by Stendhal’s good friend and
literary executor Romain Colomb. They contain various additions to, and
modifications of, the 1831 text. The problem raised by all these variants
is exacerbated by the fact that they cannot be accepted or rejected whole-
sale; it is a matter of the editor's individual judgment with regard to each
individual change. Some of the Bucci corrections really and patently are
Stendhal’s afterthoughts and improvements. Some, however, are the
author’s idle comments and scribblings on his own fiction; they may indi-
cate, for example, a general wish that he had done thus or so in a particular
passage, but they offer no basis for emending the text. Similarly with the
Hetzel and Lévy editions; Colomb made on his own initiative a great many
moderate changes, mostly of verb tenses and pronoun references, in order to
present his friend’s work in what he considered its best light; but he made
here and there a few other changes, for which it is evident he had some
manuscript authority. According to his lights, and those of the day, he
was a responsible editor and would not have revamped text or altered
epigraphs (as in 1I, 6 ) without some sort of warrant from his author. So
here too the editor must pick and choose.

As all these variants are recorded at large in the footnotes of the 1960
Martineau (Classiques Gamier) edition, I have not encumbered my text
or apparatus by reproducing them in extenso. Where minor changes seemed
both authentic and of literary advantage, I incorporated them silently,
sometimes using an altemnative reading merely to color the English equiva-
lent. (For example, when Julien after long pleading triumphs over Mme.
de Rénal’s renascent virtue, in Book I, Chapter 30, the text says his re-
ward, obtained thus by art, “ne fut plus qu'un plaisir.”’ The Bucci copy
substitutes for plaisir the word tromphe. Running the two notions of
“pleasure” and ‘“‘complacency” together, one gets an English equivalent
like “gratification.”) Where the variants were more extensive (these in-
stances are all from the Bucci copy), I supplied them within the identify-
ing boundaries of square brackets.
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Red and Black:
Chromcle of 1830

Editor’s Note?

This work was about to appear when the great cvents of July
came along to give all our thoughts a turn away from the frce
play of imagination. \Ve have rcason to suppose the following

pages were written in 1827.

Book 1

Truth, bitter truth.

—Danton3

Chapter 1

A SMALL TOWN

Put thousands together
Less bad,
But the cage less gay.

—Hobbes4

The little town of Verriéres must be onc of the pretticst in the
Franche-Comté. Its white houses with their steep, red tile roofs
spread across a hillside, the folds of which are outlined by clumps of
thrifty chestnut trees. The Doubs flows a couple of hundred fcet
below the town’s fortifications, built long ago by the Spaniards and

now fallen into ruins.?

1. “Chronicle” implies a historical doc-
ument; 1830 is the year of the great
bourgeois revolution (the July days)
during  which the Bourbon regime
(which since the Restoration of 1813
had comprised two brief kings, Louis
XVIII and Charles X) was expelled
and replaced by the bourgeois monarchy
of Louis-Philippe. Stendhal's novels are
carefully placed in time; Armance, for
instance, is a novel of the early reac-
tion; the Rowuge (as our present novel
will be called in these notes) of the
moment of insurrectionary imbalance;
while Lucien Leuwen deals with the
doldrum days after the liberal ‘tri-
umph.”

2. This little disclaimer, like the more
elaborate ones prefixed to the Life of
Henry Brulard (henceforth, in these
notes, simply Brulard), is pure pifile;
the novel was written in 1829-30, as
Stendhal explicitly said on several oc-
casions.

3. Danton was a revolutionary leader
of rude and turbulent energy, guillo-
tined by Robespierre in 1794; the epi-
graph is in his spirit but has not been
located among his writings.

4. The quotation from Hobbes is imag-
inary, but the attribution invokes a
hard-minded cynic.

S. The Franche-Comté is a province in
eastern France bounded on the north by



2 + Red and Black

Verriéres is flanked on the north by a lofty mountain, one of the
spurs of the Jura. As soon as it grows cold in October, the ragged
peaks of Verra are covered with snow. A brook which drops from the
mountain-passes through Verriéres before falling into the Doubs
providcs power for a number of sawmills; it is a simple industry and
yields a certain prosperity for a fair number of the inhabitants, who
are peasants rather than bourgeois. Still, the sawmills are not what
has made this little town rich. The manufacture of so-called Mul-
house cotton prints is responsible for the general afluence that,
sincc the fall of Napoleon, has resulted in new fagades for almost
all the houscs of Verriéres.

Scarcely inside the town, one is stunned by the racket of a roaring
machine, frightful in its appearance. Twenty ponderous hammers,
falling with a crash which makes the street shudder, are lifted for
each new stroke by the power of a water wheel. Every one of these
hammers makes, every day, I don’t know how many thousand nails.
The workmen are pretty, fresh-faced girls; they slip little slivers of
iron into place beneath the sledge hammers, which promptly trans-
form them into nails. A primitive factory like this provides one of
thosc sights that most surprisc the traveler as he enters for the first
time the mountains separating France from Switzerland. If, when
he gets into Vcrricres, the traveler asks who owns that handsome
nail factory which deafens everyone on the main street, he will be
told, in drawling tones: Oh, that? It's the mayor’s.

And now lct the travcler pause a few minutes in this main strcet
of Verriéres which rises from the bank of the Doubs to the peak of
the hill; it’s a hundred to one that he will sce somewhere along it a
big man looking busy and important.

The minute he appears, cvery hat is lifted. His hair is gray, and
he is dressed in grav. I{e wears the ribbons of several orders; his
fcaturcs arc impressive, his nosc aquiline, and, all in all, his appear-
ance docs not fail of a certain rcgularity: at first glance onc even
finds that it combincs, with the dignity of the town mayor, that sort
of ingratiation still possiblc in a man of forty-eight or fifty years.
But shortly the visiting Parisian is struck with a certain air of self-
satisfaction, perhaps of sufficiency, combined with somcthing
limited and unimaginative. One fecls in the end that the talent of

close to the northern border of the

Lorraine and on the south by Switzer-
land. After a turbulent medieval career
as a semi-independent faction of the
duchy of Burgundy, it became, early in
the sixteenth century, tributary to Spain,
but was captured focr France by Louis
XIV about two hundred years later.
There are several little towns called
Verriéres in the valley of the Doubs
(pronounced Dou), a river running

Franche-Comté; but Stendhal took noth-
ing from their various realities. Ver-
rieres has a few marks of a diminished
Grenoble, Stendhal's native town (he
said it was for him like the memory of
a violent indigestion), but in reality
Grenoble is 150 miles to the south of
the Doubs, and Verrieres is largely
imaginary.
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this man is confined to cxacting cvery penny owing to him, and
paying his own dcbts at the last possible minutc.

Such is the mayor of Verricres, M. de Rénal. Ilaving walked
solemnly down the strect, he enters the town hall and disappcars
from the view of the traveler. But, a hundred feet further on, if our
traveler continues his stroll, he will scc a fine housc and, through an
iron grating next to the house, magnificent gardens. Beyond, the
broken lhorizon formed by the Burgundian hills scems outlined on
purposc to give delight to the cve. This view makes the travcler
forget the pestilent atmosphere of petty financial worrics in which
he has been close to stifling.

He lcarns that the house belongs to M. de Rénal. Thanks to the
profits from his great nail factory, the mavor of Vcrricres now owns
this finc mansion of cut stonc, which has just been completed.
They say that his family is Spanish, ancient, and (at least, this is
how the report runs) was cstablished in the land long before the
conquest of Louis XIV.

Since 1815 he has been ashamed of being in trade: 1815 made
him mayor of Verrieres.® The terrace walls holding up various
parts of that magnificent garden which descends in stages to the
Doubs arc also the reward of M. de Rénal’s dexterity in the iron
trade.

Never expect to find in France those picturesque gardens that
surround the handicraft towns of Germany, such as Leipzig, I‘rank-
furt, and Nurcmberg. In the Iranche-Comté, the more walls onc
builds, the more onc covers the land with rocks placed atop cach
other, the more onc is cntitled to the ncighbors™ respect. M. de
Rénal's gardens, encumbered with walls, arc still admired because
he purchased, for their weight in gold, certain minute scraps of land
which they cover. IFor example, that sawmill, so singularly situated
on the bank of the Doubs, which struck vou as you cntered Ver-
rieres, and on which you read the name SOREL, written in gigantic
Ictters on a board nailed to the rooftrcc—six ycars ago, it stood
preciscly where the wall for the fourth terrace of M. de Rénal’s
gardcns is going up.

For all his pride, the mayor had a hard time with old Sorcl, a
tough, stubborn pcasant; he had to pay over plenty of good gold
louis to get the old man to move his sawmill clsewhere. As for the
public sluice which powered the saw, NI. de Rénal, by mcans of his
spccial influence at Paris, got it turned aside.” This favor camc his
way after the clections of 182__.

6. 1815, the date of Napoleon's defeat 7. The intimate connection Dbetween

at \Waterloo, marks a decisive victory, money and politics, in Verrieres as on a

in Stendhal’s mind, for reaction over larger scale, is one of Stendhal’s major

rationality. points; he never loses an opportunity to
emphasize it.
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He gave Sorel four acres further down the Doubs, for one. And
though the new position was much better for his trade in pine
planks, old Papa Sorel (as they call him since he has been rich) had
the shrewdness to extract from his neighbor’s impatience and land
owning mania the sum of six thousand francs.

It is true that this deal was criticized by the local wiseacres. One
Sunday about four years ago, M. de Rénal was returning from
church in his official uniform when he saw in the distance old Sorel,
surrounded by his three sons, and smiling upon him. That smile
marked a fatal moment in the mayor’s mind; ever since, he has been
sure he could have got the land for less.

To stand well in Verrieres the essential thing is to build plenty
of walls, but not to adopt any of those plans brought from Italy by
masons who each spring pass through the gorges of the Jura on
their way to Paris.® Any such innovation would gain for the rash
builder a permanent reputation as a hothead, and he would be lost
forever in the judgment of those wise and moderate folk who make
public opinion in the Franche-Comté.

As a matter of fact, these folk wield the most wearisome des-
potism: and this is why, for anyone who has lived in the great
republic called Paris, life in the provinces is insupportable. The
tyranny of public opinion—and what an opinion!—is as stupid in
the small towns of France as it is in the United States of America.?

Chapter 2
A MAYOR

Importance! Well, sir, is it worth nothing at all? Respect from fools,
awe from children, envy from the rich, and disdain from the wise.
—Barnavel

Happily for M. de Rénal’s reputation as an administrator, an
immense containing wall was required by the public terrace that
runs along the hillside a hundred or so feet above the Doubs. This
admirable site gives the town one of the finest views in France. But
every springtime, rains used to silt up the promenade, cut little
gullics into it, and render it impassable. This difficulty, which was
felt by all, put M. de Rénal under the happy necessity of immortal-

8. Stendhal as a freemason and a lover mestic Alanners of the Awmericans

of Italy alludes here underhandedly to
an international traffic in liberal ideas.
9. For Stendhal, as for many Euro-
peans, America represented a shop-
keeper’s civilization, the last word in
mean and petty values. His opinions
of the New World were reinforced by
perusal of Mrs. Fanny Trollope’s Do-

(1832), a translation of which he read
and annotated.

1. Antoine Barnave (1761-93) was,
with Mirabeau, one of the great orators
of the French Revolution; he came from
Grenoble and had been known to mem-
bers of Stendhal’s family (see Brulard,
Chap. 5).
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izing his administration with a wall twenty fect high and thirty or
forty rods long.2

The parapct of this wall, for which M. de Rénal had to make
three special trips to Paris, since the previous minister of the interior
was a declared cnemy of the terrace at Verriéres—this parapet now
riscs four fect above ground level. And, as if in dcfiance of all min-
isters past and present, it is cven now being capped with a layer
of cut stonc.

Ilow many timces, my mind still dwelling on the balls of Paris
which I left the night before, have I lcaned on thesc great blocks of
bluish-gray granitc, gazing dccp into the valley of the Doubst Over
yonder, on the left bank, wind five or six valleys, at the bottom of
which the cyc distinguishes little brooks. They lcap from falls to
falls and disappcar into the Doubs. ‘The sun is hot in these moun-
tains; when it stands overhead, the meditative traveler is shaded on
this tcrracc by magnificent planc trees. Their rapid growth and
grecnish-bluc foliage arc duc to the fill the mayor has pourced in
bchind his immense containing wall, for, in spitc of opposition from
the municipal counscl, he has widened the terrace by morc than
six fcct (though he's a conscrvative and I'm a liberal, T give him
credit); and this is why, in his opinion, and in thc opinion of M.
Valenod, fortunate dircctor of the Verrieres poorhouse, this terrace
can fairly be compared with that of Saint-Germain-cn-Layc.?

[For my part, I can find only onc thing to criticizc on LOYALTY
SQUARE; this official namec is to be scen in fiftcen or twenty places
on marble plaques which camed an cextra cross for M. dc Rénal
What I would criticizc on Loyalty Squarc is the barbaric way the
administration clips and snips these vigorous planc trees back to the
very quick. They stand there, with heads held low, shaved and
flattencd like the most vulgar of domestic vegetables, when they
would like nothing better than to assume thosc splendid shapes
they arc free to take in England.4 But the mavor’s will is supreme,
and twicc a vear all the trecs belonging to the town arc pitilessly
pruncd back. The liberals of the district claim, but they cxaggerate,
that the official gardener wields a heavier hand since Vicar Maslon
has started to cngross for himsclf the products of the shearing.

2. The irrationality of wall-building
and of walls in general is a major
theme of the novel. Julien is continually
climbing. hiding, or escaping from Dbe-
hind walls, while society (as here) puts
inordinate and irrational efforts into
erecting and guarding them.

3. The poorhouses, established by Louis
XVI and abolished by Napoleon, were
reintroduced by the Bourbons in 1815;
a clever, unscrupulous man could make
a zood deal of money running one, both
from the labor of the inmates and on

public contracts for their maintenance.
The terrace of St. Germain-en-Laye, a
few miles from DParis, was built in the
late seventeenth century; as it is a
hundred feet wide and a mile and a
half long, comparison with that at Ver-
rieres is a hit generous.

4. Stendhal’s love of trees, which he
hated to see clipped and trimmed, comes
out in Brulard, Chap. 41, and here in
Chap. 24, when the sight of free trees
comforts Julien in the seminary.
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This young ecclesiastic was sent down from Besangon some years
ago to kcep an eye on Abbé Chélan® and several other priests of
the district. An old surgeon-major from the army of Italy, retired
at Verriéres, and who, according to the mayor, had been both a
Jacobin and a Bonapartist, had the audacity one day to complain
about the periodic mutilation of these fine trees.

—TI'm very fond of shade, replied M. de Rénal, with that touch
of disdain which is so appropriate when one is talking to a surgeon
and a mcmber of the Legion of Honor; I'm very fond indeed of
the shade; I have my trces trimmed in order to give shade; I don't
suppose a tree is really good for anything else, unless, like the useful
walnut, it yields a return.

There now is the grand phrase that decides everything at Ver-
rieres: YIELD A RETURN. That phrase alone represents the
mental life of three quarters of the townspeople.

Yielding a return decides everything in this little town which at
first secmed so attractive to you. The stranger, as he arrives, is so
entranced by the beauty of the cool, deep valleys that he imagines
the natives are themsclves responsive to beauty. [t is truc they talk,
even to excess, of how beautiful their town is; they make a great
to-do over it. But the rcason is simply that the scenery attracts
various outsiders, whose money enriches the hotel keepers and
thus, through the tax-collecting machinery, yields a return to the
town.

One fine autumn day M. de Rénal was strolling on Loyalty
Square, with his wife by his side. Even as she listened to the grave
discourse of her husband, Mme. de Rénal was watching anxiously
the gyrations of three little boys. The eldest, who might be as much
as eleven, kept wandering over to the parapet and seemed about to
climb on top of it. A gentle voice then called the name of Adolphe,
and the youngster tumed back. NMme. de Rénal seemed a woman in
her thirties, but still quite handsome.

—ON, he'll regret it, this fine Paris gentleman, said M. de Rénal
with indignation, his chcek a little paler than usual. I'm not without
a certain number of friends at the castle. . . .8

S. Abbé: This term is used loosely on
the Continent, especially in France, for
almost any clergyman, whether bene-
ficed or not. Francois I, by agreement
with Pope Leo X, first got the right to
appoint abbots in commendam (that is,
provisionally, and without duties) to
most of the abbeys in France. Many
voung gentlemen of very secular tastes
(for example, the author of Mauon
Lescaut, Abbé Prévost) took a short
course in theology, assumed a modified
tonsure, wore a special violet coat,
practiced a sort of celibacy, and were

known as abbés. These completely sec-
ularized abbés are not to be found in
the nineteenth century; but the word
continued to be used loosely of anyone
who had a sort of connection with the
church (a tutor, a theological student),
as well as of regular clergymen. The
name and perhaps some of the charac-
ter of Abbé Chélan come from a his-
torical personage, described in Brulcrd,
Chap. §.

6. Charles X and his court lived at the
Chateau de St. Cloud, and were thus
referred to familiarly as the castle,
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But though I intend to spcak of provincial life for two hundred
pages, I shall not be so crucl as to inflict on you the full dimensions,
and all the clever turns, of a provincial dialoguc.

‘This finc Paris gentleman, so distressing to the mavor of Verriéres,
was no other than M. Appert, who two days before had found
mcans to get into the prison and the poorhouse of Verric¢res, and
even into the free hospital run by the mavor and the principal
gentry of the district.?

—DBut after all, said Mmc. de Rénal timidly, what harm can this
Paris gentleman do, since you look after the welfare of the poor
with the most scrupulous honesty?

—IlIc comes only to find fault, and afterward he’ll have articles
in all the liberal newspapers.

—But you ncver read them, my dear.

—Pcople will talk to us about these Jacobin articles; the whole
business distracts us, and prevents us from doing good.® Personally,
I'll never forgive that pricst.

Chapter 3
THE WELFARE OF THE POOR

A priest who is virtuous and no intriguer is a blessing upon his village.
—TFleury9

Though cighty vcars old, the priest of Vcrriéres, thanks to the
sharp air of these mountains, had a character and a constitution of
iron; he also had the right to visit, at anv time of day, the prison,
the hospital, and cven the poorhouse. M. Appert, who had been
commended to the priest from Paris, had been prudent cnough to
arrive in a small town caten up with curiosity at six in the moming.
He went directly to the presbytery.

As he looked over the Ietter written to him by the Marquis de La
Mole, peer of France and the richest landowner of the province, the
pricst, M. Chélan, grew pensive.

—I have grown old here, and am well loved, he munmnured at
last; they would never dare! And he turned abruptly on the gentle-
man from Paris, with eves in which, despite old age, there glittered
that sacred firc which accompanics the pleasurc of performing a
finc decd that is at the samc time a bit dangcerous.

7. Benjamin Appert was an actual phi-
lanthropist and prison reformer of the

9. Fleury was an early eighteenth-cen-
tury cardinal and statesman, whom

day. He visited Antoine Berthet (whose
story provided one of the models for
Julien Sorel's) during his trial at Bes-
ancon, to make sure he was properly
defended.

8. Historic [Stendhal’s notel.

Stendhal uses here as a type of the
authentic, old, uncorrupted clerzy. His
Ecclesiastical History was placed on
the Index as tainted with Gallicanism,
that is, the doctrine that would limit
papal authority (sce Brulard, Chap. 10).
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—Comc with me, sir, and rcmember, in the presence of the jailer
and above all of the poorhousc wardens, you must cxpress no opin-
ion about the things we shall see. M. Appert understood that he had
to do with a man of fceling: he accompanied the old priest, visited
the prison, the clinic, the poorhouse, asked plenty of questions, and
in spite of some very strange answers, gave not the slightest sign of
disapproval.

‘The visit lasted for scveral hours. The priest asked M. Appert to
dinner, but he claimed to have Ictters to write; he did not want to
compromise any further his gencrous friend. About three o’clock,
they returned to complete their inspection of the poorhousc, and
then went on to the prison. In the doorway therc they found the
jailer, a kind of giant six fect tall and bowlegged; his coarsc fcaturcs
had becomc hidcous with terror.

—Al, sir, said he to the priest as soon as he saw him, this gentlc-
man with you here, isn’t he M. Appert?

—\Vhy do you ask? said the pricst.

—Because I received just yesterday the most precise orders, sent
by a policc officer from the prefect himself, and he had to gallop all
night long, not to let M. Appert into the jail.

—\Well, Monsieur Noiroud, said the pricst, I can assure you that
this visitor with me is in fact M. Appert. Now do you remember
that I am free to cnter the jail at any hour of the day or night, and
to bring with me anyonc I want?

—Yes, your revcrence, grumbled the jailer, lowering his head
like a bulldog yielding reluctantly to the menace of a club. Only,
your reverence, I've got a wifc and children; if there’s a complaint,
I'm out; and I've got nothing to live on but this job.

—1I should be just as unhappy to lose my own, said the priest,
with feeling.

—\What a diffcrence! the jailer replied quickly; you, your rever-
ence, cveryone knows you've got cight hundred florins a year of your
own, free and clear. . ..

Such werc the events that, cmbroidered and distorted in twenty
diffcrent ways, had been stirring up over the past two days all the
hateful passions of the littlc town of Verri¢res. At this very moment,
they were scrving as the theme of M. de Rénal’s conversation with
his wife. He had gone that morning, accompanied by M. Valenod,
dircctor of the poorhousc, to call on the priest and cxpress furious
disapproval of what hc had done. M. Chélan had no protcctor; he
bore by himself the full brunt of their words.

—\Well, gentlemen! I shall be the third eighty-year-old priest in
this district to be deprived of my position. I've been here for fifty-
six years; I have baptized ncarly cvery person in this town, which
was nothing but a crossroads when I came here. Every day I marry
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young pcople whose grandparents I married in the old days. Ver-
ridres is my family; but [fear of having to lcave it will never make
me trafic with my conscicnce or grant another person authority
over my actions;] when I saw that visitor, I said to mysclf: “This
man from Paris may rcally be a liberal, there arc only too many of
them; but what harm can he do our paupers and prisoncrs?”

The outcries of M. dc Rénal, and cspecially of M. de¢ Valenod,
the poorhousc dircctor, became cven louder:

—All right, gentlemen, cried the old pricst in a quavcring voicc,
go on, have me thrown out. I'll live here just the same. Forty-cight
years ago, it’s well known, I inherited an cstatc that brings in 8oo
florins; I'll live on that. I haven’t used my position to graft, gentlc-
mcen, and maybe that’s why I'm not terrified at the prospect of
losing it.

Though M. dc Rénal was cxtremely considerate of his wife [who
had a very rich aunt], he did not know how to answer her timidly
repeated question, “But what harm could that man from Paris
possibly do the prisoncrs?” and was on the point of losing his
temper when she suddenly cried aloud. The sccond of her sons had
just climbed up on the parapct and was running along it, though
the drop to a vincvard on the other side was more than twenty fect.
Fear of startling her son and making him fall kept Mme. de Rénal
from calling out to him. Finally the boy, laughing at his own adroit-
ness and looking to his mother, saw her pallor, lcaped to the ground,
and ran to her. He was thoroughly scolded.

This little cpisode changed the coursc of the conversation.

—TI've really decided to take on young Sorcl, the carpenter’s
son, said M. dc Rénal; he will look after the children, who are
starting to be too much for us. He's a voung priest, or just as good
as, he'’s clever at Latin and will keep the children at their lessons,
for the pricst says he’s strong willed. I'll let him have threc hundred
francs and his board. On the scorc of morality I had somc doubts;
for he was the protégé of that old surgcon, member of thc Legion
of Honor, who camc to live with the Sorcls, under pretext of being
their cousin. Down dccp that man may very well have been nothing
but a sccret agent of the liberals; of course, he said the mountain
air was good for his asthma, but therc’s no proving that. Hc was
with Buonaparté! on all his Italian campaigns and, theyv even say,
once, long ago, signed something against the cmpire. This liberal
taught Latin to voung Sorcl and lcft him somc of his books. Ordi-
narily, I would never consider putting a carpenter’s son in charge of
our children. But the priest told me, just the night before that last
quarrel of ours, that young Sorel has becn studving thcology for the

1. In giving Napoleon his Corsican, semi-Italian name, M. de Rénal is trying to
repudiate him as a foreigner.
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last three vears, hoping to enter the seminary; so he isn’t a liberal,
and he does know Latin.

—This arrangemcent works out in several different ways, M. de
Rénal went on, glancing at his wife with the air of a diplomat; that
fellow Valcnod is proud of the two Norman horses he’s just bought
for his carriage. But he doesn’t have a tutor for his children.

—He might very well get this one away from us.

—Then yvou approve of my plans? said M. de Rénal, thanking
his wifc with a quick smile for the excellent insight she had just
had. Fine, then it’s all dccided.

—Good Lord, my dear! you'rc so sudden in vour decisions!

—TMhat'’s because I have a bit of character, I do, and I let that
priest sce the edge of it. Let’s not fool oursclves, we're surrounded
by liberals here. All thesc cotton merchants are cnvious of me, I'm
certain of it; two or three of them are getting really rich. All right,
I want them to sec the children of M. dc Rénal passing by, going
for a walk with their tutor. That will make an impression. My
grandfather often told us that in his vouth he had a tutor. He may
very well cost me a hundred crowns, but it’s simply one of those
expenscs that arc nccessary to keep up a social position.

This sudden decision left NIme. de Rénal quitc pensive. She was
a tall woman, and wecll proportioned, who had been the beauty of
the countryside, as they say in this mountainous district. Shchad a
certain air of simplicity, and the spring of vouth in her step. In the
mind of a Parisian, this simple elegance, full of innocence and liveli-
ness, might even have roused notions of sensual pleasure. If she had -
realized that shc was attractive in this way, Mme. de Rénal would
have been deeply ashamed. Neither coquetry nor affectation had
cver touched her heart. M. Valenod, the rich poorhouse director,
was reputed to have sighed for her, but without success, a story
that lent particular luster to her virtue; for this M. Valenod was a
bluff yvoung man, strongly built, highly colored, with big black
whiskers—onc of thosc gross, bold, loud fellows who in the provinces
arc known as handsomc men.

Mme. de Rénal, who was quite timid and apparently of retiring
character, was particularly distressed by M. Valenod’s continual
abrupt motion and bursts of noise. Her dislike of cverything that in
Vecrriéres is considcred fun had caused her to be thought a snob.
She ncver gave the matter a thought, but was very glad to find the
townspeople calling upon her less often. \Ve shall not hide the fact
that those ladies thought her a fool because she often overlooked
occasions to get herself fancy hats from Paris or Besangon. Provided
people left her free to wander alone in her fine garden, she never
thought herself ill used.

She was an innocent soul who had ncver risen even to the point
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of passing judgment on her husband and admitting that she was
bored. Without saying so directly, she supposed things were always
about this way bctween husbands and wives. She was particularly
fond of M. dc Rénal when he talked about his plans for their chil-
drcn, onc of whom was to be a soldicr, the sccond a magistrate, and
the third a churchman. In a word, she found M. de Rénal a good
dcal less boring than most men of her acquaintancc.

This conjugal opinion was perfectly sensible. The mayvor of
Vecrrieres owed his reputation for wit and social poisc to a half
dozen jokes he had inherited from an uncle [and brought out on
statc occasions]. Old Captain de Rénal had senved before the Revo-
lution in the Duc d’Orleans’ infantry regiment, and when he visited
Paris uscd to be admitted to the salons of the prince. There he had
observed Nme. de Montesson, the famous Nme. de Genlis, and
M. Ducrest, the redesigner of the Palais Royal.2 These figures
turned up, all too often, in the anccdotes of M. de Rénal. But
gradually the recollection of things so hard to put into exact words
had become a chorc for him, and for some timc now it was only for
special cvents that he trotted out his anccdotes concerning the
Housc of Orlcans. As hie was generally a very polite man, except
when the talk turned to money, he passed with good rcason for
the most aristocratic personage in Verricrces.

Chapter 4
FATHER AND SON

And is it my fault
If that’'s how things are?
—DMachiavelli3

—NIy wifc is really pretty shrewd, said the mavor of Vcrritres to
himsclf, about six o’clock the next morning, as he strolled down to
old Sorcl’s sawmill. Though I saw it was important to keep up our
social position, I hadn’t rcally considered that if 1 don’t pick up
this little Abbé Sorcl—they say he knows Latin likc an angel—the
dircctor of the poorhouse, who's always up to something, might get
the same idca and snatch him away from mec. And wouldn’t he be
complacent, talking to me about his children’s tutor! . . . Once hc’s
in my housc, will this tutor wcar a cassock, I wonder?

M. de Rénal was working over this question when he saw in the
distance a peasant, nearly six fect tall, who scemed to have been
busy since the first light of dawn measuring some trce trunks which

2. These names from the court society 3. The quotation is not word-for-word
before the Revolution serve simply to  anywhere in Machiavelli, but the spirit
suggest a splendid, worldly, but now behind it is authentic.

remote elegance.
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had been laid alongside the Doubs on the towpath. The peasant
was not particularly pleased to see the mayor approach; for his tree
trunks blocked the path, and were laid there illegally.

OIld Sorel, for it was he, was much surprised and even more
pleased with the unusual proposal M. de Rénal made regarding his
son Julicn. But all the same he listencd to it with that air of peevish
discontent and indiffcrence which these mountainecrs know so well
how to cast over their shrewdness.t Slaves in the days of the Spanish
dominion, they still retain in their features this trait of the Egyptian
fellah.

At first Sorcl replied by reciting at length all the formulas of
polite conversation he knew by heart. While he was repeating thesc
empty phrases with an awkward smile which emphasized the air
of falsity and almost of trickery natural to his features, the old
peasant’s quick wit was trying to imaginc why such an important
man would want to takc into his house that good-for-nothing son.
He had no use for Julien, yct it was for him that M. de Rénal was
offering the unexpected salary of 300 francs a year, plus board and
even a clothing allowance. This last request, which old Sorel had
had the genius to put forward at the very beginning, had been
granted at once by M. de Rénal.

This decmand put M. de Rénal on the alert. He thought: Since
Sorel is not overwhelmed with joy at my proposal, as he ought to
be, it’s clear that he has been receiving offers from some other
quarter; and where could they come from, if not from Valenod? In
vain did the mayor press old Sorel to rcach a decision then and
there; the peasant refused shrewdly and stubbornly, saying he had
to talk it over with his son—as if, in the provinces, a rich father
ever consulted a poor son except for form’s sake.

A sawmill consists of a shed beside a stream. The roof rests on
a frame, supported by four hcavy wooden columns. In the middle
of the shed, rising to the height of eight or ten feet, is the saw,
going steadily up and down, while a simple mechanism pushes
against it a picce of wood. A water wheel turned by the strcam
powecrs this double mechanism—the saw that goes up and down,
the carriage that moves the wood gradually against the saw, so that
it can be split into planks.

Approaching his mill, old Sorel bellowed for Julien; nobody
answercd. He saw only his elder sons, g couple of giants who were
working with heavy axes, squaring off some pine trunks they were
preparing for the saw. They were intent on following exactly the
black lines drawn on the wood; at every blow of their axes huge
chips flew through the air. They did not hear their father’s voice.

4. In Brulard, Chap. 7, Stendhal attributes much the same expression and char-
acter to his own father.
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He tumcd toward the shed, cntered, and looked vainly for Julicn
at the station where he should have been, beside the saw. At last he
saw him, five or six feet higher, astraddle one of the roof bcams.
Instead of kceping closc watch on the working of the machine,
Julien was rcading a book. Nothing could have been more disagree-
able to old Sorcl; he might perhaps have pardoned Julien his slender
figure, unsuited to hard labor_and unlike his clder brothers’; but
this passioi for rcading was hateful to him, as he didn’t know how
to rcad himself.

Hc called Julicn, vainly, two or threce times. The voung man's
absorption in his book, much morc than the roar of the saw, pre-
vented him from hearing his father's terrible voice. I'inally, despite
his age, the old man jumpced lightly onto the tree trunk which was
being sawed and from there to the crossbcam which helped support
the roof. A violent blow sent Julicn’s book flying into the strcam;
a second cuff, just as hcavy, fcll on his head and caused him to lose
his balance. He was about to fall a distance of ten or fiftcen fect
into the middlc of the machincry, which would have ground him up,
but his father caught him, with his lcft hand, just as he was falling:

—All right, loafer! still rcading your damn books whilc you're
supposcd to bc watching the saw? Rcad them after work, when
vou're wasting vour time with the pricst, why don't vou?

Julicn, though stunncd by the force of the blow and blecding
slightly, went to his proper station alongsidc the saw. His cycs were
full of tcars, less from physical pain than for the loss of his book,
which he worshipped.

—Gect down from there, animal, I want to talk to vou.

The roar of thc machinery still prevented Julien from hcaring
this order. His father, who had rcturned to the floor and didn't want
to bother climbing up on the machinery again, took a long pole
used for knocking down nuts and struck him across the shoulder
with it. Scarcely was Julien on the ground when his father, driving
his son beforc him, set out for the house. God knows what he’s
going to do to me! thought the young man. As they passed the
stream into which his book had fallen, hc glanced sadly aside; it
had bcen his favorite book, the Mémorial de Sainte-11éléne.5

He walked on, with flushed facc and lowered eves. Ile was a
slightly built young man, eightecn or ninctecn vears old, fceble in
appearance, with irregular but dclicate features, and an aquiline
nose. Big dark eves, which in reposc expressed firc and reflection,
were filled at this moment with the most fcrocious hatred. Dark

S. The chivalric Emanuel Las Cases, exile on St. Helena. He wrote there the
who had a clear af‘nmt} for lost causes, long and richly rhetorical JMémorial,
had been an émigré in the early years ot’ which is a keystone of the Napoleonic
the Revolution bul joined Napoleon just legend.

in time to accompany him in his final
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brown hair growing low over his forehead gave him, in moments of
anger, an ugly look. Among the innumecrable varicties of human
cxpression, there is perhaps no other that is so striking. A slender
and finely molded figurec suggested a man or more nerve than
strength. The pensive air and extreme pallor which had marked him
from early youth convinced his father that he would not live long,
or would prove mcrely a drag on the houschold. An object of scorn
to the entire family, hc hated his brothers and his father; and in the
Sunday gamcs on the public square hc was invariably beaten.
About a vear ago his handsome fcaturcs had started to give him
a few friendly voices among the girls. Scorned by cveryone as a
weakling, Julien had worshipped that old surgeon-major who one
day darcd to address the mayor on the subject of the plane trees.
This surgeon sometimes paid old Sorcl a day’s wages for his son'’s
time, and then taught him Latin and history, that is, all the history
he kncw, the Italian campaign of 1796.5 When he died he Icft
Julien his cross of the Lcgion of Honor, the arrcars of his half
pension, and thirty or forty volumes, the most precious of which
had just been pitched into the public water supply, diverted by the
mavor’s influence.
Scarccly was he in the housc when Julien felt his shoulder gripped
by his father’s powerful hand; he shuddered, expecting more blows.
—Answer mc now, and no lics! The old pcasant’s voice grated in
his ears, while his heavy hand spun Julien about like a child playing
with a tin soldicr. Raising his grcat black eycs filled with tears,
Julien starcd into the little, gray, suspicious eycs of the old sawyer,
who scemed intent on reading the very depths of his soul.

Chapter s
HAGGLING

Cunctando restituit rem,
(By stalling he gained his point.)
—Ennius?

—Answer me now, and no lies, if vou can manage that, you little
hound; how do you know Mmc. de Rénal, when did you talk with
her?

—I've never talked with her, said Julicn, the only time I’ve seen
the lady is at church.

—But you've ogled her there, you shameless scoundrel?

6. Napoleon’s Italian campaign of 1796
was for Stendhal the classic tale of
military glory: a ragged, heroic, youth-
ful army overcoming, in a sequence of
smashing engagements, the troops of an
ancient tyranny, and receiving an ec-

static welcome from swarms of beauti-
ful, operatic women.

7. Cato the Elder quotes these lines
from the ancient Roman poet Ennius,
whose work survives larZely in quoted
snippets like this.
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—Neverl You know that at church [ scc only God, said Julicn
with a little hypocritical look which he thought quite the best way
to prevent another cuff.

—Just the same, there’s something behind all this, said the surly
pcasant, and pauscd a momecnt; but I'll ncver get anything out of
you, you confounded hypocrite. The fact is, 'm going to get rid of
you, and my saw will run all the better for it. You've worked the
pricst, or somebody clsc, into fixing you up with a soft job. Go get
your things together, and I'll take you to M. de Rénal’s house,
where you will be a tutor for his children.

—And what will I be paid?

—To0d, clothing, and three hundred francs wages.

—1I don’t want to be a servant.

—Stupid animal, who’s talking about being a scrvant? You sup-
posc I'd want my son to be a scrnvant?

—\Vell then, whom will I cat with?

This question upsct old Sorcl; he felt that if he said anything he
might compromisc himsclf; so he got angry with Julien, pourced
insults on him, accused him of softnecss, and left him to go talk it
over with his other sons.

Julicn saw them soon after, leaning on their axes, and holding a
family council. He watched them for a long time, but then, sccing
he could not guess what was going on, went around to the other side
of the saw, so that they shouldn’t come on him unexpectedly. He
wanted to think over this unforescen news, which was about to
change his dcstiny, but found himsclf incapable of prudence; his
imagination was wholly occupicd in picturing what he would find
in M. dc Rénal’s fine housc.

Still, I must give it all up, said he to himsclf, rather than sink to
cating with the household scrvants. Ny father will try to push me
into it; I'd sooncr die. I've saved fiftcen francs and cight sous, I can
run away tonight; in two davs, using the back roads where I won't
mect with policemen, I'll be at Besangon; there I'll enlist, and if
nccessary, I’ll cross over into Switzerland. But no future there, no
more rising in the world, no more of this finc pricsting it, that lcads
to all good things.

This horror of cating with servants was by no means natural to
Julicn; in order to make his fortunc he would have done other
things much morc painful in themsclves. He had picked up this
notion from Rousscau’s Confessions. It was the only book his
imagination had madc use of in constructing a picturc of the social
world. A collection of bulletins from the Grande Armée and the
Mémorial de Sainte-Fléléne filled out his Koran.®# He would have

8. The Koran, used to suggest a pagan his style for the Rouge by reading the
creed. Stendhal himself used to sharpen Code Napoleon. His admirations for
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gone to the stake for these three works. He ncver believed in any
other. Taking his hint from the old surgeon-major, he looked upon
all the other books in the world as lics written by rascals to gain
advanccment.

\With a fienv spirit Julien united onc of those astounding
memories which are so often joined to complete stupidity. Sceing
that his future dependcd on the old priest Chélan, he had won him
over by lcaming the whole New Testament verbatim in Latin; he
also knew M. de Maistre’s book On the Pope,? and believed as little
of one as of the other.

As if by common conscnt, Sorel and his son avoided talking to
onc another for the rest of the day. YWhen evening fell, Julien went
off to take his lessons in theology from the priest, but he thought
best to tcll him nothing at all of the strange proposal made to his
father. Pcrhaps it’s a trap, said he to himsclf; I'd bcetter pretend to
havc forgotten it.

Early next morning, M. de Rénal sent for old Sorcl, who, after
delaving an hour or two, finally arrived and immediatcly started to
make a hundred differcnt cxcuses all mixed up with as manyv com-
pliments. After working his way through all sorts of objections, Sorcl
was given to understand that his son would eat with the master and
mistress of the house, and that when there was company, he would
cat alonc in a scparate room with the children. The more he ob-
scrved the mavor's impatience, the more Sorel was disposcd to raise
difficulties, and besides he was mistrustful and surprised; he asked
to see the room wherc his son would sleep. It was a large room,
fincly fumished, into which men wecre already carrving the beds of
the threc children.

This incident was a glcam of light for the old peasant: at once he
asked boldly to scc the suit of clothes that would be his son’s. M. de
Rénal opcned his desk drawer and took out a hundred francs.

—\With this sum vour son can go to M. Durand the tailor and
gct a complete black suit.

—And even if [ take him home again, said the peasant, who had
suddenlv forgotten all his obscquious expressions, he’ll still kecp
the black suit?

the highest conceivable view of papal

the laconic precision of an army bul-
letin, for the psychological subtlety
and truth-at-the expense-of-meanness of
Rousseau. and for the noble resignation
of Las Cases’ Mémorial, make up for
Julien a literary trinity.

9. Joseph de Maistre, most brilliant of
the anti-philosophical Catholic reac-
tionaries generated by opposition to
Napoleon, published his two-volume
treatise On the Pope in 1S19; it took

absolutism. Stendhal’s own early edu-
cation (described in Brulard, Chap. 10)
consisted in good part of memorizing
certain Latin texts without any real
understanding of what they said or
even of the language in which they
were written. Among other things, he
tells us he Icarned the Latin New
Tes)l:lmenl by heart (Brulard, Chap.
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—Of course.

—All right, said Sorel, in drawling tones, then therc’s only one
thing left to settle between us: how much moncey will you give him?

—\Vhat'’s this? cried M. dc Rénal in a rage, we agreed on that
yesterday. I'm giving three hundred francs. In my opinion, it's a
great deal of money, and maybe cven too much.

—That was your offer, I won’t deny it at all, said old Sorcl,
talking still more slowly; and then, by a stroke of genius which will
astonish those who do not know the pcasants of the I'ranchc-Comté,
he looked straight at NI. de Rénal and said: \We can do better clse-
where.

At these words the mavor appeared stunned. But he recovered,
and after a masterly conversation of two long hours, during which
not a word was said without its purpose, pcasant shrewdness won
out over rich-man’s shrewdness, which is not needed for survival.
All the various clauses that would control Julien’s future cxistence
were scttled; not only was his pay set at four hundred francs but
he was to reccive it in advance, on the first of cach month.

—All right, I'll send him thirty-five francs, said M. de Rénal.

—Just to make a round figure, a rich and gencrous gentleman
like our mayor, said the peasant in a coaxing tone, will surcly make
it thirty-six francs.!

—Yecs, said M. de Rénal, but that's the end.

At that moment his rage gavc him the tone of a decisive man.
The peasant saw there was no more progress to be made; and then
M. de Rénal, in his turn, began to forge ahcad. He absolutely
refused to give the first month’s thirty-six francs to old Sorel, who
was very anxious to bring them to his son. It occurred to M. de
Rénal that he might have to describe to his wife the part he had
played in all this bargaining.

—Give me back those hundred francs I gave vou, he said crossly.
M. Durand owes me some moncy. I'll go with vour son to pick up
the black suit.

After this vigorous gesture old Sorel wiscly fell back upon his
formulas of respect; they took up a good quarter of an hour. Finally,
sceing that there was really nothing more to be gained, he took his
leave. His final compliment finished with these words:

—I shall send my son up to the manor housec.

This was the term the mayor’s subordinates applied to his house
when they wanted to flatter him.

WWhen he got back to his mill, Sorel looked about vainly for his
son. Uneasy about what might happen, Julien had slipped out in

1. If one paid in écus (crowns) worth six francs apiece, thirly-six francs would
make a round sum.
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the middle of the night to find a safe place for his books and his
cross of the Legion of Honor. He had taken evcrything to a young
lumberman, his friend, a man named FFouqué? who lived up on the
big mountain that stands over Vcrricres.

After his return: —God knows, said his father, if a lazy loafer like
vou will cver have the grace to repay me all the moncy I've becen
laying out for vour food all these ycars. Pack up your rubbish and gct
ovcer to the mayor’s.

Surpriscd that he hadn’t been beaten, Julien hastened to leave.
But scarcely out of sight of his terrible father, he slackencd his
pace. I1e thought it might be useful to his hypocrisy to stop off in
the church.

The word surprises vou? Bcefore reaching this horrible expression,
the soul of the young pecasant had passed through a long dcvelop-
ment.

WWhen he was a mere child he had seen certain dragoons of thc
6th, with thcir long white cloaks and hclmets decked with long
black horsehair, on their way back from Italy. Julicn watched them
tic their horses to the grilled windows of his father’s house, and
grew wild to be a soldier. Latcr, he listencd with passionate excite-
ment to those storics about the battles at the bridge of Lodi, of
Arcola and Rivoli, which he heard from the old surgcon-major.?
He noted the pride and enthusiasm with which the old man kept
glancing at his cross.

But when Julien was just fourtecn, they began to build at Ver-
ricres a church which could fairly be called magnificent for such a
small town. There were four columns of marble, in particular, the
sight of which struck Julien; they became famous throughout the
countryside, by rcason of thc deadly feud they caused between the
justicc of the peace and the young vicar, sent from Besangon, who
was thought to be a spy for the congregation.# The justice of the
peace was sure to losc his post, or such at least was thc general
impression. Hadn’t he dared to quarrel with a prest who every two
wecks went to Besangon, where, people said, he visited the bishop
himself?

2. The original of Fouqué was an ac-
quaintance of Stendhal’s youth, Fran-
cois Bigillion, who was generous and
open-hearted but killed himself when
his wife deceived him.

3. Stendhal’s Italian service had been
with the Sixth Dragoons. Lodi (May
10, 1796), Arcola (November 15-17,
1796), and Rivoli (June 14, 1797)
were classic battles of Napoleonic strat-
egy.

4. A congregation is any of a variety
of pious, voluntary organizations that
existed after the seventeenth century in

France. They might include laymen as
well as ecclesiastics, and they had to
have the approval of the diocesan
bishop and sometimes of the pope.
They ordinarily grew up around a
religious figure (the Virgin), symbol
(the Sacred Heart), or order (the
Jesuits). Stendhal’s special black imag-
ination regarding clerics may have at-
tributed to them a sinister power they
did not always possess; yet there can
be no doubt that in small provincial
towns they wielded great influence.
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Mcanwhile, the justice of the peace. who was father of a numecr-
ous family, rendered a number of decisions that scemed unjust; they
all scemed to Dbear against townspcople who rcad the Constitu-
tionnel> The party of virtue was triumphant. The fincs ncver
amounted, it’s true, to more than three or five francs; but onc of
these petty mulets fell on a nailmaker, Julien’s godfathcr. In his
rage this man declared: —\What a change! And to think that for
twenty vears and more cvervbody thought that justice was an honest
man! The surgcon-major, Julien’s friend, was dcad.®

Quite suddenly Julien stopped talking of Napolcon; he declared
that he wanted to become a pricst, and he was constantly obscrved
about his father’s sawmill, memorizing a Latin Bible the pricst had
loancd him. That good old man, amazed at his progress, devoted
whole cvenings to tcaching him theology. Julien never displaved
before him any but pious sentiments. \Who could have guessed that
that girlish face, so pale and soft, conccaled an unshakable resolu-
tion to dic a thousand decaths rather than fail to make his fortunc!

FFor Julicn, making his fortunc meant, first of all, gctting out of
Verric¢res; he loathed his home town. Evcrvthing he saw there
chilled his imagination.

Ever since he was a boy, he had had moments of sccrct cxulta-
tion. He drcamed with joy of onc day being introduced to the pretty
women of Paris; he would, of course, attract their admiration with
somc brilliant action. \Why should he not win the love of onc of
them, just as Bonaparte, when still voung, had bcen loved by the
brilliant Nlme. de Bcauharnais?® Over the past several years, Julicn
had scarcely passed an hour without reminding himsclf that Bona-
parte, starting as a poor and obscurc licutenant, had madec himsclf
master of the world, with his sword alone. This idea consoled him
amid his sorrows, which he considered great, and multiplied his joys
when hc had any.

The building of the church and the sentences imposed by the
justice of the peacc illuminated him, as by a fash; an idca that came
to him rendcred him for scveral wecks almost mad, and finally took
posscssion of him with the irresistible power which his first-born
idea cxerciscs over every passionate soul.

—\Vhen Bonaparte made his name, France was in danger of in-
vasion; the soldier’s trade was neccssary and fashionable. Nowadays,
therc are forty-ycar-old pricsts who draw salarics of a hundred

5. Though not avowedly liberal itself,
the Constitutionnel became a rallying
point after the Restoration for what-
ever liberal opinion the Bourbons per-
mitted.

6. The abrupt and unexplained com-
bination of ideas in this paragraph is
one of the triumphs of Stendhal’s art.
Julien puts bare, brief sentences beside

one another, and they fall into a pat-
tern with an almost audible click.

7. Mme. de Beauharnais later became
the Empress Josephine; it would seem
she was not at first much impressed
with the scrawny, penniless, provincial
voung man who was destined to make
himself emperor—and her an empress.
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thousand francs, three times as much as the famous division com-
mandcrs of Napoleon. They need subordinates. Think of that
justice of the peacc, once a good judge and an honest man, and
now grown old, who covers himself with disgrace, for fear of dis-
pleasing a young vicar thirty ycars old. The thing to be is a priest.

Once, in the midst of his new picty, when Julien had been study-
ing theology for two ycars, he was betrayed by a sudden outburst
of the passion that was devouring him inwardly. It was at M.
Clhélan’s, at a dinner of clerics to whom the old priest had presented
him as a prodigious scholar: he found himself babbling frantic
praiscs of Napolcon. He strapped his right arm to his chest, pre-
tended that he had dislocated it while shifting a trce trunk, and
carried it in this painful position for two months. After this judicial
penalty, he pardoned himsclf. Such was the young man, nineteen
years old, but so frail that he would never have been thought more
than seventecn, who cntered the splendid church of Verriércs with
a little parccl under his arm.

He found the church dark and deserted. Because of a festival, all
the windows of the building had becn covered with scarlet cloth.
As a result, the sun struck through in shafts of brilliant light, creat-
ing an impressive and religious atmospherc. Julien shivered. All
alone in the church, he took a scat in the finest pcw. It bore M. de
Rénal’s coat of arms.

On the lectern, Julien noted a scrap of printed paper, set out
therc as if for him to rcad. He glanced at it and saw:

Details of the execution and last moments of Louis Jenrel8
executed at Besangon, on the

The paper was torn. On the other side were the first words of
a linc: The first step. . . .

\Who could have left this paper here? thought Julien. Poor
fellow, he added with a sigh, his name has the same ending as minc.
... He crumpled up the paper.

As he went out, Julien imagined he saw a pool of blood by the
baptismal font; it was mercly somc holy water which had been
spilled; the red curtains covering the windows made it look like
blood.

At last, Julien grew ashamed of his sceret terrors.

—Am [ going to be a coward? he said. To arms!

This phrasc, so often rccurring in the battle stories of the old sur-
geon, was a heroic word for Julicn. He rose and walked swiftly to-
ward the housc of M. de Rénal.

In spitc of his finc resolutions, as soon as he was within twenty
fcet of it he was overcome by an access of timidity. The iron gate

8. Louis Jenrel is an anagram of Julien Sorel.
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was opcen, it scemed magnificent to him, and he had to go inside it.

Julicn was not the only person deeply disturbed by his arrival in
this housc. Mme. de Rénal’s modesty was much distressed by the
idca of this outsider, whosc work would continually bring him be-
tween her and her children. She was used to having her children
sleep in the same room with her. That moming tcars had flowed
freely when she saw their little beds carried off into the room sct
aside for the new tutor. She had implored her husband in vain that
the bed of Stanislas-Xavicr, her youngest, might be returned to her
room.

[Femininc dclicacy was carried to an extreme in Mmec. de Rénal.
She had formed in her mind a most disagrecable picturce of a gross
and slovenly creature, whose duty it would be to scold her children
simply because he knew Latin, a barbarous language on account of
which her children would be whipped.?

Chajster 6
BOREDOM

What I am I no longer know,
Nor what I’'m doing.
—Mozart (Figaro)l

\Vith the swift gracc that was natural to her when unconstrained
by the sight of men, Mmec. de Rénal was going out the living room
door that gave onto thc garden when she noticed by the main
cntry a young pecasant, scarccly morc than a child, very pale and
showing traces of rccent tears. He wore a white shirt and was
carrying under his arm a cotton jacket of violet color, ncatly
foldecl.2

The complexion of this little pcasant was so pale, his cyes so soft,
that Mmc. de Rénal’s somcwhat romantic disposition took him at
first for a girl in disguisc who might have come to beg some favor
of the mayor. She felt an impulse of pity for this poor creature,
hesitating in the doorway, and apparcntly fearful of lifting her hand
to ring the bell. Diverted a moment from her own bitter distress
over the arrival of the tutor, Nimc. de Rénal came closer. Julien,
his cyes fixed on the door, did not notice her approach; he started
when a gentle voice, speaking close beside his car, said:

—\What do you want herc, my child?

Julicn turned suddenly, and was sc¢ struck by the kind glance of
Mme de Rénal that he forgot part of his timidity. Then, astonished

9. Stendhal had had a tutor, Abbé
Raillane, whom he represented as just

in Act I and describes young Cheru-
bino's intense erotic fantasies.

such an ignorant and brutal tyrant as
Mme. de Rénal instinctively fears. See
Brulard, Chaps. 7-9.

1. The phrase is from Cherubino’s aria

2. This scene, if not imitated from, at
least parallels that in Rousseau's Con-
fesstonus (Book II) where he first makes
the acquaintance of Mme. de \Warens.
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by her beauty, he forgot everything else, including his purpose in
coming. Mme. de Rénal had repeated her question.

—TI’ve come to be the tutor, madame, he said at last, covered with
shamc for the tears he was trying his best to efface.

Mme. de Rénal was overcome with surprise; they stood quite close
and looked at onc another. Julien had never seen anyone so wecll
dressed, nor a woman with so fine a complexion, who spoke to
him so gently. Mme. de Rénal looked at the great tears standing
on the cheeks, once so pale and now so pink, of the young pcasant.
Then she began to laugh, with all the absurd gaiety of a young
girl, laughing at herself and yet unable to think why she felt so
happy. So this was the tutor whom she had imagined as an un-
washed, slovenly priest who would scold her children and whip them!

—\WVell, sir, she said at last, so you know Latin?

This word “sir” surprised Julien so much that he hesitated for an
instant.

—Ycs, madamc, he said timidly.

Mme. de Rénal was so happy, she dared to say to Julien:

—You won’t scold the poor children too much?

—Scold them? said Julien, in astonishment. I scold them? \Why
should I?

—Then, sir, she added after a short silence, and in a voice that
grew every instant more emotional, then you will be kind with
them, you promisc it?

Hecaring himself called “sir” again, in perfect seriousness, and by
a finely dressed lady, was altogether beyond Julien’s expectations; in
nonc of the splendid fantasics of his youth had he ever imagined
that a lady of fashion would deign to say a word to him before he
had a fancy uniform. Mme. de Rénal, for her part, was completcly
deceived by the fresh complexion, the great dark eves of Julicn, and
his fine head of hair which curled a little more than usual, because,
in order to cool off, he had just ducked his head in the public
fountain. To her great joy, she discovered the timid manner of a
voung girl in this terrible tutor whose fierce look and surly manners
had scemed to thrcaten such terrors for her children. IFor Mme. de
Rénal’s placid disposition, the contrast between her fears and what
she actually saw was a grcat event. At last she recovered from her
surprise. She was astonished to find hersclf at the doorstep of her
own housc, with this young man, almost in his shirt, and standing
so close to him.

—Come in, sir, said she, in some embarrassment.

In her whole lifetime a completcely pleasant experience had never
struck Mme. de Rénal so profoundly; never had such a gracious
event succeeded such disturbing fears. So her pretty little children,
over whom she had watched so carcfully, were not to pass into the
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dirty hands of a grumbling old pricst. Scarcely were they in the hall-
way when she turned back toward Julien, who was following her
timidly. His look of astonishment at such a beautiful housc was one
morc charm in the cyves of Nlme. de Rénal. She could hardly belicve
her eyces; it scemed to her particularly strange that the tutor was not
dressed in black.

—DBut is it truc, sir, she said, stopping again and mortally afraid
of having madc a mistake, for she was so happy in her illusions, is
it true that you know Latin?

These words struck at Julien’s pride, and dispelled the charm in
which he had been floating for the past quarter hour.

—Yes, indeed, madame, said he, sccking to assume a chilly tone;
I know Latin as well as the pricst docs, and, as he is occasionally
kind cnough to say himsclf, perhaps cven better.

Mme. de Rénal noted that Julien had a particularly cruel expres-
sion; he had stopped two paces from her. She moved toward him
and said softly:

—But these first days, vou will promisc not to beat my children,
cven if they don’t know their lessons?

This gentle, almost supplicating tonc on the part of a finc lady
suddenly caused Julien to forget his reputation as a Latinist. NImc.
de Rénal stood very close to him; he breathed the perfumed scent
of a woman in light summer clothing—an astonishing thing for a
voung peasant. Julien blushed deeply, sighed, and said faintly:

—Havc no fear, madame, you shall be obeyved in cverything.

Only at this moment, when her fcars on behalf of her children
were completely relieved, did Mme. de Rénal notice that Julien was
extremely handsome. Thc almost femininc delicacy of his featurcs
and his awkward air scemed in no way ridiculous to a woman who
was herself cxtremely timid. The blunt, masculine air commonly
considercd necessary to malce beauty would have frightened her.

—How old are you, sir? shc asked Julicn.

—Necarly ninctcen.

—N\Iy oldest son is cleven, said Nme. dec Rénal, quite at her case;
he will be almost like a fricnd for you, vou can reason with him.
Once his father had occasion to whip him and the boy was sick
for a whole weck, yet he was not hit hard at all.

How diffcrent from me, thought Julicn. Only vesterday my father
beat me up. Don’t these rich people have it casy!

Mme. de Rénal was alrcady reaching after the slightest subtlctics
of rcaction within the tutor’s soul; she took his look of gricf for
further timidity, and tried to cncourage him.

—\Vhat is vour name, sir? she asked, in a tonc and with an ex-
pression whose full charm Julien expcerienced without being able to
cxplain it.
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—I am Julicn Sorcl, madame; I am terrificd at cntering a strange
houschold for the first time in my life; I shall need vour protcction
and vour pardon for many faults during the first days. T havc never
gone to college, T was too poor; I have ncver talked with other men
cxcept for my cousin, the surgeon-major, who was a member of the
Lcgion of Honor, and M. Chélan, the pricst. He can give vou a good
account of me. NIy brothers have always beaten me up; you must
not bclicve them if they say evil things about mc; pardon my faults
and errors, madame, I shall ncver mecan any harm.

Julicn gained in confidence during this long specch, and he cx-
amined N mec. dc Rénal. Grace is perfect when it is natural and
unsclf-conscious; Julien, who had distinct ideas about feminine
bcauty, would have sworn at that moment that shc was only twenty
vcars old. All of a sudden the wild idca occurred to him of kissing
her hand. At first he was afraid of his own idea; an instant later he
said to himsclf: Tt will bc cowardicc on my part not to carry out a
scheme that may be uscful to me, and cut down this finc lady’s
contempt for a laborer just liberated from his sawmill. Perhaps
Julicn was somewhat cncouraged by that phrasc, good-looking boy,
he had been hearing cvery Sunday for the past six months or so from
sevcral girls. \While thesc inner debates were going on, Mmc. de
Rénal gave him a few words of advice on the way to win the confi-
dence of the children. The violence of Julien's inncr struggles
rendered him pale again: he said, with an air of constraint:

—Necver, madame, shall T lift a hand against vour children; 1
swear it before heaven.

And as he said these words. he had the audacity to take Mme. de
Rénal's hand and carny it to his lips. She was astonished at this
action, and on thinking it over, shocked. As it was quitc hot, her
arm was complctely barc beneath her shawl, and Julien’s action of
raising the hand to his lips uncovered it entirely. A fcw moments
later she scolded hersclf for not having grown indignant quickly
enough.

M. de Rénal, who had heard their talk, cmerged from his study;
with the samc majestic and paternal air he assumed when hc mar-
ricd pcople at the mavor’s office, he said to Julicn:

—1It is impecrative that I have a word with vou before the children
sce vou.

Hc invited Julicn into a room and brought his wifc along, though
she wantcd to leavce them alone together. VWhen the door was closed,
M. dc Rénal scated himsclf and put on a solemn expression.

—The priest has assurcd me that vou are a worthy person; cvery-
onc herc will trcat vou with respect, and if I am satisfied, 1 may well
help vou toward a modest but respectable position. I desire that
vou scc no morc of your parcnts or vour friends, their tone can
scarccly be suitable for my children. Iere are thirty-six francs for
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your first month’s pay; but I rcquirc your word of honor that not a
singlc sou of it shall go to your father.

M. dc Rénal was furious with the old man, who in this bargain
had got the better of him.

—Now, sir, for by my orders cveryone here will address you as

sir,” and you will ind thc advantages of living in a wcll-ordered
houschold; now, sir, it is by no mcans suitablc that the children
sce you in a workman’s jacket. Did anv of the scrvants sce him?
M. dc Rénal asked his wifc.

—No, my decar, she replied, as if deep in thought.

—So much thc better. Put on this, said he to the surprised young
man, handing over onc of his own coats. Now lct us pay a visit to
M. Durand, the tailor.

An hour later, when M. de Rénal returned with the new tutor all
dressed in black, he found his wife still sitting in the samc room.
She felt calmer in the presence of Julien, and as she watched him
shc forgot to be afraid. Julicn gave hernot a thought; for all his lofty
vicws of destiny and human kind, his soul at that moment was a
child’s; he felt he had lived for ycars in the three hours since he
stood trembling in the church. Ilc took note of Mmc. dec Rénal's
chilly attitudc and undecrstood that shc was angry at his boldncss
in kissing her hand. But the sensc of pride he felt at wearing clothes
so diffcrent from his usual garb distracted him, and he was so hard
put to repress his delight that all his gestures became abrupt, almost
wild. NImc. de Rénal looked upon him with astonished cycs.

—A little gravity, sir, M. dc Rénal said to him, if you wish to be
respected by my children and my servants.

—Sir, Julicn replied, I fecl ill at casc in these new clothes. I am
a poor pcasant and have never worn anything but a jacket. \WVith
your pcrmission, [ shall retire to my room.

—\Vhat do you think of our new acquisition? M. de Rénal asked
his wife.

By an instinctive reflex, the meaning of which she never declared
to herself, Nime. de Rénal masked the truth from her husband.

—I am by no mecans as dclighted as you are with this little
pcasant, she said; your kindness will make him impertinent, and
then you'll have to turn him off within a month.

—So be it, then! T'll turn him off; we may be out a hundred
francs or so, and Vcrriéres will be in the habit of sccing a tutor with
M. dc Rénal’s children. We would not have gained that point if 1
had left Julicn in a workman’s blouse. If I turn him off, naturally
I'll kecp the black suit I just got at the tailor’s. He will keep only
what I picked up for him off the ready-madc rack.

The hour during which Julicn kept to his room scemed an instant
to Mme. dc Rénal. The children, who had heard of their new
tutor’s arrival, overwhclmed their mother with questions. At last

«
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Julien camc forth. He was an cntircly new man. To say that hc
was grave would be absurd; he was gravity incamate. He was intro-
duccd to the children and spoke to them with an.air that astonished
M. de Rénal himsclf.

—1I am herc, voung gentlemen, said he at thc cnd of his allocu-
tion, to tcach vou Latin. You know what it means to recite your
lessons. \Vecll, here is the Holy Bible, said he, showing them a little
black-bound duodccimo. It is, spccifically, the story of our Lord
Jesus Christ, the part known as the New Testament. I shall often
ask vou to rccite your lessons; now [ want you to make me recitc
minc.

Adolphe, the cldest of the children, had taken the book in his
hand.

—Open it at random, said Julicn, and rcad off the first thrce
words of a verse. I shall repeat from memory the sacred book, guide
of conduct for us all, until you stop mc.

Adolphe opcned the book and read a couple of words; Julicn re-
cited the cntirc page as fluently as if he had been speaking Irench.
M. de Rénal cast toward his wife a look of triumph. The children,
sccing that their parcnts wcre astonished, opened their own eyes
wide. A servant came through the-doorway; Julicn continued to rc-
citc Latin. The scrvant stoppced still for a moment, then disappearcd.
Soon madame’s maid and the cook appeared in the doorway and
stood there; by then Adolphc had opencd the book in eight differ-
ent placcs, and Julien was still reciting as glibly as ever.

—O, good Lord, what a pretty little pricst! the cook said aloud;
she was a good girl and veny devout.

M. de Rénal’s sclf-cstecm was arouscd; far from dreaming of
cxamining the tutor, he was busy rummaging through his memory
for a few Latin tags; at last he succeeded in repeating a verse of
Horace. Julicn knew no Latin outside the Bible. He answered with
a frown:

—The holy ministry for which I am destined precludcs my read-
ing so profane an author.

M. de Rénal cited a pretty liberal number of pretended verscs
from Horace. He explained to his children who and what Horacc
was; but the children, struck with admiration, paid scarcely any
attention to what he was saying. They were watching Julien.

As the servants werc still crowding into the doonway, Julien felt
he had to prolong the test:

—And now, said he to the yvoungest child, I should like M. Stanis-
las-Xavier? to sclect for mce a passage of holy writ.

3. The names of Mme. de Rénal’s chil- given names of Louis XVIII. One
dren are not wholly arbitrary. Adolphe notes that since the first couple of
is probably named after the romantic  chapters, Mme. de Rénal’s three chil-
hero of Benjamin Constant’s novel dren have quietly been reduced in num-
(1815); Stanislas-Xavier were the ber to two.
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Little Stanislas, flushed with pride, rcad as well as he could the
first word of a versc, and Julien recited the whole page. That nothing
should be lacking to M. de Reénal’s triumph, as Julien was reciting
there entered M. Valenod, owner of those fine Norman horses, and
M. Charcot de Maugiron, subprefect of the district. This scene
carncd Julien the title of “sit”; henceforth not cven the scrvants
darcd refusc it.

That cvening all Verriéres poured in upon M. de Rénal to witness
the marvel. Jnlicn replied to cveryone with an air of gloom that kept
them at a distance. 1lis glory sprcad through the town so rapidly
that, a few days later, M. dc Rénal, who feared that somebody might
woo him away, proposcd that hc sign a contract for two vcars.

—No, sir, Julicn replicd coldly, should you decide to dismiss me,
I would be obliged to lecave. A contract that binds me but commits
vou to nothing is altogcther unfair; I must declinc it.

Julien managed so cleverly that within a month of his arrival
M. de Rénal himself respected him., Since the priest had quarreled
with Mecssicurs de Rénal and Valenod and nobody could reveal
Julicn’s former admiration for Napolcon, he ncver spoke of him
without horror.

Chapter 7
ELECTIVE AFFINITIES?

They can touch the heart only by bruising it.
—A Modern

The children worshipped him, he liked them not at all; his
thoughts were clsewhere. What the little oncs did had no power
cven to make him impatient. Cool, judicial, impassive and vet be-
loved, because his coming had in some degree relieved the borcdom
of the houschold, he was a good tutor. On his own account, he felt
only hatred and horror for the high socicty to which he was now
admitted, if only at the foot of the table—a circumstance which
may cxplain his hatc and horror. At certain formal dinncrs he could
hardly contain his hatred of cverything that surrounded him. Onc
day in particular of the fcstival of St. Louis,> when M. Valenod was
dining with M. dc Rénal, Julien almost gave himsclf away; he fled
into the garden, on the pretext of looking after the children. \What
harangucs about honesty, he cricd; vou'd think it was the only virtue
there is; and yet, what consideration, what fawning respect, for a
man who's obviously doubled and tripled his cstate since he’s been
in charge of the poorhousc! I'll bet he cven makes a profit out of

4. The chapter title is the name of a August 25; this date makes some
fine novel by Goethe which Stendhal trouble for the chronologist of the
had read many years before. novel. since according to indications it
5. The festival of St. Louis falls on should be later in the year at this point.
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the orphans, paupers whose misery is specially sacred. Ah, mon-
sters, they’re all monsters! And I'm a sort of orphan myself, hated
by my father, my brothers, my whole family.

A few days before the festival of Saint Louis, Julien had been
walking alone and saying his breviary in a little park called the Bel-
vedere, which stands above Loyalty Square, when he saw his two
brothers approaching along a deserted path. His first impulse was
to avoid them. These clumsy oafs were so provoked by the fine
black suit of their brother, by his look of extreme cleanliness, and
by thc sincere contempt he felt for them that they beat him up and
left him on the ground bloody and unconscious. Mme. de Rénal,
strolling with M. Valenod and the subprefect, arrived by accident
in the little park; she saw Julien stretched on the ground and sup-
poscd him dead. Her anguish was such as to rouse M. Valenod’s
jealousy.

His alarm was premature. Julien thought Mme. de Rénal very
lovely, but hc hated her for her bcauty; it was the first reef on which
his carcer had almost run aground. He talked to her as little as
possiblc, hoping to make her forget the folly that had led him, the
first day, to kiss her hand.

Elisa, Mme. de Rénal’s maid, had not failed to fall in love with
the young tutor, and often talked of him with her mistress. Mlle.
Elisa’s affcction earned Julien the hatred of one of the valets. Onc
day he heard this man saying to Elisa: You never talk to me any
morc sincc that grecasy tutor’s been in the house. Julien deserved no
such epithct; but with the instincts of a good-looking young fellow
he paid extra attention to his appearance. M. Valenod's dislike of
him rcdoubled as well. He said publicly that such elegance was un-
becoming in a young abbé. Except for the cassock, that was thc
dress that Julien wore.

Mme. de Rénal noted that he talked frequently with Mlle. Elisa;
she learned that these talks were occasioned by the cxtreme meager-
ness of Julicn’s wardrobe. He had so little linen that he was often
obliged to have it laundered outside the house, and it was in these
little arrangements that LElisa served him. Such extreme poverty, of
which she had never had a suspicion, touched Mme. de Rénal; she
would have liked to give him a present, but did not dare; this
inner resistance was the first painful sensation that Julien caused
her. Until then, his name and the sensc of a purc and spiritual joy
had becn synonymous for her. Tormented by the thought of Julien’s
poverty, Mme. de Rénal spoke to her husband about making him
a present of some linen:

—\WWhat foolishness! hc told her. That’s some idea, giving pres-
ents to a man who’s serving us perfcctly well already. We might do
it if he were slacking off and we wanted to rouse his eagerness again.
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Mmec. de Rénal was humiliated by this way of looking at things;
before Julicn came she would never have noticed it. She never saw
his costumc, very ncat but very simple, like that of a young abbé,
without thinking to hersclf: poor boy, how can he possibly manage?

Gradually she came to fecl pity instcad of shock at all the things
Julicn lacked.

Mmec. dc Rénal was onc of thosc provincial women whom you
might very well take for fools the first two wecks of your acquaint-
ancc. She had no cxpericnce of lifc and made no cffort at small talk.
Since she was gifted with a dclicate and lofty soul, her instinct for
happiness which is natural to all living crcatures provided that
mostly she paid no attention to the behavior of the gross creatures
amid whom fortunc had thrust her.

She would have been noted for the instinctive quickness of her
wit if she had rcccived the Icast cducation. But as an heiress she
had becen raised among dcvotional nuns with a passion for the
Sacred Heart of Jesus and a violent hatred for thosc I‘renchmen
who were assumed to be cnemics of the Jesuits. Nlme. de Rénal
had the good sensc to forget immediatcly, as ridiculous, whatever
she had been taught in the convent; but she put nothing in its placc,
and cnded by knowing nothing. The prematurce flatterics to which
she had been subjected as heiress to a great fortune, and a distinct
lcaning toward passionatc devotion, had given her a whole inner
lifc of her ovwn. \With the most perfect air of condescension and a
sclf-sacrificing manncr which all the Verrieres husbands cited to
their wives as exemplary and which was M. de Rénal’s chicf pride, she
still managed her cxistence on the principle of the most lofty dis-
dain. Any princess distinguished for her pride pays infinitcly morc
attention to what her attendants do than did this lady, so gentle
and modest in appcarance, to the words or deeds of her husband.
Until Julicn came she had really paid no attention to anyonc cxcept
her children. Their little ailments and pains, their little pleasurcs,
had occupicd the cntirc consciousness of this soul who in her whole
life had never adored anyonc but God when she was in the Sacred
Heart of Besangon.

Though she would not have venturcd to say a word to anyone, a
feverish spell on the part of onc of her children could reduce her
almost to thc same condition as if the child had dicd. A burst of
crudc laughter and a shrug of the shoulders accompanied by some
trivial proverb about the folly of womcen were the only sort of wel-
comc she cver got when the need to open her heart led her, in the
first years of her marriage, to discuss troubles of this sort with her
husband. His varicty of humor, especially when it concerned the
illnesses of her children, twisted the knife in Mme. de Rénal’s heart.
And it was for this that she had exchanged the obscquious and
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honcyed flatteries of the Jesuit convent where she had passed her
youth. She achieved her education through gricf. Too proud to
talk openly about troubles of this sort, cven to her friend Mme.
Denville, she supposed that all men werc like her husband, like M.
Valenod, likc the subprefect de Maugiron. Coarsencss and brutal in-
difference to everything that was not money, promotion, or a cross;
a blind hatred for any sort of thought that went against their inter-
ests—these qualitics scemed to her as natural to the sex as wcaring
boots and felt hats.

After many years Mme. de Rénal was not yet accustomed to thesc
moncy men among whom it was her fate to live.

Hence the success of the young peasant, Julien. She found many
sorts of plcasurc, all bright with the charm of novclty, in the
sympathy accorded by his proud and noble spirit. Mme. de Rénal
quickly forgave him his cxtreme ignorance, which was only one
grace morc in her cves, and the rudencss of his manncrs, which she
succceded in correcting. She found that he was worth listening to,
cven when the talk ran on the most ordinary topics, even in the
matter of a wretched dog, crushed as it was crossing the strect by
the cart of a peasant going by at a trot. The sight of such suffcring
provoked her husband to his coarse laughter, whercas she noted
that Julicn's dark, finely arched cycbrows contracted in a frown.
Gradually, it secmed to her gencrosity, nobility of spirit, and hu-
manity cxisted only in the person of this young abbé. She fclt for
him all the sympathy, and cven worship, that these virtues arouse in
well-born naturcs.

In Paris, Julien’s position with regard to Mme. de Rénal would
quickly have been simplificd; but in Paris, love is the child of novels.
The voung tutor and his timid mistress would have found in threc or
four novcls, or even in the couplets of the Gymnasc, a clarification
of their position. The novels would have outlined for them the roles
to be played, provided them with a model to imitate; and this
model, sooncr or later, though without the least pleasurc and perhaps
cven reluctantly, vanity would have forced Julicn to follow.

In a little village of the Aveyron or the Pyrences, the slightest
incident would have been rendered decisive by the heat of the
climatc. Undecr our darker skics, a poor young man who is ambitious
only becausc the dclicacy of his hcart makes absolutcly nccessary
for him somc of thosc pleasurcs that money bestows can sce cvery
day a woman of thirty, sincercly virtuous, devoted to her children,
and who ncver thinks of looking in novcls for cxamples of conduct.
Everything progresses slowly, things are donc gradually in the prov-
inccs, behavior is more natural.

6. The Gymnase Dramatique, a theater to vaudeville comedies in couplets.
erccted in 1820, was largely given over
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Oftcn, as she thought of the young tutor’s poverty, NMmec. dc
Rénal was moved almost to weep. Julicn came upon her onc day
when she was actually in tcars.

— A, madame, have you had some misfortunc?

—No, my fricnd, she answered; call the children, we’ll go for a
walk.

Shc took his arm, and lcancd on it in a way that scemed extraor-
dinary to Julicn. This was the first timc she had called him “my
fricnd.”

Toward the end of the stroll Julicn noted that she was blushing
dceply. She slowed her steps.

—7You will perhaps have heard, she said, without looking at him,
that I am the only hcircess of a rich aunt who lives ncar Besangon.
Shc loads mc down with presents. . . . Ny boys arc making such
progress . . . such amazing progress . . . that I would very much
like to ask you to acccpt a littlc present as a token of my gratitudc.
It is only a mattcr of a few louis so you can gct somce lincn. But . . .
shc addcd, blushing cven more deeply, and she fell silent.

—\What, madamec? asked Julicn.

—It would bc unnccessary, she continucd, lowering her head, to
speak of this to my husband.

—I may be humble, madame, but I am not basc, Julicn replicd,
stopping and drawing himsclf up to his full staturc, while his cycs
sparkled with anger; pcrhaps you have not thought about that
cnough. I should be worsc than a menial if I put mysclf in the posi-
tion of conccaling from M. dc Rénal anything having to do with
my money.

Mmec. dc Rénal was crushed.

—His honor the mayor, Julicn went on, has madc five payments
of my thirty-six franc salary since I have been in his houschold. 1
am rcady to display my account book to M. de Rénal, or to anybody
clsc, even to M. Valenod, who hates me.

After this outburst, Mmc. de Rénal remainced pale and trembling,
and the walk ended without cithcr onc of them finding any prectext
for renewing the discussion. Love for NMme. de Rénal became more
and more impossible in Julicn’s haughty heart; on her side, she
admired, she respected him; she had been scolded by him. Under
prctext of atoning for the humiliation shc had unintcentionally
caused him, she allowed hersclf to pay him the most delicate atten-
tions. The novelty of thesc maneuvers provided a weck’s happiness
for Mme. dc Rénal. They had the further effect of partially soothing
Julicn’s anger; he was far from sceing in them anything that could
rescemblce personal affection.

That’s how rich pcoplc arc, he told himself; they humiliatc you
and then think they can set things right with a fcw monkey tricks!
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Mme. de Rénal’s heart was so full, and still so innocent, that in
spite of her resolutions on this point she told her husband about
the offer she had made to Julien and the way in which he had
rejected it.

—How in the world, said M. de Rénal in great indignation, could
vou endure a rcfusal on the part of a servant?

And when Mme. de Rénal exclaimed against this term:

—I speak, madame, as thc late Prince of Condé¢ did when intro-
ducing his courticrs to his new wife: “All these people, said he, are
our servants.” 1 rcad vou the passage from Besenval’s Memoirs,’
it’s important in thesc matters of prccedence. Anvone who isn’t a
gentleman, who lives in vour housc and rcccives a salary, is vour
servant. I'll have a few words with this M. Julien, and give him a
hundred francs.

—AN, my dcar, said Mme. de Rénal, trembling, at lcast vou must
not do it in front of the other scrvants!

—You are right, they might be jealous, and rightly so, said her
husband, and he took himself off, much impressed by the vastness
of the sum.

Mme. de Rénal dropped into a chair, almost fainting with gricf.
He is going to humiliate Julien, and it will be my fault! She felt a
horror of her husband, and buried her face in her hands. She swore
then never to confide in him again.

WWhen she saw Julien again, she was all atremble, her throat so
choked that she could hardly managc to sav the least word. In her
embarrassment, shec took his hands and wrung them.

—\Well, mv friend, shc managed to say at last, are you pleased
with my husband?

—\Why not? said Julien, with a bitter smilc; he just gave me a
hundred francs.

Mme. de Rénal looked hesitantly at him.

—Give mc vour arm, she said to him, finally, with an accent of
decision Julicn had never noted in her beforc.

Shc ventured to go to the bookseller of Verriéres, in spite of his
frightful reputation for liberalism.® There she selected books to the
valuc of ten louis which she presented to her sons. But the books
were just those that she knew Julien wanted. She demanded that
each of hcer sons writc his name in the books that had been sclected
for him, and do it immediately, in thc bookscller’s shop. \WVhile

7. Besenval, a Swiss officer in service
of the French king during the eighteenth
century, left behind some (unreliable)
memoirs and a novel which Stendhal
prized as representations of life under
the old regime. The point here is M.
de Rénal's effort to copy aristocratic
manners at very long range indeed.

8. The only bookstore in Stendhal’s
Grenoble was a center of liberal
thought, hence bookstores in the
Stendhalian fiction are generally cen-
ters of leftist influence, despised by
good society.
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Mmec. dc Rénal was happy in making this sort of audacious rcpara-
tion to Julicn, he was lost in amazement at the number of books to
be scen in a bookstore. Never had he dared to sct foot in such a
profanc place; his hcart was thumping. I'ar from cven trying to
think what was going on in Mmec. dc Rénal’s heart, he was lost in
thought about how it would be possible for a young thcological
student to get hold of some of these books. The ideca occurred to
him at last that with somc cleverness onc might persuade M. de
Rénal that it would be good for his sons to write themes based on
the lives of cclebrated gentlemen born in the district. After a month
of managing, Julicn got this idca across, and to such cffect that
shortly afterward he ventured, in a conversation with M. de Rénal,
to proposc an action that would othernwisc have been very painful
for the noble mayor; it was a matter of contributing to the prosperity
of a liberal by taking out a subscription to the lending library. M. dc
Rénal agreed, indeed, that it would be wisc to give his clder son
a visual impression of various books he might hear mentioned when
hc went off to the military academy; but Julien saw that his honor
rcfused stubbornly to go a step farther. 11c suspected a sceret motive,
but could not gucss at it.

—1I was thinking, sir, hc remarked onc day, that it would be
highly inappropriatc for thc namc of a gentlemen, a namc like
Rénal, to appear in the dirty ledgers of a bookscller.

M. dc Rénal’s brow cleared.

—1It would also be a very bad business, Julicn continued in cven
humbler toncs, for a poor student of theology, if somconc some clay
should find that his namc had been in the accounts of a hookscller
who keeps a lending library. The liberals could accuse me of having
asked for the most infamous books; who knows, they might go so
far as to writc in after my name the titles of thesc perverse volumes.

But Julicn was off the track. He saw the mayor’s face resume its
cxpression of embarrassment and ill temper. Julicn fell silent. 1
have him on the hook, said he to himsclf.

A few days later the clder boy asked Julicn about a book that had
been advertised in the Quotidienne;? N. de Rénal was present.

—In order to avoid all occasions for triumph by the Jacobin party,
and yct to provide mc with a way to answer M. Adolphe, said the
young tutor, it might be possible to takc out a subscription at the
library in the namc of the lowest of your scrvants.

—Not a bad idea at al], said M. dc Rénal, in great good humor.

—Yect it must be specificd, Julien added, with that grave and
almost unhappy cxpression which suits certain pcople so admirably
when they scc that somcething they have desired for a long time is

9. The legitimist, that is, the royalist Quotidicnne stood in diametrical op-
and authoritarian newspaper. The position to the Constitutionnel.



34 - Redand Black

about to come truc, it must be specificd that the scrvant shall not
withdraw any novcl. Oncc in the house, these dangerous books
may corrupt madamc’s maids and the very servant himsclf.

—You arc forgctting to ban political pamphlcts as well, added
M. dec Rénal with a haughty air. He was trying to conccal his
admiration for the shrewd middle coursc discovered by his children’s
tutor.

Julien’s life was composed of a scrics of such petty negotiations;
and his success in them counted much more, with him, than the
scntiment of marked personal preference which he could have scen,
if he had only looked, in the heart of Mme. de Rénal.

The moral position he had occupicd all his life repeated itsclf
in the houschold of the mayor of Vcrricéres. As in his father’s saw-
mill, he despised in his heart the pcople among whom he lived,
and they hated him. Every day he obscrved, from the storics told
by the subprefect, by M. Valenod, by the other acquaintances of
the family, when they talked about things that had just taken place
beneath their very cves, how little their idcas corresponded with
rcality. If an action sccmed admirable to him, that was precisely
thc dced which called forth blame from the people around him.
His inward comment on them was always: \What monsters, or what
fools! The joke is that with all his pride, he often did not under-
stand the first thing of what was being talked about.

In his whole life he had spoken sincerely with only onc person,
the old surgcon-major; the few ideas he had all bore on Bonapartc’s
campaigns in Italy or thc practice of surgery. His vouthful courage
was fircd by dctailed accounts of cxtremely painful opcrations; he
uscd to tcll himsclf: I wouldn’t have flinched.

Thec first time that NMmec. dc Rénal tricd to talk with him on some
topic other than the cducation of children, he began to talk about
surgical opcrations; she turncd palc, and begged him to stop.!

Julicn knew nothing clsc. And so, as he spent much time in the
company of Nmc. de Rénal, the most cxtraordinary silence sprang
up between them as soon as they were alone together. In the draw-
ing room, though his deportment was always humble, she noted in
his cves an air of intcllectual supcriority over whatever company
camc to the housc. Finding hersclf alonc with him for a minutc, she
saw him grow visibly cmbarrassed. She was disturbed by it, for her
woman’s instinct warned her that this cmbarrassment was in no
way sentimental.

As a rcsult of an odd idca picked up from somc tale of good
1. The mechanical association of ideas Rousseau of how, because he liked her,
within Julien’'s mind controls his Dbe- he was compelled to accuse the serving

havior rigidly, even at the expense ol girl Marion of theft (Conjessions,
his intentions; see a similar story in Book 1I, toward the end).
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socicty told by the old surgcon-major, Julien felt humiliated as soon
as there was a moment’s silence anvtime he was in the company of
a woman, as if this silence were bound to be his personal fault.
\When they were alone together, the sensation was a hundred
times morc painful. Ilis imagination was full of the most cxagger-
ated, the most Spanish,? idcas about what a man should say when
hc is alonc with a woman; it offcred him, in his difficultics, only un-
acceptable idcas. 11is soul might be in the clouds, but he could not
brecak out of this humiliating silence. Thus the scvere air he assumed
during his long walks with MNmec. de Rénal and the children was
intensificd by the most crucl sufferings. 11e despised himsclf hor-
ribly. If, unhappily, he forced himself to talk, he alwayvs managed
to say thc most ridiculous things conccivable. T'o complcte his
miscry, he savw and cxaggerated his own absurdity; but what he did
not scc was thc cxpression of his cves; they were so finc and
cxpressed so ardent a spirit that somctimes, like good actors, they
gave mcaning to words which in themsclves had none. Nmec. de
Rénal noticed that when he was alonc with her he never succeeded
in saying anything good cxcept when he was distracted by some
unforcseen cvent and forgot about turning a ncat compliment. As
the fricnds of the family did not spoil her with an cxcess of new
and brilliant idcas, she took great pleasure in the flashes of Julicn’s
wit.

Since Napolcon fell, cvery semblance of gallantry has been strictly
banished from the manncrs of the provinces. Pcople arc afraid for
their jobs. Rascals scck support from the congregation; and hypocrisy
has madc splendid headway even among the liberal classes. Boredom
is thicker than cver. The only pleasures left arc reading and farming.

Mme. de Rénal, rich heiress of a pious aunt, marricd at sixtcen
to a respectable gentleman, had never in her life seen or experienced
anything that rescmbled in any way whatever the passion of love.
Her confessor, the good Curé Chélan, was almost the only man who
had cver mentioned the topic to her, in conncction with NI
Valcnod’s advances, and he had given her such a disgusting picturc
of it that thc word represented nothing, in her mind, but the most
depraved libertinage. She regarded as wholly cxceptional, and per-
haps cven as unnatural, love as it had been presented to her in the
very moderate number of novels that had chanced to meet her cycs.
Thanks to this ignorancc, Mme. dc Rénal, in perfect happincss,
occupicd herself continually with Julicn, and was far from blaming
hersclf in any way.

2. Via a train of association leading magnanimous heroism touched by
through a favorite great aunt, Elisabeth grandiloquence with cspagnolisme,

Gagnon, Pierre Corneille, and his play Spanish ideas and style.
Le Cid, Stendhal always associated a
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Chapter 8

SMALL HAPPENINGS

Then there were sighs, the deeper for suppression,
And stolen glances, sweeter for the theft,

And burning blushes, though for no transgression.

—Don Juan, Canto I, stanza 74

Mme. de Rénal’s angelic temper, which was due to her char-
acter and her present happiness, was disturbed a little only when she
came to think of her maid, Elisa. The girl came into a legacy, made
her confession to Abbé Chélan, and told him she wanted to marry
Julien. The priest was really delighted at his friend’s good fortunc;
but he was greatly surprised when Julien told him, in a decisive tone,
that Mlle. Elisa’s offer was by no means acceptable to him.

—XKeep watch, my son, said the priest with a frown, over this
disposition of yours. You are turning down a very adequate fortune;
if it is simply because of your pricestly vocation, let me congratulate
you. For fifty-six ycars I have been priest of Verricres, yet now, it
seems, | am going to be turned out. Even though I have an income
of cight hundred florins, I find this distressing. I remind you of this
detail simply so you will have no illusions about your futurc as a
pricst. If you expect to make your way with the men of power, the
fate of your soul is sealed. Perhaps you can make a fortune, but you
will have to trample on the wretched while flattering the subprcfect,
the mayor—the important man, whoever he is—by playing on his
passions. Such conduct, known in the world as shrewd policy, may
not, in the casc of a layman, be absolutely destructive of every hope
of salvation; but in our condition, we must choose to flourish in
this world or the next one; there is no middle course. Go along
with you now, my dear boy, think it over, and three days from now
come back with a final answer. At the root of your character, I
scem to see (and I am sorry for it) a sort of gloomy cnergy which
does not suggest the moderation and perfect indifference to carthly
advantage that is proper to a priest. I expect great things of your
intellect; but let me tell you (added the good man, with tears in
his cyes) that if you are a priest, I shall fear for your salvation.

Julien was ashamed of his emotion; for the first time in his life
he saw that somcone loved him; he wept with joy, and went off to
hide his tears in the deep woods above Verricres.

—\Why am I in this state? he said to himself at last; I feel I
would give my life a hundred times over for this good priest Chélan,
and yet he’s just demonstrated to me that I'm a fool. He is the man
above all others that I must deccive, and he’s seen through me. That
secrct energy which he talks about is my plan to get ahead in the
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world. He thinks me unworthy of the pricsthood, and just at the
moment when T thought my rcjecting a fifty louis income would
give him the grandest impression of my pious vocation.

—I[rom now on, Julicn continued, I must rcly only on thosc
parts of my character that I've thoroughly tested. \Who would have
supposcd that I would find pleasurc in tcars, that 1 would love the
man who proves to mc that I'm only a fool!

Thrce days later Julien had discovered the pretext he should have
had rcady from the beginning: it happened to be a slander, but
what matter? Tlc made known to the pricst, with many hesitations,
that a certain rcason, which he could not cxplain because it would
implicatc a thitd party, had sct his mind against thc proposcd mar-
riage. It amounted to an accusation against Illisa. NI. Chélan noted
in his bchavior a certain worldly passion quitce different from that
which ought to inspire a young levite.

—NMly boy, he said again, be a respectable tradesman in the
provinces, well liked and well educated, rather than a priest without
conviction.

Julicn replied to these new warnings rather well, as far as words
went; he found just the expressions that an ardent young seminarian
would have used, but the tone in which he pronounced them, the
ill-concealed firc that glittcred in his cyves, alarmed M. Chélan.

Let us not think too poorly of Julicn’s futurc; he was inventing,
with perfect correctness, the language of a sly and prudent hypocrisy.
At his agc, that's not bad. In the matter of tonc and gesturcs, he
lived among yokels, and so had never studied the grecat modcls.
Latcr, circumstances permitted him to approach closer to fine
gentlemen; no sooner had he done so than he was as skillful with
gestures as with words.

Mme. dc Rénal was surprised that her maid’s stroke of good
fortunc didn’t make her any happier; cvery day the girl went off to
the pricst and returned in tears; finally Llisa spoke to her of her
marriagc.

Mmec. de Rénal thought hersclf ill; a sort of fever kept her from
sleeping; she was alive only when she had cither Julicn or her maid
under survcillance. They were all she could think of, and shc
drcamed of the happiness they would find together. That meager
little house where they would have to live on fifty louis a ycar scemed
altogether heavenly to her. Julien might very well become a lawyer
at Bray, the subprefecture a couple of leagues from Verriéres; in that
casc, she might possibly sce him from time to time.

Mme. de Rénal really thought she was going mad; she said so
to her husband, and at last actually fcll ill. That evening, as her
maid was serving her, she noticed that the girl was weeping. She was
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fceling angry with Elisa, and had just spoken sharply to her; now
she begged her pardon. Elisa’s tears lowed afresh; with her mistress’
permission, she said, she would tell the whole story.

—Speak up, said Mme. de Rénal.

—\Wel], madame, he has rcfuscd me; people have told him nasty
tales about me, and he believes them.

—\Vho has rcfused you? said Mme. de Rénal, scarcely able to
breathe.

—\Vho clsc, madame, who elsc but M. Julien? the maid replied,
through her tears. The priest can’t talk him out of it; for the priest
docsn’t think it’s right for him to turn down a good girl just because
she was a chambermaid. After all, M. Julien’s father is nothing but
a carpenter; and how did he himself earn his living before he came
here?

Mmc. de Rénal was no longer listening; overcome by joy, she
was almost out of her mind. She insisted on hearing, several times
over, that Julien had rcfused in a most positive manner which abso-
lutely precluded a more sensible reconsideration.

—I will make a last effort, she said to her maid, I will talk to
M. Julien myself.

The ncxt day after lunch Mme. de Rénal indulged in the dclicious
plcasurc of pleading her rival’s cause, and of seeing Elisa’s hand and
fortune turned down, again and again, for an entire hour.

Gradually Julien passed beyond merely shrewd responscs, and
ended by answering NIme. de Rénal's prudent suggestions with wit
and intelligence. She could not support the torrent of joy that
flooded her soul aftcr so many days of despair, and became rcally
unwcll. When she was revived and taken to her room she sent
evervone away.

—Can I bein love with Julien? she said to hersclf at last.

This discovery, which at any other time would have plunged her
in remorsc and deep distress, was at the moment merely an unusual
spcctacle to which she remained quite indifferent. Her soul, worn
out by all it had cndured, could no longer respond to her feelings.

Mmec. dec Rénal tried to work but fell into a deep sleep; when
she awokc she was not as much afraid as she should have been. She
was too happy to suspect the turn of cvents. Simplc and innocent,
this good provincial lady had ncver plagued her mind to work up
a ncw responsc for cach new shade of passion or of grief. Before
Julien came shc had been wholly absorbed in that mass of work
which, outside of Paris, falls to every good mother of a family;
Mme. de Rénal thought of the passions as we think of the lottery—
inevitable dclusion, a path to happiness taken only by madmen.

The dinncer bell sounded; Mme. de Rénal blushed deeply as she
hcard the voicc of Julien, bringing in the children. Being a little
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cleverer since she fell in love, she explained her flushed features by
plcading a frightful hcadachc.

—That’s women for you, M. dc Rénal struck in with a guffaw;
there’s always somcthing out of order in thosc machincs!

Though she was uscd to this sort of wit, the tonc of voicc shocked
Mmec. dc Rénal. To divert her mind, she looked toward Julien; had
he been the uglicst man in the world, at that moment he would have
been plcasing to her.

Always intent on copying court manncrs, M. dec Rénal moved out
to thc country during the first finc days of spring, to Vergy; it is
the little town rendered famous by the tragic story of Gabriclle.?
A few hundred fect from the picturesque ruins of the old Gothic
church, M. dc Rénal owned an old countny house, with its four
comcr towers and a garden dcesigned like that of the Tuilerics,
with plenty of box hedges and rows of chestnut trees which were
clipped twice a vear. Ilight or ten magnificent walnut trees marked
the cdge of the orchard; their immense masses of foliage rosc to a
hecight of ncarly cighty fect.

—LEveny once of thosec damn walnut trees, said M. de Rénal to
his wifc when shc admired them, costs me the vield of a quarter acre
of ground; whcat won’t grow in the shadc.

To Mmec. dc Rénal, the countryside scemed altogether fresh and
new; her admiration rcached almost to transports. Iler enthusiasms
gave her ncw spirit and resolution. The day of their arrival at Vergy,
when M. de Rénal had rcturned to town on official business, Nmec.
de Rénal hired some workmen. Julien had given her the idea of a
little gravcl path that would pass through thc orchard and under
the walnut trees, on which the children could walk during the carly
morming without getting their shocs soaked in the dew. The idca
was given shapce less than twenty-four hours after being conccived.
Mme. dc Rénal passed a merry day with Julicn supervising the
workers.

WWhen the mayor of Verriéres rcturned from town, great was his
surprise to find thc path alrcady complcted. Ilis return was a sur-

3. Gabrielle de Vergy is the heroine of
a late-thirteenth-century romance popu-
lar in the Renaissance and since trans-
lated to the tragic and operatic stage.
Briefly, it tells how the Duchess of
Burgundy falls in love with a man who
is already in love with Gabrielle,
chatelaine of the castle of Vergy; the
duchess, enraged by his rejection, com-
plains to the duke that he has assaulted
her. He exculpates himself without
difficulty, but in the process reveals his
love for Gabrielle. The duke betrays
this confidence. and the duchess is
furious with Gabrielle. As a result,
Gabrielle commits suicide, and her
lover, remorseful, stabs himself over

her dead body. This is a high-minded,
almost parodically chivalric intrigue;
but in the young man torn between a
high-born destructive mistress and a
provincial, sensitive one appear certain
thematic parallels with the Ronge.
Vergy itsell is in the right general area
for Stendhal’s story, not far from Dijon,
but his picture of the countryside is
founded on memories of a country house
near Grenoble which his sister Pauline
occupied during the second decade of
the nineteenth century. A recent
operatic version of Gabrielle’s story,
by Mercadante, had had its premier
on August 8, 1828.
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prisc for Nlme. de Rénal as well; she had quite forgotten his
cxistence. During the next two months he never ccased talking
sulkily about thc boldness of somc pcople who, without consulting
him, had exccuted such an important piece of repair work; but as
Mme. dc Rénal had done it at her own expense, that consoled him
a bit.

She passed the days playing with her children in the garden and
chasing buttcrflics. They madc themselves great nets of gauze with
which to capturc the poor Lepidoptera—that was the barbarous
namc that Julicn taught NMme. dc Rénal. For she had ordered from
Besangon the handsome treatise of NI. Godart;* and Julien rcad to
her from it accounts of thesc insects and their remarkable habits.

They pinned them pitilessly to a mounting board of stiff paper,
also designed by Julicn. And thus at last therc came to be, between
Mme. de Rénal and Julien, a subject of conversation; he was no
longer cxposcd to the frightful sufferings imposed upon him by
moments of silencc.

They talked continually, and with great animation, though
always of perfectly innocent matters. This active, bustling, cheerful
lifc was much to the taste of cvervonce except Mlle. Elisa, who found
herself badly overworked. Even during carnival time, said she, when
there are dances at Verriéres, madamc never takes such pains over
her toilettc; here she changes dresses two or three times a day.

As wc have no intention of flattering anvonc, we shall not deny
that Nlmc. dc Rénal, who had a splendid complexion, took pains
to wear dresses that liberally cxposed her arms and throat. She had
an admirablc figure, and this manner of dress suited her to perfec-
tion.

—You’'ve never been so young, my dear, said all her friends from
Verricres when they camc out to dine at Vergy. (It’s an idiom of
the country.)

A remarkable fact, which very few of us will belicve, is that Nmc.
de Rénal took all these pains without any real conscious purpose. It
plcased her to do so; and without thinking about it, whencver she
was not chasing butterflics with the children and Julien, she worked
with Elisa on her wardrobe. Her onc trip to Vcrri¢res was made in
order to buy ncw summer dresses just arrived from Mulhouse.

She brought back with her to Vergy a voung lady to whom shc
was distantly rclated. Since her marriage, Mme. de Rénal had
gradually grown attached to Nme. Dcerville, with whom she had
formerly attended the Convent of the Sacred Heart.’

Mme. Derville laughed a great deal at what she called the crazy
notions of her cousin: by mysclf, she said, I'd ncver think such

4. J. B. Godart wrote a standard ac- 5. Cool, sensible, and unparticularized
count of French butterflies early in in the fiction, Mme. Derville nonethe-
the nineteenth century. less enshrines an early flame of Sten-
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thoughts at all. \Vhen she was with her husband, NMmec. de Rénal
was ashamed of these odd notions, which in Paris arc called sallics
of wit, as if they were somcthing stupid; but in the presence of
Mme. Derville she took courage. At first she expressed her thoughts
only timidly; but when the ladies had been alone together for a
while, Nlinc. de Rénal grew more spirited, and a long, solitary
morning passcd in an instant, lcaving the two friends perfectly
merry. On this particular trip, reasonable Nlme. Derville found her
cousin much less witty and much more happy.

Julicn, for his part, had lived like a perfect child cver since they
movcd to the country, as happy to run after butterflics as his pupils.
After all that constraint and crafty managing, now that he was
alone, far from the sight of men and instinctively unafraid of NMmc.
de Rénal, he yiclded to the sheer pleasurc of cxisting, which is so
vital at his age, and to the pleasurces of the most beautiful moun-
tains in the world.

\When Mme. Derville arrived Julicn was at once convinced that
she was his friend; he hastened to show her the panorama that
opens up at the end of the new walk under the walnut trees. It's
rcally cqual, if not superior, to the finest landscapes of Switzerland
and the Italian lake country. If onc climbs the steep slope which
begins a few paces further on, one comes suddenly on a scrics of
great precipices crowned with oak trees which fall away almost to
the river. Atop these tumbled rocks, Julicn, happy, free, and,
morcover, king of the houschold, guided the two ladies and de-
lighted in their admiration of the magnificent view.

—Therc’s somcething about it that reminds me of Mozart’s music,
said Mme. Derville.

The jealousy of his brothers, the continual presence of his
despotic, angry father, had spoiled the countrnyside around Verricres
for Julien. At Vergy, he had no such bitter thoughts; for the first
time in his life, when he looked about him he saw no cncmy.
VWhen M. de Rénal was in town, as frequently happened, he was
frec to rcad; soon, instcad of recading at night (and taking pains to
hide his lamp under an overturned flowerpot), he could go to
sleep; for during the day, between the children’s lessons, he could
come to these rocks with the one book which scrved as the rule of
his conduct and the objcct of his passion. At diffcrent times he
found in it happincss, ccstasy, and consolation for momentary dis-
couragement.

Certain things that Napolcon says on the topic of women and
various discussions on thc merits of novels fashionable during his

dhal’s; her name in real life was for her, a quarter century before the
Sophie Boulon. She came from Gren- Rouge was written, was Mme. Derville.
oble and Stendhal’s private pseudonym
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reign now gave Julien for the first time certain idecas which any
other young man of his age would have had ycars ago.

The dog days came; they got in the habit of spending the evening
under an immense linden tree a few feet from the house. It was
very dark there. Onc cvening Julicn was talking animatedly and
enjoying the very rcal pleasures of talking well, and to young
women, when, in the course of a gesture he touched the hand of
Mmec. de Rénal, which was lying on the back of a painted wooden
garden chair.

The hand was swiftly withdrawn; but Julien thought it was his
duty to make surc that the hand was not withdrawn when he
touched it. The idca of an obligation to fulfill, and of ridicule, or
at lcast a sense of inferiority, to be endured if onc did not succeced,
immecdiately drove the last tracce of plcasure from his hcart.

Chapter ¢
AN EVENING IN THE COUNTRY

The Dido of M. Guerin, a charming sketch!
—Strombeck6

His glances the next morning, when he saw Mmec. de Rénal, were
remarkable; he looked her over like an cnemy with whom he was
bound to fight. Thesc glances, so different from those of the evening
before, drove Mme. de Rénal to distraction; she had been kind to
hinm, and he scemed annoyed. She could not turn her eyes from his.

Nmec. Dervillc’s presence permitted Julien to talk less and think
morc about his preoccupation. . The only thing he did all day was to
strengthen himsclf by reading the inspired book in which his soul
was to be tempered.

He cut short the children’s lessons, and then when reminded of
his nced for glory:by the presence of Mme. de Rénal, he decided it
was absolutcly necessary that his hand should -remain in hers that
very cvening.

As the sun sank slowly and the dccisive moment approached,
Julien’s heart began to beat furiously. Night fell. \WVith -a joy that
scemed to lift an immense weight from his hcart he saw that it
would be very dark. The sky, heavy with thick clouds driven forward
by a hot wind, sccmed to promisc a storm. The two ladies strolled
about for a long time. Fverything they did that cvening seemed
peculiar to Julien. They were cnjoving that time of day which, for

6. A German friend whom Stendhal painter of the Napoleonic era; his
met at Brunswick when he was there  ‘“‘Aeneas Relating to Dido the Disasters
on military assignment in 1806—08 of Troy” was a great success in 1817
and whom he kept in touch with there- and now hangs in the Louvre.

after. Pierre Guerin was a popular



An Lvening in the Country - 43

certain dclicatc souls, sccms to augment the plecasure of loving.

At last they sat down, Nlme. de Rénal next to Julien, Nmc.
Decrville on the other side of her friend. Preoccupied with his great
attempt, Julien found nothing to say, and the conversation lan-
guished.

Wil T be cringing and miscrable like this at the first ducl that
befalls me? Julien asked himsclf—for he was too suspicious, of
himseclf and others, not to be awarc of his own statc.

In his anguish of soul any danger would have secmed preferable.
How often did he pray that some little picce of business would
come up which would oblige Nmc. de Rénal to go back into the
house and Icave the garden! The violence of his inner struggle had
its cffcct on his voice; soon the voice of Nmec. de Rénal began to
tremble too, though Julicn was unable to notice it. The frightful
struggle between his sense of duty and his timidity was too absorb-
ing for him to noticc anything outside himsclf. Quarter of ten had
just struck on the house clock, and still he had not dared to make
a movec. [Furious at his own cowardice, Julien said to himsclf: At the
stroke of ten cither T will do what I have been promising mysclf
to do all day or I'll go upstairs and blow out my brains.

After a final moment of anxious waiting, during which his cxcess
of emotion nearly drove Julien out of his mind, the hour of ten began
to sound on the clock above his head. Fvery stroke of that fatal gong
reverberated through his body, causing something like a convulsion.

Then, as the last stroke of ten was still sounding, he reached
forth his hand and grasped that of Nme. de Rénal, who immedi-
ately withdrew it. Julicn, without knowing very clearly what he was
doing, grasped it again. Though dceply agitated himsclf, he was
struck by the icy chill of the hand he held; he wrung it with con-
vulsive force; a last cffort was made to withdraw it, but at last it
remained in his possession.

His soul was flooded with joy, not becausc he loved Mme. de
Rénal but becausc an atrocious torment had ccased. To prevent
Mme. Derville from noticing anything, he supposed himsclf obliged
to talk; his voicc was now strong and rcsonant. Mmec. de Rénal’s,
on the other hand, was so full of emotion that her fricnd supposed
she was ill and suggested that they go in. Julien sensed the danger:
if Mmec. dec Rénal goes back to that drawing room, I fall back on
the frightful posture in which I passed the entire day. I haven't
held onto the hand long enough to count it a definite conquest.

As Nme. Decrville rencwed her suggestion that they go in, Julicn
pressed vigorously the hand that had been abandoned to him.

Mme. dc Rénal was alrcady getting up, but sat down again,
sayving in a languid voicc:

—1 really do fecl a little ill, but the fresh air is doing me good.
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These words confired Julien’s happiness, which in that instant
was at its peak: he talked, he forgot to pretend, he scemed, to the
two listening ladies, the world’s most amiable man. And yet there
was a little cowardice behind this eloquence which suddenly came
flooding over him. He was in mortal terror that Mme. Derville,
wearied by the wind which was starting to blow as a prelude to the
storm. might go indoors by herself. Then he would be left alone
with Mme. de Rénal. He had found, almost by accident, enough
blind courage to take a single action; but he felt utterly incapable
of saving the simplest word to Nme. de Rénal. However mild her
reproaches, he would be beaten down by them and his newly gained
advantages canccled.

Happilv for him, that evening his earncst, eager specches found
favor with Nme. Denville, who often considered him childishly
awkward and rather dull. As for Nlme. de Rénal, with her hand in
Julien’s, she thought of nothing at all: she allowed hersclf to live.
The moments passed under that great linden tree, which local
tradition savs was planted by Charles the Bold.” were for her a
whole age of happiness. She listened with delight to the sighs of
the wind in the thick foliage, and the noisc of a few scattered rain-
drops which were starting to fall on its lower leaves. Julien failed
to notice one circumstance which would have much relieved him;
Mme. de Rénal, who had been obliged to take back her hand in
order to help her cousin right a flowerpot overturned at their feet
by the wind. as soon as she sat down again returned her hand to his
almost without difficulty, as if the whole matter were now scttled
between them.

Midnight had long struck: it was time to go in, and the little
group at last broke up. Mme. de Rénal, ovenvhelmed with the
sensation of being in love. was so ignorant as scarcely to reproach
herself at all. Her happiness kept her awake. But Julien slept like
a log: he was exhausted by the struggles which pride and timidity
had been waging all day in his heart.

Next morning he was awakened at five; and it would have been a
bitter blow for Mme. de Rénal if she had known that he scarcely
gave her a thought. He had carried out his duty, and a heroic duty.
Overjoved at this thought, he locked himsclf into his room and
surrendered himsclf with a new sort of pleasure entirely to reading
of the exploits of his hero.

\When the bell sounded for lunch he had forgotten, in the course
of rcading bulletins of the Grande Armée, all his advantages of
the night before. He said to himsclf blithely, as he descended the
staircase: I've got to tell this woman I love her.

7. Charles the Bold, a fifteenth-century tioned opportunely when Julien is called
duke of Burgundy, is several times men- upon to be audacious.
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Instcad of glances charged with affection, which he was expect-
ing, he found the stern fcatures of M. de Rénal, who had arrived
two hours ago from Verritres, and made no effort to hide his dis-
plcasurc that Julicn had spent an centire morning without paying
any attention to the children. Nothing could have been uglier than
this important man in an angry mood and fecling frcc to cxpress
his anger.

LEvery sharp word her husband uttered picreed the heart of Mme.
de Rénal. Julicn, on the other hand, was so deeply plunged in
reveric, still so prcoccupicd by the mighty cvents that had been
passing beforc his cyes during the last hours, that he could scarcely
bring his mind down to thc harsh words being addressed to him
by M. de Rénal. At last he said brusqucly:

—1I was sick.

The tonc of this phrasc would have wounded a man much less
touchy than the mayor of Verritres; for a moment he thought of
answering Julicn by dismissing him on the spot. Ilc was restrained
only by the maxim he had sct for himsclf, ncver to act hastily in
busincss.

This voung fool, he said to himsclf, has picked up a sort of
reputation in my housc; cither Valenod will take him in or clse
he can marry Iilisa; in cither casc, he can afford to make light
of mec.

IYor all the wisdom of his thoughts, M. dc¢ Rénal’s ill humor did
not subside without a scrics of grumbles and insults which gradu-
ally infuriated Julicn. Mme. de Rénal was on the point of bursting
into tcars. When lunch was over she asked Julicn to lend her his
arm for a stroll: and she lcaned closcly upon him. To cvervthing
she said Julien replied only by murmuring:

—That's how rich pcople are!

M. de Rénal walked beside them; his presence added to Julien’s
wrath. Suddenly hc noticed that Mme. de Rénal was lcaning
markedly upon his arm; under an impulsc of horror he shook her
violently off and freed his anm.

Happily, M. de Rénal did not obscrve this fresh impertinence;
only Mme. Dcerville noted it; her friend burst into tcars. Mcanwhile
M. de Rénal rushed off, throwing stones at a little pcasant girl who
in taking a short cut had passcd through a corner of his orchard.

—Mlonsicur Julicn, be a little calmer, if you will, NImc. Derville
said rapidly, remember we all have moments of ill humor.

Julien glanced at her coldly, with eves in which appcared the
most sovcreign contempt.

This glance astonished Mme. Denville, and would have surprised
her even more if she could have guessed its true mecaning; she would
then have secn in it a still-vague hope of the most atrocious ven-



46 -+ Red and Black

geancc. No doubt it is moments of humiliation like this onc that
are responsiblc for figures like Robespicrre.

—Your Julien has a violent temper, he frightens me, Nme. Der-
ville murmured to her friend.

—He is right to bec angry, replied the other; after the cxtraordi-
nary progress the children have made with him, what matter if he
takes off a morning? Ncn are very strict about these things, wc
must agrcec.

For the first timc in her life Mme. de Rénal felt a sort of dcsire
for vengeance upon her husband. Julien’s furious hatred of the rich
was about to brcak out openly; but happily M. de Rénal called for
the gardencr and busied himsclf with the latter in building a barrier
of thorny sticks across the short cut at the corner of the orchard.
During the rest of the walk, Julien answered not a word to the
various advanccs that were madc in his dircction. Scarcely had M. dc
Rénal disappeared when the two ladics, pleading fatigue, both
demanded the support of his arm.

Standing bctween these two women, whose cheeks were flushed
with distress and cmbarrassment, Julien, with his lofty pallor, his
gloomy and dctermined air, provided a strange contrast. He despised
these women and all their sensitive feclings.

What! he exclaimed mutcly, not even five hundred francs with
which to finish my courscs! Al, how I'd love to tell him off!

Absorbed as he was in these bitter thoughts, the little he deigned
to hcar of the ladies’ kind words displcased him as foolish, inanc,
fceble, in a word, feminine.

As she continued to chatter, merely to kcep the conversation
alive, Mmc. dc Rénal chanced to say that her husband had come
from Verri¢res because he had bought some wheat straw from one
of his farmers. (In this district they use wheat straw to fill the
mattresscs.)

—N\Iy husband won’t be back, added Nme. de Rénal; he'll be
busy with the gardener and his valet; they’rc changing all the
mattresses in the housc. This morning they put new straw in all
the beds on the first floor, this aftcrnoon they’ll do the second.

Julicn grew palce; he glanced at Mme. de Rénal with a singular
cexpression, and shortly took her a little aside by stepping out somec-
what faster. Nme. Derville let them go.

—Savc my lifc, Julicn said to Mmc. de Rénal; only you can do
it; for you know that valct is my mortal encmy. I must confess to
vou, madame, that I have a portrait, and I have hidden it in my
mattress.

At this word Minc. de Rénal became pale in her turn.

—Only vou, madamec, only you can go to my room at this mo-
mcent; look, but without leaving any traccs, in the corncr of the
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mattress closest to the window; you’ll find there a little box of black
cardboard, quitc smooth.

—It contains a portrait, said Nmc. de Rénal, scarcely able to
hold hersclf crect.

Her air of discouragement was apparent to Julicn, who promptly
took advantagc of it.

—1I havc a sccond favor to beg of yvou, madamc; I beg you not to
look at the portrait, it is my sccret.

—1It is a sccret! repeated Mime. de Rénal in a suffocated voice.

But though she had been raised among pcople proud of their
fortune and with a single-minded interest in moncy, love had
alrcady introduced some gencrosity into her soul. Cruclly wounded
though she was, Nmc. de Rénal questioned Julien with an air of
the purest devotion about the things she must know to fulfill her
mission.

—And so, she said as she left him, it is a little round box, of
black cardboard and rather smooth.

—Yes, madamc, said Julicn with that hard, abrupt tonc that men
assumec in the presence of danger.

She climbed to the second floor of the house, pale as if she were
going to her dcath. To heighten her miscry, she felt that she was
about to faint; but the nced to help Julien restored her strength.

—I must have that box, she said, hastcning forward.

Shc heard her husband talking to the valet in Julien’s very room.
Happily, they passed on into the children’s. She snatched the mat-
tress and plunged her hand into the straw so violently that she
scratched her fingers. But though generally sensitive to minor gricfs
of this nature, she was not cven aware of the pain, for just at this
momecnt she felt the cardboard box. She grasped it and fled.

Scarcely was shc dclivered from the fear of being surprised by
her husband when the scnsc of horror which this box causcd her
was on the point of rcally making her faint.

Julicn then is in love, and I havc here the portrait of the woman
he lovcs!

Scated on a chair in the antcchamber of the upstairs apartment,
Mme. de Rénal fell prey to all the horrors of jealousy. Her remark-
able ignorance was particularly uscful to her at this point, since
astonishment tempered her gricf. Julicn appeared, snatched the box
without a word of thanks or a word of any sort, and ran to his room
where he lit a fire and burned it on the spot. He was pale and
haggard; he exaggerated the cxtent of the danger he had just run.

The portrait of Napolcon, he said to himsclf, shaking his hcad;
and found on a man who professes such hatred for the usurper!
Found by M. de Rénal, a black rcactionary and in a bad humor!
And to top it all, on the cardboard mounting of the portrait, phrascs
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written in my hand which lcave no doubt of the depth of my
admiration! Each onc of these transports was dated, too, and the
last onc just vesterday!

My whole reputation would have fallen, blasted in a minute!
said Julicn as he watched the box burn; and my reputation is my
fortune, it’sall I have to live by—and, good God, what a way to live!

An hour later weariness and sclf-pity disposed him to morc tender
sentiments. Meeting Mmc. de Rénal, he took her hand and kissed
it with morc sincerity than he had cver showed her before. She
blushed with happiness, and almost at the same instant pushed
Julien away with a gesture of anger and jealousy. Julien’s pride, so
rccently wounded, made a fool of him at that moment. He saw
nothing in Mmc. de Rénal but a rich woman, dropped her hand
with disdain. and walked away. After strolling pensively in the
garden for a few minutes, he began to smile bitterly.

Here I am walking about like a man whosc time is his own! I'm
not busy with his children! I'll have morc harsh words from M. de
Rénal, and he will be right. He ran at once to the children’s room.

The caresses of the vounger, of whom he was fond, did some-
thing to calm his black mood.

This little onc doesn’t despisc me vet, Julien thought. But shortly
he felt that this comfort was mercly a new weakness. These children
arc fond of mec just as they're fond of that new puppy who was
bought vesterday.

Chapter 10
LOFTY IEART AND LITTLE FORTUNE

Rut passion most dissembles, vet betrays,
Even by its darkness; as the blackest sky
Foretells the heaviest tempest.

—Don Juan, Canto 1, stanza 73

M. de Rénal, who was going through all the rooms of the house,
returned to the children’s room with the scrvants who were bringing
back the mattresscs. The sudden appearance of this man was for
Julicn the last straw.

Paler than usual, and more gloomy, he strode toward him. M. de
Rénal stopped and glanced toward his scrvants.

—Sir, Julicn said to him, do vou supposc that with any other
tutor your children would have lcarned as much as they have with
mc? If you supposc not, Julicn continued, without allowing M. de
Rénal a single word, then how do vou dare to accusc me of neglect-
ing them?

M. de Reénal, scarcely rccovered from his first fear, concluded
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that the strange tone being taken by this little pcasant came from his
having in hand another offer, and that hc was going to resign. As
Julicn continued to talk, his wrath increased:

—1I can livc without vou, sir, he added.

—I am very sorry to scc you so upsct, replicd M. de Rénal,
stammering slightly. Thc scrvants were a few feet apart, busily
rcarranging the beds.

—This isn’t my style, sir, Julicn went on, beside himsclf; just
think of thc abominable things vou said to me, and in the presence
of ladics, too!

M. dec Rénal understood only too clearly what Julien was de-
manding, and a painful struggle took placc in his hcart. I7inally,
Julicn, in an access of rage, cricd:

—1I know where to go, sir, when I lcave vour housc.

At that moment, M. de Rénal had a vision of Julien in the
scrvice of M. Valenod.

—\Vell, sir, he finally said, with a sigh and the sort of expression
he would have put on when asking the surgcon to perform a hidcous
opcration, I grant vour request. After tomorrow, which is the first
of the month, your salary will be fifty francs a month.

Julicn fclt an impulsc to laugh and then stood stupeficd; all his
anger disappeared.

I didn’t despisc this animal sufhiciently, he said to himsclf. No
doubt hc’s just made the best apology of which his degraded mind
is capablc.

Thce children, who had been listening open-mouthed to this con-
versation, dashed off to the garden to tell their mother that NI.
Julicn was furious but that he was going to have fifty francs a month.

Julicn followed them mechanically, without cven glancing at
M. dc Rénal, whom he left in a statc of profound irritation.

That’s a hundred and sixty-cight francs, muttered the mavor to
himself, that M. Valcnod has cost me. I really will have to say a few
firm words to him about his scheme for the foundlings.

An instant later Julien again confronted M. de Rénal:

—I must consult with NI. Chélan on a matter of conscicnce; 1
should like to advisc you that I shall be absent for scveral hours.

—Eh, my dcar Julien! said M. de Rénal, with a hollow laugh, all
day if you wish, all day tomorrow too, my dear fcllow. Take the
gardener’s horse for the trip to Verricres.

Now there he gocs, said M. de Rénal to himsclf, off to give his
answer to Valenod; he didn’t promisc anything—but wc’ll have to
Ict that hot young head cool off.

Julien departed at once, climbing along the forest trails that lcad
from Vergy to Vcrriéres. He had no wish to arrive too soon at M.
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Chélan’s. I'ar from wanting to undcrtake another scenc of hypocrisy,
he had a need to see morc clearly into his own soul, and to give
audience to the crowd of feclings agitating him.

I've won a battle, he said to himself, as soon as he was into the
woods and away from people; so I've won a battle!

The phrase described his position clearly enough, and restored
to his mind some of its tranquillity.

Herc I have a salary of fifty francs a month; so M. de Rénal must
have been thoroughly frightened. But of what?

\What could have frightecned that contented and powerful man
against whom, an hour bcfore, he had been boiling with rage?
Thinking about this problem restored Julien’s calm. [For a moment
hc was almost aware of the amazing bcauty of the forests through
which he was passing. Enormous bare boulders of rock had once
fallen from the mountainsidc into the middle of this forest. Beside
thesc great rocks, and almost as tall, rosc beech trees whose shade
kept the path deliciously cool three fcet from spots where the heat
of the sun would have madc it impossible to stop.

Julien paused to catch his brecath for a moment in the shadow of
the great rocks, then resumed his climb. Soon, by a narrow pathway,
almost unmarked and used chiefly by goatherds, he found himsclf
poiscd on an immense rocky crag, where he could be surc of stand-
ing apart from evcryone. This physical stance made him smile, it
indicated so clcarly the position hc wanted to attain in morality.
The pure mountain air filled his soul with serenity and cven joy.
The mayor of Verri¢res was, and always would be, in his eyes, the
representative of the rich and insolent of this earth; but Julien
senscd that his hatred for this man, despite its recent violence, was
in no way personal. If hc had stopped seeing NI. de Rénal, in a
week he would have forgotten him, his house, his dogs, his children,
and his whole family. Without knowing quitc how, I've forced him
into the greatest sacrifice of which he is capable. \Vhat! more than
fifty crowns a vear! And yet just an instant before, I had barely
escaped the gravest dangers. There arc two victorics in one day. The
sccond was undcscrved; I'll have to figurc out thc rcason for it.
But I'll go into that drcary business tomorrow.

Z Julien, standing atop his great rock, looked up into the sky,
heated by an August sun. Locusts were chirring in the ficld below
the rock; when they paused, all was silence around him. At his feet
lay twenty lcagues of countryside. A_solitary eagle,® risen from the
rocks over his hcad, appearcd from time to time, cutting immensc
silent circles in the sky. Julicn’s eyc followed mechanically the bird

8. The eagle, bird of augury and em- like an emblem of Julien’s own exalted
pire, becomes in this scene something  spirit.
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of prey. Its calm, powerful movements struck him; he cnvied this
powecr, he cnvied this isolation.
Such had been the destiny of Napoleon; would it some day be his?

Chapter 11
AN EVENING

Yet Julia’s very coldness still was kind
And tremulously gentle her small hand
Withdrew itself from his, but left behind
A little pressure, thrilling, and so bland
And slight, so very slizght that to the mind
>Twas but a doubt.
—Don Juan, Canto I, stanza 71

But he had to put in an appcarance at Verricres. As he left the
presbytery a lucky accident brought Julicn into the presence of M.
Valcnod, whom he hastened to inform of his new raisc in pay.

Oncc back at Vergy, Julien did not descend into the garden until
night was falling. His spirit was wcary from the many powerful pas-
sions that had stirred it in the course of the day. What shall I say
to them? he asked uneasily, as he thought of the ladics. He was
quitc unable to scc that his soul was preciscly on the level of those
petty circumstances that gencrally absorb the full interest of women.
Julien had often been incomprehensible to Mmec. Derville and cven
to her friend; and he himsclf often only half understood what they
said to him. This resulted from the force, and, if I may say so,
grandcur of the passions in this ambitious young man. [For this
.cxtraordinary being, almost cvery day was bound to be stormy.

As he cntered the garden that cvening Julien was quite prepared
to concern himsclf with the ideas of thc attractive cousins. They
were awaiting him impatiently. He took his rcgular scat beside
Mme. de Rénal. Soon the darkness decpened. He sought to grasp a
white hand which had for some time been in view, resting on the
back of a chair. There was a moment of hesitation, but the hand
was then withdrawn, not without somec indications of ill humor.
Julien was disposed to consider the matter closed and continue with
a plcasant conversation when he heard M. de Rénal approaching.

Julicn still heard, ringing in his cars, the insulting words of the
morning. Now, said he to himsclf, wouldn’t it bc a good way of
mocking this crcature, who has all the advantages of fortune, if I
should takc posscssion of his wifc’s hand, right in his prescnec?
Yes, I'll do it, the very person he treated with so much contempt.

M. de Rénal talked angrily of politics: two or three Verriéres
manufacturers were becoming noticeably richer than he and were
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preparing to stand against him in the next elcctions. Mme. Dcrville
was listening to him. Julien, irked by the harangue, shifted his own
chair closer to Nmc. dc Rénal’s. The darkness hid all his gestures.
He had the boldness to put his hand closc to that pretty arm half
conccaled under drapery. His head was in a whirl, he could no
longer control himsclf; he bent over the pretty arm and brushed it
with his lips.

Mme. de Rénal shuddered. Her husband was four paces away;
she hastened to give her hand to Julien and at the samc time to
push him away slightly. As M. dec Rénal continued to denounce the
upstarts and rich radicals, Julien covered the hand that had been
granted him with passionate kisscs, or at lcast they seemed such to
Mme. de Rénal. And yet in the coursc of that tragic day the poor
woman had had proof that the man she adored (without admitting
it to hersclf) loved somebody clse! Throughout the period of Julicn’s
abscnce she had been subject to a profound depression, which
caused her to reflect on her situation.

Good Lord, she said to hersclf, it sccms I'm in love! A married
woman and yet I'm in love! Well, she said, but I ncver felt anything
for my husband like this morbid folly which keeps me from thinking
of anything but Julicn. He’s only a child, of course, and feels nothing
but respect for me! I'll get over it. How can it matter to my husband
that I have feclings for this young man? M. de Rénal would be
bored by the topics I discuss with Julicn: thev're only things of the
imagination. He’s got his business to think about. I'm not taking
anything from him to give to Julicn.

No hypocrisy clouded the purity of this innocent spirit, haunted
by a passion it had ncver known before. She was deccived but un-
knowingly, and yct an instinct of virtuc had been terrified. These
were the tonnents that racked her when Julien made his appcarance
in the garden. She heard him speak; almost at the same instant she
saw him sitting by her side. Her soul was carricd away by that charm-
ing scnsc of dclight that for the past two wecks had been surprising
her morc cven than it enchanted her. Evervthing for her was un-
expected. Yet after a few moments she said to hersclf, Well! so all
Julicn has to do is appear for a few minutes and all his faults arc
forgotten? She was struck with terror; and that was thc moment
when she withdrew her hand.

The passionatc kisscs, such as she had never reccived before, made
her forget suddenly that he might possibly love another woman.
The cnd of her agony born of suspicion, the prescnce of a joy such
as she had ncver drcamed of, inspired in her transports of affection
and wild gaicty. The cvening was delightful for cvervbody except
the mavor of Verricres, who was incapable of forgetting his upstart
manufacturers. Julicn gave no further thought to his black ambition
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or to his projccts, so difficult to rcalize. I'or the first time in his
lifc he was carricd away by the power of beauty. Lost in a vague
dclightful drcam, whollv forcign to his character, gentlv pressing
that hand which sccmed to him perfectly beautiful, he only half
hcard the rustling of the linden tree in the light night wind and the
distant barking of dogs by the mill on the Doubs.

But this cmotion was a plcasure, not a passion. Rcturning to his
room, he thought only of onc happincss, of getting back to his fa-
voritc book; at the age of twenty, the idea of the world and the
cffcct to be produced there is morce important than anvthing clse.

Soon, however, he sct aside the book. In thinking over the vic-
torics of Napolcon, he had lcarned something about his own. Yecs,
I'vc won a Dbattle, he told himsclf, but I must press my advantage
and crush the pride of this finc gentleman while I have him on the
defensive. That's Napolcon, that’s his style. [FHe charges me with
ncglecting his children.] I'll ask for a lcave of three days in order
to visit my friend FFouqué. If he refuscs, I'll threaten to lcave, but
hc won'’t refusc.

NMmc. dc Rénal could hardly slecp a wink. She felt that until
this moment she had never really been alive; and she could not stop
thinking about the pleasure of fecling Julien covering her hand
with hot kisscs.

Suddecnly the frightful word adultery camc to her mind. All the
most disgusting images that vilc dcbauchery can attach to scnsual
love came thronging into her imagination. All these idcas sought to
blacken the tender and sacred image she was forming of Julicn and
the joy of loving him. The future drew itsclf up before her in
horrible colors. She saw hersclf the object of contempt.

It was a terrible moment; her soul was moving toward unknown
lands. During the evening she had experienced delights never known
before; now she found herself plunged unexpectedly into atrocious
suffering. She had had no conception of such misery; it attacked
her very reason. IFor an instant the thought crossed her mind of
telling her husband that she was afraid she loved Julien. It would
have been, at least, an occasion to talk about him. Happily she
recalled a precept once given her by an aunt on the day before her
wedding; it warned of the dangers of confiding in a husband, who
after all is a master. In the agony of her distress, she could only
wring her hands.

Shc was dragged this way and that by contradictory images, all
painful. At onc moment her fcar was that he did not lovc her; the
next moment she was tortured by the frightful thought of her crime,
as if on the morrow she was to bec cxposed in the pillory, on the
public squarc of Verriéres, with a placard cxplaining her adultery
to the populacc.
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Mme. de Rénal had no experience of lifc; even in broad daylight
and when completely rational she would have seen no difference
between being guilty in the sight of God and being publicly covered
with all the most humiliating marks of gencral contempt.

When the tcrrible idea of adultery and the life of shame which
she considered its necessary conscquence had ceased to torture her
and she began to dream of living with Julien in perfect innocence,
just as before, she was seized by the horrible idea that Julien loved
another woman. She recalled his sudden pallor when he thought he
might lose her portrait, or might compromisc her by letting it be
seen. For the first time then she had surprised a trace of fear on
that lofty, cmotionless face. Never had he showed himself in such
distress for her or for her children. This excess of misery attained
the absolute limit of anguish which thc human soul can endure.
Without being aware of what she was doing, Mme. de Rénal gave
a shriek that awakened her maid. Suddenly she saw the glow of a
lamp approaching her bed and rccognized Elisa.

—So it’s you he loves? she cried out, in her madness.

The maid, wholly astonished to find her mistress in such a dis-
tracted state, fortunatcly paid no attention to this cxtraordinary
expression. Mme. de Rénal became aware of her imprudence: “I feel
feverish,” she said, “and perhaps I have a touch of delirium; stay
with me.” Being now quite awakened by the nccessity for conceal-
ment, she found herself less miserable; reason resumed the sway her
drowsiness had canceled. To cscape the maid’s attentive eye she
asked her to read aloud from thc newspaper, and it was to the
monotonous accompaniment of the girl's voice, reading a long
article from the Quotidienne, that Mme. de Rénal finally reached
the virtuous resolution that when she next saw Julien she would
trcat him with chilly correctness.

Chapter 12
TRAVEL

At Paris you will find elegant folk, in the provinces there may be people
with character. —Siéyes9

Next morning, when it was barely five o’clock, before Mme. dc
Rénal was about, Julien had obtained from her husband permission
to be gone for three days. Unexpectedly, Julien found himself want-

9. Shrewd, lean, and subtle, ADbDbé conniver. His sentiments here are per-

Siéyés rose to be a vicar general in
the church Dbefore abjuring his faith,
during the Revolution, and becoming
a diplomat, politician, and all-purpose

fectly commonplace, but his name is
that of a clever, selfish man whom no-
body trusted.
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ing to scc her again; he was drcaming of her pretty hand. Though he
waited in the garden, Mmc. de Rénal was slow in appcaring. But if
Julien had been in love with her, he would have scen her behind
the half-drawn shutters of an upstairs window, her brow resting
against the glass. She was watching him. [FFinally, in spitc of her
resolutions, she determined to go into the garden. Iler customary
pallor was rcplaced by a rosy coloring. This innocent woman was
cvidently distressed: a scnsc of constraint, and cven of anger, had
replaced her expression of profound serenity and of supcriority to
the vulgar interests of life, an expression that gave added charm to
her heavenly featurcs.

Julien approached her hastily; he was admiring those beautiful
arms which could be scen beneath a hastily thrown-on shawl. The
fresh morning air scemed to heighten further the brilliance of a
complexion rendered sensitive by the agitations of the night. This
modest and appealing beauty, which was noncthcless full of
thoughts never found among the lower orders, scemed to reveal to
Julien an aspect of his own soul of which he had never been aware.
Completely absorbed in admiring the charms uncovered to his avid
glance, Julicn ncver doubted of the friendly grecting he was ex-
pecting to rceeive. All the more, then, was he shocked at the glacial
chill with which he was met, and bechind which he even scemed to
scnsc an intention of putting him in his place.

The smilc of pleasurc faded on his lips; he thought of the rank
he really occupiced in socicty, cspecially in the cves of a rich and
noble heiress. Instantly there appeared on his face only arrogance
and sclf-contempt. He felt an access of scorn for himsclf at having
delayed his departure more than an hour for a humiliation like this.

Only a fool, said he to himsclf, would be angry with other people:
a stone falls because it’s hcavy. Am I going to be a child forcver?
When did I get into the habit of giving these pcople my soul in
exchange for their money? If I want to be respected by them, and
by mysclf, I have to show them that it’s my poverty that trades with
their wealth, but that my heart is a thousand leagues from their
insolence, and in a sphere too lofty to be touched by their petty
marks of favor or disdain.

While these thoughts were crowding through the mind of the
voung tutor, his fcaturcs took on an cxpression of angryv pride and
ferocity. Mmc. de Rénal was distressed by it. The look of chilly
virtue she had sought to imposc on her grecting gave place to an
cxpression of intcrest, an intcrest motivated by surprisc at the sud-
den change she had just scen. The empty words that arc usually
cxchanged in the morning on such topics as one’s state of health and
the lovely weather perished on both their lips. Julien, whose judg-
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mcnt was clouded by no passion whatever, quickly hit upon a way
of showing Mme. dc Rénal how littlec he supposed himsclf on terms
of fricndship with her: he neglected to tell her anything of the little
trip he was taking, bowcd, and departed.

As she watched him going, thundcrstruck at the gloomy arrogance
of his glance, so amiable the night before, her elder son came run-
ning up from the end of the gardcen, kissed her, and said:

—\Vc have a vacation, Julien is going on a trip.

At these words Mme. de Rénal fclt herself seized by a mortal
chill; she was wretched in her virtuc and cven morc so in her weak-
ness.

This ncw incident quickly took possession of her whole imagina-
tion; shc was carricd far beyond the virtuous resolutions derived
from her terrible midnight meditations. Her problem was not how
to resist this agrecable lover, it was the peril of losing him forever.

She had to go in to breakfast. To climax her misery, M. de Rénal
and Mmec. Derville chosc to talk of nothing but Julicn’s departure.
The mayor of Verricres had noted somcthing unusual in the firm
tone with which thc lcave had been demanded.

—No doubt this little pcasant has in pocket an offer from some-
body clsc. But this somcbody, even if it’'s M. Valcnod, is going to
bc a bit discouraged by the sum of 600 francs, which is what the
annual cxpense is going to be now. Yesterday, at Verriércs, he must
have asked for three days to think over the offer; and now, this
morning, in order to avoid giving mc a straight answer, our little
gentleman takes off for the mountains. Having to haggle with a
miserable workman who plays hard to get—that’s what we’ve comc
to nowadays!

Mme. de Rénal said to herself: Since my husband, who doesn’t
undcrstand how dccply he’s insulted Julicn, thinks he’s going to
leavc, what hopc can I have mysclf? Ah, it’s all finishcd now!

So that she could at least wcep frecly and evade the questions of
Mme. Derville, she plcaded a frightful hcadache and went to bed.

—That’s a woman for you, M. de Rénal repeated, there’s always
something wrong with their complicated machincry. And he went
off in rarc good humor.

Whilc Mme. de Rénal was suffering the cruelest pangs of the
terrible passion in which misfortunc had entrappcd her, Julien fol-
lowed checrfully along his path amid the most bcautiful scencry
our mountains can afford. He had to cross the great chain lying
to the north of Vcrgy. The path hc followed, rising gradually
through grcat forcsts of beech trees, scribcs an infinity of zigzags
along the slopc of the lofty mountain that outlines on the north the
valley of thc Doubs. Soon the glances of the traveler, rising above
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the lower hills which hedge in the Doubs to the west, extended over
the fertile plains of Burgundy and Beaujolais. 1lowcver inscnsitive
this ambitious young man naturally was to this sort of bcauty, he
could not help stopping from time to time in order to survey a
panorama so vast and so imprcssive.

At last he rosc to the crest of the great ridge he had to cross in
order to recach, by this cross-country path, the lonely valley where
lived his friend Fouqué, the young dealer in wood. Julicn was in
no hurry to scc him, nor for that matter any other human being.
Lurking like a bird of prey among the naked rocks which cap the
grcat mountain, he could watch the distant ascent of any man who
tricd to come ncar him. In the almost vertical face of onc of the
cliffs hc discovered a little grotto, clambered up to it, and was soon
cstablished in his rctreat. Here, said he—his cyes shining with
plcasurc—herc pcople will never be able to get at me. Ilc had
thc notion of indulging himsclf by writing down thosc idcas
which, cvervwhere clse, were so dangerous for him. A square block
of stonc scrved as a desk. Ilis pen flew; he forgot his surroundings
entircly. At last hc noted that the sun was sctting behind the dis-
tant mountains of Bcaujolais.

\Why not spend the night here? he asked himself; I have a bit
of bread, and I am free! His soul exulted in this grand phrasc, his
hypocrisy prevented his feeling free even with Fouqué. Cradling his
head in his hands [and looking out over the plain], Julien sat still
in his cave, happier than he had cver been in his life, stirred only
by his drcams and the delight of feeling frcc. Idly he watched the
last rays of thc sunsct fade onc by onc from the hcavens. In the
midst of an immensc darkness his soul wandered, lost in the con-
templation of what awaited Irim somc day in Paris. It would Dbe,
first of all, a woman, far morc beautiful and of a more cxalted genius
than any he had cver been able to scc in the provinees. He adored
her; he was beloved in rcturn. If he left her for only a few moments
it was to cover himsclf with glory and thus merit cven more of her
devotion.

Even if possessed of Julicn’s imagination, a young man raiscd
amid the sad actuality of Paris socicty would have been awakened
at this point in his daydrcam by a touch of chilly irony; hcroic
actions, and the hope of performing them, would have been sup-
planted by the familiar maxim: Lcave your mistress alone and
you'll be betrayed, alas, two or threc timcs a day. This young pcas-
ant saw no gap between himsclf and thc most heroic achicvements
except the want of opportunity.

Mecanwhile thick darkness had fallen, and he still had two lcagucs
to cover before reaching the little hamlet where Fouqué lived. Be-
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fore lcaving his grotto Julicn struck a light and carcfully burned
evervthing he had written,

He rather startled his fricnd by rapping on his door at one o’clock
in the morning. [Fouqué was busy over his ledgers. He was a tall
voung man, ungainly and rather hard faced, with an immecnse nose
and a warm supply of good humor hidden beneath this rather re-
pcllent extcrior.

—I suppose vou've had a fight with M. de Rénal, the way you
drop in on me without any notice?

Julicn recounted to him, but with duc discretion, the cvents of
the dav before.

—Stay with me, Fouqué told him, I scc you know M. de Rénal,
M. Valcnod, the subprefcct Maugiron, and Abbé Chélan; you un-
derstand the finc points of character in gentry like these; that makes
vou very fit to negotiate contracts with them. Your mathematics is
better than mine; vou can kecp my accounts. I make good moncy
in this trade. But I can’t do evervthing myself, and if I take in a
partner I'm afraid of getting a rascal; so cverv day I'm forced to
pass up somc cxcellent decal. Not a month ago I put Michaud de
Saint-Amand in the way of making six thousand francs—I hadn’t
scen him for six vears, and I mct him only by accident at the
auction in Pontarlier. \Why shouldn’t you have made thosc six
thousand francs, or at lcast threc thousand of them? [For if I'd had
vou with mc that day I'd have put in my own bid for that stand of
wood, and I'd have got it too. So be my partner.

This. offer disturbed Julien; it interfercd with his crazy drcams.
Throughout the supper which the two friends prepared for them-
sclves like Homeric heroes (for [Fouqué lived all alone), he went
over his books with Julicn and showed him the advantages of his
trade in wood. Fouqué had the loftiest notion of Julien’s character
and intelligence.

\When Julien was.at last alone in his little pinc-paneled bedroom,
he took stock. It is true, he told himself, I can make a couple of
thousand francs here, and then be in a good position to take up the
soldier’s trade, or the pricst’s, depending on which is then fashion-
able in [rance.! The little bit of money I can save up herc will
smooth the way in either line of work. Even though living alone in
the mountains, I can do something to dissipate my frightful igno-
rance of the things that occupy socicty people. But [Fouqué, though
he’s decided not to marry, keeps tclling me that loncliness makes
him wretched. It’s obvious that if he takes in a partner who has no
capital to put into the business he hopes to find a friend who will
never leavc him.

1. Julien’s cool indifference between of his character, rendered here with
these alternatives is a notable feature perfect absence of emphasis.



Travel - 59

And shall T betray my friend? Julicn said angrily to himsclf. This
creature, for whom hypocrisy and cold calculation were the ordinary
mcans of rcfuge, could not on this occasion cudure the idea of
cven the slightest dishonorable act toward a man who was fond of
him.

But suddenly Julien was happy; he had a rcason for his refusal.
What! to squander in basc pursuits scven or cight years! In that
way [ should rcach the age of twenty-cight; and by that age Bona-
partc had alrcady performed his {incst actions. liven if T make a
little dcvious moncy by running around to wood auctions and curry-
ing the favor of some subordinate scoundrels, how can I supposc
I'll still have the sacred fire with which onc makes onesclf a name?

Neat morning Julien spoke to the good IF'ouqué, who was alrcady
taking the partnership for granted, and told him, with the greatest
coolncss, that his sacred vocation would not allow him to accept
the other’s offcr. I'ouqué was thunderstruck.

—DBut just think, he kept repeating, 1 put vou in the way of four
thousand francs a ycar, or if vou prefer it this way, I give them to
you. Yct you want to go back to M. de Rénal, who despises you
likc the dirt on his shocs! After you've piled up a couple of hundred
louis of your own, what prcvents vou from cntering a seminary?
I'll tell you somcthing clsc; I can guarantce to get vou the best
vicarage in the countryside. IFor, listen here (Fouqué added, lower-
ing his voicc), I supply fircwood to M. e , M. e , and
M. . What I give them is first-quality oak.wood, what I charge
them for is ordinary pinc, but moncy was never better invested.

No arguments could overcome that of Julien’s vocation. FFouqué
finally decided he was a little crazy. Ilarly on the morning of the
third day Julicn Icft his fricnd, to spend the day among the rocks
of the high mountains. Ilc sought out his littlc grotto again, but
pcacc of mind had left him, driven away by his friend’s offers. Like
Hercules, he found himscelf faced with a choice, not between vice
and virtuc but betwcen comfortable mediocrity and the hecroic
drcams of youth.2 \Vcll, he said to himsclf, I don’t rcally have a
firm character after all—and this was the thought that caused him
dcepest pain. I'm not madc of the stuff that gocs into grcat men,
since I’'m afraid that cight ycars spent in moncy making will rob
mc of the sublimc cnergy that gocs into- the doing of cxtraordinary
dceds.

2. The theme of Hercules forced to  sale grocery business in Marseilles, hop-
choose between painful virtue and con- ing to make enough money in a few
temptible case is a frequent one in years to devote the rest of his life to
Renaissance painting. Stendhal in his  art. See Paul Arbelet, Stcndhal épicicr.
youth had actually entered the whole-
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Chapter 13

NET STOCKINGS

A novel: it's a mirror being carried along a highway.
—Saint-Réal3

When Julicn caught sight of the picturesque ruins of the old
church of Vergy, he reflected that not once in the last two days
had he given a thought to Mme. de Rénal. The other day as we
said goodbyc that woman reminded me of the distance that divides
us; she treated me like the child of a workman. No doubt she wanted
to show mc her regret at having granted me her hand the previous
cvening. . . . Still, that’s a very pretty hand! And what charm, what
nobility in the glances of that woman!

His chance of gctting ahcad in the world with Fouqué gavc a
certain fluency to Julien’s speculations; they were not now spoiled
so often by irritation and a bitter sense of poverty and contempt
in the eves of the world. Placed as it were on a lofty promontory,
he could judge and excrcise dominion, so to spcak, over the alterna-
tives of extreme poverty and the comparative comfort he called
wealth. He was far from taking stock of his position likc a philos-
opher, but he had cnough insight to fccl that he was different after
his bricf trip through the mountains.

He was struck by the air of deep anxiety with which Nme. dc
Rénal listened to the little story of his trip which she asked him to
tell her.

Fouqué had had various projects of marrying, but his lovc affairs
had becn unhappy;* long exchanges on this topic had filled the
convcrsations of the two friends. Having found happiness too
quickly, IFouqué had discovered that he was not without rivals. All
his storics had astonished Julien; he learned a great deal that was
new to him. His solitary life compounded of imagination and mis-
trust had distanced him from evcryone who could enlighten him.

While he was away life had bcen nothing for Mme. de Rénal
but a succession of diffcrent torments, all intolerable; she was really
il

—Abovc all, said Nme. Derville when she saw Julicn returning,
sick as you are, you won't sit out in the garden this evcning; the
night air will make you worse than ever.

Mme. Derville noted with amazement that her frend, who was
always being scolded by M. de Rénal for the excessive simplicity of

3. César de Saint-Réal, seventeenth- 4. The biographical original of Fouqué,
century [French historian, probably Frangois Bigillion, had in fact com-
never made this statement about novels  mitted suicide out of humiliation at
—a statement that is less true of Sten- being cuckolded.

dhal’'s own novels than of most others.
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her dress, had put on net stockings and a pair of charming little
slippcrs dircet from Paris. IFor the past three davs Nme. de Rénal's
only amusement had been in having Illisa make for her, as quickly
as possible, a snmmer dress; it was of a very pretty material, quite
in the latest style. The dress was finished only a few minutes after
Julicn’s return: NMme. de Rénal put it on at oncc. Iler friend had
no fuorther doubts. She’s in love, poor thing! said Nme. Derville
to hersclf. She now understood all the symptoms of her friend's
malady.

She watched her talking with Julicn. Pallor alternated with
blushes. Her anxious cyes were fastened on those of the young
tutor. Mmec. de Rénal expected that at any moment he would
cxplain his position and announcc that he was lcaving the housc,
or would stay. Julicn was far from saying any such thing; hc never
gave this matter a thought. After frightful inner struggles Nme.
dc Rénal finally brought hersclf to say to him, in a voice that
trembled and revealed all her fecling:

—\Will you be lcaving vour pupils and taking a position somc-
where clsc?

Julicn was struck by Mmec. de Rénal’s quavering voice and glance.
This woman is in love with mc, he said to himsclf; but after this
moment of wcakness, which her pride is alrcady ashamed of, as
soon as shc no longer fears my Icaving, she’ll tumn arrogant again.
This survey of his position took place, in Julien’s mind, with the
spced of light; he replicd cautiously:

—1I should be much distressed to lcave children who arc so at-
tractivc and so well born, but perhaps I will have to. Onc has dutics
toward oncsclf, as well.

As hic pronounced the words so well born (it was onc of thosc
aristocratic phrases Julien had reccntly picked up), he was stirred
with a decp sensc of hostility.

In the cyes of this woman, hc reflected, I myself am not well
born.

Mmec. de Rénal as she listened to him admired his spirit, his
charm; her heart was laccrated at the thought of the scparation
he was forcing her to contemplate. All her friends from Verriéres,
who during Julicn’s absence had come to dinncr at Vergy, had
complimented her lavishly on this astonishing man whom her hus-
band had been lucky cnough to discover. It wasn’t that anvonc
knew whethcer the children were learning anything., The fact that
he knew the Bible by heart, and actually in Latin, had inspired in
the pcople of Verriércs an admiration that will probably last a
hundred vears.

Julien, who talked to nobody, was unaware of all this. If Nlme.
de Rénal had had the Icast self-composure, she would have compli-
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mented him on the reputation he had earned, and when Julien’s
pride had been sct at rest, he would have been gentle and agreeable
to her, cspecially since the new dress scemed delightful to him.
Mmec. dc Rénal, who was also pleascd with her pretty dress, and
with the things Julien said about it, wantcd to stroll in the garden;
soon, however, shc had to confcss that she could go no further.
She scized his arm, and far from rcstoring her strength, contact
with his arm took away her last remaining cnergy.

It was cvening; scarcely were they seated when Julien, resuming
his former privilege, ventured to bring his lips close to the arm of
his pretty ncighbor and to grasp her hand. He was thinking of the
boldncess IFouqué had demonstrated in his love affairs and not at
all of Mme. de Rénal; the phrase well born still weighed heavily
on his spirit. His hand was grasped warmly, but it gave him no
pleasurc. Iar from being proud of or cven grateful for the feelings
that Mme. dc Rénal revealed all too openly that evening, her
beauty, clegance, and freshness left him completely cold. There
can bc no doubt that purity of spirit and frcedom from hateful
passions prolong onc’s vouth. \Vith most pretty women it’s thc
fcatures that first harden into age.

Julien was sullen all evening; hitherto, he had been angry only
with his destiny and with socicty, but since Fouqué had offcred
him a vulgar way to wecalth, hc was angry with himself as well.
Absorbed in his own thoughts, though from time to time he spoke
a few words to thc ladics, Julien ended by thoughtlessly releasing
the hand of Mme. de Rénal. The poor woman was devastated by
this act; she saw in it a forcshadowing of her own fate.

Had she been confident of Julicn’s affcction, perhaps her virtuc
might have found strength against him. But shc was fearful of
losing him forcver, and her passion drove her to the point of
rcaching out for Julien’s hand, which in his distraction he had
rested momentarily on the back of a chair. Her action reawoke the
ambition in Julien: he would have liked to be scen by all those
arrogant gentry who, at dinner when he sat at the foot of the table
with the children, looked upon him with complacent smiles. This
woman can’t despisc me any more: very well, in that case, said
he to himsclf, I ought to be aware of her beauty; indeed, I owec it
to mysclf to become her lover. Such an idca would ncver have oc-
curred to him before he had hcard the naive confessions of his
fricnd.

The abrupt decision hc had just rcached provided an agreeable
distraction. He said to himself: I must have one of these two
women; and then he was awarc that he would much have preferred
to make his advances to Mme. Derville—not that she was more
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attractive, but she had always scen him as a tutor honored for his
learning, not as a journcyman carpenter, with his rough vest folded
under his arm, as he had appeared before Mmc. de Rénal.

It was preciscly as a young workman, blushing to the whites of
his cycs, pausing before the house door and not daring to ring,
that Nmc. de Rénal remembered him most fondly. [This woman,
whom the shopkeepers of the district considered so arrogant, rarcly
thought of social status at all, and the slightest assurance in a man’s
character impressed her more than all the promises held out by his
rank. A cart driver who had showed some rcal bravery would have
stood higher, in her cyes, than a fearful captain of hussars, com-
plete with moustache and pipe. She thought Julien's soul nobler
than thosc of all her relatives, though they were all gentlemen of
the blood and scveral of them titled.]

As he continued the summary of his position, Julien saw that he
must not drcam of the conquest of Mme. Derville, who was no
doubt awarc of Nmec. de Rénal’s attraction to him. FForced, then,
to consider the latter, Julien asked himsclf: What do I really know
about the character of this woman? Only one thing: before I went
away I took her hand and she withdrew it, now I withdraw my
hand and she reaches after it. A finc chance to pay her back for all
her contempt of me. God only knows how many lovers she’s had!
Shc’s probably interested in me only because the arrangements arc
SO casy.

Such, alas, is the unhappy cffect of too much civilization! At the
age of twenty a young man’s spirit, if he has any cducation at all,
is a thousand miles from that casc without which love is often
only the most laborious of obligations.

I'm all the more duty bound to succeed with this woman, Julien’s
petty vanity pursucd, since if cver I make my fortune and somconc
throws up at mec that I held the low post of a tutor, I can let it be
understood that love alone induced me to accept such a position.

Oncec again Julien let fall the hand of Mme. de Rénal, then took
it up and clasped it warmly. As they were returning to the drawing
room about midnight, NImc. de Rénal said to him in an undertone:

—Arc you going to lcave us, will you go away?

Julicn answered with a sigh:

—I must go, indced, for I love you passionatcly, and that is a
crime . . . what a crime for a young pricst!

Mmec. de Rénal leaned upon his arm, and with so little constraint
that her check felt the warmth of Julien’s.

Thesc two beings passed very different nights. N me. de Rénal
was exalted by transports of the most exalted moral pleasurc. A
flighty voung girl who learns the ways of love carly gets accustomed
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to its troubles; when she rcaches the age of real passion the charm of
novelty is altogcther missing. As Mmec. de Rénal had never read
any novels, all the subtlctics of her happiness were new to her. No
gloomy truths could frecze her spirit, not even the specter of the
futurc. She looked forward to being as happy ten years hence as she
was at that moment. Even the notion of her virtue, and the fidelity
she had pledged to M. de Rénal, which had so much disturbed her
several days before, knocked vainly on her consciousness; it was
sent away like an unwanted guest. Never will I accord any favor
to Julien, Mmec. de Rénal told hersclf, we will live in the future
exactly as we have lived the past month. He will be a friend.

Chapter 14
ENGLISH SCISSORS

A girl of sixteen had a rose-petal complexion and wore rouge.
—Polidoris

In cffect, Fouqué's offer had robbed Julien of all happiness; he
couldn’t settle on any line of action. Alas! perhaps I'm lacking in
character; I would have madc a poor soldier for Napoleon. At least,
he added, my little intrigue with the lady of the house will distract
me for a while.

Happily for him, cven in this minor episode the depths of his
soul bore little relation to his crude language. He was afraid of
Mmec. de Rénal because her dress was so pretty. In his cyes this
dress constituted the advance guard of Paris itsclf. His pride would
not allow him to lcave anything to chance or to the inspiration of
the instant. Relying on the confidences made him by Fouqué and
the little he had read about love in the Bible, he drew up a highly
dctailed plan of campaign. And as he was much worried, though
unable to admit it, he wrote down this plan.¢

Next morning in the drawing room Mme. de Rénal was for an
instant alonc with him,

—Don’t you have any other name besides Julien? she asked him.

The question was flattering, but our hero knew not what to
answer; there was no room for this episode in his plan. If he had

5. John W. Polidori was Lord Byron's
physician and secretary. Stendhal met
them both in Milan in October, 1816.
The epigraph reappears in diflerent
forms, as part of the text of Book I,
Chap. 15, and as the epigraph to Book
II, where it is attributed to Sainte-
Beuve. Chances are it was neither
Polidori's nor Sainte-Beuve’s remark,
but an invention of Stendhal’s.

6. The idea of a prearranged plan of
conquest in a love affair was ancient
with Stendhal; he drew up just such
a program for the siege of Mme. Daru.
See the “Consultation pour Banti,” in
Mélanges Intimes (Divan ed.) XVI,
pp. 57-96.
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not been so stupid as to make up a strategy beforchand, Julien’s
quick wit would have scrved him very well; his surprisc would only
havc added to the brilliance of his phrascs.

Hc was awkward, and cxaggerated his awkwardness. Mmc. dc
Rénal pardoned him quickly cnough; she saw in his clumsiness the
cffcct of a delightful simplicity. And the only thing shc had found
lacking in this man, to whom cvernvonc clsc attributed a great genius,
was preciscly an air of candor.

—I don’t trust your little tutor, Mmc. Dcrville somctimes said
to her. He always scems to be calculating and to act only out of
craft. Hec's a sly onc.

Julicn remained deeply humiliated by his failure to find an
answer for Mme. dc Rénal.

A man likc me must redeem a failure like that, he thought; and
scizing the moment when they were passing from onc room to an-
other, hc fclt it his duty to try to give Mmec. dc Rénal a kiss.

Nothing could have been less suave, nothing less agrecable for
cither of them, and nothing more imprudent. They were ncarly
overscen. Mme. de Rénal thought him mad. She was frightened
and above all shocked. This crudity reminded her of M. Valenod.

What would happen to me, she asked hersclf, if I were lcft
alonc with him? All her virtuc returned, because her love was in
cclipsc.

She arranged things so onc of her children would always be at
herside.

Thc day was a complcte bore for Julicn; he spent it carrying
clumsily forward his scheme of seduction. He ncver once glanced
at Mmc. de Rénal without a question in his cyes. Still, his folly
did not prevent him from sccing that he had succeeded in being
neither agrecable nor, far less, scductive.

Mmec. dc Rénal could not get over her astonishment at finding
him both so bashful and so bold. It is the timidity of first love in
a man of wit! shc finally told hcrsclf, with immensc dclight. Is it
possiblc that he was never loved by my rival!

After lunch NMme. de Rénal recturned to the drawing room to
reccive a visit from M. Charcot dc Maugiron, the subprefcct of
Bray. She was working on a little raiscd tapestry loom, with Mmec.
Derville by her side. It was under thesc circumstances, and in full
daylight, that our hcro found it appropriatc to rcach forth his foot
and press it against the pretty foot of Mme. de Rénal, whosc nct
stockings and pretty Paris slippers werc actually drawing admiring
glanccs from the gallant subprcfect.

Mme. dc Rénal was terrificd; she dropped her scissors, her ball
of yarn, and her nccdles; thus Julien’s gesture could pass as an
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awkward effort to prcvent the scissors from falling—as if he had
seen them slipping. Happily these little scissors of English stecl
were broken in their fall, and Mmc. de Rénal was lavish in deplor-
ing the fact that Julien had not been nearer to her.

—7You saw them falling before I did, vou might have caught
them: as it is, vour eagerness has brought me nothing but a kick on
the ankle.

All this business deceived the subprefect, but not NImc. Derville.
This pretty boy has awfully crude manners, she thought to herself;
even in a provincial capital this sort of clumsiness won’t pass. Nme.
de Rénal found occasion to say to Julicn:

—Be more careful, I command vou.

Julien was aware of his own clumsiness and grew angry. He spent
a long time debating inwardly whether he ought to be angry over
that expression: I cormmand you. He was stupid enough to think:
she might very well say I command if it was a question involving
her children’s education, but in a love affair we presupposc equality.
Without equality love is impossible . . . ; and his mind lost itsclf in
the recitation of commonplaces about equality. \Wrathfully he re-
peated to himself a verse of Corneille that N me. Derville had taught
him a couple of days before:

... Love
Makes its cqualities, it docs not seck them out.

Since Julien persisted in plaving the role of a Don Juan, he who
had never in his life had a mistress, he was paralvzingly dull all day.
He had only one sensible idea; bored with himself and Mme. de
Rénal, he was terrified at the approach of cvening and the prospect
of sitting beside her in the garden and the gathering dusk. So he
told M. de Rénal that he was going to Vcrriéres to sce the priest,
left after dinner, and came back only late at night.

At Verricres Julien found M. Chélan busy moving out; he had in
fact been removed from his position; Vicar Maslon was replacing
him. Julicn helped the good curé with his things, and cven got the
idea of writing to IFouqué that his irresistible impulse toward a
sacred calling had recently kept him from accepting certain kind
offers, but now he had just seen such a shocking example of in-
justice that perhaps it would be safer for his salvation not to cnter
holy orders.

Julien was much pleased with his own cleverness in using the
dismissal of the curé to provide himself with an casy retreat to the
world of commerce just in case melancholy prudence should win out
in his soul over heroism.
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Chaptcr 15

COCKCROW

Love in Latin is amor,

And in this love we find the source

Of dangcer, death, and biting cares,

Tears, sorrows, traps, gricf, and remorse.
—Love's Heraldry

If Julicn had had a bit of the shrewdness he so liberally ascribed
to himsclf, he might have been able to congratulate himsclf the
next morning on the cffect produced by his visit to Verrieres. Ilis
absence had caused his clumsiness to be forgotten. Even on this
next day, however, he was still fairly sullen; but in the cvening a
ridiculous idca occurred to him, and he communicated it to Mmec.
de Rénal with a singular boldness.

Scarccly were they scated in the garden when Julien, without
cven waiting for dusk to fall, lcanced toward the car of Nme. de
Rénal, and at the risk of compromising her terribly, whispered:

—NMadamc, tonight at two o’clock I must come to vour room; I
have somcthing to tcll vou.

Julicn was in an agony of fcar lest his demand be granted; his
role of scducer weighed on him so horribly that if he had been free
to follow his own instincts, he would have retired to his own room
for a few days and scen no morc of thesc ladics. e understood that
by his masterful policy vesterday he had spoiled all the prospects
that sccmed so fine the day before, and he no longer knew which
way to turn.

Nme. de Rénal replied to Julien’s impudent proposal with gen-
uine indignation, which was in no way cxaggerated. He thought he
caught a notc of scorn in her curt responsc. It’s beyond question
that in this answer, which was only whispcred, the cxpression for
shame appeared. Prctending that he had somcthing to tell the chil-
dren, Julicn went to their room, and when he came back placed
himsclf besidc Mmec. Dcrville and at a distance from Nlme. de
Rénal. He thus climinated all possibility of grasping her hand. The
discussion was serious, and Julicn came off very well, apart from
sevcral moments of silence during which he groped desperately for
a phrasc. \Why can’t I invent some fine mancuver, he asked him-
self, that would forcc her to repeat thosc signs of tender fecling
that convinced me, a few days ago, that she was mine for the
taking!

Julien was greatly distressed by the almost desperatc posture into
which he had guided his affairs. And yet nothing would have cm-
barrassed him more than success.

\Vhen the party broke up at midnight, his pessimism convinced
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him that Mme. Dcrnville despised him, and that probably he was no
better off with Mme. de Rénal.

Badly out of humor, and much disgruntled, Julien was unable to
sleccp. He was not far from giving up on all his efforts,” all his
schemcs, and living from day to day with Mme. de Rénal in the
childish happincss cach hour would bring him.

He cxhausted his mind in inventing claborate strategics that, an
instant later, he found absurd: in a word, he was most unhappy
when twoo’clock struck on the farmhouse clock.

The sound rouscd him as the cockcrow rouscd Saint Peter.8 He
saw himsclf on the verge of a terrifying venture. Since the moment
when he made it. he had not given another thought to his im-
pertinent proposal: it had been so unfavorably reccived!

I told her that I would come to her room at two o’clock, he said
to himsclf as he got up; I may bc incxpcerienced and boorish like the
son of a pcasant—NImc. Dcrville has made that perfectly clear to
mc. But at lcast I shan’t be a weakling.

Julicn was perfectly right in admiring his own courage: never had
he undcrtaken a more disagrecable task. As he opcned the door he
trcmbled so violently that his legs gave way bencath him, and hc had
to lean against the wall.

He was barcfoot. IFor a moment he paused outside the bedroom
of M. dc Rénal, who could be heard snoring away. Julien was dis-
tressed to hear it: he had no other pretext to prevent him from going
to her. But good God! what would he ever do there? He had no
stratcgy worked out. and cven if he had, he felt himsclf too dis-
tresscd cver to carry it out.

At last, suffering a thousand times worse than if he had been
marching to his cxccution, he crept into the little corridor leading
to Mme. de Rénal's room. \With trembling hands he opencd the
door: it made a frightful noisc.

Thc room was lit; a night lamp was burning on the mantle. He
had not cxpected this particular misfortune. As she saw him come
in Mmec. de Rénal flung hersclf angrily out of bed. Wictch! she
cricd. There was a moment of confusion. Julien forgot all his empty
projects and rccovered his natural sclf; to fail of pleasing such an
attractive woman sccmed to him the blackest of misfortunes. He
answered her scoldings only by falling at her fect and catching her
about the knces. As she talked to him extremely harshly, he burst
into tcars.

Sevceral hours later, when Julicn left Nmec. de Rénal’s room, one

7. Stendhal’'s sentence actually says, weren't a little too cute. Accordingly,
“He was a thousand leagues [i.e., very I have rationalized the sentence to con-
far indeed] from giving up,” etc. One form with its major element.

might read the sentence as saying, then. 8. See Mark 14. Stendhal repeatedly
“He rejected with horror an idea which uses the story as an emblem of spiritual
he yvearned for instinctively”—if that awakening.
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might have said. after the fashion of novclists, that he had nothing
further to desirc. Actually, he owed to the love he had previously
inspired, and to the uncxpected impression produced on him by
fcminine charms, a victory to which all of his clumsy subtlctics
would ncver have conducted him.

But in the moments of supreme dclight, victim of his own strange
pride, he insisted on playing the rolc of a man accustomed to tri-
umph over women: he made incredible cfforts to spoil the cffect of
all his own charm. Instcad of paving attention to the transports of
delight hc aroused and to the remorse that sharpened them, he
focused his attention cntircly on the idca of duty. Ilc fcared that
he would be the victim of a fearful disgrace and of perpetual ridicule
if he departed from the ideal of behavior he had sct himsclf. In a
word, what madc Julien a superior being was preciscly the quality
that prevented him from scizing a pleasurc that lay dircctly in his
path. He was like a voung girl of sixtcen with a chanming com-
plexion, who, when she’s going to a dance, is foolish cnough to
cover her checks with rouge.

Mortally terrified when Julien actually appeared, NIme. de Rénal
was quickly overwhelmed with other gricfs. Julien’s tcars and un-
happiness distressed her deeply.

Even when she had nothing further to refuse, she spurned Julicn
from her presence with genuine indignation, and the next instant
flung hersclf into his arms. There was no policy behind this conduct.
She saw hersclf damned without pardon and sought to hidc her
vision of hell by covering Julicn with the most ardent caresses. In a
word, nothing was lacking to our hero’'s happiness, not even a
passionate scnsitivity on the part of his bcloved, if he had only
known how to cnjoy it. Not cven Julien’s departurc put a stop to
her transports of uncontrollable joy and to the attacks of bitter re-
morsc that tore at her conscience.

Good Lord! being happy, being in love, is that all it is?9 This was
the first thought of Julicn as he regained his bedroom. He was in
that condition of astonishment and uneasy discontent which gen-
crally overtakes the soul that has just obtained its heart’s desire.
Such a soul is accustomed to yearning, no longer has anything to
vearn after, and has no mecmories as yet. Like a soldier just back
from review, Julicn was intent on cxamining all the details of his
conduct.

—Did I fail in any of my responsibilitics to mysclf? Did [ play
my role well?

And what role was that? The rolc of a man accustomed to shine
beforc women.

9. X’cst-ce que ¢a? is the eternal cry  Fabrizio's disappointed retrospect on
of the romantic confronted with the the expserience of \Waterloo, Chartreuse,

disappointing reality of his heart's Chap. 5.
desire. See Brulard, Chap. 46, and
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Chapter 16
THE MORNING AFTER

He turned his lip to hers, and with his hand
Call'd back the tangles of her wandering hair.
—Don Juan, Canto 1, stanza 170

Fortunately for Julien’s glory, Mme. de Rénal had been too dis-
turbed and too astonished to observe the stupidity of this man who
in an instant had become the whole world to her.

As she was begging him to leave her, just as day was beginning
to break:

—OH, Lord! she said, if my husband has overheard anything,
I'm ruined forever.

Julien, who had time to make fine phrascs, thought of this one:

—Should you regret losing your life?

—AM, terribly, just now; but I should ncver regret having known
you.

Julien found it accorded with his dignity to return deliberately
to his room in broad daylight and with the greatest indiscretion.

The minute care with which he studied his own behavior, in the
foolish expectation of appearing a man of experience, had only one
good result; when he saw Mme. de Rénal at lunch his comportment
was a masterpiece of prudence.

As for her, she could hardly look at him without blushing furi-
ously, and she looked at him all the time. Becoming aware of her
own distress, she made extra efforts to conceal it. Julien raised his
cyes to hers only oncc. At first Mme. de Rénal admired his dis-
crction. But then, sceing that single glance was not repeated, she
grew alarmed: “Perhaps hc no longer loves me,” she told herself;
“alas, I'm much too old for him, I must be ten years older.”

As thcey strolled from the dining room out into the garden she
clasped Julien’s hand. In the moment of surprise caused by such
an open mark of affcction he glanced at her with passion, for she
had in fact scemed beautiful to him at lunch, and even as he
lowered his eyes he had passed the time by thinking of her charms.
This glance brought some comfort to Mme. de Rénal; it did not
relicve all her disquiet, but then her disquiet scrved to efface almost
entirely any remorse she might have felt concerning her hus-
band.

At lunch the husband noticed nothing; neither did Mme. Der-
ville, who thought Mme. de Rénal was simply in danger. Through-
out the day her bold and incisive friendship took the form of hints
and allusions designed to paint in the most hideous colors the
danger her friend was running.
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Mme. dc Rénal was furiously impaticnt for a moment alonc with
Julicn; she wanted to ask if he still loved her. Despite the unshakable
sweetness of her character, she was scveral times on the point of
lctting her friend understand how troublesome she was being.

In the garden that cvening, Mme. Derville arranged matters so
well that she got hersclf stationed between Nme. de Rénal and
Julicn. Mmec. de Rénal, who had built up a dclicious expectation of
holding Julien’s hand and raising it to her lips, was unable cven
to address a word to him.

This mancuvering increased her distress. She was haunted by one
regret in particular. She had reproached Julien so bitterly for his
audacity in visiting her the night before that now she was in terror
he might not comec again. She left the garden carly, and retired to
her bedchamber. But, unable to control her impaticnce, she came
and pressed her car against Julicn’s door. In spite of the uncertainty
and violent passions that were devouring her, she dared not enter.
Such an action scecmed to her the last word in crude bchavior,
simply becausc it provides the text of a provincial proverb.

The scrvants were not yet all abed; discretion finally forced her
to rctire to her own room. Two hours of waiting were two centurics
of torment.

But Julicn was too faithful to what he called his duty to fail of
cxccuting, point by point, the program he had laid down for him-
sclf.

As the clock tolled one he slipped silently from his room, made
sure that thc master of the housc was fast asleep, and appcarcd
before Mme. de Rénal. That night he experienced more real plea-
surc with his mistress, for he thought less continually about the role
he was plaving. He had cyes to sec and cars to hear. \WWhat Nmc. de
Rénal told him of her age helped to give him some assurance.

—Alas, I'm ten years older than you! How can vou possibly love
me? She repeated these words without ulterior motive, simply be-
cause the idea oppressed her.

Julien could form no idca of her gricf, but he saw that it was
real, and he forgot almost all his fcars of sceming ridiculous.

The silly notion that he might be regarded as a hired lover, be-
causc of his low birth, disappcared as wcll. As gradually Julicn’s
transports gave ncw confidence to his timid mistress, she recovered
both a little happiness and the power of judging her lover. Fortu-
natcly that night he had little of that artificial manncr that had
madc the previous night’s cncounter a victory but not a pleasurc.
If she had become aware of his cfforts to play a part, the discovery
would have destroved her happiness forever. She could have secn
in it only a bitter conscquence of the diffcrence in their ages.

Although Mmc. de Rénal had never reflected on the theorics of
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love, disparity of age is, after disparity of fortune, one of the great
commonplaces of provincial humor whenever love is mentioned.

Within a few days Julien, quite restored to the natural ardor of
his age, was desperatcly in love.

No one can dcny, said he to himself, the angelic becauty of her
soul, and they don’t come any prettier.

He had almost cntircly dismisscd the idea of a role to be plaved.
In a moment of self-abandon, he even told her of his anxieties.
This confession lifted even higher the passion he inspired. So I
ncver had a successful rival, Mme. dc Rénal told herself joyously.
She venturcd to ask him about the portrait by which he placed
such storc; Julien sworc to her that it was the portrait of a man.

\When Mme. de Rénal had cnough self-possession to meditate,
she could not get over her astonishment that such happiness should
exist and that she should never have suspected it.

Ah! shc told hersclf, if only I had known Julien ten ycars ago,
when [ could still pass for pretty!

Julien was far from sharing these thoughts. His love was still a
form of ambition; it was his joy in possessing—he, a wrctched and
despiscd crcature—such a noble and beautiful woman. His acts of
adoration, his transports of dclight at the attractions of his mistress,
succceded at last in rcassuring her slightly about the disparity in
their ages. If shc had had a touch of that worldly wisdom which, in
the more civilized nations, women of thirty normally have, she
would have shuddercd for the futurc of a love that seemed to de-
pend altogether on novelty and the flattery of self-esteem.

At times when his ambition was forgotten, Julicn admired with
ecstasy Mme. dc Rénal’s very hats and dresses. He never tired of
their perfumec. He opened her mirrored closet and spent hours on
end wondering at the beauty and order of everything he found
therc. His mistress, leaning against him, watched his face while he
admired all the jewels and frippery which on the occasion of a
marriagc fill a hope chest.

And I might have married such a man! Mme. dc Rénal some-
times reflected; what a fiery spirit! what a marvclous life with him!

As for Julicn, he had never found himself so closc to these
terrible wecapons of feminine artillery. It's impossible, said he to
himsclf, that cven in Paris there should be anything morc beautiful!
And at that point he found nothing to object to in being happy.
Frequently his mistress’ sincere admiration and transports of plea-
sure caused him to forget the empty theory that had made him so
affected and almost absurd in the first moments of their affair.
Therc were cven instants when, in spite of his habitual hypocrisy,
he found grcat joy in admitting to this great lady who so admired
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him his unfamiliarity with a whole mass of little forms. The rank
of his mistress sccmed to lift him out of his own. IFor her part,
Mme. dc Rénal found it the most dclicate of moral pleasurcs to
instruct in the nicctics of behavior a young man of genius who, as
cveryonce agreed, would some day go far. liven the subprefect and
M. Valenod could hardly refrain from admiring him; because they
did so, she thought them less stupid. As for Nme. Derville, she was
far from sharing these feclings. Desperatc over the things she
gucssed, and sccing that her good aclvice was odious to a woman who
had, in fact, lost control of hersclf, Nme. Derville left Vergy with-
out offcring any cxplanation and without being asked for onc. NMmec.
dc Rénal shed a few tears over her departure and soon felt twice
as happy without her. In her fricnd’s absence she could be alone
almost cvery day with her lover.

Julicn abandoncd himsclf all the morc fully to the sweet socicty
of his mistress because, whenever he was too long by himsclf, the
fatal proposal of I‘ouqué rcturncd to disturhb him. In the first dayvs
of this new life there were moments when he, who had never loved
or been loved by anybody, found such dclicious pleasurcs in sincerity
that hc was on the point of confessing to Nmc. de Rénal the ambi-
tion that had been, up to this point, the sccret cssence of his
cexistence. He would have liked to consult her on the strange at-
tractiveness of IFouqué’s offer, but a little cpisodc occurred that
blocked all thoughts of frankncss.

Chapter 17
TIE FIRST DEPUTY

O, how this spring of love resembleth

The uncertain glory of an April day;

Which now shows all the beauty of the sun

And by and by a cloud takes all away!
—Two Gentlemen of Verona

One evening at sunsct hc was sitting by his mistress at the foot
of the orchard, far from any intruder, sunk in deep reveric. Can such
delectable moments, he asked himsclf, possibly last forcver? His
thoughts were caught up with the difficult nccessity of finding a
position; he lamented that sudden burden of unhappiness which
puts an end to childhood and spoils the young manhood of anyonc
born poor.

—ADh, hc cxclaimed, Napoleon was rcally the man sent by God
to the youth of France! Who can take his place? What will those
wrctches do who are even richer than me, who have just the mcager
sum necded to get a good education, but not cnough moncy to buy
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a man and gct started in a carcer at twenty!! Whatever becomes of
us, he added with a sigh, this fatal memory will prevent our cver
being really happy!

Suddcnly he noted that Mme. de Rénal was frowning, had as-
sumed a cold and disdainful air; this way of thinking scemed to her
suitablc only to a scrvant. Brought up in the consciousncss of wealth,
she took it for granted that Julicn was too. She loved him more than
lifc itsclf [She would have loved him had he proved unkind or be-
trayed her], and moncy was a matter of no moment to her.

Julicn was far from gucssing what was in her mind. Her frown
brought him back to carth. He had cnough presence of mind to
modify his terms and convey to this noble lady seated beside him on
a grassy bank that the speech he had just delivered was one he had
overheard on his recent visit to the wood dealer; that was how
wicked worldlings talked.

—All right, just don’t get voursclf mixed up with that lot, said
Mmec. de Rénal, still with that glacial air that had abruptly re-
placed a manner of melting [and intimatc] tenderness.

This frown of hers, or rather regret at his own imprudence, was
the first sctback for the illusion that was carryving Julien away. He
said to himsclf: She is good, she is swcet, she is fond of me, but
she has been raised in the enemy camp. They arc bound to be
afraid of spiritced mecn, well cducated, who don’t have cnough
moncy to take up a carcer. \What would happen to these noblemen
if cver we were matched with them in cven fight? If I, for example,
were mavor of Verricres, honest and well mcaning as I supposc
M. dc Reénal is at bottom! \Wouldn't I get rid of the vicar, of
M. Valenod, and their whole bag of tricks! Justice would really
triumph in Verricres! It’s not talents like theirs that would know
how to stop me. They’re born bumblers.

Julicn’s happiness that day was on the verge of becoming lasting.
Our hero simply lacked the audacity to be sincere. It required bold-
ness to give battle, and on the spot; Nmc. de Rénal had been sur-
priscd by Julicn’s words because the men she knew always said a
Robcspicrre might arise any minute preciscly from among those well-
cducated, ambitious voung men of the lower orders. Her severe
expression lasted a long time, and to Julien scemed particularly
marked. But the rcason was that her first dislike of the idea was fol-
lowed by regrets at having said somcthing indircctly disagrceable
to him. Unhappiness madc itsclf quickly apparent on those fecaturcs,
which werc so purc and innocent when. she was happy and un-
worricd.

1. “Buying a man” seems to envisage carcer bribing an official or purchasing
as normal procedure for a commercial someone's favor.
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Julicn no longer dared meditate openly. Growing morc calm and
less passionate, he found that it was impractical to continuc mecct-
ing Nme. dc Rénal in her bedroom. It was better that she should
comec to his; if a servant saw her wandering about the house, there
were twenty different pretexts at hand to explain it.

But this arrangement too had its inconvenicnt side. Julien had
received from FFouqué various books which he himsclf, as a student
of thecology, could necver have requested in a bookstore. The only
time he dared open them was at night. Very often he would have
been glad cnough not to be interrupted by a visit; before the little
scene in the orchard, mere expectation of such a visit would have
rendered him incapable of rcading.

Because of Mme. de Rénal, he now understood books after a
wholly new fashion. Ilc had ventured to ask her about a wholc
throng of little matters, ignorance of which stops short the undcr-
standing of a young man brought up outside socicty, howcver in-
telligent we supposc him to be.

This cducation in love, conducted by an cxtremely ignorant
woman, was sheer dclight. Julian moved directly to an understand-
ing of socicty as it rcally is today. Iis intclligence was not clouded
by rccitals of what it used to be two thousand ycars ago, or just
sixty ycars ago in the cra of Voltairc and Louis XV. To his in-
describable joy, the scales fell from his cyes and he understood at
last what was going on in Vcrriéres.

In the forcground, various complicated intrigucs had been in
process for some two ycars now around the prefect of Besangon.
They were supported by lctters written from Paris and signed by
all the most distinguishcd names in the land. And the purposc of
all this was to make M. dc Moirod, the most devout man in the
countryside, first rather than sccond deputy of the- mayvor of Ver-
riércs.

His rival was a rich manufacturcr whom it was of the utmost
importance to push down into the position of sccond dcputy.

At last Julicn understood the allusions he had overheard when:
good company camc to dine at M. dec Rénal’s. This privileged group
was profoundly involved in the sclection of the first deputy—a
process of which the rest of the town, and above all the liberals,?
were wholly unaware. \Vhat made it all so important was that, as
is well known, the main strect of Verriéres had to be widened, on
its castern side, by morc than ninc-fcet, since the street was de-
clared a roval road.

2. The role of the liberals, and espe- novels; see especially the cuts taken
cially of the true or sincere liberals, is at them in Chaps. 18 and 22.
a constant comic subtheme in Stendhal’s
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But, if M. de Moirod, who had thrce houscs in the way of the
new improvement, should become first deputy and thus mayor in
the cvent of M. dc Rénal’s being named representative, he would
look in the other direction and people could make imperceptible
repairs on houses that were blocking the new road, and by this
means they would last another hundred years. In spite of M. de
Moirod’s lofty picty and recognized probity, cveryonc was sure he
would be understanding, for he had scveral children. Of the houses
that had to be moved back, ninc belonged to the top circles of
Vecrric¢rces society.

In Julicn’s eyces this intrigue was far more important than the
historic battle of Fontcnoy,® the name of which he had just scen
for the first time in onc of thc books sent him by Fouqué. There
were some things that had puzzled Julicn for five years, ever since
he started to study cvenings with the curé. But discretion and
spiritual humility arc the chicf qualitics of a thcological studcent,
so it had been impossible for him to make inquirices.

Onc day Mme. de Rénal gave an order to her husband’s valet,
who was Julien’s cnemy.

—But, madamc, this is the last Friday of the month, replicd the
man, putting on a peculiar expression.

—Off with you, said Mme. dc Rénal.

—So that’s it! said Julien, he’s going to that hay warchousc that
uscd to be a church and was recently restored to the uses of religion.
But what do they do there? That’s one of the mysteries I never could
solve.

—It’s a very uscful institution, but also a very odd onc, replicd
Mme. de Rénal; women aren’t admitted. All I can learn is that all
the pcople who go there arc on very familiar terms. For cxample,
this scrvant will mect M. Valcnod there, and that arrogant, stupid
fellow will not be at all distressed when Saint-]Jcan talks to him as
an cqual; he’ll answer in the same tonc. If you really want to know
what they do there, I'll ask M. de Maugiron and M. Valcnod.4 Wc¢
pay twenty francs for cvery servant, to prevent them from cutting
our throats some day [in case the Terror of g3 returns).

Time fled by. Thinking of his mistress’ charms distracted Julien
from his black ambition. His inability to talk with her about gloomy,
reasonable things, becausc they were of opposite parties, increased
(though he never suspected it) the happiness she gave him and her
power over him.

3. At the classic battle of Fontenoy during times of social stress, into

(May 11, 1745) the French, aided by
a brigade of Irish exiles, defeated a
British and allied army.

4. The congregations, which began as
voluatary devotional organizations,
were particularly apt to be transformed,

vigilante and espionage groups. Sten-
dhal’'s contempt [or the fraternizing of
servants and masters in these groups
contrasts with his fitfully egalitarian
sentiments elsewhere.
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At times, when the presence of too-understanding children
reduced them to talking the language of cold reason, Julicn sat with
perfect docility, watching her with cves in which love glittered,
while she explained to him the way of the world. Often in the midst
of tclling about some clever bit of rascality in conncction with a
road or a purchasing order NIme. de Rénal grew cestatic with joy;
Julicn had to wam her, she was allowing hersclf to usc with him
the samc intimate gestures she used with her children [she ran her
hand through his hair]. There were in fact days when she had the
illusion of loving him likc her own child. Didn't she have to reply
constantly to his simplc-minded questions about a thousand cle-
mentary things a well-bom child knows by the age of fiftcen? A
moment later, she worshipped him as her master. Ilis genius came
closc to terrifving her; she could sce morc clearly cvery day, so she
thought, the futurc grecat man in this voung cleric. She saw him as
the pope, she saw him as a great minister, like Richelicu.®

—\Will T live to sce you in vour glory? she said to Julicn; the
time is ripe for a great man; church and monarchy arc in nced of
onc. [Our gentlemen say cvery day: if some Richelicu doesn’t cut
off the torrent of personal judgment, all will be lost.]

Chapter 18
A KING AT VERRIERES

Are you good for nothing but to lie there like a corpse of a people,
inanimate and bloodless?
—Speech of the bishop, in St. Clement’s.

On the third of Scptember at ten o’clock at night a police officer
roused all Verriéres by charging up the main street at a gallop; he
brought news that his majesty the king of would arrive the
following Sunday, and hcre it was alrcady Tuesday. The prefect
authorized, that is to say, ordered, formation of a guard of honor;
the show must be as big as possible. A couricr was dispatched to
Vergy; M. dc Rénal arrived that same night and found the town
in turmoil. Lvery man had his prctensions; the lcast important
pcople werce renting balconics from which to vicw the king’s cntry.

Who will command the guard of honor? NI. de Rénal saw in-
stantly how important it was, in view of thosc houses that might
have to be moved back, that N. de Moirod should be in command.
That might open his way to thc officc of first deputy. Therc was
nothing to bc said against N. de Moirod’s devotion, it was quite

5. Cardinal Richelieu served, through power. He was an implacable, cal-
the early seventeenth century, as the culating, and brilliant statesman.
supreme architect of French royal
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unparalleled, but he had never sat upon a horse. He was thirty-six
years old, timid in every way, fearful alike of falling off his horse
and of making himself ridiculous.’

The mayor summoned him at five o’clock in the morning.

—Look here, sir, I'm asking your advice today as if you already
held the post for which all right-thinking men support you. Now,
in this unfortunate town industry is flourishing, the liberals are all
becoming millionaires, their group aspires to power and will make
a weapon of anything. Let us safeguard the interests of the king,
of the monarchy, and above all of our holy religion. Now who do
you think, my dear sir, should be entrusted with command of the
guard of honor?

Despite his horrible fear of horses, M. de Moirod finally accepted
this distinction like a martyr. “I shall be able to give the occasion
a proper style,” he told the mayor. There was barely time to get
ready the uniforms that scven years before had served for the arrival
of a royal prince.

At seven Mme. de Rénal arrived from Vergy with Julien and the
children. She found her drawing room filled with liberal ladies, all
preaching the reconciliation of parties and all come to beg from her
husband a place for their husbands among the guard of honor. One
of them suggested that if her husband was not chosen, out of sheer
humiliation he would go bankrupt. Mme. de Rénal quickly sent
this crowd packing. She secmed very thoughtful.

Julien was surprised and angry that she kept from him the reason
for her concern. Just as 1 thought, he said bitterly to himself, her
love is eclipscd by the joy of having a king in her house. This whole
uproar has overwhelmed her. Pcrhaps shc’ll love mc again when the
ideas of her caste no longer disturb her mind.

An astonishing thing: he loved her all the more for this behavior.

Upholsterers werc starting to flood through the house; he sought
long and vainly for an occasion to have a word with her. FFinally he
found her, coming out of his room, Julien’s own room, carrying onc
of his suits. They were alone. He tricd to speak with her. She turned
away, and refused to listen to him. —I'm a fool to be in love with
such a woman; ambition has driven her just as crazy as her husband.

But she was even crazier; onc of her great desircs, which she had
never admitted to Julicn for fear of shocking him, was to see him
put off, if only for a day, his gloomy black suit. \With a subtlety
really to bc admired in a woman who was so natural, she obtained,
first from M. de Moirod, and then from the subprefect de Maugiron,
the nomination of Julien for the guard of honor, in preference to

6. Falling off a horse is a standard senlimentally from a horse in front of
Stendhalian gesture of disgrace, almost Mme. de Chasteller, and Julien (sce
a test of character. Lucien Leuwen falls Chap. 33) has his troubles in Paris.
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five or six young men, sons of wealthy manufacturers, of whom two
at lcast werc distinguished for their picty. M. Valcnod, who had
expected to make his carriage available to the town’s pretticst
women and to have his finc stallions admired, agreed to lend one
of his horses to Julien, whom he hated above all other beings. But
all the guards of honor cither owned or had borrowed one of those
sky-bluc uniforms with the two silver stars of a colonel which had
glittered so splendidly seven vears before. Mme. de Rénal wanted
a new uniform altogether, and she had only four days in which to
send to Besangon and get back the uniform, side arms, cocked hat,
and so forth—cverything that makes an honor guard. \What is most
amusing is that shc thought it imprudent to have Julien’s outfit
madc at Verricres. She wanted to surprisc him, him and the town.

His duty having been done with respect to the honor guard and
the cxpressions of public joy, the mayor had now to concern himsclf
with a great religious ceremony; the king of did not want to
pass Vcrricres without sccing the great relic of Saint Clement,
which is prescrved at Bray-le-Haut, only one short lcague from the
town.” The clergy must be well represented; this was the hardest
matter of all to arrangc, sincc M. Maslon, the new pricst, wanted
abovce all to avoid the presence of M. Chélan. In vain did M. de
Rénal object to him the rashness of this procedure. The Marquis
de La Mlole, whosc ancestors had been for many years governors of
the district, had been appointed to accompany the king of
For at least thirty yecars he had been acquainted with Ablbé Chélan.
He would certainly ask for news of him, immediately upon rcaching
Verri¢rcs, and if he found him disgraced would be capable of going,
with all the dignitarics he could summon, to look him up in the
humble cottage to which he had retired. VWhat an insult!

—I am disgraced, both here and in Besangon, replicd Abbé
Maslon, if he makes an appcarancc among my clergy. A Janscnist,
Good God!8

—\Whatcver vou say, my dear ablé, replied M. de Rénal, I shall
not exposc the whole administration of Vcrri¢res to an affront from

senists (after Cornelis Jansen, whose
book on St. Augustine, posthumously
published in 1640, was deeply influ-
ential) and anti-Jansenists, the leaders
of whom were generally Jesuits. Tem-
peramentally and by conviction the

7. Not far Irom Grenoble are the
church and convent of St. Marie d'en
Haut, on which Stendhal may have
modeled the abbey of Bray-le-Haut.
St. Clement, who is the subject of
many myths, was an early bishop of

Rome, where some of his alleged relics
are in fact to be found in the ancient
church of St. Clement’s. Stendhal gives
him here the double characters of a
soldier and a saint, a waxy image and
a rotten relic, to emphasize various
parallels with Julien.

8. In the middle of the seventeenth
century the French church divided be-
tween factions calling themselves Jan-

Jansenists tended to be austere, rigor-
ous, inflexible types who emphasized
the soul's intimate and personal rela-
tion to God; thus they were often
accused of sympathy with D'rotestant-
ism, and especially Calvinism. The
Jesuits, on the other hand, were popu-
larly supposed to be supple intriguers
whose failings tended to be in the
direction of worldliness.
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M. de La Mole. You don’t know him, he’s a sound man at court,
but down herc in the provinces he has a wicked satiric wit; he’s a
mocker who trics only to embarrass people. Simply to amuse him-
self, he’s capable of covering us with ridicule in the eyes of the
liberals.

It was only in the course of thc night between Saturday and
Sunday, after thrce davs of ncgotiation, that the pride of AbbE
Maslon yielded before the mayor’s fears as they gradually changed
to courage. It was neccssary to writc a honcyed Ictter to Abbé
Chélan, begging him to attend the ccremony of the rclic at Bray-
Ic-Haut, if indced his advanced vears and infirmitics allowed him
to do so. M. Chélan requested and obtained a letter of invitation for
Julien, who was to accompany him as subdcacon.

Sunday morning thousands of pcasants arriving from the moun-
tains flooded through the strects of Verricres. The sun shone bril-
liantly. Finally, about three o’clock, the whole crowd was stirred by
the sight of a grecat beacon firc atop a pcak two leagues from Ver-
riercs. This signal madc known that the king had cntecred upon
the territory of the district. At oncc the sound of all the bells
pcaling and repecated shots from an old Spanish cannon belonging
to the town gave evidence of the population’s joy at this great event.
Half the pcople climbed to the roof tops. All the women crowded
onto balconics. The honor guard stirred itself. There was admira-
tion for the brilliant uniforms; cvervone recognized a relative or a
friend. There was laughter at the timidity of M. de Moirod, who
kept a prudent hand ready at cvery instant to clutch the saddle bow.
But onc spectacle caused all the others to be forgotten: the first
horscman of the ninth file was a handsomc boy, very slendcr, whom
at first nobody rccognized. Shortly a cry of indignation from some,
and an astonished silencc from others, borc witness to a gencral
sensation. This voung man, astride onc of M. Valenod's Norman
horscs, was rccognized as yvoung Sorcl, the carpenter’s boy. With onc
voice cvervone cricd out against the mayor, cspecially the liberals.
So that was it, just becausc this little workman disguiscd as an abb¢
gave lcssons to his brats, he had presumed to name him to the guard
of honor, over the candidates of Messicurs So and So, wcalthy
manufacturcrs! All the other oncs, said a lady bankcr, ought to
throw out that little brat, born on a dunghill.—He’s sneaky, and he
has a saber, replied her neighbor; he'd be just crooked enough to
give them a slash across the face.

The comments of the well born were more dangerous. The ladies
asked onc another if the mayor alone was responsible for this strik-
ing indccorum. In general, they did ample justice to his scorn for
thosc of low birth.
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Whilc he was the center of all these comments, Julien was the
happicst of men. Naturally bold, he sat a horsc better than most
voung mcn in this mountain village. [Ic saw from the glances of
thc women that he was the center of attention.

Because they were new, his cpaulets were more Dbrilliant than
anyonc clsc’s. I1is horsc rcarced at every moment; he was in his glory.

His joy cxceeded all mecasure when, as they passed by the old
rampart, the noisc of the little cannon caused his horsc to shy out
of linc. By grcat good luck, he did not fall off, and from that mo-
ment on he felt himsclf a hero. Ilc was onc of Napolcon’s orderlics
in the act of charging a battcry.

Onc person was happier than he. She had seen him first from onc
of the windows of the town hall; getting into her coach then, and
swiftly accomplishing a widc dctour, she arrived in time to tremble
for him when his horsc shicd out of the column. Then, her carriage
galloping furiously out anothcr onc of the town’s gates, she was
ablc to rcgain the road along which the king would pass, and to
follow thc honor guard at a distancc of twenty paces amid a noble
cloud of dust. Ten thousand pcasants cried: Long live the king!
when the mavor had the honor to haranguc his majesty. An hour
later, all the speeches being finished, the king was about to cnter
the town and the little cannon began to firc hasty shots. But an
accident occurred, not to the artillerymen who had scrved their
guns at Lcipzig and Montmirail?® but to the futurc first deputy,
M. dec Moirod. His horse lowered him gently into the only mud
puddle on thc broad highway, and this madec for somc disorder,
since he had to be pulled out before the king's carriage could pass.

His majesty alighted at the finc new church, which that day was
arrayed in all its crimson drapcries. The king was to dinc and then
shortly rcturn to his carriage in order to go and worship at the
famous rclic of St. Clement. Scarccly was the king at the church
when Julicn was galloping toward the housc of M. de Rénal. There,
he put off with a sigh his finc sky-bluc uniform, his saber and
cpaulets to resume his secdy little black outfit. Once morc he took
to horse, and in a fcw moments was at Bray-le-I{aut, which oc-
cupies the summit of a very pretty hill. Enthusiasm brings out these
pcasants in swarms, Julicn thought. There’s scarcely room to turn
around in Verriéres, and here arc ten thousand more of them around
the old abbey. Half ruined by vandalism during the Revolution, it
had been magnificently rebuilt since the Restoration, and people
werc starting to talk of miracles. Julien sought out Abbé Chélan,
who scolded him sharply and gave him a cassock and surplicc. He

9. Leipzig (October, 1813) and Mont-  leonic battles of the last days of the
mirail (February, 1814) were Napo- First Empire.
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dressed at once, and followed M. Chélan, who was to wait upon
the voung bishop of Agde. This was a nephew of M. de La Nlole,
recently named to the post. and now charged with displaying the
relic to the king. But the bishop could not be discovercd.

The clergy grew impatient. They were waiting for their leader in
the dark gothic cloister of the old abbey. Eighty curés had been
assembled to represent the former chapter of Bray-le-Haut. com-
posed before 1789 of eighty canons.! FHaving deplored for three
quarters of an hour the extreme youth of the bishop, the curés
thought fit that their dean should seck out monsignor and advise
him that the king was approaching and it was time to enter the
choir. M. Chélan’s great age had made him dean: despite his cross-
ness with Julien. he made a sign for him to follow. Julien wore his
surplice very gracefully. By some sort of ecclesiastical toiletry' he had
flattened out his fine head of hair: but, by an oversight which irked
M. Chélan even further, under the long folds of his cassock
appeared the spurs of an honor guard.

When they reached the bishop’s apartment various lace-covered
lackeys barely deigned to explain to the old curé that monsignor
was not to be scen. They disregarded him when he tried to explain
that as dean of the noble chapter of Bray-le-I{aut he was entitled at
all times to be admitted to the presence of the officiating bishop.

Julien’s lofty mood was shocked by the insolence of these lackevs.
He began to run through the dormitories of the ancient abbey,
opening every door he saw. A particularly little one opened to his
efforts, and he found himsclf in a room full of the bishop’s valets,
all dressed in black with gold chains about their necks. Supposing
from his anxious expression that he was on an errand for the bishop,
these gentny let him pass. He took a few steps and found himself in
an immense and very dark gothic hall, pancled in dark oak: all the
pointed windows, except for one, had been bricked up. Nothing
concealed the crudity of this masonry, and it formed a melancholy
contrast with the magnificence of the wood paneling. The two long
sides of this room, famous among scholars of Burgundian antiquities
and built by Charles the Bold about 1470 in expiation of some sin
or other, were lined with wooden stalls, richly canved. In varicolored
woods were to be seen there all the mysteries of the Apocalvpse.

This gloomy magnificence, degraded by the presence of raw bricks
and naked plaster, stirred Julicn’s heart. He stopped and stood silent.
At the other end of the hall, near the only window that admitted
light, he saw a portable mirror framed in mahogany. A voung man

1. Eighty canons. before the Revolu- Like so many things in Stendhal's
tion, would have involved eighty cere- world. the chapter of Bray-le-Haut is
monial posts of great magnificence, a makeshift restoration created by
eighty sinecures probably held by rounding up eighty random clergymen
vounger sons of important families. of the district.
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i violet robes and lacy surplice, but barchcaded, was standing a
few feet from the mirror. It scemed a strange picee of furniture for
such surroundings; doubtless it had been brought from town.
Julicn thought the young man scemed irritated; with his right hand
he kept bestowing benedictions in the direction of the mirror.

What's all this about? thought Julicn. Is there some sort of pre-
liminary ccremony that this voung pricst is performing? Perhaps
it's the bishop’s sceretary . . . he'll be arrogant like the lackeys . . .
well, ncver mind, let’s give it a trv,

Ilc stepped forward and walked slowly the length of the room,
-always looking toward the single window and the young man, who
continued to mime benedictions, slow but numerous and exccuted
without a moment’s pausc.

As hc approached he was better able to distinguish the angry
look of the other. The richness of his lace-lined surplice stopped
Julicn involuntarily a few paces from the splendid mirror.

It's my duty to spcak first, he said to himsclf at last; but the
beauty of the hall had touched him, and in anticipation hec was
alrcady woundcd at the harsh words that he expected.

The young man saw him in the glass, turned, and abruptly put-
ting off his angry air, said to him in the gentlest of tones:

—Very well, my decar sir, has it finally been sct to rights?

Julien was thunderstruck. As the young man turnced toward him,
Julien saw the pectoral cross about his neck; it was the bishop of
Agdc. So young, thought Julicn; at most, six or cight ycars older
than me!

And he was ashamed of his spurs.

—NMlonsignor, he replied timidly, T am sent by the dcan of the
chapter, M. Chélan.

—A, h¢’s been warmly recommended to me, said the bishop in
a polite tonc that completed Julien’s enchantment. But I beg vour
pardon, sir, I mistook you for the person who is supposced to bring
back my miter. They packed it so clumsily in Paris that the silver
star on top has been horribly twisted. That will make a very ugly
impression, the young bishop added gloomily, and I'm still waiting
forit tocomec back.

—NMonsignor, I will go look for the miter, if your cmincnce
permits.

Julien’s finc eves had their cffect.

—Pleasc do so, my dear sir, the bishop replied, with charming
courtesy, I really nced it right away. I am dceply distressed to keep
the gentlemen of the chapter waiting.

\When Julien was in the middle of the hall, he glanced back to-
ward the bishop and saw that he had begun to dcliver his benedic-
tions again. \Vhat can that possibly be? Julien asked himsclf; no
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doubt it’s somc sort of ccclesiastical preparation required by the
ceremony which is going to take place. As he reached the anteroom
where the valets were gathered, he saw the miter among them.
Yiclding involuntarily to Julicn’s imperious glance, these gentlemen
placed monsignor’s miter in his hands.

He felt proud to be carrying it. As he crossed the long hall he
walked slowly; he held it with respect. He found the bishop seated
before the mirror; from time to time his right hand still gestured,
though wearily, a benediction. Julien helped him to put on the
miter. The bishop shook his head.

—Al, that will do, he said to Julicn contentedly. Would you be
good cnough to step away a few fecet?

The bishop strode swiftly to the center of the room, then walked
very slowly toward the mirror, resumed his cross cxpression, and
madc a scrics of solemn benedictions.

Julicn stood motionless with surprisc; he was tempted to under-
stand, but did not darc. ‘I'hc bishop paused, and glancing at him
with an expression from which gravity rapidly faded, asked:

—\What do you think of my miter, sir, does it it me properly?

—Very well indecd, monsignor.

—It'’s not too far back? That would look pretty silly; but then
vou can’t wear it down over your cycs, either, like an officer’s shako.

—It secms to me cxactly right.

—The king of is used to a vencrable and no doubt ex-
tremely grave clergy. Particularly because of my age, I shouldn’t
like to give too casual an impression.

And the bishop began to walk about again, bestowing bencdic-
tions.

It’s perfectly clear, thought Julien, daring at last to understand,
h¢’s practicing his benedictions.

After a few morce minutes, the bishop said: —I'm rcady now.
WWould you go, sir, and give notice to the dean and the gentlemen
of the chapter.

Shortly M. Chélan, followed by the two scnior curés, entered
through a vast and magnificently sculptured doorway, which Julicn
had not noticed before. But this time he remained in his proper
position, in the last rank of all, and could sce the bishop only over
the shoulders of the ccclesiastics as they crowded through the door-
way.

Slowly the bishop walked down the hall; as he reached the
threshold, the curés formed a line of march behind him. After an
instant of disorder the procession moved forward, intoning a psalm.
The bishop walked last between M. Chélan and another very
clderly cleric. Julicn, as an adjunct of Abbé Chélan, managed to get
quitc closc to monsignor. They walked down the long corridors of
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the abbey of Bray-le-I1aut; despite the brilliant sunshinc outside, the
walls were dark and dank. At last they rcached the gate of the
cloister. Julien was overcome with admiration for such a splendid
ceremony. Ambition, stirred by the vouth of the bishop, disputed
in his heart with admiration for his scnsitivity and exquisite courtesy.
His politencss was quitc another thing from that of M. de Rénal,
cven on onc of his good davs. The higher onc rises in socicty,
Julien thought to himsclf, the morc onc finds these charming good
mannecrs.

They cntered the church by a side portal. Suddenly a frightful
noise causcd the ancient vaults to reverberate: Julien thought they
would fall down. It was that littlc cannon again; it had just arrived,
drawn at a full gallop by cight horscs; and no sooncr arrived than it
went into action, with the cannoncers of Leipzig firing five shots a
minute just as if they had the Prussians in their sights.

But this glorious racket made no impression on Julien; he had
no morc drcams of Napolcon and military glory. So voung, he
thought, to be bishop of Agdc! But where is Agde? And how much
docs it bring in? Two or thrce hundred thousand francs, probably.2

Monsignor's lackeys appcared with a magnificent canopy; M.
Chélan grasped onc of the poles, but in fact Julien supported it.
The bishop took his place beneath it. I'Ie had actually succceded in
giving himself the appcarance of an old man; our hero’s admiration
knew no bounds. What can’t be done with a little cunning! he
thought.

The king appcared. Julicn had the privilege of sceing him from
quite closc. The bishop harangued him wwith great unction, not
forgetting to add a little touch of extremely polite reproof to his
majesty.

Ve shall not describe at length the ceremonies of Bray-le-Haut;
for two weeks they filled all the columns of all the newspapers in
the district. Julicn learned from the bishop’s speech that the king
was a descendant of Charles the Bold.

Later it became part of Julien’s dutics to check over the accounts
detailing what this cercmony had cost. M. de La Mole, who had
madc his ncphew a bishop, undertook the additional gesture of
paving for the whole show. The ceremony of Bray-lc-Ilaut alone
cost threc thousand eight hundred francs.

After the bishop’s speech and the king’s response, his majesty
placed himsclf beneath the canopy, where he knecled verv devoutly
on a cushion placed by the altar. The choir was lined with stalls

2. Cardinal de Retz, toward the end fore Julien's time) was worth thirty
of the first part of his Mémoires, tells thousand livres a year. But de Retz
how he was named Bishop of Azde when declined it because he had his eye on
barely twenty-five years old. The post a Paris position.

in those days (two hundred years be-
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and the stalls werc raised two steps above the floor. On the upper
of these two steps sat Julien at the feet of M. Chélan, almost like
a train bearer with his cardinal, in the Sistine Chapel at Rome.
There was a Te Deun, clouds of incense, infinite volleys of musketry
and artillery; the peasants were delirious with joy and piety. One
such day undocs the work of a hundred issues of Jacobin newspapers.

Julien was six feet from the king, who was in fact praying ear-
nestly. IFor the first time he noticed a short man with a sharp glance
wearing a perfectly plain suit. But on this very simple costume he
worc a sky-bluc ribbon. He was a good deal closer to the king than
numerous other gentlemen, whose costumes were so covered with
gold braid that, as Julien said to himself, one could hardly see the
basic material. A few moments later he learned that this was M.
de La Mole. He secmed to have a lofty, even insolent, manner.

This marquis wouldn’t be courteous like my fine bishop, thought
he. Ah, doesn’t a job in the church render a man bland and good!
But the king came herc to worship the relic, and I don’t sce any
relic. Now where can St. Clement be?

A little cleric beside him made known that the venerable relic
was in an upper part of the building in a chapelle ardente.

What’s a chapelle ardente? Julien asked himsclf.3

But he did not want to ask for an cxplanation of the phrase. He
watched more closely than cver.

When a reigning prince visits, etiquette requires that the canons
not accompany the bishop. But as he sct out for the chapelle ardente,
the bishop of Agde asked Abbé Chélan to accompany him, and
Julicn ventured to follow.

Having mounted a long staircase, they reached an extremely
narrow doorway, the frame of which was splendidly gilded. This
work scemed to have been done yesterday.

Before the door was kneeling a group of twenty-four girls belong-
ing to the most distinguished familics of Verriéres. Before opcning
the door, the bishop knceled for a moment among the girls, all of
them pretty. While he was praying loudly they were lost in admira-
tion of his fine laccs, his graccful gestures, his youthful, sensitive
facc. This spectacle deprived our hero of what remained of his
reason. At that moment he would have fought for the Inquisition,
and with full conviction. Abruptly the door opened and the chapel
appcarcd, glowing with light. On the altar were visible more than a
thousand candles divided into eight ticrs, with bouquets of flowers
in between. The strong odor of finc incense rose in clouds from the
doorway of the sanctuary. The newly gilded chapel was narrow
but lofty. Julien obscrved that on the altar there were some candles

3. Actually, a chapclle ardente (lor ordinarily, a corpse is laid out before
which English has no briefl equivalent) burial. The candles are what make it
is a chapel lit with candles where, ardcntc, a ‘burning” chapel.
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morc than fAftcen fect high. The girls could not repress a cry of
admiration. No onc had been admitted into the little vestibule of
the chapel except the twenty-four girls, the two curés, and Julicen.

Shortly the king arrived, followed by M. de La Nole and by his
grand chamberlain. The guards themsclves remained outside, knecl-
ing and presenting arms.

His majesty flung himsclf, rather than placing himsclf, on a low
stool. Only then did Julicn, drawn back against the gilded door,
perecive, under the bare arm of a girl, the enchanting statuc of
St. Clement. e was conccaled bencath the altar, wecaring the
costumc of a young Roman soldicr. A wide wound appcared on his
ncek, from which blood scemed to flow. The artist had quite out-
donc himsclf; the Saint’s dving cves, still full of grace, were half
closed. A budding moustache adorned that charming mouth, which,
though half closcd, still scemed to be praving. Sceing this, the girl
beside Julien wept bitterly; onc of her tears fell wanm on Julien’s
hand.

After a moment of silent prayer, broken only by the distant
sound of bells tolling in all the villages for ten leagues around, the
bishop of Agdc begged permission of the king to spcak. He con-
cluded his short but very moving talk with these words, the more
cffcctive for their simplicity.

—Necver forget, voung Christians, that you have scen onc of the
greatest kings on carth knecling before the scrvants of an omnipotent
and terrible God. These scrvants, though weak, persccuted, and
done to dcath on carth, as vou sce from the still-bleeding wounds
of St. Clement, have their triumph in heaven. Do vou promisc,
young Christians, to hold this day in remembrance? You must hate
impicty, then. Forever you must remain true to a God who is great,
who is terrible, and who is also good.

At these words the bishop rosc with an air of authority.

—You promise me? said he, holding up his arms like onc inspircd.

—\Vc promisc, cricd the girls, mclting into tcars.

—1I rcceive your promisc in the name of almighty God! said the
bishop in a voice of thunder. And that was the end of the ceremony.

The king himsclf was weeping. Only much later did Julien regain
cnough coolness to ask where were the saint’s bones, sent from
Rome to Philip the Good, Duke of Burgundy. I1c was told that they
were hidden inside the charming wax fgurinc.*

His majcsty graciously permitted the voung ladics who had been
with him in the chapel to wear a red ribbon on which were em-

4, Philip the Good was a fifteenth- The conversion of St. Clement, who was
century Duke of Burgundy. The inter- both soldier and saint, into a whited
play of Charles the Dold and Philip sepulcher, a charming wax figurine
the Good is only one of the lovely over old boncs, is a climactic irony.
red-black duplicities of this chapter.
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broidered these words: DOVWN WITH INIPIETY, ADORATION
FOREVER.

M. de La Mole ordered a distribution among the peasantry of
ten thousand bottles of wine. That night, at Verricres, the liberals
found it appropriate to light up their houses a hundred times
brighter than the royalists. Before he left, the king paid a call upon
M. de Moirod.

Chapter 19
TO THINK IS TO SUFFER

The grotesque quality of everyday life conceals from you a real misery
of the passions. —Barnavesd

As he was replacing the evervday furniture in the room which had
becn occupied by M. de La NMole, Julien came across a sheet of heavy
paper folded in four. At the foot of the sheet he read:

To His Excellency, M. le Marquis de La Mole, peer of France,
knight of the orders of the king, etc.

It was a petition, in the clumsy handwriting of a cook.

Monsieur le marquis,

I have had good religious principles all my life. I was in Lyvons
exposced to bombs during the siege of 'g3 of detestable memory.
I take communion. I go Sundays to mass at the parish church. I
never missed my [Easter duty, not even in ’g93 of detestable
memory. My cook, before the Revolution I had servants, my cook
has orders that we fast on Friday. I have an cxcellent reputation
in Verriéres, and make bold to say I deserve it. I walk under the
canopy in the processions beside his honor the priest and his
honor the mavor. I carny at big festivals a fat candle bought at
my own expense. Concerning which matters certificates are at
Paris at the ministry of finance. I request of Nl. le marquis the
lottenv office at Verriéres,® which cannot fail to be available soon,
one way or another, the incumbent being very sick and besides
voting badly in the elections, etc.

De Cholin.

In the margin of this petition was an endorsement signed De
Moirod, which began with this line:

I had the honor to speak yessturday of the good subject who
makes this request, etc.

So even that imbecile de Cholin shows me the path to be taken,
said Julien to himself.

A week after the king of passed through Verriéres, the one
topic of discussion that survived innumerable lies, stupid explana-
tions, ridiculous opinions, ctc., etc., which fastened successively on

5. See p. 4, note 1. eighteenth and the first quarter of the
6. A national lottery’ was operated in nineteenth century.
France during the last quarter of the
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the king, the bishop of Agdc, the MNlarquis de La Nlole, the ten
thousand bottles of winc and poor tumble-down de Noirod, who,
in hopes of a cross,” left his housc only a month after his fall—the
onc topic was the frightful impropricty of having hoisted into the
honor guard Julicn Sorcl, the carpenter’s son. You should have
hcard on this topic the rich manufacturers of figured cloth who
night and day bawled themsclves hoarse in the cafés on the subject
of cquality. That snob Nmc. dc Rénal was responsible for the
abomination. And why? The bright cyes and fine complexion of
littlc Abb¢ Sorel were rcason cnough.

Scarccly were they back in Vergy when Stanislas-Xavier, the
voungest of the boys, came down with a fever; Nime. de Rénal fell
victim at once to a frightful remorsc. For the first time she looked
upon her love affair in a cohcerent, consccutive way; she scemed to
undcrstand, as by a miracle, the cnormity of the fault into which
she had let hersclf be carricd. Though profoundly rcligious by
nature, she had ncver until this moment thought of her crime as it
must appcar in the cves of God.

Ycars ago, in the Convent of the Sacred Ilcart, she had loved
God passionately; in her present circumstances she fcared him
cqually. The conflicts that ravaged her spirit werc all the worsc
because there was nothing reasonable about her terror. Julien soon
found that the least trace of logic infuriated rather than calmed her;
she saw in it the language of hell. So that, as Julien was himsclf very
fond of little Stanislas, it sccmed better to talk to her about his
sickness: then she quickly assumed a grave calm. But continual
remorse prevented Mme. de Rénal from slecping; she never broke
her somber silence; if she had opened her mouth, it would have
becen to proclaim her guilt to God and man.

—I implore vou, Julicn told her, let me be the only onc to whom
vou tcll vour troubles. If vou still love me, don't talk to anyvone
clsc; vour words can never relieve our Stanislas of his fever.

But his consolations were fruitless; he did not know Nlme. de
Rénal had got it into her hcad that her jealous God would be
satisficd only if she hated Julien or suffered the loss of her son. It
was because she knew she could ncver hate her lover that she was
so wretched.

—Go away, shc said onc day to Julicn; in the name of God, lcave
the housc; it’s vour being herc that’s killing my son.

God is punishing me, she added in a whisper, he is a just God,
I worship his justice; my crimc was horrible and I fclt no remorsc!
It's the first sign that God has given me up; I shall be doubly pun-
ished, and 1 deserve it.

Julien was decply moved. He saw neither hypocrisy nor cxaggera-
tion in her remorse. She thinks that in loving me she is killing her

7. “Cross" stands {or the ribbon and medal of an honorary order.
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boy, and vet the poor woman loves me better than her own son.
No doubt about it, that’s the gricf which is killing her; and that’s
rcal magnificence of feeling. But how could I give rise to such a
passion, poor as I am, ill taught, ignorant, somctimes crude in my
manners? -

Onc night the child was in crisis. About two in the morning
M. dc Rénal camc to sce him. Flushed with fever, the boy could
not rccognize his father. Suddenly Nme. de Rénal threw hersclf at
the fect of her husband: Julien saw she was going to tell cverything
and ruin hersclf forever.

I'ortunatcly, her dramatic gesturc irked M. de Rénal.

—Goodbyc, goodbyc! he cricd, and turned to go.

—No, no, listen to mc, cricd his wife, knceling before him and
trving to hold him back. Here is the whole truth. I am killing my
own son. I gave him life and I'm taking it away from him. Heaven
is punishing me, in thc cves of God I am guilty of murder. I must
destroy and abasc mysclf; perhaps that sacrifice will appcasc the
Lord.

If M. dc Rénal had been a man of imagination, he would have
undcrstood cverything.

—Romantic idcas, he cried, pushing away his wife as she tricd
to clutch his knces. All romantic notions, that stuff! Julicn, call the
doctor as soon as it’s morning.

And he went back to bed. Mme. de Rénal fell to her knees, half
fainting, and repelling Julien with a convulsive gesture as he offcred
to comc to her aid.

Julicn stood amazed.

So this is adultery, he said to himsclf. . . . Is it possible that thosc
knavish priests . . . . could bc right? Can they, who commit so many
sins themsclves, have the special privilege of undecrstanding the rcal
principle of sin? VWhat a fantastic thought!

IFor twenty minutes after M. de Rénal left, Julien watched the
woman he loved resting her hcad on the child’s little bed, motion-
less and almost unconscious. Here is a woman of superior spirit
reduced to the pit of misery because she has known me, he said
to himsclf.

Hours passed swiftly. What can I do for her? I must decidc.
There’s no question of my interests here. \What do I care about men
and their stupid shows? What can I do for her? . . . Icavc her? But
I leave her alonc, in prey to the most atrocious griefs. That automa-
ton husband of hers docs more harm than good. He’ll say some-
thing crude to her, out of sheer clumsincss; she may go mad, throw
herself out of a window.

If I lcave her, if I no longer watch over her, she’ll tell him every-
thing. And who knows, maybe, in spite of the fortune she must have
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brought him, hec’ll make a scandal. She might tell cverything,
Good God! to that b Abb¢ Nlaslon who's been using the
illncss of a six-ycar-old as a pretext for sticking closc to this housc,
and not without his own purposcs. In her gricf, and with her fear
of God, she will forget cverything she knows about this man; she’ll
scc in him only a pricst.

—Go away, Mme. de Rénal said to him, suddenly opcning her
cyes.

—1I would give my lifc a thousand times over to know how to
serve you best, Julien replied; never have I loved you so much, my
darling, or rather, it’s only at this moment that I'vc begun to love
vou as you deserve. YWhat would become of me far from you, and
knowing that you arc unhappy because of me! But let’s not talk of
my troubles. I'll go, indced I will, my love. But if I lcave vou, if 1
ccase to watch over you, to be between you and your husband, you'll
tell him cverything, vou'll ruin yoursclf. Only think, he'll drive you
out of his housc in disgrace; all Verricres, all Besangon, will be
buzzing with thc scandal. They’ll put all the blame on you; vou’'ll
never be able to live it down . . .

—That’s just what I want, she cricd, leaping up. I'll suffer; so
much the better.

—But this horrible scandal will make him miscrable too!

—But I humiliate mysclf, I drag mysclf in the mud: and perhaps
in that way I'll save my son. This humiliation before the whole
town may be a form of public pecnance. As far as I can judge, and
I'm a wcak woman, isn’t this the greatest sacrifice I can make to
God? Pcrhaps Hc in his mercy will accept my humiliation, and
leave mc my son! Tcll me of a morc painful sacrifice and I'll
perform it.

—Lct mc punish mysclf, as well. I too am guilty. Shall I enter a
Trappist monastery’? The austcrity of that life may appease your
God. . . . Ah, God, why can’t I take on myself thc sickness of
Stanislas. . . .

—Ah! vou love him too, cried Nlme. de Rénal, rising and throw-
ing herself into his arms.

At the same time she pushed him away with horror.

—1I belicve vou! I believe you! she continucd, oncc more back on
her knecs; oh, my only friend, oh, why aren’t you the father of
Stanislas? Then it would not be a horrible sin to love you better
than vour son.

—\Vill you let me stay if in the futurc I love you only as a
brother? It’s the only sensible form of cxpiation, perhaps that will
appeasc God'’s anger.

—And how about me? she cried, rising, taking Julien’s head
between her two hands, and holding it before her eyes at a little
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distance; how about me? Shall I love you as a brother? Do you
think it’s in my power to love you like a brother?

Julien broke into sobs.

—I obey you, he said, falling at her feet, I obey you in cvery-
thing you dccrec; it’s all that’s left for me to do. My mind is
blinded; I sce no way out. If I lcave, you'll tell cverything to your
husband, destroy yourself and him with you. After such a scandal,
he’ll never be named deputy. If 1 stay, you’ll think me responsible
for your son’s dcath, and you’ll dic of gricf. Shall we try the con-
sequences of my leaving? If you wish, I'll punish myself for our sin
by lcaving you for a weck. I'll spend it in some retrcat, wherever
you say. At the abbey of Bray-le-FHaut, for cxample; but you must
swear that while I'm away you won’t say anything to your husband.
Remember, I'll never be able to return if you talk.

She promiscd; he left, but two days later she called him back.

—\Without you I'll ncver be able to kecep my vow. I'll tell my
husband if you’rc not continually here to silence mec with your
glancces. Every hour of this horrible existence scems to last a whole
day.

At last the clouds lifted for the wretched woman. Little by little
Stanislas began to recover. But the glass was cracked; her reason had
mcasurcd the extent of her sin, and she could no longer regain her
balance. Remorse remained, and became what it should be in a
deeply sincerc heart. IHer life was hcaven and hell: hell when
Julicn was out of her sight, heaven when she was at his feet. 11
never delude mysclf again, she said to him, even at the moments
when her love was at its highest pitch: T am damned, damnced
without hope of pardon. You arc young, you yiclded to my scduc-
tions, you may be pardoned; but for me, it is damnation. I know it,
beyond any question. I'm afraid; who wouldn’t be terrified at the
prospect of hell? But recally, I have no regrets. 1 would sin again,
if my sin were still before me. Let God simply forbear to punish
mc in this world, and through my children, and I'll have morc than
I descrve. But you, at lcast, Julicn, she cried at other moments, arc
you happy? Do you think I love you cnough?

Julicn’s suspicion and anxious pride, which required above all a
love built on sacrifice, could not hold out against a sacrifice so vast,
so unquecstionable, so continual. He adored Mmec. de Rénal. What
matter if she is noble, and I the son of a workman, she loves me. . . .
In her cyes, I am no valet cmployed on the side as a lover. Once
this fcar was destroyed, Julicn fell into all the madness of love, all
its mortal uncertaintics.

—At lecast, she said, sccing his doubts about her love, at least let
mc make you happy during the few days we have together! We
must hurry; tomorrow, perhaps, I can no longer be yours. If God



To Think Is to Suffer - 93

strikes at me through my children, it will be uscless for me to try
to live only in vour love, to forget that my crime killed them. I
shall ncver survive them. Fven if T wanted to, I wouldn’t be able; 1
should go mad.

—Ol, if only I could take on myvsclf the blame for vour crime,
as vou in your generosity wanted to assume the fever of Stanislas!

This grcat moral crisis changed entirely the nature of the bond
that united Julicn to his mistress. His love was no longer simply an
admiration for her beauty compounded with pride of posscssion.

Henceforth, their happiness was of a finer grain: the passion that
dcvourcd them was morc intense. They underwent transports of
total folly. In thc cves of the world, perhaps, their happiness would
have scemed greater than it was before. But they never could recover
that dclicious screnity, that cloudless felicity, that casy joy of their
first falling in love, when Nme. de Rénal’s only fear was that
Julien might not lovc her enough. Their happiness now worc some-
times the cxpression of a crime.

In their moments of greatest happiness, when things scemed on
the surfacc most tranquil: —ON, great God, I sce hell before me!
Mmec. de Rénal would cry suddenly, clutching Julien’s hand con-
vulsively. YWhat horrible torments! vet I've deserved them all! She
drew him to her, as ivy clutches a wall.

Julien tried vainly to calm this tormented spirit. She grasped his
hand, covered it with kisses. Then, falling into a gloomy reveric,
she said: Hell, now, recal hell, would be a relief to me; on carth [
would still have some time to spend with him, but to havc hell in
this world as well, the dcath of my children. . . . Yct, aftcr all that
suffcring, perhaps my crime would be pardoned. . . . Oh. almighty
God, don’t pardon me at that pricc. My poor children have donc
vou no harm; I’'m the guilty one, I alonc; I love a man who is not
my husband.

Then it scemed to Julicn that Nmc. de Rénal had reached a
stage of calm. Shec was striving to gain control of hersclf because she
did not want to cmbitter the life of the man she loved.

Amid thesc altcmatives, the remorse and pleasure of love, time
passed for them with the speed of light. Julicn lost the habit of
reflection.

Mllc. Elisa went to Verricres, where she had a little legal business
to attend to. There she found M. Valenod much irritated with
Julien. She hated the young tutor, and often talked of him with his
cnemy.

—You would be scandalized at mg, sir, if I told vou the truth! . ..
she said one day to M. Valenod. \When it's anything important,
the masters all see eve to cve. . . . Therc arc certain things they’ll
never pardon a poor scrvant for mentioning. . . .
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After thesc routinc phrascs, which the impaticnce and curiosity
of M. Valenod found ways of shortening, hc managed to lcarn ccr-
tain things most distressing to his sclf-cstcem.

This woman, the most distinguished of the district, whom for six
years he had been assiduously plying with attentions, and unhappily
in the sight of the whole world; this proud woman, whose lofty
disdain had so often put him to the blush, had just accepted as her
lover a little workman disguiscd as a tutor. And to add the crowning
touch to the indignity of the poorhouse dircctor, Nmc. de Rénal
adored this lover.

—And, what's more, the maid added with a sigh, M. Julicn made
no special cffort to achieve this conquest; he ncver cven altered for
madame his usual coldncss.

Elisa had been convinced only by cvents in the country, but she
suspected the intrigue had been going on longer than that.

—I'm surc that was the reason, she said angrily, that he rcfused
to marry me that timec. And I, like a fool, I went to Mme. de Rénal;
I begged her to talk to that little tutor.

That very evening M. de Rénal received from town, along with
his newspaper, a long anonymous letter that informed him in the
very greatest detail of what was happening in his house. Julien saw
him grow pale as hc rcad this letter, written on bluish paper; and
he notcd several surly glances. For the rest of the cvening the mayor
remained in distress; Julicn tried vainly to flatter him by inquiring
about the gencalogies of all the best families of Burgundy.

Chapter 20
ANONYMOUS LETTERS

Do not give dalliance
Too much the rein: the strongest oaths are straw
To the fire i’ the blood.
—The Tempest

As they left the drawing room about midnight, Julicn found an
instant to tell his mistress:

—Let’s not mcct this cvening, vour husband is suspicious; I'm
sure that letter he was grumbling over tonight was a denunciation.

By good fortune Julicn was in the habit of locking his bedroom
door from within. Mmec. de Rénal had the crazy notion that this
warning was only a pretext not to sce her; she lost her head com-
pletely, and at the regular hour camec to his room. Julien, who heard
noiscs in the hallway, put out his light at oncc. Efforts werc made
to open his door; was it Mmc. de Rénal or was it a jcalous husband?

Next morning quite early the cook, who was fond of Julien,
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brought him a book, on thc cover of which he read these words in
Italian: Guardate alla pagina 13o0.

Julien shuddered at such indiscretion, turned to page 130, and
found pinned to it the following letter, written in haste, stained
with tcars, and full of misspcllings. Ordinarily Mmc. de Rénal
wrote very corrcctly; he was touched by this detail, and forgot for
a momecnt her terrifying rashness.

You wouldn’t let mc in last night? There arc times when I'm
surc I don’t know vou at all. Your looks terrify me. I'm afraid of
you. Good God, pcrhaps you ncver cven loved me! In that casc,
I hopec my husband discovers cverything and shuts me away
forcver in some solitary place deep in the country and far from
my children. Perhaps that is what God wishes. 1 shall dic soon.
But you will be a monster.

Don’t you love mc any morc? Arc you tircd of my folly, of my
remorsc, wrctch that you arc? Would you like to ruin me? I'll
give you an casy wecapon. Go, show this lctter throughout Ver-
riércs, or instcad just show it to M. Valenod. Tell him I love you;
but no, that’s blasphcmy, don’t say that, tell him I adorc you,
that lifc only began for me the day I saw you, that in my crazicst
childish drcams I ncver imagined such happiness as I’ve had with
you, that I sacrificc my lifc to you, my soul. And you know that
I've sacrificed cven more than that.

But what docs he know about sacrifices, that man? Tell him, tell
him just for spitc that I defy all evil tongues, that there’s only
onc sorrow left in my world, when I scc a change of heart in the
only man for whom I want to live. YWhat happiness for me to
givc up my life, to offer it as a sacrifice, and have nothing further
to fcar for my children!

Ncver doubt it, my dcarest, if there is an anonymous letter it
comes from that odious man who for six long yecars has becen
persecuting me with his loud mouth, his great deceds as a horsc-
man, his fatuity, his cndless cnumcration of his own advantages.

Is there an anonymous letter? VWrctch, that’s what I wanted
to talk about with you; but no, you were right. If I held you in
my arms, perhaps for the last time, I would never have been able
to talk cold policy with you, as I can when alone. FFrom now on,
our happiness will not come so casily. Will that distress you?
Ycs, probably on the days when you haven’t received some amus-
ing book from M. Fouqué. But the dic is cast; tomorrow, whether
therc’s an anonymous lctter or not, I'm going to tcll my husband
that I mysclf have rcceived such a lctter, and that he must im-
mcdiatcly pay you off lavishly, find somc dccent pretext, and
send you back at oncc to your own pcople.

Alas, my darling, we shall be scparated for a couple of weeks,
perhaps cven a month! Go, then, I'm sure you will be as unhappy
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over this as I am. But after all. this is the only way to ward off
the cffect of that anonvimous letter; it's not the first one my
husband has received, and on my account too. Alas! How I
laughed at the others!

The whole point of my acting is to make my husband think
the letter comes from M. Valenod, as I don’t doubt it does. If
vou have to lcavc this house. don’t fail to settle yourself in Ver-
rieres somewherc. I'll arrange for my husband to get the idea of
spending a couple of wecks there in order to show the fools that
there’s no cstrangement between him and me. Once at Verriércs,
make voursclf the friend of cvervone, even the liberals. I know
vou'll be a favorite with all the ladics.

Don’t quarrel with N. Valenod or slicc his cars as vou threat-
cned to do once; on the contrary, court his favor. The big thing
is to make evervone in Vecrriéres think vou arc going to enter
his houschold, or somc other such, as tutor to the children.

That’s what my husband will never endure. Even if he brings
himsclf to allow it, well, at any rate, vou'll still be in Vecrricres
and I'll be able to sce vou. My children, who love vou so much,
will go to sec vou. My God, it seems to mc I love my children
morc because they love vou. What unhappiness! Where will it
all end? . .. I'm bewildered. . . . Well, vou see how to act; be
courtcous, be polite, don’t be in any way lofty with these clods,
I beg of vou on bended knee: they arc going to be the masters
of our fate. Ncver supposc for a minute that my husband won’t
conform, in cvery dctail concerning vou, to the program that
public opinion will prescribe for him.

Now vou must furnish me with my anonymous letter; you'll
nced paticnee and a pair of scissors. Cut out of a book the words
with which I'll furnish vou; then glue them on the shect of blue
notcpaper cnclosed here: it was sent me by M. Valenod. Antici-
pate that vour room will be searched: bum the rcmaining pages
of the book vou've cut up. If yvou don’t find the exact words, take
time to form them letter by lctter. To ease vour task, I've cut the
letter short. Alas, if vou don’t love me any more, as I fear, how
long my own lctter will seem to vou.

Madame,

All vour little tricks arc known; but the people who will want
to prcvent them have been told. In the name of our old friend-
ship, I implore vou to get rid of the little peasant for good. If
vou can manage that, vour husband will think the notc he has
received was falsc, and he can be left to think it. Keep in mind,
I have vour secrct: tremble for vour guilt; from this moment on,
vou must walk the straight and narrow undcr my eyes.

As soon as you have finished piccing this letter together (do
vou rccognize the dircctor’s habits of spcech in it?), leave the
housc, and I'll meet vou.
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I'll go to town and rcturn looking troubled—as in fact I will
be. My God, what risks I'm running, and all because you thought
you suspected an anonymous lctter. IFinally, with an incredulous
look, I'll give my husband this lctter, which will have been
handed to mc by an unknown man. You, mcanwhile, will walk
out along the forest road with the children, and come back only
at dinnertime.

I'rom the rocky part of that road vou can casily sce the dove-
cotc. If our business succceds, I'll put a white handkerchicf in
the window, otherwisc nothing.

Pcrhaps your thoughtless heart will ind a means of telling me
that you love mc before you Icave on your walk? \Whatcver hap-
pens, you may be surc of onc thing: 1 shall ncver survive our
final scparation, not for a day. Ah, what a wicked mother! Two
cmpty words I have written there, dear Julien. They have no
mcaning for me; at this moment I can think only of you, and I
wrotc them only to forestall your blame. Now that I scc mysclf
about to losc you, why pretend? Let my soul scem horrible in
vour cycs, all right, but I don’t want to lic to the man I adore! Ny
lifc has been too full of lics. Go now. 1 forgive you if you no
longer love me. I have no time to rercad this lctter. It’s no great
matter, 1 think, if I have to pay with my life for the days of joy
I've spent in your arms. You know they will cost me morc
than that.

Chapter 21
DIALOGUE WITII TIIE MASTER OF THE IIOUSE

Alas, our frailty is the cause, not we:
For such as we are made of, such we be.
—Tuwelfth Night

\Vith childish plcasure Julien spent an hour assecmbling words.
As he lcft his room, he met his pupils and their mother; she took
the letter with a simplicity and courage so unruffled that hc was
terrificd by it.

—Is the paste dry cnough? she asked him.

And is this thc woman whom remorsc was almost driving to dis-
traction? he thought. \What is shc planning to do now? He was too
proud to ask her; but ncver before, perhaps, had she plcased him
more.

—If this turns out badlyv, shc addced, as coolly as cver, I lose
everything. Iide thcse things out on thc mountain somcwhere;
they may onc day be all 1 have.

She handed him a red morocco case with a glass top, filled with
gold and somc diamonds.

—Now go, shc said.
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She kissed her children, the younger twice. Julien stood still.
She walked swiftly away without looking back.

IFrom the moment when he opened the anonymous letter M. de
Rénal had led a frightful existence. I1e had not been so upset since
a duel he nearly had in 1816,% and to do him justice, the prospect
of getting shot on that occasion had made him less unhappy than
now. He went over the letter from every point of view: Isn’t it a
woman’s hand? he asked himsclf. In that case, what woman could
have written it? He reviewed mentally all the women he knew in
Verriéres without being able to scttle his suspicions. Could a man
have dictated the letter? Then what man? The same uncertainty
here; he was envied, and no doubt hated, by most of the men he
knew. I'll have to ask my wife, he said out of sheer habit, rising
from the chair in which he had sunk.

But scarccly was he up—Great God! he cried, striking his brow,
she’s the person I have to mistrust more than anyonc; from now
on, she’s the encmy. And tears of sheer rage came to his eyes.

It was duc retribution for that dryness of heart that is known in
the provinces as practical wisdom that the two men whom M. de
Rénal suspected most, at this moment, were his two most intimate
friends.

After that pair, I have maybe ten friends, and he numbered them
over, cstimating for each onc how much consolation might be had
from him. Evecry one of them, cvery last onc, he cricd in a rage,
would be dclighted at my trouble! Fortunately, he thought himsclf
envicd by one and all—not wholly without rcason. Apart from his
superb town house, which the king of had just distinguished
forcver by sleeping in it, he had made a fine thing out of his
country house at Vergy. The front was painted white, the windows
furnished with finc green shutters. [For an instant he was consoled
by the thought of this magnificence. The fact is that his housc was
visible at a distancc of thrce or four leagucs, much to the discredit
of all the other country houscs or so-called chateaux of the district,
which had been allowed to fade into the humble gray tones imposed
by timec.

M. de Rénal could indeced count on the tcars and sympathy of
one friend, the church warden of the parish; but this man was an
imbecile who had sympathy for cveryone. Yet he was the mayvor’s
only recoursc.

What miscry like mine! he cried, furiously; what lonelincss!

Can it possibly be, this rcally wretched man asked himself, is it
actually possible that in my misfortuncs I don’t have a single friend
to talk to? My rcason is giving way, I'm sure of it. A, Ialcoz!

8. Most of M. de Rénal’s troubles and of the Restoration, when a lot of tables
anxieties date back to the early days were turned; see p. 106, note 4.
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ah, Ducros!® he cried bitterly. They were two childhood friends
whom he had estranged by his arrogance in 1814. They were not
noble, and he had tricd to change the terms of cquality on which
they had lived since childhood.

Onc of them, Ifalcoz, a man of spirit and fecling who sold paper
in Verricres, had bought a print shop in the district capital and
undcrtaken a daily newspaper. The congregation sct out to ruin
him: his paper had been condemned and his license to print with-
drawn. In thesc bitter circumstances he undertook to write to
M. dc Rénal for the first time in ten vears. The mayor of Verricres
fclt obliged to reply like an ancient Roman: “If the king’s minister
did mc the honor to ask my aclvicc, I should tell him: Ruin without
merey cvery printer in the provinee, and make printing a govern-
mcent monopoly like tobacco.” Such a letter to an intimate friend,
which all Verricres had admired at the time, now caused NI. de
Rénal to shrink in horror. Who would have thought that with my
rank, my fortunc, and my dccorations I should some day regret it?
It was in transports of rage like these, dirccted now against himsclf,
now against his surroundings, that hc passed a night of torturc;
but, by good fortune, he did not get the ideca of spying on his wifc.

I am used to Louise, he said to himsclf, she knows all my busi-
ness; if I were free to remarry tomorrow, I wouldn’t find anyone to
replacc her. And then he consoled himsclf with the idca that his
wife might be innocent: sccing things in this light saved him from
the nceessity of displaying some character, and pleased him much
better; after all, cvervonc knows women arc often subjected to
calumny!

But then, he exclaimed suddenly, walking convulsively about,
why do I have to act like an ordinary nobody, a ragamuffin, while
she makes game of me with her lover! Do I have to scc all Verrieres
sniggering over my complacency? \What haven’t they said about
Charmicr (he was a notoriously deccived husband of the district)?
Anytime his name is spoken, there’s a grin. Ie’s a good lawyer,
but who cver talks about his professional qualitics? Ah, Charmicr,
they say, Bernard’s Charmicr; they call him by the namce of the
man who brought about his disgracc.

Thanks be to God, said M. de Rénal at other moments, I have no
daughter, and the way in which I shall punish the mother won’t
hold back my sons in their carcers. I can catch the little peasant
with my wifc and kill them both; that way the tragic ending of the
story will soften the absurdity of it. This idca pleased him; he
worked it out in all its dctails. The penal code is on my side, and,

9. Falcoz the Grenoble bookseller and  sympathy (compare Brulard, Chaps. 16
Ducros the librarian whom Stendhal and 20).
knew as a boy are here recalled with
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whatever happens, our congregation and my friends in the jury will
protcct me. He examined his hunting knifc, and it was very sharp;
but the idea of blood terrificd him.

I can havc this insolent tutor beaten up and driven out of the
house; but what a scandal in Verriércs and throughout the depart-
ment! After we smashed Falcoz’s paper, when his editor-in-chief
got out of prison, I helped to have him fired from a job worth six
hundred francs. They say that scribbler has had the boldness to
turn up again in Besangon; he can lampoon me from there, and so
cleverly that I'll never get him into a court. Get him before a court!
The scoundrel will suggest in a thousand ways that he’s told nothing
but the truth. A man of good birth who upholds his rank as I do
gets hated by all the common ruck. I'll sec my story in thosc horrible
Paris ncewspapers. Oh, good God! what a sewer! to scc the ancient
name of Rénal! dragged in the mud of derision. . . . If ever I takc a
trip, I'll have to use another name, yes, abandon this name which
makes up my strength and my glory. \What a ghastly thought!

If I don’t kill my wife, just drive her out in disgrace, she has her
aunt at Besangon, who will hand over her whole fortunc. My wifc
will go to Paris where she’ll live with Julien; everyone will know it
at Vecrricres, and once again I'll be thought a dupc. At this point
the miscrable man noted by the paling of his lamp that dawn was
starting to break; he decided to go out into the garden for a bit of
fresh air. He had almost decided not to make a scandal, largely as
a result of the idea that a scandal would overjoy his good friends in
Vecrricres.

A stroll in the garden calmed him somewhat more. No, he ex-
claimed, I shall not break with my wifc, she’s too uscful to me. He
imagined with horror what his housc would be like without his
wifc; his only female relative was the Marquisc de R old,
imbecilic, and mean.

An cxtremely sensible idea occurred to him, but carrying it out
required force of character far greater than the poor man posscssed.
If T keep my wife, he said, I know my own character; onc day when
I'm impaticnt with her I'll accusc her. She’s proud, we’ll quarrel,
and all that is bound to happen bcfore she’s inherited from her
aunt. Then what fun they’ll make of me! My wifc loves her chil-
dren; her whole fortunc will end up going to them. While I, T will
be the laughing stock of Verri¢res. Some man, they’ll say, he didn’t
cven know how to get back at his own wife! Wouldn’t it be better
to sit on my suspicions and not try for certainty? Then [ tie my
own hands; I can ncver reproach her again.

1. The ancient name of Rénal might is rénal) or of foxes (renard), but
have for a Frenchman overtones of aristocratic dignity it doesn’t particu-
kidneys (the adjectival form of rein larly have.
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An instant later M. de Rénal, still in the grip of his wounded
vanity, was laboriously repeating to himsclf all the terms used in
the billiard parlor of the Casino or the Noble Circle? in Verricrcs,
when some fine talker interrupted a round of pool to divert himsclf
at the expense of a betrayed husband. ITow crucl, at this moment,
such raillery sccmed to him!

Good God! Why isn't my wifc dcad? Then [ would be safe from
ridicule. I wish I was a widower! I could go and spend six months
at Paris in the best socicty. After this moment of happiness at the
idca of being a bereaved husband, his imagination rcturned to the
question of finding out the truth. At midnight, when cvervonce was
abed, he might sprinkle a thin layer of bran before the door of
Julicn’s bedroom; the next morning, when day broke, he could look
for footprints.

But this scheme is no good, he cxclaimed with sudden anger,
that bitch FElisa would notice, and it would be all over the house
that I'm jcalous.

In another story told around the Casino a husband had verificd
his sad state by using a bit of wax to fasten a hair that closed, as
with a scal, his wifc’s door and that of the gallant.

After so many hours of uncertainty this mcthod of gaining cer-
tainty scemed to him by all odds the best, and he was thinking of
how to put it in practicc when, at the intcrsection of a path, he
cncountered the very woman he wanted to scc dead.

She was on her way back from town. She had gone to hear mass
in the church of Vergy. A tradition, very dubious in the cyes of a
cold historian, but which she belicved, had it that the little church
in usc today was oncc a chapel attached to the castle of the lord of
Vergy. This idca obscssed Mmc. de Rénal all the while she had
spent trving to pray in the church. She continually imagined her
husband killing Julien while out hunting, killing him as if by acci-
dent and then that cvening forcing her to cat his hcart.3

My fate, she told hersclf, will depend on what he thinks when he
hears me. After that fatal fiftcen minutes, I may ncver again have
a chance to spcak with him. He is not a wise or rcasonable man.
If he were, I might with my own fecble reason foresce what he’s
likcly to do or say. He will decide both our fates; he has the power
to do it. But rcally that fate lics in myv hands, in my skill at dirccting
the idcas of this harcbrain, who's blinded by his own anger and
incapable of sccing half of what’s happening. Ny God, I need skill,
I nced coolness, and where to find them?

2. Social clubs in French provincial 3. This ancient folklore motif actually
towns were, of course, engines of social zot attached to the story of Gabrielle
snobbery. Stendhal's uncle Romain de Vergy in a 1777 version for the
Gagnon had Dbelonged to the extreme stage by Dormont de Belloy.
right-wing club in Grenoble, known as

the Casino.
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Calm posscssed her as if by magic as she entered the garden and
saw her husband in the distancc. His rumpled hair and disordercd
dress showed that hc had not slept all night.

She handed him a letter which had becen unscaled but folded up
again. \Vithout opening it, hc stared wild-eycd at his wife.

—Here is an abominable thing, she said, which was given to me
bchind the notary’s garden by an ugly man who pretended to know
you and to owc you somc gratitude. I demand just onc thing of you,
that you send this Julien back to his own people without an instant’s
dclay. Mme. de Rénal hastened to make this speech, getting to the
point perhaps a little prematurely, in order to escape the hideous
prospect of having to say it.

She was overwhelmed with joy at seeing the pleasure it caused her
husband. From the fixed gaze he bent upon her, she grasped that
Julicn had guessed right. Instcad of being disturbed by her present
troubles, she thought of him: \Vhat genius! \What perfect tact! And
in a young man still without experience of the world! What won’t
he accomplish in the future? But then, alas, his successes will cause
him to forget me.

This instant of admiration for the man she adored relieved her
distress entirely.

She applauded her own policy. I have not been unworthy of
Julien, she told hersclf, with a sweet and intimate pleasure.

Not saying a word, for fear of committing himself, M. de Rénal
examined thc second anonymous letter, composed, if the reader
recalls, of printed words pasted on a piecc of bluish paper. They're
taunting me on all sides, said M. de Rénal to himself, overcome
with fatigue.

New insults to look into, and always on account of my wife! He
was on the point of assailing her with gross abuse, but the prospect
of the Besangon inhcritance barely restrained him. Feeling obliged
to vent his rage on something, he ripped the paper of this second
anonymous letter to shreds and began to stride off; he absolutcly
had to get away from his wifc. A fcw minutes later he returned to
her side, somewhat calmed.

—\Ve have to takc immcdiate steps and send Julien away, she
said to him at once; after all, he’s nothing but a workman’s son.
You will pay him off with a fcw crowns, and besides, hc’s clever and
will casily find a placc, for example, with M. Valenod or the sub-
prefect de Maugiron, both of whom have children. Thus you won’t
be harming him. . . .

—Now you're talking like the fool you rcally are, shouted M. de
Rénal in a bellow. What good scnsc cver comes out of a woman?
You pay no attention to what’s reasonable; how do you cxpect to
know anything? You're sloppy, you're lazy, you're good for nothing
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but chasing butterflics—fceble creaturces, who bring misfortunc with
vou when you enter our families! . . .

Nmc. de Rénal let him talk, and he talked on for a long timg;
hc was passing lis anger, as they say in the country.

—Sir, she answered him at last, I spcak as a woman outraged in
her honor, that is, in her most precious posscssion on carth.

Mmec. de Rénal preserved a cool, fixed calm throughout this dis-
agrccable conversation, on which depended all her chances of cver
living again under the same roof with Julien. She sought out all the
idcas shc considered most suitable to guide her husband’s blind
rage. She had been unmoved by all the insults he hurled at her;
she never heard them; she was thinking of Julien. Will he be
plcased with me?

—This little pcasant whom we have covered with kindness and
showered with gifts may be innocent, she said at last, but nonc-
theless he is the occasion of the first alfront 1 cver reccived. . . .
Sir, when I read that abominable letter, I vowed that cither he or
I must lcave your housc.

—Do vou want to make a scandal, to dishonor mc and voursclf
as wcll? You'll gratify cvery scandal-monger in Verricres.

—It’s truc, they're all cnvious of the prosperity vour wise man-
agement has created for voursclf, vour family, and the town. . . .
All right! I shall require Julien to ask a month’s lcave of you, which
he will spend with that mountaincer wood-scller of his, fit compan-
ion for this little mechanic.

—Restrain yvoursclf, said M. de Rénal, speaking with a fair mea-
surc of calm. What I rcquire of you, mainly, is not to talk with
him. You'd losc vour temper and involve me in a quarrel with him;
vou know how touchy this little gentleman is.

—IIc’s a young man altogether without tact, replicd Nme. de
Rénal; maybe he’s learned, vou know about that, but at bottom
he’s nothing but a peasant. [For my part, I've never thought well of
him since he refused to marry Elisa, who was a proper fortune
rcady-madc for him; and all on the pretext that sometimes she makes
secrct visits to N. Valenod.

—Aha! said M. dc Rénal, lifting an cxaggerated cyebrow, is that
it, did Julicn tell you that?

—No, not cxactly; he always talked about his calling to the holy
ministry; but, believe me, the real calling for all thesce little people
is always filling their bellics. Ie gave me to understand that he was
not in the dark about these sccret visits.

—And I was, I was! cricd M. de Rénal, returning to rage and
cmphasizing cvery word. Things go on in my housc that I don’t
know about. . . . What’s this now, somcthing going on betwcen
Elisa and Valenod?
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—Poolh! that’s ancicnt history, my dear, said Mme. de Rénal
with a laugh, and perhaps there’s no harm in it after all. It began
at a time when vour good fricnd Valenod would not have been
unhappy to havc it said in Verriéres that he and I enjoyed a little,
perfcctly platonic, relationship.

—I once had that idca mysclf, cried M. d¢ Rénal, smiting his
brow and striding furiously from discovery to discovery; but vou
ncver said a word to me.

—And was I to stir up trouble between two fricnds on account of
a little puff of vanity in our dear dircctor? Where is therc a woman
of socicty to whom he hasn’t addressed a few letters, very witty
indced and maybe cven a bit gallant?

—Has he written to you?

—H ¢ writes a great dcal.

—Show me those letters at once, I command yvou; and M. de
Rénal drew himscelf up six feet taller than usual.

—1 certainly will not, she told him with a gentlencss that verged
almost on indifference; I'll show them to you some other day when
you arc less distressed.

—This very instant, damn it! shouted M. dc Rénal, drunk with
rage, vet happier than he had been any time in the last twelve hours.

—\Will vou give me vour word, Mme. de Rénal said gravcly,
never to quarrel with the dircctor of the poorhouse over the matter
of these letters?

—~Quarrel or no, I can put him out of the orphan business; but,
he went on furiously, I want thosc letters this very minute; wherc
arc they?

—In a drawer of my desk; but I certainly shan’t give you the key.

—1I can break it, he shouted, rushing off toward his wife’s room.

And, in fact, he broke with an iron bar a precious desk of fine-
grained mahogany, brought from Paris, which formerly he used to
polish with his coat tails whenever he thought there was a spot on it.

Mme. de Rénal climbed at a run the hundred twenty steps to the
dovccote and tied a white handkerchicf by its corner to one of the
iron bars of the little window. She was the happiest of women.
Tcars in her eves, she looked out toward thc great forests of the
mountainside. No doubt, she said to hersclf, Julien can see this
happy signal from his post undcr one of those spreading beeches.
FFor a long time she listened, cursing the monotonous song of the
cicadas and the chatter of the birds. VWVithout their irksome noise,
a cry of joy, rising from the steep rocks, might have been audible.
Her eve moved greedily across that immense slope of dark verdure,
thick and solid as a mcadow, formed by the tree tops. Why docsn’t
he think, she asked in a mood of sudden tenderness, of making some
signal to show that his joy is equal to minc? She came down from
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the dovecote only when she began to fear that her husband would
comc looking for her there.

She found him in a rage. e was running through the insipid
phrascs of N[. Valenod, never before perused with so much emotion.

Scizing a moment when her husband's exclamations had sub-
sided cnough for her to be heard:

—1I still think my first idca is best, said Nme. de Rénal; Julien
had better take a trip. 1Ic may know Latin, but he's no better than a
pcasant; he’s often clumsy and lacking in tact; cvery day, thinking
that he’s being polite, he offers me cxaggerated compliments in
very bad taste, which he’s Iearned by heart out of some novel. . . .

—Hec never reads novels, exclaimed N de Rénal; I'm sure of
that. Do you think I'm a blind mastcr who knows nothing of what
gocs on under his own roof?

—All right, if he docesn’t read these ridiculous compliments in a
book, he makes them up, and that’s no better for him. Ile must
have talked about me in this vein around Verriéres . . . ; and cven
if he didn’t go that far, said Nmc. de Rénal with the air of making
a discovery, he must have talked this way before Elisa, which is
all onc as if he had talked to M. Valenod.

—Aha! roarcd M. de Rénal, shaking the table and the whole
room with a mighty blow of his fist, the printed anonymous lctter
and thesc other letters of Valenod arc written on the same paper!

—At last! thought NImc. de Rénal; she appcared stunned by this
conclusion, and without having courage to add a single word took
a scat on the sofa at the far end of the room.

The battle had now been gained; but she had some trouble in
keeping M. de Rénal from going to confront the supposcd author
of the anonymous lctter.

—How can you fail to sec that provoking a scenc with M. Val-
cnod, without having sufficicnt proof on your side, is the greatest
blunder in the world? You arc thc victim of cnvy, my decar; whosc
fault is it? It's becausc of your talents: your wisc policics, your
handsomc propertics, the fortunc I brought you, and then there’s
the very considerable inheritance that we can expect from my good
aunt, an inheritance that has, of coursc, bcen immenscly cxagger-
ated—all thesc things have madc you thc most important person
in Vcrriéres.

—You didn’t mention my noble birth, said M. dc Rénal with a
small smile,

—You are one of the most distinguished gentlemen in the district,
Mme. de Rénal said with fresh enthusiasm; if the king was free and
could do justice to distinguished birth, you would doubtless sit in
the housc of peers, . . . and so forth, and so on. And now, given your
splendid position, do you want to give cnvy an incident to work on?
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Accusing M. Valcnod of his anonymous letter is like proclaiming
to all Vcrricres, or rather to Besangon, to the whole district, that
this pctty bourgcois, once admitted (no doubt incautiously) to
intimacy with @ Rénal, has found a way to offend him. Supposc
these letters vou have just discovered contained proof that I had
responded to M. Valenod’s proffered love; then you should kill me.
I would havc dcserved it a hundred times over, but you should not
show anger toward him. Kecp in mind that all your ncighbors arc
only looking for a pretext to be revenged for your superiority; re-
member that in 1816 yvou had a hand in various arrests. That man
who took rcfuge on the roof of vour housc. . . .4

—\What’s clear is that you have neither respect nor kindness for
mc, cried M. de Rénal in the full bitterness of these memorics; and
what’s more, I haven’t bcen madc a peer! . . .

—My own opinion, dcar fricnd, said Mmec. de Rénal with a
smile, is that I shall be richer than you, that I have been your as-
sociate for twclve ycars, and that on both thesc scores I should have
a voicc in vour dccisions, cspecially in today’s business. If you prefer
somconc like M. Julicn to me, she added, with ill-concealed scorn,
I am quitc prepared to go and spend a winter with my aunt.

This phrase was happily turncd. Though cloaked in politc forms,
it had a latent firmness that scttled M. de Rénal’s judgment. But
after the provincial fashion, hc continued to talk for a long time,
going back over his arguments; his wife let him talk; there was still
anger in his expression. At last, two hours of useless babble ex-
hausted the energics of a man who had been in spasms of rage all
night long. He scttled the lincs of policy to be followed with regard
to M. Valenod, Julicn, and cven Elisa.

Once or twice in the course of this great scene, Mmec. dc Rénal
was on the verge of fecling some sympathy for the very real suffer-
ings of this man who for twclve years had been her husband. But
rcal passions are selfish. And besides, she kept expecting that at any
minutc he would say somcthing about the anonymous letter rec-
ccived the day before, and this he never did. Mme. de Rénal could
not have been sure of her position without knowing what idcas had
been suggested to the man on whom her whole fate depended. In
the provinces husbands arc the masters of public opinion. A hus-
band who complains against his wife covers himself with ridicule,
a fate that is becoming less and less dangerous in FFrance; but his
wifc, If he rcfuses to supply her with money, falls to the condition
of a workingwoman at fiftcen sous a day, and cven at that price the
respectable will make scruples of employing her.

4. A Grenoble scandal from the days of infuriated conservatives on the roof
1816 is glanced at here: a liberal of a neighbor’s house and was shot to

named Tabaret took refuge from some death there.
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An odalisquc in a harem had better love the sultan at all hazards;
he is all powcerful, she has no hope of diminishing his authority by
a scrics of pctty diplomacics. The master’s punishment is terrible,
bloody, but military, noble; a dagger stroke finishes cverything. It
is with blows of public contcmpt that a husband kills his wifc in
the nincteenth century; it is by closing all the drawing roomns to her.

The sense of her danger was sharply revived in Mmc. de Rénal
when she retired to her room; she was shocked at the disorderly
statc in which she found it. The locks of all her pretty little jewel
chests had been smashed; scveral squares of the parquet floor had
been ripped up. e would have had no merey on me, she said. To
ruin in this way an inlaid floor of which he was so proud! When onc
of the children stepped on it with dirty shocs, he used to be purple
with rage. And now it’s ruined forcver! The spectacle of this violence
dissipated at once the last regrets she felt for her too-casy victory.

A little before the bell sounded to dinner, Julien rcturned with
the children. Over dessert, when the servants had withdrawn, Mmc.
dc Rénal said to him in a very dry tone:

—You've indicated a desire to spend a couple of weeks at Ver-
ricres; M. de Rénal has kindly granted vou a lcave. You may depart
when you choosc. But, to be sure the children don’t waste their
time, we will send their themes to you cvery day, and you can cor-
rect them.

—1I shall certainly not grant you morc than a weck, M. de Rénal
added in his sourcst tonc.

Julicn noted on his features the uncasiness of a man in profound
torment.

—Hec has not yct scttled on what he’s going to do, said he to
his mistress, during a moment when they were alone together in
the drawing room.

Mmec. de Rénal told him bricfly what she had been doing since
morning.

—The dctails tonight, shc added with a smile.

Perversity of women! thought Julicn. \What pleasure, what in-
stinct Icads them to dcccive us?

—It scems to me you're both inspired and blinded by your love,
he told her with some coolness; your conduct today was admirablc;
but is it scnsible for us to try to mect tonight? This housc is swarm-
ing with cnemics; think of Elisa’s bitter hatred for me.

—That hatred is much like your own passionatc indifference
to mec.

—LEven if I werc indifferent, I should be bound to save you from
dangers in which I involved vou. If by chance M. de Rénal talks to
Elisa, a word from her may disclosc cverything to him. \Why
couldn’t he hide himself ncar my room with a weapon. . . .
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—What’s this? Not cven courage! said Mme. de Rénal, with all
the disdain of a woman of quality.

—1I shall never lower mysclf to talk about my courage, said
Julien coldly, that’s vulgar. Let the world judge from events. But,
he added, taking her by the hand, you cannot imagine how dceply
I'm attached to you and what a joy it will be to have a chance to
take Icave of vou before this crucl separation.

Chapter 22
WAYS OF ACTING IN 1830

Speech was given to man to conceal his thought.
—R. P. Malagridas

Scarcely had he reached Verricres when Julicn began reproaching
his injusticc toward Nme. dc Rénal. I would have despiscd her as
a silly female if, through wcakness, she had mishandled her scene
with M. de Rénal! She carried it off like a diplomat, and now I
sympathize with thc loser, who is my encmy. Therc’s something
middle class about my attitude; my vanity is offended because M.
dc Rénal is a man! An immense and magnificent corporation, this,
of which I happen to be a member! Really, I'm no better than a
fool.

M. Chélan had refused various offers of lodging made him by the
most cminent liberals of the district at the time when he was
forced out of his presbytery. The two rooms he had rented were
crowded with his books. Julicn, wanting to show Vecrricres what it
was to bc a pricst, went to his father for a dozen pine planks, which
he carricd on his own back the length of the main strcet. Then he
borrowed tools of a former friend and had soon built a sort of book-
casc, in which he arranged the books of M. Chélan.

—1I thought vou would be corrupted by the vanity of the world,
said the old man, with tcars of joy; but here’s an action that fully
redecems that childish business with the honor guard and the
gaudy uniform, which made you so many cncemics.

M. dec Rénal had told Julicn to stay in his house. Nobody sus-
pected what had happened. The third day after his arrival Julien
saw coming up to his room no less a personagc than the subprcfect,
M. de Maugiron. It was only after two long hours of insipid gossip

5. R. P. (Révérend Dére) Gabriel alive on September 21, 1761. He did
Malagrida was an Italian Jesuit who not make the statement about human
served nearly thirty years as a mission-  speech attributed to him here: Talley-
ary in DBrazil. He rcturned to Portugal rand perhaps did, or at least abundantly
in time to help the victims of the exemplified it. Stendhal probably heard
Lisbon earthquake (1755) but was of Malagrida through Voltaire’s Siécle
accused of complicity in an attempt to de Louis XV.

assassinate the king and was burned
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and tedious jeremiads about the evil habits of men, the dishoncsty
of public officials, the perils confronting our poor I'rance, cte., cte,
that Julicn finally caught a glimpsc of the point of the visit. They
werce alrcady at the head of the staircase, and the poor tutor half
in disgracc was Icading to the door with all appropriate respect the
futurc prefect of some fortunate provinee, when the latter decided
to concern himsclf with Julien’s prospects, to praise his splendid
modcration in matters affecting his own interests, cte., cte. At last
M. dc Maugiron, clasping him in his arms with the most patcrnal
affcction, suggested that he should lcave M. de Rénal and take
service with an official who had children to raise and who, like
King Philip,5 would thank God not so much for the children them-
selves but for being allowed to have them in duc proximity to N,
Julien. Their tutor would reccive an income of cight hundred francs,
payable not on a monthly basis (which is not noble, said NI. dc
Maugiron), but quarterly, and what’s more, in advance.

Now it became Julien’s turn; for an hour and a half he had been
waiting for the other to get to the point. Ilis reply was perfect, and
as long as an cpiscopal scrmon; it Ict everything be understood, and
yet said nothing clearly. There appeared in it, all at the same time,
respect for M. de Rénal, vencration for the public of Verricres, and
gratitude to the illustrious subprefect. The subprefect, astonished
to find a Digger Jesuit than himsclf, struggled vainly to get out of
him somcthing clcar. Julien in high glee scized the occasion to ex-
ercisc his wits, and began his reply all over again, using other terms.
Never did an cloquent minister, trying to talk his way through the
last hours of a scssion when the housce is threatening to wake up,
usc morc words with less substance. Hardly was M. de Naugiron
out the door when Julien began to laugh like a maniac. \While his
Jesuitical vein was flowing, he wrote a ninc-page letter to M. de
Rénal in which he described cverything that had been said to him,
and humbly begged his advice. And vet that scoundrel never told
me the name of the person who's making the offer! Of course, it
must be M. Valcnod, who sces my cxile to Verricres as the cffect
of his anonvmous Ictter.

\When his letter had been dispatched, Julien, as happy as a
hunter who marches forth at six in the morning of a finc autumn
day onto a plain tceming with gamec, sct forth to seck counscl of
M. Chélan. But before he reached the good curé’s housc, fate, which
was being lavish in dispcensing pleasures to him, threw into his path
M. Valenod, from whom he did not conccal that his heart was
sorcly torn; a poor boy like himsclf should devote himsclf wholly
to the vocation that hcaven had written in his heart, but in this

6. King Philip of Macedon was glad Great) but to have a son whom Aris-
nol only to have a son (Alexander the totle could educate.



110 + Red and Black

fallen world one’s vocation wasn't everything. To labor worthily
in the Lord’s vineyard, and not to disgrace onc’s many learned
co-workers, instruction was nccessary; one must spend two ycars
in the seminary at Besangon, and very costly they would be; it was
therefore indispensable [and one might even say, after a certain
sort, onc’s duty] to save up a sum of money, which would be much
casicr to do on a salary of cight hundred francs paid quarterly than
with six hundred francs paid from month to month. On the other
hand, didn’t heaven, when it placed him in charge of the Rénal
children, and inspired him with a particular affection for them, show
that it would not be fitting to abandon this task for another? . . .

Julicn attained such perfect skill in this sort of eloquence, which
has replaced the decisive action of the empire, that he cnded by
boring himsclf with the sound of his own words.

Back at the housc he found a servant of NI. Valenod’s, in full
livery, who had been looking for him throughout the town with an
invitation to dinner that verv day.

Julien had never been in this man’s house; just a few days before
he had been thinking only of how to give him a good cudgcling
without risk from the police. Though dinner was announced for
one o’clock, Julicn thought it morc respectful to present himsclf
about twelve-thirty in the office of the dircctor of the poorhouse.
He found him exercising his importance in the midst of a pile of
papers. His thick black whiskers, his enormous head of hair. his
Phrygian cap cocked crossways on his head, his huge pipe, his
cmbroidered slippers, the thick gold chains strung every which way
across his chest, and all that apparatus of a provincial money man
who thinks himself a lady-killer madc no impression on Julicn: he
thought all the more of that cudgeling which was due him.

He requested the honor of meeting Mmec. Valenod; she was in her
dressing room and could not sce him. By way of compensation, he
was privileged to attend the poorhouse director in his dressing room.
Then they met with NMme. Valenod, who introduced her children
with tears in her eves. This lady was one of the most respectable
in Verricres; she had a broad, mannish face to which she had ap-
plicd rouge for this grcat occasion. She displaved a good dcal of
matcmal pathos.

Julien thought of Nme. de Rénal. His habitual suspicion scarcely
left him susceptible to anything but thosc memorics that are called
up by contrasts, but then he could be touched to the point of tender-
ness. This mood was augmented now by the look of the poorhouse
dircctor’s cstablishment. Everything in it was splendid and new,
and he was told the price of each piece of furniture. But Julicn
found something ignoble about it, as if it stank of stolen money.



Ways of Acting n 1830 - 111

Evecrvonc there, cven the scrvants, had the look of hardening his
features against contempt.

The tax collector, the asscssor, the chicf of police, and two or
threc other public officials arrived with their wives. They were fol-
lowed by a number of rich liberals. Dinner was announced. Julien,
alrcady ill at casc, was struck with the idca that on the other side
of the dining room wall were the poor prisoners, whosc allotments
of food had pcrhaps been chiseled in order to buy all this ostenta-
tious luxury with which pcople werc trving to astonish him.

Perhaps they arc suffcring from hunger at this very moment, said
hc to himsclf; his throat choked up, he found it impossible to cat
and almost to talk. It was much worsc a quarter of an hour later;
in the distancc there were heard various phrascs of a popular song,
rather vulgar it must be admitted, being sung by onc of the inmatcs.
M. Valenod cast a glance at onc of his scrvants in full livery, who
disappcarcd; shortly thercafter the song stopped. At that moment
a valet offcred Julicn some Rhine wine in a green glass, and Mmc.
Valenod scized the occasion to obscrve that this winc cost ninc
francs a bottle dircct from the grower. Julicn, holding his grcen
glass, said to NI. Valcnod:

—They're not singing that miscrable song any morc.

—Blast "cm, I should think not, replicd the director in triumph,
I've had the beggars shut up.

The phrase was too much for Julicn; he had the manncrs, but
not vet the feclings, of his social position. Despite all his much-
practiced hyvpocrisy, he felt a tcar low down his check.

Hec tricd to conceal it with his grcen glass, but found it absolutcly
impossible to do honor to the Rhinc winc. Stop the man from sing-
ing! he murmured to himself, Oh my God! And you permit it!

Fortunatcly nobody noticed his moment of ungentlemanly emo-
tion. The assessor had struck up a royalist song. During the uproar
of the rcfrain, which was sung in chorus: Therc now, Julicn’s con-
science said to him, that’s the dirty fortunc vou’re going to attain,
and vou’ll cnjoy it only under these circumstances and in this sort
of company! Mavbe you'll get a place worth twenty thousand francs,
but while you gorge vourself on rich foods, yvou'll have to shut the
mouth of a poor prisoncr who’s trying to sing. You'll give banquets
with the moncy vou've stolen from his miscrable pittance, and
while vou're cating he’ll be made morc miscrable than cver! Oh
Napolcon! What a joy it was in your day to risc through the perils
of the battleficld; but to fced like a coward on the miscry of the
helpless!

I confess that the weakness which Julien displays in this mono-
logue gives me a poor opinion of him. Hc would be a worthy col-
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league of those conspirators in ycllow gloves who pretend to change
the whole way of life of a great nation but don’t want to be re-
sponsible for inflicting the slightest scratch.?

Abruptly Julien was recalled to his role. It was not to drcam and
be silent that he had been invited to dinner in such good com-
pany.

A retired manufacturcr of calico prints, corresponding member
of one academy at Besangon and another at Uzeés, called to him
down the full length of the tablc to ask if it was true that he had
madc such astonishing progress as people were saying in his study
of the Ncw Testament.

At oncc complete silence was cstablished; a Latin Ncw Testa-
ment appcared, as if by magic, in the hands of the learned mem-
ber of two acadcmies. No sooncr had Julien agrecd than a half
sentencc of Latin, chosen at random, was rcad to him. He recited:
his memory served, and this prodigous fcat was admired with all the
clamorous cncrgy of an after-dinner performance. Julien noted the
candlclit featurcs of the ladies; scveral were not bad looking. He
picked out the wifc of the asscssor who sang so loudly.

—But rcally I'm ashamed to talk Latin before these ladies for so
long, he said with a glance at her. If M. Rubigneau (that was the
member of the two academies) will be kind enough to read a
Latin scntence at random, instead of repeating the Latin text that
follows, I'll try to translatc it impromptu.

This second display raiscd his glory to its pcak.

There were in the group several rich liberals, fortunate fathers of
children capable of winning scholarships, and as such suddenly con-
verted since the last mission.® In spitc of this ncat political stroke,
M. dc Rénal had ncver been willing to reccive them in his housc.
Thesc fine gentry, who knew Julien only by reputation and from
secing him on horseback when the king of came to town,
were his most cnthusiastic admirers. When will these fools get tired
of listcning to this Biblical style, which they can’t undcrstand at
all? he thought. Quite the contrary, this style amused them because
it was strange; they laughed at it. But Julien grew tired.

Hc rosc with a scrious cxpression as six o’clock struck and spoke
of a chapter in the ncw theology of Ligorio® which he had to learn
in ordcr to repeat it on the morrow for M. Chélan. For it’s my trade,

7. Conspirators in yellow gloves are
in effect parlor liberals, a familiar
breed.

8. Missions within France itsell were
essentially revivalist movements propa-
gated after 1815 by Abbés Rauzon,
Forbin-Janson, Fayet, and their ilk,
with the approval of the parish priest
and his bishop, in the hope of reviving
the zeal of the faithful.

9. Stendhal is probably thinking of St.
Alphonsus Maria Liguori, an eigh-
teenth-century Neapolitan casuist who
was beatified in 1816; but he may also
be making a private pun on the name of
Picero Ligorio, a sixteenth-century archi-
tect noted for his facades and an anti-
quarian renowned for his forgeries.
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he added jovially, to make other pcople recite lessons and to recite
them mysclf.

They laughed a good deal; they admired him; this is wit as they
understand it in Verrieres. Julien was alrcady on his feet, and cvery-
one else rosc, regardless of decorum; such is the power of genius.
Mme. Valcnod kept him for another quarter hour; he simply must
hecar her children recite their catechism. They made the most
comical crrors, which he was the only onc to notice. 1le made no
cffort to correct them. \What ignorancc of the first principles of re-
ligion! hc thought. At last he said good night, and hoped to make
his cscape; but he had to undergo a fable of Lafontainc.

—This author is thoroughly immoral, said Julicn to Mme. Val-
cnod; onc of his fables on Mecssirc Jean Chouart! ventures to asperse
with ridicule the most vencrable matters in the world. He is sharply
reproved for this by the best commentators.

Before he left, Julien had reccived four or five other invitations
to dinner. This voung man docs great credit to our district, all the
diners cricd unanimously, in high good humor. They went so far
as to discuss a pension, to be voted out of municipal funds, which
would enable him to continuc his studics in Paris.

While this rash idca was resounding through the dining room,
Julicn had made his way hastily to the carriage entry. Ah, the swinc!
the swine! he murmured threc or four times over, drinking in the
fresh air with pleasure.

At this moment he saw himsclf as a complete aristocrat, he who
for so long had bcen irked by lofty smiles and arrogant airs which
he scnsed behind all the polite phrases addressed to him at M. de
Rénal’s. He could not fail to notice the cxtraordinary diffcrence.
I won't consider, said he to himself as he left, that all this money
was stolen from the poor inmates, who are cven forbidden to sing!
But would M. de Rénal ever take it on himself to tcll his guests the
price of every bottle of wine he sct beforc them? And this Nl. Val-
cnod, when he counts up his belongings, as he’s always doing, can
never talk of his house, his grounds, and so on, when his wife is
present without saying your house, your grounds, and so on.

This lady, who seemed so responsive to the plcasures of pos-
session, had just made an abominable scene during dinncr because
one of the servants had broken a piece of stemware and spoiled one
of her sets; and the servant had answered her back with supremc
insolence.

VWhat a crowd! said Julien to himself; they could give me half
their haul and I still wouldn’t want to live with them. Onc fine
I. La Fontaine’s fable of the Curé and  Lafontaine for use in the fable. Stanis-
the Corpse (VII, 11) is a satire on las, when he refers later in the chapter

clerical greed; Maitre Jean Chouart is to the fable of the Crow and the Fox,
a name from Rabelais borrowed by also has Lafontaine in mind (I, 2).
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day I'd give mysclf away; I couldn’t keep from showing the scorn
I fecl for them.

He was required, however, on orders from Mme. dc Rénal, to
attend scveral dinners of the samc sort; Julien was the fashion;
pcople excused his donning the guard of honor uniform, or rather
that act of folly was the rcal causc of his success. Before long the
only question discussed in Verricres was who would win out in the
struggle to obtain this lcarned voung man, M. dec Rénal or the
dircctor of the poorhousc. These gentlemen formed with M. Maslon
a triumvirate which for some ycars now had bcen tyrannizing over
the town. There was jealousy of the mayor, all the liberals com-
plaincd of him; but after all, he was noble and traincd for lofty
positions, while M. Valcnod’s father had not left him an income of
six hundred florins. He had had to rise from being piticd for the
mcan apple-green jacket in which cvervone had scen him when he
was young to the stage of being cnvied his Norman horscs, golden
chains, Paris suits, and all his present prosperity.

In the flood of this socicty, all new to Julien, he thought he had
discovered an honest man; this was a gcometer named Gros,? con-
sidered a Jacobin. Julien, who had sworn an oath ncver to say any-
thing cxcept what scemed false to him, was obliged to maintain
suspicions with rcgard to M. Gros. Fat packets of themes kept
arriving from Vergy. He was counscled to sce his father frequently,
and submitted to this sad necessity. In a word, he was patching up
his rcputation rather nicely when one morning he was startled to
be wakened by a pair of hands held over his cycs.

It was Nme. de Rénal, who had come to town, climbed the stairs
in great haste, lcaving her children to bring along a favorite rabbit
who had madec the trip with them, and thus reached Julicn’s room
an instant before they did. It was a dclicious moment, but very
short: Mmc. de Rénal was out of sight when the children came
in with the rabbit, which thcy wanted to show to thcir friend.
Julicn welcomed cveryone warmly, cven the rabbit. He seemed to
be back with his own family; he fclt that he loved these children,
that he cnjoyed chattering with them. He was struck by the gentle-
ness of their voices, the simplicity and dignity of thcir little ways;
his imagination had to be washed clean of all the vulgar mannecrs
and disagrccable thoughts he breathed in every day at Verriéres.
Everywhere was the fecar of failure, cverywhere luxury and miscry
werc at onc another’s throat. The people with whom he dined, when
they talked about the roast, made confidential statcments humili-
ating for themsclves and disgusting for anyone who listened.

2. Gros was the actual name of a man to escape from his native town. Stendhal
who tutored young Stendhal in geom- never ccased to hold him in grateful
etry at Grenoble and thus enabled him esteem.
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—You others, who arc noble, vou have good reason to be proud,
he told Mmec. de Rénal. And he described the many dinners he had
endurced.

—So, then, vou're all the rage! And she laughed heartily at the
thought of all that rouge which Nlmmc. Valenod felt obliged to usc
whenever Julien was coming. 1 darcsay she has designs on vour
heart, she added.

Lunch was dclightful. The presence of the children, though ap-
parcntly a constraint, actually increased the general happiness. These
poor children did not know how to express their joy at sccing Julien
agam. Thec scrvants had not failed to tell them that he was being
offered two hundred francs more to raise the voung Valenods.

In the midst of lunch Stanislas-Xavicr, still pale from his terrible
illncss, suddenly asked his mother how much the silverware at his
placc and the goblet from which he was drinking were worth.

—\Vhy do vou want to know?

—I want to scll them and give the moncy to M. Julien, so he
won't be a dupe for staying with us.

Julicn kissed him, with tcars in his cyves. ITis mother wept openly,
while Julien, who had taken Stanislas on his knce, cxplained to
him that he shouldn’t usc the word dupe, which, when used in this
sensc, is a vulgar expression for servants. Sccing the pleasurce this
gave to Nmc. de Rénal, he tried to explain by mcans of picturcsque
cxamples that would amuse the children what a dupe really is.

—1I understand, said Stanislas, it's the crow who's stupid and
drops his cheesc so the fox can take it, who's a flatterer.

Mme. dc Rénal, dclirious with happiness, covered her children
with kisscs, which shc could scarcely do without lcaning somewhat
on Julicn.

Suddenly the door opened; it was M. de Rénal. His scvere, sour
facc madc a strange contrast with the simple happiness which he
drove from the room. Mme. de Rénal grew pale; she felt hersclf
incapable of denying anything. Julicn began to talk, and spcaking
loudly, repeated to his honor the mavor the story of the silver goblet
that Stanislas wanted to scll. Ilc was certain this story would be
unwclcome. In the first place, M. de Rénal tended to frown out of
sheer habit at the mention of silver3 The very name of that metal,
said he, is always a prelude to some demand on my pocketbook.

But here there was more than a matter of money, there was an
incrcasc of suspicion. The happy atmosphere that surrounded his
family in his abscnce did nothing to smooth things over, cspecially
with a man whosc vanity was so touchy. As his wifc was describing
to him the graccful, witty way in which Julien introduced his pupils
to new idcas:

3. In French, of course, argent is the normal word for both silver and money.



116 <« Red and Black

—Sure, sure, I know; he makes 1nic hateful to my own children.
It’s casy enough for him to be a hundred times more agreeable than
I am, just because I'm the master. Everything in this century works
to make legitimate authority odious. Ah, poor France!

Mme. de Rénal did not pausc to examine the subtleties of her
husband’s attitude. Shc had just glimpsed the possibility of passing
half a day with Julien. She had a long list of purchases to make in
town and said she absolutely insistcd on eating dinner in a tavern;
whatever her husband might do or say, she stuck to that idea. The
children were ccstatic at the very word tavern, which modern
prudery pronounces with such pleasurec.

M. de Rénal lcft his wife at the first notion shop she entered,
saying he had somc calls to make. He came back cven gloomier
than he had becen in the moming; he was convinced that the whole
town was talking of him and Julicn. As a matter of fact, nobody had
so much as insinuated to him the offensive part of the public gossip.
WWhat he had heard dealt simply with the question of whether Julien
would stay with him at six hundred francs or would accept the eight
hundred offcred by the poorhouse director.

Said director, when he met M. de Rénal in society, was very much
the cold fish. His comportment in this matter was not without its
clever side; there’s very little unconsidered behavior in the provinces;
impulses arc so rarc that they’re casily suppressed.

M. Valcnod was what they call, at a hundred leagues from Paris,
a boldfaced slob.# It's a specics that is pompous and stupid by
naturc. His triumphant career, sincc 1815, had added emphasis to
his natural gifts. At Verri¢res he reigned, so to speak, under the
dispensation of M. de Rénal; but being much more active, ashamed
of nothing, mixed up in cvervthing, continually on the go, writing,
talking, shaking off humiliations, and laying claim to no pcrsonal
dignity, hec cnded up by sceming, at least to the ecclesiastical power,
the mavor’s® cqual. M. Valcnod had as good as said to the business-
men in town: give me vour two biggest fools; to the lawvers he'd
said, pick out a pair of your dumbecst; and to the medical men,
namec mc vour two biggest charlatans. When he had assembled the
most shamcless members of cvery trade, he said to them, let’s get
together and make a government.

The manncrs of these people disturbed M. de Rénal. M. Valenod
was too gross to bc offended by anything, cven when young Abbé
Maslon called him a liar in public.

But in the midst of this prosperity M. Valenod had constantly to
rcassurc himsclf by acts of petty insolence designed to ward off the

4. In the original, faraud. one got confused between mairc and
5. The first-edition reading would be maitre.
translated, “his master’s equal’’; some-
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hard truths that he very well knew cveryone could cast up to him.
Hc had been doubly active as a result of the fears inspired by M.
Appert’s visit; he had made three trips to Besangon; he wrote three
letters by cvery post; he sent others off by unknown couriers who
stopped by his housc during the night. Perhaps he had been wrong
in sccuring the dismissal of the old curé¢ Chélan; for this vindictive
step had carned him, among scveral pious ladics of good birth, a
rcputation as a wicked man. Besides, this favor rcccived had madce
him absolutcly dependent on the grand vicar de Frilair, from whom
he reccived some rather odd instructions. 1lis intrigues had rcached
this stage when he vielded to the pleasure of writing an anonymous
letter. To add to his problems, his wifc had declared that she must
have Julicn in her houschold; her vanity was intoxicated at the very
thought.

Under these circumstances M. Valenod foresaw a dccisive scene
with his old collcaguc M. dc Rénal. The latter might storm and
bluster; no matter; but he might write to Besangon and cven to
Paris. 'The cousin of some minister might drop down upon Verricres
all of a sudden and take the dircctorship of the poorhousc. M. Val-
cnod thought of rcaching an arrangement with the liberals: that was
why scveral of them had been invited to the dinner at which Julicn
recited. IIc might, with their help, have held his own against the
mavor. But clections might be called for, and it went without saying
that a post in the poorhousc and a wrong vote were incompatible.
These schemes, shrewdly reconstructed by Nme. de Rénal, had
been sketched for Julien’s benefit as he was escorting her from onc
shop to another, and had gradually led them to LOYALTY
SQUAREL, where they passed scveral hours almost as peaccfully as
at Vergy.

During this pcriod N. Valenod was at work, stalling off a de-
cisive break with his former chief by himsclf assuming a lofty tonc.
On this particular day the stratcgy worked, but it incrcased the
mavor'’s ill humor.

Never did vanity at odds with mcan and bitter cupidity reduce
a man to a statc morc wretched than that of NI. de Rénal as he
cntered the tavern. On the other hand, never had he scen his chil-
dren more cheerful and joyous. The contrast completed his pique.

—So far as I can scc, I'm not wanted in my own family! he said
as he came in; he was tryving to be impressive.

FFor her only answer, his wife took him aside and told him that
Julien must be sent away. The hours of happiness she had just cn-
joyed gave her the strength and firmness of purposc nccessary to
carry out the plan she had been meditating for the last two wecks.
What put the poor mayor of Verricres to the ultimate torturc was
the knowledge that people were making jokes throughout the town
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about his cxcessive fondness for ready money. M. Valenod had the
generosity of a crook, but he, the mayor, had performed in a manner
morc prudent than brilliant in the last five or six collections for the
Confraternity of Saint Joscph, the Congregation of the Virgin
Mary, the Congregation of the Holy Sacrament, etc., ctc.

Among the country gentry of Vcrriéres and vicinity, neatly listed
on the books of the collecting friars in order of generosity, it had
morc than once been noted that the name of M. de Rénal occupied
the very last line. In vain did he protest that hc earned nothing. The
clergy allow no jokes on this scorc.

Chapter 23
SORROWS OF AN OFFICIAL

The pleasure of holding high one’s head all year is amply repaid by cer-
tain quarter hours one must live through.
—Casti6

But let’s leave this little man to his little fears; why did he take
into his houschold a man of fceling when what he wanted was the
spirit of a valet? \Why doesn’t he know how to choose his pcople?
It’s a gencral rule in the ninctcenth century that when a man of
power and position mects a man of feeling, he kills him, exiles him,
imprisons him, or humiliates him until the other is stupid enough
to dic of grief from it. By good fortune, in the present instance it’s
not yet the man of fecling who is suffering. The great unhappincss
of little FFrench towns, and of elective governments like that in Ncw
York, is that therc onc can’t forgct the existence of creaturcs like
M. de Rénal. In a town of twenty thousand inhabitants these pcople
make public opinion, and public opinion has terriblec power in a
country with the chartcr.” A man with a noble, gencrous spirit, who
might have been your fricnd but who lives a hundred leagucs away,
judges of you by the public opinion of your town, which is formed
by fools whom fortunc has created respectable, rich, and moderatc.
Woc to the man who distinguishes himsclf!

Shortly after dinner they lcft for Vergy; but on the second day
after Julien saw the whole family return to Verriéres.

An hour had not passcd when, to his great surprise, he found that
Mmec. de Rénal was keeping somcthing from him. As soon as he
appcarcd she brokc off conversations with her husband, and she
almost scemed to wish him away. Julien asked for no sccond hint.

6. G. B. Casti was an eighteenth-cen- 7. A “country with a charter” is one
tury Italian poet of rather licentions with a constitution—and, by implica-
tastes. It is rcasonably certain that he tion, a representative government. The
never said anything like what the epi- opposile would be an absolute monarchy.
graph attributes to him.
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He became cold and withdrawn; Nme. de Rénal took notc of the
fact and sought no cxplanations. Is shc going to supply mc with a
successor? Julicn thought. Only the day before yesterday, so intimate
with mc! But they say this is how finc ladics arc. It’s like kings, who
ncver show more kindness than to the minister who when he gocs
home finds his Ictter of dismissal.

Julicn observed that in these conversations that faded suddenly
at his approach there was frequent mention of a big housc belong-
ing to the communc of Verricres, old but vast and comfortable,
which stood oppositc the church in the best commercial scction of
the town. What’s the connccting link between that house and the
new lover! Julien asked. In his distress he repeated to himsclf those
pretty verses of IFrangois 1, which scemed new to him because it was
only a month since M 'me. dec Rénal had taught them to him. At that
timc how many vows, how many carcsscs were rcady to deny cach
one of these verscs:

Souvent femme varie,

Bien fol qui s’y fie.

[\Woman’s a constant dccciver,

And men are great fools that belicve her.)®

M. dc Rénal left by the mail coach for Besangon. The trip was
taken on two hours’ notice; he scemed much agitated. YWhen he
camc back he flung onto the table a thick packet wrapped in gray
paper.

—And so much for that stupid business, hc said to his wife.

An hour later Julien saw the bill sticker take away the packet;
he followed him cagerly. I'll know the sceret at the first strect
corncr.

Hc waited impatiently behind the bill sticker while the latter
slathcred paste on the back of the notice with his big brush. Scarccly
was it stuck up when Julien, in his curiosity, was busy rcading a
dctailed announccment of the sale, by public auction, of a lcasc to
that big old housc that was so oftcn being discussed by M. dc Rénal
and his wife. The awarding of thc lcasc was announced for the
following day at two o’clock, in the town hall, at thc cxtinction of
the third light. Julien was much disappointed; he thought the
noticc given was rather short: how could all the possible bidders
be notificd in time? But for the rest, this notice, which was dated
two weeks carlicr, and which he rcad all the way through in threc
different placcs, told him nothing.

8. Brantdme tells us (in Discours IV rather plain statement into the present
of his Vies des dames galantes) that verses, which Victor Hugo incorporated
Frangois wrote a phrase about female in their most famous form in Act IV
fickleness by the window in the chateau of Le roi s’amuse (1832).

de Chambord; legend embroidered this
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Hec went to visit the housc that was for sale. As he approached
unobserved, the doorman was speaking mystcriously to a ncighbor:

—Bal! Bah! It’s a waste of time. M. Maslon has told him he’ll
have it for three hundred francs; and when the mayor kicked up a
fuss, he was sent up to the bishop by the grand vicar de Frilair.

Julien’s arrival sccmed very distressing to the two friends, who
cut short their conversation.

Julien did not fail to attend the auction. There was a crowd
gathcred in an ill-lit room; but pcople kept eyeing one another in
an cxtrmordinary way. Everyone was looking at a table where Julien
saw three bits of candlec end flickering in a tin plate. The bailiff
cried aloud: Three hundred francs, gentlemen!

—Three hundred francs! That’s going too far, one man mur-
mured to his neighbor. And Julicn was between the two of them.
The housc is worth morc than cight hundred; I'm going to raise it.

—You're wasting your brcath. What’s the good of getting your-
sclf in trouble with Maslon, Valcnod, the bishop, and his tcrrible
grand vicar de Frilair, and the whole crowd?

—Thrce hundred twenty francs, cricd the other.

—Stubborn brute! said the other; and then he added, pointing
to Julicn, and herc’s the mayor’s spy, right on the spot.

Julicn swung around to answer this charge; but the two country-
men were no longer awarce of him. Their cool indiffcrence restored
his. At that momecent the last candle end flickered out, and the
drawling voice of the bailiff awarded the house for ninc ycars to
M. de Saint-Giraud, section chief in the prefecture of , at a
rental of three hundred and thirty francs.

As soon as the mayor left the room conversation opened up.

—There’s thirty extra francs for the town because Grogeot spoke
up, said one man.

—But M. dc Saint-Giraud will get back at Grogeot, said another,
he’ll know how to pass it along.

—\What a disgrace! said a fat man on Julien’s left: therc’s a
housc for which I personally would have given cight hundred francs
for my business, and at that I'd have had a good bargain.

—Bah! said a young manufacturer of the liberal party, isn’t it
clear that M. dc Saint-Giraud is in the congregation? Arcn’t his
four children a great expense? Poor fellow! The town of Verriéres
just has to pitch in and provide him with an cxtra five hundred
francs, that’s all.

—And to think that the mayor couldn’t prevent it! rcmarked
a third. For he may bc a reactionary, if you like, but a thicf he isn’t.

—Not a thief? said another, no, of course not, it’s the little birds
that take everything. The whole thing gocs into one big pile, and
they divide it up at the end of the ycar. But here’s young Sorcl: lct’s
get out of this placc.
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Julien returned home very much out of sorts; he found Nme. de
Rénal in a mclancholy mood.

—You're just back from the auction? she asked.

—Yecs, madame, where I had the pleasure of being taken for the
mayor’s spy.

—If he'd followed my advice, he would have been out of town
today.

At that moment M. de Rénal appcared; he too was gloomy. Din-
necr was caten in complete silence. M. de Rénal ordered Julien to
take the children to Vergy; the trip was somber. Mme. de Rénal
comforted her husband:

—You must get used to these things, my dear.

That cvening they werce scated silently around the hearth; only
the crackle of a burning beech log served to distract them. It was
onc of thosc moments of desolation that occur in the most closcly
knit familics. Onc of the children cried joyfully:

—There’s somebody at the door!

—By God! if that’s M. dc Saint-Giraud comc to put mec down
by pretending to thank me, cricd the mavor, I'll tell him what’s
what. T1c’s gonc too far. It’s that Valenod he ought to be thanking,
I'm just the onc who gets the blame. What am I going to do if
these damned Jacobin newspapers get hold of the story and try
to turn mc into a M. Nonantc-cing??

An extremely handsome man with big black whiskers entered at
this moment, bchind the scrvant.

—MIr. Mayor, I am Signor Geronimo.! Here is a lctter for you,
given mc when I left by M. le Chevalier de Bcauvaisis, adjutant at
the Neapolitan embassy; that was only ninc days ago, added Signor
Gcronimo, glancing gaily at Mme. de Rénal. Signor dc Beauvaisis,
who is your cousin and my good friend, madame, tells me you know
Italian.

The good humor of the Neapolitan changed a melancholy cvening
to a gay onc. Nmec. dc Rénal insisted on his having a late supper.
She sct the whole houschold to bustling; she wanted to distract
Julien at any cost from the insult of being called a spy, a word that
had twice been applicd to him that day. Signor Geronimo was a
cclebrated singer, a man uscd to good socicty and yet very cheerful
himsclf, qualitics that in Francc arc hardly compatible any morc.
After supper he sang a little duct with Mme. dec Rénal. He told a
number of dclightful anccdotes. At onc o’clock in the morning the
children protested when Julicn told them it was bedtime.
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9. A Marseilles magistrate, M. Mérin-
dol, who hated liberals, used the phrase
nonantc-cing for the number 95 (prop-
erly quatre-vingt-quinze) and was ridi-
culed for it by all the liberal journals.
1. Don Geronimo is a bass part in the
Matrimonio Segreto of Cimarosa, of

which Stendhal was passionately fond.

The part was often taken by Luigi

Lablache, famous basso, who was born
in Naples, trained there in the Con-
servatorio, and made his London and
Paris debuts precisely in 1830.
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—]Just this one story, said the eldest.

—It’s my own personal story, young sir, replied Signor Geronimo.
Light years ago, I was like you, I was a young student in the con-
scrvatory of Naples; I mean, I was just your age, for I didn’t have
the honor of being the son of the illustrious mayor of the beautiful
town of Vecrricres.

The phrase drew a sigh from M. de Rénal; he glanced at his wife.

—Now Signor Zingarclli, the young singer went on, exaggerating
his accent in a way that made thc children burst out laughing,
Signor Zingarclli2 is an excessively severe teacher. He is not well
liked at the conservatory; but he insists on being treated as if he is
very well liked indeced. 1 sncaked out as often as I could; I used to
go to the little theater of San Carlino, where I heard music fit for
the gods: but, oh, good heavens! how to scrape up the eight sous
for a seat in thc orchestra? An enormous sum, he said, goggling at
the children until they laughed. Signor Giovannone,? director of
the San Carlino, heard me sing. I was sixteen ycars old: This child
is a treasure, says he.

—How would you like a job, my friend? he asks.

—\WVhat'll you pay?

—Torty ducats a month. (That, gentlemen, would be a hundred
and sixty francs.) I thought the sky was falling down.

—But, said I to Giovannone, how am I going to arrangc it so
that tyrant Zingarelli lets me go?

—Lascia fare a me.

—Lcavc it to me! cried the older boy.

—Exactly, young man. Signor Giovannone says to me: Iirst of
all, dear boy, a little bit of a contract. I sign: he gives me thrce
ducats. I'd never seen so much money in my life. Then he tells
me what to do.

Next morning I ask to see the terrible Signor Zingarclli. His old
servant brings me in.

—\What do you want, you imp? says Zingarelli.

Maestro, say I, I'm sorry for all my faults. I'll never sneak out of
the conservatory again by climbing over the iron railings. I'll work
twicc as hard as cver.

—If T wasn’t afraid of spoiling the best bass voice I ever heard,
I'd put you in jail on bread and water for two weeks, you little
rufhan.

—DMacstro, 1 said, I'm going to bc a model pupil for the whole
school, credete a me. But I want to ask one favor, if anyone comes
to offer mc a job singing outside, please tell them no. I beg of you,
tell them it’s impossible.

2. Zingarelli, an actual personage, was 3. Giovanni Stile was director of the
director of the Naples conservatory theater of San Carlino.
when Lablache studied there.
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—And who the devil do you think is going to ask for a bad lot
like you? Do you think I'll cver let you lcave the conscrvatory?
Arc vou trying to make fun of me? Out, out, get out of here! he
shoutcd, trying to give me a kick in the pants, or it will be dry bread
and closc quarters for you.

An hour later Signor Giovannonc appears in the dircctor’s ofhice:

—I want vou to help me be a rich man, says he; let me have
Gceronimo. If he sings in my theater, I'll be able to marry off my
daughter this wintcr.

—\What do vou want with that trash? says Zingarclli. [ won't
consent; you shan’t have him. And besides, cven if I conscented,
he’ll never leave the conscrvatory; he just told me so.

—If all wc're worricd about is his consent, savs Giovannonc
solemnly, pulling my contract out of his pocket, wecll, carta canta!*
here’s his signature.

At that Zingarclli, in a ragc, rushces to the bell pull: Throw
Gceronimo out of the conscrvatory, he roars, boiling with rage. So
they threw me out, helpless with laughter, and that night I sang
the aria del Moltiplico® Pulchincllo had his mind on an approach-
ing marriage that cvening and spent it counting up on his fingers
all the diffcrent things he would need to sct up housckeeping, and
losing track at cvery count.

—ON, won't you plcasc sing us that aria, begged MNmc. de Rénal.

Geronimo sang, and cveryonc laughed until the tcars came. it
was two in the morning before Signor Geronimo went off to bed,
Icaving the family cnthralled with his good manners, his good
naturc, and his good humor.

Next morning, M. and Mme. dc Rénal gave him various lctters
that would be uscful to him at the court of Francc.

So it gocs, dishonesty cverywhere, said Julien. Signor Geronimo
is going to London with engagements worth sixty thousand francs.
If it hadn’t been for the shrewdness of the director of San Carlino,
very likely his wonderful voice would have been known and ap-
preciated only ten years later. . . . Ny word, I'd rather be a Ger-
onimo than a Rénal. Ic's not so much respected by society, but
he doesn’t have the shame of presiding over deals like that onc
vesterday, and his life is a merry onc.

One thing surprised Julien; the weeks he had spent alone at
Verri¢res in M. de Rénal’s house had been a happy period for him.
He had cxpericnced melancholy thoughts and disgust only at the
dinncrs that were given for him; but, alone in the house, he had
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the commcdie dell’artc contained fre-
quent lozzi or comic turns, involving
staircases, baggy pants, bottomless
pockets—or tricks with the multiplica-

4. carta canta: paper talks (literally,
sings).

5. None of the musicologists I have
consulted have been able to direct me

to a specific aria del Moltiplico which
Geronimo might have sung; but Pro-
fessor Anthony Caputi tells me that

tion table. One of these turns might be
converted (o a comic aria.
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been free to rcad, write, and think without disturbance. He was
not being distracted from his glittering dreams at every instant by
the need to study some low mind which then he would have to
deceive by tricks or hypocritical words.

Is happiness really so near at hand? . . . There’s no expense to
such a life; I could, just as I please, marry Mlle. Elisa or become a
partner with Fouqué. . . . But the man who’s just climbed a moun-
tain sits down at the top, and finds perfect satisfaction in resting
there. \Would he be just as happy if forced to rest all the time?

Mme. de Rénal's mind had reached a new stage of self-doubt.
In spite of a resolve not to do so, she had told Julien the whole
storv of the crooked lease. In the samc way, he’ll make me forget
all my resolutions, she thought.

She would have sacrificed her own life unhesitatingly to save
that of her husband, if she had seen it endangered. She was one of
those noble, romantic souls for whom a generous action unper-
formed gives rise to remorse as bitter as that for an actual crime.
Yet there were dark days when she could not get out of her mind
the thought of the joy that would be hers if she were suddenly
widowed and could marry Julien.

He loved her children much more than their own father did;
though his justice was strict, they adored him. She realized that if
she married Julien they would have to leave Vergy, whose leafy
shades were dear to her. But she would live at Paris, and continuc
to provide her children with that education which evervone so
admired. Her children, she, Julien, everybody would be perfectly
happy.

Strange effect of marriage, as the nineteenth century has created
it! The boredom of married life is sure to destroy love, whenever
love has preceded the marriage. Indeed, a philosopher would say,
it even leads (where people are rich enough not to have to work) to
a profound boredom with all tranquil satisfactions. Yet among
women it is only the dried-up souls whom it does not predispose
to love.

The philosopher’s reflection makes me excuse N Ime. de Rénal, but
nobody excused her in Verriéres, and without her suspecting it the
whole town was occupied with nothing but the scandal of her
affair. Because of this great scandal, people were less bored that fall
than usual.

Autumn, and part of winter, passed quickly; it was time to leave
the woods of Vergy. Respectable society in Verriéres began to grow
indignant that its anathemas had made so little impression on M.
de Rénal. In less than a week various grave personages who atone
for their habitual seriousncss with the pleasure of running certain
errands inspired in him the most cruel suspicions while still making
use of the most circumspect language.
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M. Valenod, who was playving it closc to the vest, had placed
Elisa in an anstocratic and well-considered family where there were
five ladics. I2lisa was afraid, she said, that she might not find a post
for the winter, and so asked of this family only about two thirds of
what she had reccived from the mayor. Of her own accord, this
girl got the excellent notion of going to confess to the old curé,
Chélan, and at the same time to the new curé, in order to inform
them both of the latest details of Julien’s love life.

The day after his return, at six o’clock in the morning, Abb¢
Ch¢lan called Julicn to him:

—1I ask you no questions, he said; I beg of you and if nccessary
I order you to tcll me nothing. I demand that within three days
vou leave, cither for the seminary at Besangon or for the home of
vour friend I'ouqué, who is still rcady to providc a magnificent
future for you. I havc forcseen everything, arranged cverything,
but yvou must lcave, and not come back to Verricres for at lcast a
year.

Julicn made no answer; he was wondering whether his honor
shouldn’t takc offcnsc at all the pains that M. Chélan, who after all
wasn’t his father, had lavished on him.

—Tomorrow at this samc time I shall have the honor of calling
on vou again, hc said at last.

M. Chélan, who had counted on carnving the day by main force
over so voung a man, talked a great deal. Drawn into the humblest
possible posturc and cxpression, Julicn ncver opened his mouth.

At last he got away and ran to tcll Mmc. de Rénal, whom he
found in despair. Her husband had just talked to her with a certain
frankness. The natural weakness of his character, sustained by a
prospect of the Besangon inheritance, had induced him to consider
her perfectly innocent. He had just told her of the strange condi-
tion in which he found the public opinion of Vecrrieres. This public
was mistaken, misled by cnvious men, but what, after all, were
they to do?

IFor a moment Nime. de Rénal had the illusion that Julien might
accept the offers of M. Valenod and remain in Verricres. But she
was no longer the simple, timid woman of the vear before; her fatal
passion, her attacks of remorse, had enlightened her. To her gricf,
she was soon convinced, as she listened to her husband, that a scpa-
ration, at lcast for the moment, had become necessarv. TFar from
me Julien will take up again those ambitious projects which arc so
natural when onc is penniless. And as for me, good God, I'm so
rich! And it’s so uscless for my happiness! 11c’ll forget me. Admir-
able as he is, he will love and be loved. Al, unhappy woman! . . .
But what am I complaining about? God is just; I havc not been
able to forsake the crime, thercfore he destroys my judgment. It
was up to me to shut Elisa’'s mouth with moncy; nothing would
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have been easier. I didn’t take enough trouble to think for a minute,
thosc mad dreams of love absorbed all my time. And so I'm lost.

Julien was struck by onc thing when he hcard from Mme. de
Rénal the terrible news of his departure; she raised no selfish objec-
tions. She secmed to be making great efforts not to weep.

—\Ve must be strong, my friend.

She cut a lock of his hair.

—I don’t know what will become of me, she said, but if I die,
promisc ncver to forget my children. \Whether from far or near,
vou must try to make honest men of them. If there’s a new revolu-
tion, the aristocrats will all have their throats cut, and their father
will emigrate no doubt, because of that pcasant who was killed on
his rooftop. Watch over the family. . . . Give me your hand. Good-
bye, my fricnd: Thesc are our last momecents together. Once this
great sacrifice is made, I hope that in public I’ll be brave enough to
think only of my rcputation.

Julien had been anticipating despair. The simplicity of these fare-
wells affccted him.

—No, I won’t accept your goodbyes in this way. I'll go away;
they want me to, and so do vou voursclf. But three days after I
leave I'll come back to visit you at night.

Mmec. de Rénal’s cxistence was changed. Julien must love her
since he had had, on his own, the idca of coming back! Her
frightful gricf changed into onc of the sharpest impulses of joy she
had cver experienced in her life. Everything became casy for her.
The certainty of mecting her lover again took away from these last
moments all their anguish. From this instant the conduct of
Mme. de Rénal, like her expression, was noble, firm, and perfectly
conventional.

Shortly M. de R¢nal returnced; he was beside himsclf. He finally
talked to his wifc of the anonymous lctter he had received two
months beforc.

—I'm going to take it to the Casino and show everyonc it came
from that villain Valenod, who was a beggar when I took him up
and made him one of the richest men in Verriéres. I'll shame him
in public, and then challenge him to a duel. This has gonc too far.

I could be a widow, great heavens! thought Mme. de Rénal. But
almost at the samc instant, she told hersclf: If I don’t stop this ducl,
and it’s certainly in my power to do so, I'll bc my husband’s
murderer.

Never had she managed his vanity with so skilled a hand. In less
than two hours shc had made him understand, and always for
rcasons that he had discovered, that he must be more friendly than
cver with M. Valenod, and cven take back Llisa into his houschold.
Mmec. de Rénal needed great courage to call back this girl, cause of
all her misfortuncs. But the idea camc from Julicn.
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At last, after being sct back on the proper path three or four
times, M. de Rénal arrived under his own power at the idca,
extremcly painful to him from a financial point of vicw, that the
most disagrccable thing for him would be to have Julien staying
amid the gossippy talkers of Verricres as tutor to M. Valenod's
children. Julien’s cvident interest lay in accepting the offers of the
director of the poorhousc: it scrved M. dc Reénal’'s reputation
much better that he should Icave Verricres altogether and cnter the
scminary at Besangon or that at Dijon. But how to bring him to
that dccision, and after that how would he live there?

M. dc Rénal, sccing that a financial sacrificc was immincnt, suf-
fcred worse than his wife. For her part, after this conversation she
was in the statc of a man of fccling who has grown tired of lifc
and taken a dosc of stramonium;® he acts only automatically, so to
speak, and takes no intcrest in anything. Thus it happened, when
Louis XIV lay dying, that hc said: \When I was king. A wondcrful
expression!

Early next moming M. de Rénal reccived an anonymous Ictter.
This one was in thc most insulting style. The grosscst words applic-
able to his position appcared in cvery linc. It was the work of some
cnvious inferior. This lctter brought back to his mind the thought
of a ducl with M. Valenod. Soon his courage had rcached the point
where he was contcmplating immediate action. He went out by
himself and went to thc gun shop to gct some pistols, which he
loaded.

After all, he said to himsclf, suppose the strict rulec of the Em-
pcror Napoleon is reinstated; I can’t bc blamed for a penny of
actual theft. At most I’ve turned a blind cyc now and then, but my
desk is full of exccllent Ictters authorizing me to do so.

Mme. de Rénal was terrificd at her husband’s cold rage; it rc-
mindcd her of that possible widowhood which she had been at such
pains to put out of her mind. She closcted hersclf with her husband.
For several hours she talked to him in vain; thec new anonymous
Ictter had dccided him. But finally she succceded in transforming
the courage to slap M. Valcnod’s face into the courage to offer
Julicn six hundred francs for a year’s board in a scminary. M. de
Rénal, cursing a thousand times over the day when he had the
fatal notion of taking a tutor into his house, forgot thc anonymous
letter.

He was a little consoled by a notion he didn’t mention to his
wife: with a little clever management, and by playing on the young
man’s romantic notions, he hoped to dissuade him a little morc
chcaply from taking up M. Valenod’s offer.

Mme. de Rénal had much trouble proving to Julicn that, sincc he
was setting her husband’s mind at rest by giving up a post worth

6. stramonium: a poisonous narcotic derived from the Jimson weed.
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cight hundred francs a year, a post that had been publicly offered
him by the director of the poorhouse, he could accept a sum of
money in compensation without loss of honor.

—But, Julicn kept repeating, I never had for an instant any in-
tention of accepting that offer. You've got me too used to an elegant
life: the crudity of those folk would kill me.

Harsh necessity, with fist of stcel, bent Julien’s will. His pride
allowed him to accept the sum offered by the mayor of Vcrriéres,
but only as a loan; he made out a note promising repayment in five
vears, and with interest.

Mme. de Rénal still had scveral thousand francs hidden out on
the mountainside.

She offered them to him, trembling, and all too certain of meet-
ing with an angrv refusal.

—Are you trying to render the memory of our love abominable?
Julicn asked her.

At last Julien left Verricres. M. de Rénal was completely happy;
at the fatal moment of taking his money, Julien found it was too
great a sacrifice. He refused point blank. M. de Rénal fell on his
neck, with tears in his eyes. Julien having asked for a certificate of
good conduct, he was unable in his enthusiasm to find expressions
magnificent enough to describe that conduct. Our hero had five
louis in his savings account and anticipated being able to borrow a
similar sum from Fouqué.

He was deeply moved. But when he had gone a league from
Verriéres, where he was lcaving behind him so much love, he was
no longer thinking of anything except the pleasure of sceing a
capital city, a great military center like Besangon.

During this short absence of three days Mme. de Rénal fell
victim to one of the cruclest deceptions of love. Her life was bear-
able; between her and ultimate grief stood always that final meeting
with Julicn. She counted the hours, the minutes, that scparated
them. At last, during the night of the third day, she heard in the
distance the prearranged signal. After passing through a thousand
dangers, Julien appeared before her.

I'rom this moment fonward she had only one thought, and that
was, I am seeing him for the last time. [Far from responding to her
lover’s ardors, she was like a barely animate corpse. If she forced
herself to tell him she loved him, it was with an awkward air
which came close to proving the contrarv. Nothing could distract
her from the bitter thought of their cternal separation. Julien, in
his mistrust, thought for a while that he was already forgotten. The
hints he cast forth of this possibility were met only with silent tears
and almost convulsive handclasps.

—DBut, good God, what do you expect me to belicve? Julien
replied to his mistress” cold protestations; you would show a hun-
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dred times more sincere fecling for NIme. Derville, for a simple

acquaintancc.
Mmec. de Rénal, petrified, had no answer but this:
—It’s impossible to be morc wretched . . . I hope I shall dic . . .

I fccl my heart is frozen. . . .

Thesc were the longest answers he could obtain from her.

\When daybreak rendered it necessary for him to Icave, NMme. dc
Rénal’s tears ccased altogether. She watched him tic a knotted cord
to the window without sayving a word, without rcturning his Kisscs.
In vain did Julicn say to her:

—Here we arc in the condition for which yvou've been longing.
Henccforth vou'll be able to live without remorse. YWhen vour
children have a minor ailment, vou’ll no longer scc them already in
the grave.

—I am sorry vou could not kiss Stanislas goodbyc, she told him
coldly.

In the cnd, Julicn was deeply struck by the icy kisses of this living
corpse; he could think of nothing clsc for scveral leagucs. Ilis soul
was unstrung, and before passing over the mountain, as long as he
could scc the church steeple of Verricres, he kept turning to look
back.

Chapter 24
A CAPITAL CITY

What a racket, what a lot of busy people! what a lot of ideas for the
future in a twenty-year-old head! what a lot of distractions from love!
—Barnave

At length he saw on a distant mountain some dark walls; it was
the fortress of Besangon. YWhat a difference for me, said he with a
sigh, if I were coming into this splendid military town in order to
serve as a sublieutenant in onc of thc rcgiments charged with
defcending it!

Besangon is not only onc of the pretticst towns in France, it’s full
of peoplc of fecling and wit. But Julicn was only a little pcasant
and hc had no sort of access to distinguished men.

Hec had borrowed from Fouqué a shopkceper’s jacket, and it was
in this guise that he passcd over the drawbridges. Preoccupied with
the story of the siege of 1674, he wanted to scc the ramparts and
the fortress before shutting himself up in the seminary. Two or three
times he was on the point of being arrcsted by sentinels; he was
able to gct into places which the military close to the public, so
that they can sell the hay raised there for twelve or fiftecn francs
a year.

7. In the war to liberate the Franche- besieged and captured by the French—
Comté from Spain, Besangon was twice in 1660 and then in 1674.
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The high walls, deep moats, and terrible aspect of the cannon
had preoccupied him for several hours when he passed by the main
café on the boulevard. He stopped stock still in admiration; though
he could read the word café in huge letters over the two immense
doors, he could hardly believe his eyes. He tried to overcome his
timidity; he ventured to go in, and found himself in a room thirty
or forty feet long, with a ceiling at least twenty feet high. On that
day evervthing seemed enchanting to him.

Two games of billiards were being played. The waiters called out
the scores; the plavers moved about the tables through numerous
onlookers. Clouds of tobacco smoke pouring from every mouth
filled the room with a blue haze. The tall stature of these men,
their round shoulders, heavy strides, enormous whiskers, and the
long overcoats that enveloped them, all attracted Julien’s attention.
These noble offspring of ancient Bisontium conversed only in bel-
lows; they acted the part of terrible warriors. Julien admired the
furnishings: he was thinking of the immensity and magnificence of
a capital city like Besangon. He felt himself absolutely devoid of the
courage necessary to ask for a cup of coffee from one of those lofty
gentlemen who were calling out the billiard scores.

But the voung lady behind the bar had noted the charming fea-
turcs of this young countryman who had stopped three feet from
the stove, and, still holding his little parcel under his arm, was
studying a fine white plaster bust of the king. This yvoung lady, a
robust product of the FFranche-Comté with an admirable figure and

. the sort of dress one needs to be noticed in a café, had already twice

called in a modest voice intended only for Julien’s ears: Nonsieur!
Monsieur! Julien glanced into a pair of big blue eyes with a gentle
cxpression and understood that he was being addressed.

He stepped briskly up to the counter and the young lady, as if
he were charging an enemy. As he executed this maneuver, his
parcel fell to the floor.

WWhat pity will be felt for our bumpkin by those Paris schoolboys
who at fifteen already know how to enter a café in such distinguished
style! But these children, so modish at fifteen, turn to the common
at eightecn. The impassioned timidity one secs in the provinces
occasionally transcends itself, and then becomes a pathway to will.
As he approached this beautiful girl who was kind enough to speak
a word to him, I must tell her the truth, thought Julien, whose
courage was thriving on conquered timidity.

—NMladame, for the first time in my life I've come to Besangon;
I should like to havc, to purchase for money, that is, a roll and a
cup of coffec.

The girl smiled a little and then blushed; she feared this hand-
some voung fellow would draw ironic commentary from the billiard
plavers. He would be terrificd by that and would rever come back.
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—Sit here beside me, she said, showing him to a marble table
almost cntircly conccaled bchind the cnormous mahogany bar
which stood out in the room.

The voung lady Icancd across this counter, an action that gavc
her occasion to display a superb figure. Julien took notice; all his
idcas changed.® The prctty girl had just sct before him a cup, a
sugar bowl, and a roll. She pauscd before calling a waiter to bring
coffce, because she foresaw that the coming of the waiter would put
to an cnd her privatc conversation with Julicn.

Julicn, in thoughtful mood, was comparing this blond, gay bcauty
with certain memorics that often disturbed him. The idca of the
passion he had inspired drove away almost all his timidity. The
pretty girl had only a minute; she rcad somcthing in Julien’s cycs.

—This tobacco smokc makes you cough; comc for breakfast
tomorrow bcefore cight; at that time I'm almost alonc.

—What’s your name? Julicn asked, with the carcssing smile of
timidity sct at casc.

—Amanda Binct.

—\Will you let mc send vou within an hour a little parccl about
as big as this onc?

The fair Amanda thought for a bit.

—1I havc to be carcful of the boss; what you're asking may get me
in trouble; but no matter, I'll writc my address on a card, which
you can put on your parccl. You can send it to me without fear.

—A\Iy namc is Julicn Sorcl, said the young man; I have no rcla-
tives or fricnds in Besangon.

—Ab, so that’s it! she said joyfully, you'rc coming to the law
school?

—Alas, no, Julicn replicd, they’re sending me to the seminary.

Darkest discouragement oversprcad Amanda’s fcatures and she
called the waiter; she was dccisive enough now. The waiter poured
Julien’s coffec without so much as sccing him.

Amanda took in moncy at thc bar; Julien was proud of himsclf
for having darcd to spcak up: a quarrcl was in proccss at one of
the billiard tables. The shouted charges and denials of the players
echocd through thc cnormous room, making an uproar that almost
stunncd Julicn. Amanda was drcamy and her cyes downcast.

—If vou prefer, mademoisclle, he said to her suddenly with
assurancc, I can say that 'm your cousin.

This little air of authority plcased Amanda. This young man
isn’t a nobody, she thought. And she said to him very quickly,
without looking at him, for she had to kecp an cyve out lest anvbody
comc up to the counter:

—I comc from Genlis ncar Dijon; say that you'rec from Genlis
too, and my mother’s cousin.

8. This sentence is famous [or its brevity.
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—I won't forget.

—LEvery Thursday at five o’clock during the summer all the young
gentlemen from thc scminary come past the café here.

—If you'rc thinking of me when I come past, have a bouquet of
violets in your hand.

Amanda looked at him in amazement; this look converted Julien’s
courage to rashness; but he blushed deeply as hc said to her:

—1I feel that I love you witli an ovenvhelming passion.

—Don’t talk so loud then, she said with a frightened glancc.

Julien had the idca of summoning up thc phrascs of a volume of
the Nouvelle I1éloise which he had read at Vergy.? His memory
served him wecll; for ten minutes he recited the Nouvelle Héloise to
Mlle. Amanda Binet, who was in ccstasics; and he was pleased with
his own gallantry, when suddenly the fair Franc-Comtoise assumed
an icy expression. Onc of her lovers had entered the doorway of
the café.

Hc camc up to the counter, whistling and swaggering; he stared
at Julien. At oncc the imagination of thc latter, always rushing to
cxtremes, was filled with ideas of a ducl. Hec grew very pale, pushed
his cup aside, put on a confident expression, and starcd steadily
back at his rival. As this rival looked aside for a moment to pour
himself a small glass of brandy at the bar, Amanda with a single
glance ordered Julien to lower his cycs. He obeyed, and for two
minutes sat motionless in his chair, pale, resolute, and thinking
only of what was going to happen. The rival had been astonishcd
at the look in Julien’s eyes; having gulped down his brandy, he said
a few words to Amanda, stuffcd his hands in his overcoat pockets,
and strodc off to a billiard table, breathing heavily and staring at
Julien. The latter sprang to his feet in an access of rage; but he
did not know the procedurcs of insult. He put down his parcel, and
in the most strutting gait he could manage, marched toward the
billiard tablc.

It was in vain that prudence reminded him: Fight a ducl the day
vou comc to Besangon and your carcer in the church is over.

—\WVhat matter? no one will ever say I failed to resent an insult.

Amanda took notc of his courage; it made a finc contrast with
the simplicity of his manncrs; in an instant she preferred him
before the big young man in the overcoat. She rose, and even as
she secmed to be following with her eycs someonc out in the
street, moved swiftly to placc hersclf between him and the billiard
table.

—1I don’t want you to stare at that gentleman, he’s my brother-
in-law.

9. The Nouvelle IHéloise, Rousseaw’s several generations of Frenchmen with
passionate rhetorical novel, provided their sentimental rhetoric.
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—\What do I care? He stared at mc.

—Do you want to get me in trouble? No doubt hc looked at vou,
perhaps he'll even come and talk to yvou. [ told him vou were related
to my mother, that you'd just come from Genlis. Il¢’s from the
Franche-Comté, and has ncver gonc past Dole on the Burgundy
road; you can tcll him anything you want, he'll never know the
diffcrence.

Julicn still hesitated; she quickly added, as her barmaid's imagina-
tion furnished her with lics in abundance:

—All right, he stared at vou; but that was when he was asking
mc who vou werc; he's a man who’s rough with cverybody; he
didn’t mcan to insult you.

Julien’s eye still followed the supposed brother-in-law; he watched
him buy a number in the game getting underway at the farther of
the two billiard tables. Julien heard his heavy voice blarc out, in a
thrcatening tone, “All right, I'm in!” Ilc stepped swiftly around
Mlle. Amanda and took a stcp toward the billiard table. Amanda
caught him by thc arm:

—Comc and pay mc first, she told him.

Quitc right, thought Julicn; she's afraid I'll go away without
paying. Amanda was just as distressed as he, and very red; she
rcturned his change as slowly as she could, mcanwhile saving to
him in an undertonc:

—You must Icave the café at once, otherwise I won't like vou
any morc; and yct I do like vou very much.

So Julicn lcft, but slowly. Isn’t it my duty, he kept saying to him-
sclf, to go over to that crude tvpe and starc and snuffic at him? This
question kept him pacing the boulevard in front of the café for an
hour, waiting to scc if his man would comc out. IIc didn't, so
Julicn Icft.

Hc had been in Besangon only a few hours and already he had
an cxpericnce to regret. The old surgcon-major had once, in spitc
of his gout, given him a few lessons in fencing; that was the only
scicnee Julien could summon to the service of his anger. But this
ignorance would have been nothing if he had only known how to
pick a quarrcl in somc other way than by striking his man; if it
had comc to a fist fight, his rival, an cnormous oaf, would have
beaten him up and Icft him for decad.

FFor a poor devil like me, Julicn said to himsclf, a man without
protectors or moncy, there won’t be much difference between a
seminary and a prison; I'll have to lcave my layman’s dress in some
inn where I'll change to my black suit. If cver I can get out of the
scminary for a fcw hours, I might very well, if T had layman’s
clothing, scc Mlle. Amanda again. This was finc rcasoning; but
though he walked by all the inns he didn’t darc enter any of them.
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Finally, as he was passing by the Ambassadors Hotcl for the
sccond time, his restless glance encountered the eyes of a fat woman,
still fairly young and ruddy of complexion, who sccmed to have a
cheerful disposition. He went up to her and told his tale.

—Cecrtainly, my fine young abbé, said the hostcss of the Am-
bassadors, I'll kcep your lay clothes for you, and even brush them
now and then. You can’t just lcave a good suit hanging without
touching it. She took a key and led him into a room, advising him
to make an inventory of what he was leaving.

—Lord now, don’t you look good that way, M. 'Abbé Sorel,
said the fat woman, when he came down to the kitchen, I'm going
to fix you a good dinncr now, and what’s more (she added in an
undcrtone) it’ll cost you only twenty sous instcad of thc ffty
everyone else pays; you've got to be careful of your little stockpile.

—1I have ten louis, Julicn replied with a certain lofty air.

—Oh, good Lord, said the hostess in alarm, don’t talk so loud;
there are plenty of crooks in Besangon. They could get that money
away from you in less than a minute. Above all, keep out of thc
cafés, they’re full of crooks.

—Really! said Julien; this last sentcnce gave him somcthing to
think about.

—Necver go anywhere except herc. I'll have coffce for you.
Remember, you'll always have a good friend here and a good
dinner at twenty sous; I guess that won’t hurt, ch? Go sit down at
the table, I'll serve you mysclf.

—I won'’t be able to cat, Julicn told her, 'm too upset. \When I
Icave your house, I'll bc going to the seminary.

The good woman let him go only after filling his pockets with
food. Finally Julien set out for his fearful destination; from her
doorstcp the hostess pointed out the dircction.

Chapter 25
THE SEMINARY

Three hundred thirty-six dinners at 83 centimes, three hundred thirty-
six suppers at 38 centimes, chocolate for those entitled; how much is
Lhere to make on the contract?

—The Valenod of Besangon

['rom a distancc he saw the gilded iron cross on the door; he
walked slowly forward; his legs scemed to give way beneath him.
So this is the hell on carth from which I can never escapc! Finally
he decided to ring. The sound of the bell echoed as if in an
abandoncd housc. After a wait of ten minutes a pale man dressed
in black camc to open the door for him. Julien glanced at him and
abruptly lowered his eyes. It scemed to him that this doorman had
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an cxtraordinary face. The prominent, green pupils of his cyes
expanded and contracted like those of a cat; the unblinking cvelids
announced the impossibility of all sympathy; his thin lips were
stretched tight over protruding tecth. Yet the face was not that of
a criminal; rather, it suggested that complcte insensibility which for
voung people is cven more terrifyving than crime. The only emotion
Julien’s rapid glance could discover on that long, pious facc was a
perfect contempt for cvery subject one might bring up that did not
scrve the interests of heaven.

With a great cffort Julicn looked up, and spcaking in a voicc that
the pounding of his heart caused to tremble, declared that he wanted
to spcak with N. Pirard, the director of the seminary. Without
uttering a word, the black man signaled him to follow. They climbed
two flights of a wide stainvay with a wooden baluster; the stairs
sagged noticcably on the side awav from the wall and scemed on
the point of collapsing. A little doorway, over which hung a big
wooden cemcetery cross painted black, was opened with difhculty,
and the porter brought him into a low, dark room, the whitewashed
walls of which were adorned with two big paintings grown black
with age. There Julicn was left alone; he was terrificd, his heart was
beating furiously; he would have been happy to summon up the
courage for tcars. A dcathly silence reigned through the whole
building.

After a quarter of an hour, which scemed a whole day to him, the
sinister porter rcappeared in a doonway at the other end of the
room, and without dcigning a word made a sign for him to come
along. Hc cntered a room much larger than the other and very
badly lit. Here too the walls were whitewashed; but there was no
furniture at all. Only in a corner ncar the door Julicn saw as he
passcd a bed of white wood, a pair of wicker chairs, and a little
armchair of pine planks without a cushion. At the other end of
the room, by a little window with vellowed pancs and some very
dirty flowerpots, he saw a man in a ragged cassock scated before a
work table; he scemed angry, and was picking up, onc after the
other, a numbecr of little squarcs of paper which he arranged on his
desk after writing a few words on cach. He did not take notice of
Julien’s presence. The latter stood motionless in the middle of the
room, where he had been left by the porter, who shut the door as
he went out.

Ten minutes passed; the badly dressed man kept writing. Julien’s
terror and distress were such that he felt ready to faint. A philos-
opher would have said, perhaps wrongly: this is the violent impres-
sion made by the ugly on a soul formed to love the beautiful.

The man looked up in the middle of his writing; Julien noticed
him only after a moment, and cven after sceing him, he still stood
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motionless as if struck dead by the terrible glance that was turned
on him. Julien’s misty eyes could barely make out a long face
covered with red spots except on the forchead, which was of a
deathly pallor. Betwcen the scarlet cheeks and the white forehead
glittcred two little black eyes, formed to strike terror in the bravest.
The vast expanse of his brow was defincd by a mass of thick,
straight, jct-black hair.

—\Vill you come over here, yes or no? the man said at last,
impaticntly.

Julien stepped forward uncertainly, and at last, rcady to collapse,
and palc as he had ncver before been in his life, he stopped thrce
paccs from the little wooden table covered with paper squares.

—Closcr, said the man.

Julicn stepped forward, holding out his hand as if trying to stcady
himself on something.

—Your namc?

—]Julicn Sorcl.

—You're very late, he said, fixing him once more with a tcrrible
glancc.

This look Julien could not sustain; holding out his hand as if to
catch himself, he fcll full length to the floor.

The man rang his bell. Julien had lost only the power of sight
and of motion; hc heard footsteps approach.

They picked him up and set him in the little wooden armchair.
He hcard the terrible man say to the porter:

—He scems to be an epileptic; that’s all we needed.

When Julicn could open his eyes, he saw that the red-faced man
had resumed his writing and the porter had gone. I must take heart,
said our hero, and above all conceal what I feel: he felt a sharp pain
at his heart; if I show weakness, God knows what they’ll think of mc.
At last the man stopped writing, and looked askance at Julicn:

—Are you wecll enough to answer my questions?

—Yes, sir, said Julien weakly.

—\Vell, that’s lucky.

The black man had half risen and was looking impatiently for a
Ictter in the drawer of his pine table, which opencd with a creak. He
found it, sat slowly down, and looked Julien over again with a
glance fit to wrench from him the little life still remaining:

—You arc recommendcd to me by M. Chélan, the best priest in
the dioccse, a virtuous man if one ever lived, and my friend for the
past thirty ycars.

—ADh, then it is M. Pirard himself whom I have the honor of
addressing, said Julien with a dying fall.

—So it sccms, replied the dircctor of the seminary, casting a surly
look at him.
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The glitter in his little cyes brightened, and was followed by an
involuntary motion of thc muscles at the corners of his mouth. It
was likc the expression of a tiger anticipating the plecasurc of devour-
ing his prey.

—Clélan’s letter is short, he said as if talking to himsclf. Intel-
ligenti pauca,! as things go now a man can hardly writc too little.
He read aloud:

I am sending to you Julien Sorcl, of this parish, whom I baptized
going on twenty ycars ago; son of a rich carpenter, who will give
him nothing. Julicn will be a remarkable laborer in the vineyard
of the Lord. Mcmory and intclligence aplenty; he can think.
WVill his calling last? Is it sincerc?

—Sincere! repcated Abb¢ Pirard with an air of astonishment,
looking again at Julicn; but alrcady the abbé’s glancc was less
devoid of humanity; sincere! he repeated, lowering his voice and
resuming his reading:

I ask of you a scholarship for Julicn; he will cam it by under-
going thec nccessary examinations. I have showed him a bit of
theology, that good old thcology of pcople like Bossuct, Arnault,
[Fleury. If this voung man docsn’t plcasc vou, send him back to
mc; the dircctor of the poorhouse, whom you know well, offers
him cight hundred francs to act as tutor to his children. —NIy
conscicnce is at rest, thanks be to God. I am growing uscd to the
terrible blow. Vale et me ama.

Abbé Pirard, slowing his spcech as he read the signature, pro-
nounced with a sigh the word Chélan.

—Hoec is at rest, said hie; well, a man of his virtuc deserves that
reward, anyhow. May God grant it to me under the same circum-
stanccs.

He glanced upward and made a sign of the cross. At the sight of
this holy symbol Julicn felt a slight casing of the profound horror
that had frozen him since he entered this housc.

—1I have here threc hundred and twenty-onc aspirants to the
holicst of positions, said Abb¢ Pirard at last, spcaking sternly but
not angrily; only scven or cight arc reccommended to me by men
like Abbé Chélan; thus among the three hundred and twenty-onc,
you will be number nine. But my protection is ncither favor nor
wcakness; it is redoubled attention and scverity against vice. Go
lock that door.

Julicn struggled to his fect and succeeded in not falling. He noted
that a little window ncar thc entryway opencd onto the country-
side. He looked out at the trees; the sight comforted him, as if he
had secn old friends.

1. “To an understanding man, few words suffice.”
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—Logquerisne linguam latinam? (Do you speak Latin?) said
Abb¢ Pirard as he returned.

—1Ita, pater optime (Ycs, most cxccllent father), replied Julien,
regaining a bit of sclf-posscssion. Certainly no man in the world had
cverseemed to him less excellent than NI, Pirard during the last half
hour.

The conversation continued in Latin. The abbé’s cyes grew
softer; Julien regained some poisc. What a weakling I am, thought
he, to let mysclf be impressed by these shows of virtue! This man is
going to turn out to be simply another swindler like M. Maslon;
and Julicn congratulated himsclf on having hidden almost all his
money in his shocs.

ADbDb¢ Pirard examined Julicn in theology, and was surprised at the
cxtent of his knowledge. His astonishment increcased when he asked
him somc detailed questions on the Scriptures. But when he came
to qucstions on the tcachings of the Church FFathers, he saw that
Juliecn knew nothing, hardly cven the names, of Saints Jerome,
Augustince, Bonaventura, Basil, ctc., ctc.

In fact, thought Abbé¢ Pirard, hcere is that same fatal tendency to
Protestantism which I've always rcbuked in Chélan. A profound,
a too profound, knowledge of the Scripturcs.

(Julien had just becen talking, and not in answer to a specific
question, of the actual date when Genesis and the other books of
the Pentateuch had been written.)

Where docs it lcad, this cndless study of the Holy Scriptures,
thought Abb¢ Pirard, if not to personal questioning that is, to the
most frightful Protestantism? And alongside this unwise crudition,
no patristic lcarning at all to act as a balancc.

But thc astonishment of the dircctor knew no bounds at all when
he interrogated Julien on the authority of the pope, and the young
man, instcad of rcpeating the maxims of the ancient Gallican
church, recited to him the entire book of M. de Maistre.

A strange man, this Chélan, thought Abb¢ Pirard; can he have
taught the boy this book in order to make him mock it?

In vain did he question Julien further, trying to find out if he
belicved scriously in the doctrine of M. de Maistrc. The young man
replied only with his mcmory.2 From this point on, Julicn was
rcally in finc form, he fclt master of himsclf. After a protracted
cxamination it sccmed to him that M. Pirard’s scverity toward him
was no longer anything more than supcrficial. In fact, if it hadn’t
been for the principles of austere gravity which for fiftcen years he
had schooled himsclf to practice toward his pupils, the dircctor of
the seminary would have kissed Julicn in the namc of logic, such
clarity, precision, and sharpness was manifest in his answers.

2. By using his memory Julien, like conceals his true self from a prying
Fabrizio in the Chartreuse (Chap. 7), inquisitor.
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A bold, strong spirit, said he, but corpus debile (the body is
fecblc).

—Do vou often collapse as you did? he asked Julicn in French,
pointing at the floor.

—That was the first time in my life; the porter’s face paralyzed
mc, Julicn said, blushing like a child.

Abbé Pirard came closc to smiling.

—Such arc the cffect of the world'’s vanitics; you scem to be used
to laughing faccs, theaters for the display of falschood. Truth is
austere, sir. But our task in this world is austere too, is it not? You
must take carc to guard your conscicnce carcfully from this weak-
ness: Excess of feeling for vain exterior charms.

—If vou were not recommended to me, said Abbé Pirard, resum-
ing the Latin tonguc with obvious pleasure, if vou were not recom-
mended to me by a man like Abbé Chélan, I would address you in
the vain language of the world, to which it appcars you arc all too
well accustomed. The full scholarship you request is the hardest
thing in the world to obtain. But Abb¢é Chélan has mecrited very
little by his ffty-six vears of apostolic devotion if he cannot com-
mand a scholarship at the seminary.

After this spcech Abbé Pirard advised Julicn not to join any
group or sccrct congregation without his permission.

—I give you my word of honor, said Julicn with the heartfelt im-
pulse of an honest man.

For the first time the director of the seminary smiled.

—That cxpression has no mecaning hcre, said he, it suggests too
much the vain honor of worldly men which lcads them into so
many crrors and often into crimes. You owe me sacred obedicnce
by virtue of paragraph scventcen of the bull Unam Ecclesiam of
St. Pius V.3 I am your ccclesiastical supcrior. In this house, my very
dear son, to hear is to obey. How much moncy have you?

Here wc arc at the point, said Julicn to himself; this was the
reason for the very dear son.

—Thirty five francs, my father.

—XKecp carcful track of how you spend that money; vou will have
to account for it to me.

This painful intenview had lasted three hours; Julien called the
porter.

—Put Julicn Sorel in cell number 103, Abbé Pirard told this man.

As a special mark of favor, Julicn was given a room to himsclf.

—Take up his trunk, too, hc added.

Julien looked down and noticed his trunk right in front of
him; he had been looking straight at it for three hours and had not
rccognized it.

3. Pius V was a rigorous, disciplinarian bull Unam Ecclesiam is a Stendhalian
pope of the sixteenth century, but the fiction.
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When he reached number 103, a little room eight feet square on
the top story of the house, Julien saw that it looked out on the
ramparts, and bevond them on the fine fields that are separated by
the Doubs from the town itself.

\What a dclightful view! Julicn exclaimed; even as he said them,
he did not feel anyvthing of what the words expressed. The many
violent scnsations he had cxpcricnced during his short time at
Besangon had completely exhausted his energies. He sat down by
the window on the single woodcn chair in the ccll and promptly
slipped into a deep slumber. He never heard the supper bell nor
that for bencdiction; he had been forgotten.

When the first rays of the sun woke him the following morning
he found himself strctched out on the floor.

Chapter 26
THE WORLD, OR WHAT A RICH MAN LACKS

I'm alone on the face of the earth. nobody bothers to think of me. All
the men whom I see getting ahead have an outward boldness and an
inward hardness of heart which is not in me. They hate me for my easy
good will. Ah! before long I shall die, either of hunger or of unhappiness
at seeing men so cruel.

—Youngt

He hastcned to brush off his clothes and go downstairs; he was
late. An usher scolded him sharply; instead of trving to excusc him-
self, Julien crossed his arms over his chest:

—Peccavi, pater optime (1 have sinned, I admit my fault, oh
father), he said with a contrite expression.

This first step was a great success. The clever fellows among the
seminarians saw thev had to do with a man who didn’t have to
Icarn the rudiments of the game. \Vhen the recreation hour came,
Julien was the objcct of general curiosity. But he replied only with
resenvc and silence. Following the maxims he had madc for him-
self, he considcred his thrce hundred and twentv-one comrades as
so many enemics, and thc most dangerous of all, in his eves, was
Abbé Pirard.

A few days later Julien had to selcct a confessor; theyv provided
him with a list.

Well, good Lord, what do thcy take me for? said he; do they
suppose I don’t know what it’s all about? and he chose Abbé Pirard.

Though he didn’t suspect it, this stcp proved decisive. A little
seminarian, almost a child, who came from Verri¢cres and had
4. Young: the tone of this quotation, Young’s magniloquent blank verse
in French in the original novel, is in-  directly parallels Stendhal's pathetic

tended to suggest Edward (Night prose.
Thoughts) Young; but nothing in
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declared himsclf a friend from the first day, told him that if he had
choscn M. Castancde, deputy director of the scminary, he might
well have acted with greater prudence.

—Abb¢ Castaneédc is opposed to M. Pirard, who is suspected of
Janscnism, added the little scminarian, hending toward Julien’s car.

All the first actions of our hero, who considered himsclf such a
politician, were, like his choice of a confcssor, acts of folly. Misled
by the presumption natural to an imaginative man, he mistook his
inward intentions for outward acts and considcred himsclf a con-
summatc hypocritc. His folly rcached the height of blaming himsclf
for his supposcd success in this art of the weak.

Alas, it’s my only wcapon! In another age, said he, it would have
been cloquent actions in the face of the encmy that cnabled me to
carn my bread.

Satisficd with his own conduct, Julicn looked about him and
found cverywherce the appearance of the most spotless virtuc.

Eight or ten seminarians lived in the odor of sanctity and cxperi-
cnced visions like St. Theresa and St. Irancis when he reccived the
stigmata atop Mount Vcerna in the Apcennines. But it was a great
sccret; their friends conccaled it. These poor fcllows with the
visions were almost alwayvs in the infirmary. A hundred others man-
aged to combinc robust faith with unwcarving industry. They
worked themsclves almost sick, but without lcarning much. Two or
three were distinguished by a rcal talent, among others a man named
Chazcl;® but Julicn felt hostile to them and they to him.

The rest of the three hundred and twenty-onc seminarians were
gross crcaturces, never cntirely sure they understood the Latin words
they rccited all day long. Almost all were the sons of pcasants, who
preferred to gain their daily brecad by repeating a few Latin words
instead of swinging a pickax. It was aftcr surveving this field, during
his first few days, that Julicn promised himsclf quick success. In
cvery line of work intelligent pcople are nceded; after all, there's a
job to bc done, he told himself. Under Napolcon, I'd have been a
scrgcant; among these future pricsts, I can be grand vicar.

All thesc poor devils, he added, who were day laborers from
birth, have lived until they camc herc on curds and black bread. In
their nativc huts they atc meat maybe five or six times a vear. Like
Roman soldicrs, who rcgarded warfare as a holiday from garrison
duty, these cloddish pcasants arc enchanted with the pleasurcs of
the seminarny.

Julicn ncver saw in their blank cyes anything but a scnsc of
physical satisfaction after dinner and an cxpcctation of physical
plcasurc before dinner, Such were the pcople among whom he must

5. Chazel is the name of a Grenoble classmate of Stendhal's (see Brulard,
Chap. 8).
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distinguish himsclf; but what Julien did not know, and what pcoplec
took care not to tell him, was that gaining first place in the various
courses given at thc scminary in dogma, ecclesiastical history, etc.,
etc., was in their eycs nothing but a sin of pride. Since Voltairc’s
time, since governmcnt by two houscs, which is nothing at bottom
but distrust of authority and personal examination, which instills
in the people the bad habit of doubt, the church in Francc scems
to have undcrstood that books themsclves arc its rcal encmy. In
the eyes of the church, inward submission is all. \Who can prevent
the superior man from passing over to the other sidc like Siéyés or
Grégoire!® The terrificd church clings to the popc as to its only
hope of salvation. Only the pope can attempt to put an end to per-
sonal cxamination and, by the pious ccremonial pomp of his court,
make an impression on the bored, sick spirits of modern worldlings.

Julien, half grasping these various truths, which noncthcless
cvery word spoken in a seminary tends to deny, fell into a decp
mclancholy. He worked hard and rapidly succeeded in lcarning a
number of things very uscful to a priest, very false in his cyes, and
which intcrested him not at all. He thought this was his only
way out.

Am I then forgotten by the whole world? he asked himsclf. He
did not know that M. Pirard had received, and flung into thc fire,
various lctters postmarked from Dijon, in which, despite all the
dccorums of the most respectable style, thc deepest ardor was
apparcnt. Profound regret sccmed to struggle, in thesc lctters,
against passion. So much thc better, thought Abbé Pirard, at least
it was not an impious woman with whom this young man was in
love.

Onc day Abbé Pirard opened a letter that sccmced half obliterated
by tcars; it was an cternal farcwell. At last, the writer told Julien,
it has been granted to me to hate, not the author of my fault, who
will always be for mc the dcarcst thing in the world, but my fault
itsclf. The sacrificc is madc, my darling. It was not madc without
tcars, as you scc. The welfare of those beings for whom I am wholly
responsible and whom you loved so well has carried the day. No
longcer will a just but tcrrible God be able to revenge on them the
crimes of their mother. Farcwell, Julicn, be just toward men.

The cnding of this lctter was almost entirely illegible. The writer
gave an address at Dijon but hoped that Julien would ncver answer
it or at lcast that he would usc only words which a woman rcturned
to virtue’s path could rcad without blushing.

Julien’s mclancholy, helped along by the mediocre dict furnished
to the seminary by a contractor at 83 centimces, was starting to have

6. For Siéyés, see p. 54, note 9. Abbé  Grenoble and was regarded by the local
Gregoire became a liberal deputy for ultras as a traitor,
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an influence on his hcalth, when onc morning Fouqué turned up
abruptly in his room.

—1I finally got in. Five times I came to Besangon, it’s not your
fault, just to scc you. Always old wooden face. I posted a watchman
on the seminary gatc; why the devil don’t you cver go out?

—It’s a test I've imposed on mysclf.

—You rcally have changed. \Well, at last I'm here. Two fine six-
franc crowns just taught mc what a fool I was not to have offcred
them in the first place.

The conversation between the two friends was cndless. Julien
changed color when Fouqué said to him:

—By the way, have you hcard? The mother of your pupils has
turncd religious.

And he talked on, in that offhand way that makes such a singular
impression on the impassioned soul whosc dcarest intcrests arc
being, all unconsciously, tumbled about.

—Yecs indced, my friend, the highest strains of devotion. They
say shc’s going on pilgrimages. But to the cternal disgrace of Abbé
Maslon, who did all that spving on M. Chélan, Mmec. de Rénal
wants no part of him. She gocs to confession at Dijon or Bcsangon.

—Shc comes to Besangon, said Julicn, his brow suffuscd.

—Quite frequently, replied Fouqué in a questioning tone.

—Do you have any Constitutionnels? about you?

—\What's that you say? replicd [Fouqué.

—1 asked if you have any Constitutionnels, Julicn rcpeated in a
tonc of perfect tranquillity. They scll here at thirty sous an issue.

—Really! cven in the seminary we find liberals! cried [Fouqué. Ah,
poor France! he added, assuming the hypocritical voice and dulcct
accent of Abbé Maslon.

This visit would have made a profound impression on our hero
if next day a word addressed to him by that little scminarian from
Verri¢res, who sccmed to him so childish, had not led to an im-
portant discovery. Since he had been at the seminary Julicn’s con-
duct had been nothing but onc false step after another. He laughed
scornfully at himself.

Actually, the important actions in his lifc had bcen skillfully
managed; but he was not clever at the details, and in the seminary
clever fellows pay attention only to the details. Thus, hc was alrcady
considcred by his fcllows a free thinker. He had been betrayed by
a host of little actions.

In their cyes hc was alrcady guilty of one enormous vicc: he
thought, he judged for himself, instcad of following blindly author-
ity and precedent. Abbé Pirard had been of no help to him; outside

7. See p. 33, note 9. Julien’s use of distract his friend from a personal in-
liberal politics as a red herring to volvement is very clear here.
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the confessional he had not said a single word to him, and even in
the confessional he listened more than he talked. Things would
certainly have been very different had he chosen Abbé Castanéde.
The moment Julicn became aware of his folly, his boredom dis-
appcared. He wanted to know the full extent of the damage and
to that end cmerged slightly from the lofty, obstinate silence with
which he had rcbuffed his fellows. Then they got their own back.
His advances were mct with a scorn that rcached the point of
derision. He rcalized that since he entcred the seminary there had
not becn a single hour, cspecially during the recess periods, which
had not hurt or helped him, which had not augmented the number
of his encmics or earncd him the good will of some seminarian
who was either sincercly virtuous or at least a little less gross than
the others. The damage to be repaired was immensc, the task
difhicult in the extreme. Henceforth Julien was constantly on the
alert; his task was to create for himself a whole new character.
Managing his eycs, for cxample, gave him a great deal of trouble.
It’s not without good rcason that in places of this sort they are
always kept lowcred. \What presumption I showed at Verriércs,
Julicn said to himsclf; I thought that was life; it was only a prepara-
tion for life; here I am at last, in the world as it is going to be for
mc until I play out my role, surrounded by rcal cnemies. \What
immense difficulty, he added, in this minute-by-minute hypocrisy!
It’s worsc than the labors of Hercules. The real Hercules of modern
times is Sixtus V,8 decciving by his modesty for fiftecn ycars on end
forty cardinals who had scen him proud and vigorous in his youth.
So learning counts for nothing here! he said to himself with
scorn; ability to lcarn dogma, sacred history, etc., counts only on
the surface. Everything they say on this subjcct is only to make fools
like mc fall into their trap. Alas! my only mcrit was in my studies,
my knack for reciting their humbug. Perhaps in their hearts they
estimatc that stuff at its true value? Perhaps they think of it just
as I do? And I was fool enough to be proud of myself! All thosc
first places I accumulated did nothing but accumulate mortal
encmies for me. Chazcl, who knows morc than I do, always puts
into his compositions some picce of idiocy which scts him down
to fiftieth placc; any time he’s in first place, it’s by mistake. A,
how a word, just onc word from M. Pirard, would have helped mec!
As soon as the scalcs fell from Julien’s eyes, the lengthy practices
of ascetic piety, such as rosary drill five days a week, hymns to
the Sacred Hcart, etc., etc,, all of which used to seem so mortally
tedious, became occasions for his most interesting acting. Reflecting

8. Stendhal’s notions about the Renais- by a spoiled priest whose real name was
sance pope Sixtus V came from a ras- Gregorio Leti. Stendhal’s picture of
cally eighteenth-century biography pub- Sixtus’ massive hypocrisy does not vary

lished under the anagram Geltio Rogeri much from Leti’s.
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critically on his bchavior, and striving above all not to cxaggerate
his mcthods, Julicn did not aspire, like the seminarians who scrved
as modcls for the others, to perform at cvery moment a significant
action, that is, onc giving cvidence of some Christian perfection.
Not all at oncc. In the seminary there’s a way of cating a boiled cgg
which dcclarcs how far onc has progressed down the saintly path.

The rcader, who no doubt is smiling, will be kind cnough to
rccall all the mistakes in cating an cgg madc by Abbé Dclille when
invited to lunch by a great lady in the court of Louis XVI.?

Julicn sought as his first stage to rcach the non culpa, that is,
the statc of the young sciinarian whosc deportment, whose man-
ncr of moving his arms and cycs, ctc., reveals nothing of the worldly
spirit, it is truc, but docs not yct show the mind wholly absorbed in
the idca of the other world and the absolute nullity of this onc.

Evervwhere Julien saw, scribbled with charcoal on the corridor
walls, phrascs like this: \What are sixty years of trial compared with
an cternity of joy or an cternity of boiling oil in hell? [Ic did not
despise these slogans; he understood it was nccessary to have them
constantly before onc’s cyes. What will I be doing all my life? he
asked himsclf; I'll be sclling the faithful a scat in hcaven. How will
that scat be madc visible to them? by the difference between my
extcrior and that of a layman.

After scveral months of constant application, Julien still had the
look of a thinker. Ilis way of moving his cyes and opcning his
mouth did not declarc a man of implicit faith, rcady to bclicve every-
thing and cndure cverything, cven martyrdom. With rage Julicn
saw himsclf outdonc in this respect by the most boorish of pcasants.
They had good reason not to looklike thinkers.

How he taxed himsclf to achicve that [blissful, narrow look, that]
cxpression of blind, fervent faith, ready to belicve all and suffer all,
which is so often found in Italian convents, and of which Gucrcino
has lcft, for us laymen, such perfect examples in his ccclesiastical
paintings.!

On high festival days thc scminarians werc given sausages with
their cabbagc. Julien’s table companions had noted that he was
indiffcrent to this dclight; that was onc of his first sins. Ilis com-
rades saw it as a trait of thc most odious hypocrisy; nothing madc

9. Jacques Delille (1738-1813), ille-
gitimate as well as provincial by birth,
and forced to gain his livelihood by
teaching elementary Latin, came
abruptly to public attention with a
translation of Virgil's Georgics in
1769; he was then taken up by Mme.
Geoffrin, at the height of her reputation,
and polished to such effect that toward
the end of his life he wrote one of his
best poems on the art of worldly con-

versation. No doubt his debut at M me.
Geoffrin’'s salon was the occasion of
all his troubles with the egg; but I have
not found a specific account of them.
Sainte-Beuve consecrated to Delille a
not very friendly Portrait Littéraire
(Vol. 1I).

1. See in the Louvre n. 1130, Frangois
Duc d’Aquitaine laying aside his armor
and putting on monastic robes. [Sten-
dhal’s note].
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him more cnemics. Look at that bourgcois, that snob, they said;
look how he pretends to despise our best grub, sausages with kraut.
\What an ugly fellow! \What an arrogant attitude! Damn him!

[He ought to havc left part of it on his plate, sacrificed it, and
then said to somec friend, with a gesture at the kraut: \What can
man offer an all-powerful being if not voluntary suffering?

Julicn did not havc the expcricnce which makes things of this
sort so casy to scc.]

It's my misfortunc that the ignorancc of thesc young peasants,
who are my comradcs, gives them an immense advantage over mc,
Julien cxclaimed in his moments of discouragcment. \When they
cnter the scminary, the professor has no nced to dcliver them from
the frightful quantity of worldly idcas which I bring with me, and
which they can rcad in my face, no matter what I do.

Julicn studicd with an attention that approached cnvy the crudest
of the young pcasants who camc to the seminary. At the moment
when they were stripped of their nankeen jackets to put on the
black habit their cducation was limited to an immensc respect for
dry and liquid money, as they say in the Franchc-Comté.

It is their sacramental and heroic way of cxpressing the sublime
idca of cash on the line.

Happincss for these scminarians, as for the heroes of Voltaire’s
storics. consisted primarily of a good dinner. Julicn found that
ncarly all of them had an instinctive respect for the man who wore
a suit of good goods. This scntiment of theirs valucs distributive
justice, as our courts hand it down, at its proper pricc or cven some-
thing less. \What can bc gained, they often asked onc another, by
plcading against a bigshot?

That’s the cxpression used in the Jura valleys to describe a rich
man. Imagine then what respect they have for the richest group of
all: the government!

Not to smile respectfully at the very name of the prefect scems,
to the pcasants of the IFranchc-Comté, an act of folly; but folly
on the part of poor pcople is quickly punished by loss of bread.

After having bcen almost suffocated at first by his sensc of con-
tempt, Julicn cnded by fecling some pity: it had often befallen the
fathers of most of his comrades to come home on a winter night to
their hovels and to find there ncither brcad nor chestnuts nor
potatocs. So what's surprising, Julicn asked himsclf, if they consider
a happy man to bec onc who's just had a good dinner, and after that
the man who has a good suit of clothcs? My comradces have a sure
vocation; that is, they sce in their churchly functions a long spell
of this happincss: having a good dinner and a warm suit of clothes
in winter,

Julicn happencd to overhcar a young seminarian endowed with
imagination say to his companion:
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—\Why shouldn’t I become Pope, like Sixtus V, who kept swine?

—Only Italians gct made pope, replied his friend; but vou can
count on it, they’ll draw lots among us for jobs as grand vicars,
canons, and maybc cven bishops. N P , bishop of Chilons, is
the son of a tub maker; now that’s my father’s job.

Onc day, in the middle of dogma class, Abb¢ Pirard summoncd
Julien. The poor young man was delighted to be withdrawn from
the moral and physical atmosphere into which he had been plunged.

Julien received from the director the same welcome that had so
terrificd him the day he entered the seminary.

—Iixplain to me what you scc written on this plaving card, he
said, looking at Julicn in a manner to make him sink through the
floor.

Julicn read:

“Amanda Binct, Café of the Giraffe, before cight o’clock. Say
you're from Genlis and my mother’s cousin.”

Julien saw the immensity of the peril: Abbé Castanedc’s agents
had stolen this address from him.?

—The dav I enrolled here, he said, looking at Abb¢ Pirard’s
forchcad, for he could not endurc his terrible glance, I was in
terror: M. Chélan had told me this would be a place full of in-
formers and all sorts of malicc; spying and talc bearing arc cn-
couraged here. Tcaven will have it so, to show young pricsts lifc
as it is, and to fill them with disgust for the world and its cmpty
displays.

—And vou have the audacity to make phrases like that to me,
cricd Abbé Pirard in a rage. You young scoundrel!

—At Vecrrieres, Julien replicd cooly, my brothers used to beat
mc up when they had occasion to be jealous of me. . . .

—Come to the point! the point! cricd M. Pirard, almost beside
himsclf.

\Vithout being in any way intimidated, Julicn resumed his talc.

—The day of my arrival in Besangon, toward midday, I was
hungry and cntered a café. My heart was filled with dctestation of
a placc so profane; but I bethought me that my lunch would cost
less there than at a hotel. A lady, who scemed to be in charge of
the placc, took pity on my innocent air. Besangon is full of crooks,
she told mc; I fear for vou, sir. If vou get into any sort of trouble,
call on mec, send a message to my housc before eight o’clock. If the
porters at the seminary refuse to carry your message, say that you
are my cousin, and comc from Genlis. . ..

—All this fiddlc-faddlc will have to be investigated, cried Abbé
Pirard, who was unablc to sit still and had begun striding back and
forth in the room.

2. Abbé Castanéde, who turns up in officer of the secret police, is Stendbal’s
Part II of the book as a full-fledged idea of a Jesuit politician.



148 + Red and Black

—Back to your ccll with vou!

The abbé followed Julicn and locked him in. The latter at once
began to look into his trunk, at the bottom of which the fatal card
had been carcfully hidden. Nothing was missing from the trunk,
but scvcral things were out of order; yet the key had ncver been
out of his hands. \What a good thing, thought Julien, that during the
time of my blindness I ncver accepted that permission to lcave the
seminary offcred me so assiduously by M. Castanéde with a kind-
ness I now undcrstand. I might perhaps have been weak cnough
to change my garments and go to scc thc fair Amanda; I would
be ruined. VWhen they saw they couldn’t use their information that
way, rather than wastc it, they madc a direct charge out of it.

Two hours laterthe director sent for him.

—You didn’t lic, he said to him with a less forbidding glance;
but to kecp such an address is an act of folly the gravity of which
vou cannot possibly conccive. \Vretched boy! In ten ycars, perhaps,
it may rise to harm your carcer.

Chapter 27
FIRST EXPERIENCE OF LIFE

The present time, great God! is like the ark of the covenant. Unhappy
the man who touches it!
—Diderot3

The rcader will kindly allow us to providc very few clear, precisc
facts on this pcriod of Julien's lifc. It's not that we lack them, quitce
the contrary; but perhaps the lifc he lived at the scminary is too
black for the middling colors we have tricd to use in these pages.
Modcrn men who suffer from certain things cannot recall them with-
out a horror that freczes cvery other pleasurc, even that of rcading
a story.

Julien had little success in his efforts at a hypocrisy of gesturcs;
he fcll into moments of disgust and cven of complete discourage-
ment. He was unsuccessful, and in a degrading carccr, at that. The
least help from outside would have heartened him again; the difh-
culty to bec overcomc was not so great, but he was alone likc a
boat abandonced in the midst of the ocean. And suppose I succeed,
he told himsclf; to pass onec’s wholc life in such bad company!
Gluttons who drcam only of the ham omeclct they are going to wolf
down at dinner, or men like Abbé Castanédc, for whom no crime is
too rcpulsive! They'll risc to the scats of power, all right; but at what
a pricc, good God!

3. The quotation from Diderot is in- sources have been proposed.
vented; several possible alternative
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Man’s will is powerful, 1 rcad it cvenvwhere; but is it strong
cnough to surmount disgust like minc? The great men of history
had it casy; howcver terrible their test, they thought it beautiful;
and who but mysclf can understand the ugliness of cverything that
surrounds mc?

This moment was the most trying in his wholc lifc. It would have
been so casy for him to cnlist in onc of the finc regiments garrisoned
at Besangon! Or he could live by tcaching Latin; he nceded so
little to live on! But then, no more carcer, no more future for his
imagination: it was dcath to think of. 1lcrc is a dctailed account of
onc of his bitter days.

How often 1 used to flatter mysclf on being different from other
voung pcasants! Well, I'vc lived cnough to scc that difference
begets hatred, hc told himsclf onc morning. This grcat truth had
just been brought home to him by onc of his most irksome failurcs.
IIc had been working for a weck to please a student who lived in
the odor of sanctity. They were walking together in the courtvard
listcning submissively to some paralyzing drivel. Suddenly the
weather turned stormy, the thunder grumbled, and the saintly stu-
dent exclaimed, shoving Julicn away with a rude gesturc:

—Look here now, it’s cvervone for himsclf in this world; 1 don’t
want to be struck by lightning: God may blast vou as an unbclicver,
a Voltairc.

His tccth clenched in rage, his cves glaring up at the lightning-
strcaked sky, Julicen cried aloud:

—1TI'd descrve to be crushed if T went to sleep during the tempest.
Allright, I'll have to try working on somc other fag.

It was time for the coursc in sacred history given by Abbé Cas-
tancde.

The voung pcasants, terrificd of their fathers’ drudgery and
poverty, lcarned from Abb¢ Castanéde that the government which
scemed so terrible to them, the government itsclf, had no recal and
legitimatc power cxcept as this was dclegated to it by God’s vicar
on carth.

Render yoursclves worthy of the Popc’s bounty by the sanctity
of vour life, by vour obedicnce, be as a rod in his hands, he added,
and vou will obtain a marvclous position where vou will command
from on high, frce of all control; a post from which vou cannot be
dismissed, in which the government will pay onc third of vour
salary, and the faithful, guided by vour precachings, the other two
thirds.

As he left the classroom, Abbé Castanéde paused in the hallway
[among his pupils, who that day were espccially attentive].

—It’s certainly truc of pricsts what they say in gencral: a man
gets what hc carns. As he spoke, the students formed a circle
around him.
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—1I myseclf have known, as surc as I'm speaking to you here, little
mountain parishes where the perquisites came to more than many
town priests get. There was just as much money, not to speak of
the fat capons, the eggs, the fresh butter, the innumerable little
delicacics here and there; and out in the country, the pricst is
number one and no rivals: never a good feast to which he’s not
invited, where he’s not fussed over, etc.

Scarcely had M. Castanéde retired to his apartment when the
students split into groups. Julien belonged to nonc; they drew away
from him as from a sheep with the scab. In each group he saw one
of the students tossing a coin in the air; his success in calling heads
or tails was supposed to indicate to his fellows whether he would
shortly have one of those fat livings.

Next came the anccdotes. Such and such a young priest, scarcely
ordained for a year, gave a tame rabbit to the servant of an old curé,
got made vicar by that means, and then a few months later, for the
old priest died almost at once, succeeded him in a snug berth. An-
other fellow had succeeded in getting himself named successor to
the pricst of a wealthy country town by attending at all the meals
of the old curé, who was paralyzed, and cutting up his chicken
very dexterously indecd.

Seminarians, like young men in all professions, exaggerate the
cffect of these little tricks whenever they're out of the ordinary and
strike the imagination.4

I must take part in these conversations, Julien thought. \Vhen
they weren’t talking of sausages and good livings, their talk ran
much to the worldly side of ecclesiastical politics; they talked of
quarrels between bishops and prefects, between priests and mayors.
Julien saw at the back of their minds the idea of a second God, a
God much more powerful and morc to be feared than the other;
this sccond God was the Pope. It was actually murmured, but in
an undertonc and when M. Pirard could not possibly overhear, that
if the Pope docsn’t choose to name all the prefects and mayors of
FFrance himself, it’s simply because he’s entrusted this duty to the
king of Irance, by naming him clder son of the church.

About this time Julien thought he might turn a profit on his
knowledge of the book The Pope, by M. de Maistre.3 As a matter
of fact, he astounded his comrades; but even this was a misfortune.
He irked them by expressing their own opinions better than they
could themselves. M. Chélan had been a foolish counselor for
Julien, as he had been for himself. After accustoming him to good
logic and teaching him to avoid empty verbiage, he neglected to tell
4, Stendhal never tires of describing far short of the seminarians’' fantasies
devices by which base ingenuity makes in proposing the power of the pope to

its way in the world. appoint and dismiss heads of govern-
S. De Mlaistre's book does not come  ment.
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him that in a person of low rank thesc customs arc criminal; for
all good rcasoning is irksome.

Julien’s fine spcech was therefore a fresh offensc. Ilis comradcs,
having been compelled to notice him, succceded in expressing all
their horror of him in a single phrasc; they nicknamed him Mertin
Luther; mainly, they said, because of that infernal logic of which
he is so proud.

Scveral of the seminarians had fresher complexions and could be
thought better looking than Julicn, but his hands were white and
he could not conceal certain habits of personal clcanliness. 11is ad-
vantage in this respect was not onc in the gloomy quarters where
fatc had cast him. The dirty pcasants among whom he lived de-
clarcd that his morals were miscrably lax. YWe arc afraid of tiring the
rcader by describing the thousand misfortunes which befell our
hcro. IFor instance, the more muscular of his comrades tricd to make
a habit of beating him up; he was obliged to arm himsclf with an
iron compass and to make plain, but by gesturcs, that he was ready
to usc 1t.5 Gestures cannot be represented, in a spy’s report, as con-
venicntly as words.

Chapter 28
A PROCESSION

All hearts were stirred. The presence of God seemed to descend upon
these narrow, Gothic streets, stretching out in every direction and care-
fully sanded by the solicitude of the faithful.

—Young”

It was uscless for Julien to make himsclf humble and stupid;
he could not please, he was too diffcrent. And vet, he said to him-
sclf, all these professors are clever men, chosen from among thou-
sands; how is it they aren’t pleased with my humility? Only onc of
them all scemed ready to accept his complaisance in belicving cvery-
thing and sceming the dupe of cveryonc. This was Abbé Chas-
Bernard, director of ceremonies in the cathedral, in which he had
becn hoping for the last fiftcen years to rcecive a canonry; while
waiting, he taught sacred cloquence in the seminary. During the
period of his blindncss, Julicn had rcgularly found himsclf in first
placc in this class. Abbé Chas had taken this as grounds for show-
ing him some fricndship, and after class would gladly take his arm
for a stroll around thc garden.

6. Another trait from Leti's biography French. It does not, by its content.
of Sixtus V': Sixtus is said to have used suggest any particular Young (neither
a bundle of heavy keys, when he was in IZdward nor Arthur, among the better-
the monastery, to brain an inimical known Youngs) and is probably, like
brother in Christ. the previous epigraph, an invention of
7. As on p. 140, the quotation is in Stendhal's.
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WWhat’s he getting at? Julien asked himsclf. He saw with astonish-
ment that for hours on end Abbé Chas would talk to him about
the omaments the cathedral possessed. It had seventeen gold-braided
chasubles, quite apart from the special trappings of mourning. They
had high hopes of old President de Rubempré’s widow;® this lady,
who was nincty vears old, had been kecping for at least scventy of
thosc vears her wedding dress, of superb Lyons silk embroidered
with gold. Just imaginc, my friend, said Abbé Chas, stopping short
and opcning his cves very wide, these dresses will stand up by them-
sclves, that’s how much gold therc is in them. It's a very general
opinion in Besangon that, under the old lady’s will, the trcasuny of
the cathedral will be cenriched by morc than ten chasubles, not to
mention four or five capes for high holy days. Nay, I will go further,
added Abbé Chas, lowering his voice, 1 have good rcason to think
the President’s widow will lcave us cight magnificent silver-gilt
candlesticks, which arc supposed to havc been bought in Italy by
the Dukc of Burgundy, Charles the Bold, whosc favoritc minister
was an ancestor of hers.

But what's this man getting at with all this flimflam? Julien
thought. He's been a century building up to something, but nothing
comes. He must really be afraid of me! He's cleverer than the rest;
vou can scc to the bottom of them in a couple of wecks. But I
understand, this fcllow’s ambition has been on the rack for fiftcen
years!

One cvening in the midst of military drill,? Julien was summoned
by Abbé Pirard, who told him:

—Tomorrow is the fcast of Corpus Christi. IFather Chas-Bernard
neceds vou to help decorate the cathedral, go and obey him.

Abbé Pirard called him back, and added in a tone of compassion:

—It’s up to vou whether vou want to take a ramble through the
town.

—Incedo per ignes,! replied Julien—that is to say, I'll watch my
step.

Next morning at sunrise Julien reported to the cathedral, walking
with lowered cves. The sight of the streets, and of the bustle just
beginning in the town, was good for him. Even-where the house
fronts were being decorated for the procession. All the time he had
spent in the seminary now scemed to him no more than an instant.

8. Alberte de Rubempré. a cousin of were being drilled in their seminaries

Delacroix. had been for several months

Stendhal's mistress, till she replaced
him with Mérimée, and then replaced
Mérimée with the Baron de Mlareste;
there is more than a touch of malice
in the fictional age attributed to her
here.

9. The idea that theological students

by Jesuit ofiicers seems, at best, mildly
paranoid; but it is in an old Voltairean
tradition to represent the Jesuits as
committed to using, in every way pos-
sible, the secular arm (see Candidc,
Chap. 14).

IlI i{zctdo per ignes: from Horace Odes

, L
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His thoughts were in Vergy, and with that pretty Amanda Binct
whom hc might just mect, as her café was not far off. In the dis-
tancc hc noted Abbé Chas-Bernard at the gatc of his beloved
cathedral; he was a bulky man with a jovial facc and an open cx-
pression. On this particular day he was in his glory:

—1I was cxpecting you, my dcar son, he cricd as soon as he saw
Julicn, vou arc welcome. The day’s work will be long and hard; let
us strengthen oursclves with a first breakfast; our sccond onc will
comc at ten o’clock during high mass.

—Sir, said Julien gravcly, I beg of vou not to Icave me alone for
an instant; and will you be good cnough to note, he added, pointing
at the clock above their heads, that I came here at onc minute
beforce five.

—Ab, so vou'rc afraid of thosc young imps at the scminary! You
are too gencrous in giving them a thought, said Abbé Chas; is a
road less beautiful because there arc thorns in the hedges alongside
it? Travclers push forward and lcave the nasty thistles standing in
their places. But now to work, my dear fricnd, to work. '

Abbé Chas was right in saying the day’s work would be hard. The
day before there had been a great funcral service in the cathedral;
nothing had been got ready; thus it was nccessary, in onc single
morning, to cover all the Gothic columns lining the nave and the
two aisles with a sort of red damask that was to be no less than
thirty fcet high, The bishop had imported four upholsterers from
Paris by mail coach, but thesc gentlemen could not do the whole
job thcmsclves, and far from correcting the clumsiness of their
helpers from Besangon, they increased it by making fun of them.

Julicn saw that he must climb the ladder himsclf; his agility scrved
him wecll. He took command of the local upholsterers. Abbé Chas
watched in enchantment as he vaulted from ladder to ladder. YWhen
all the columns were draped in damask, the problem arosc of placing
five cnormous bunches of fcathers atop the huge canopy over the
high altar. A rich crown of gilt wood was supported by cight big
twisted columns of Italian marblc. But to rcach the center of the
canopy, above the sanctuary, it would be necessary to walk across an
old woodcn cornice, probably worm-caten and forty fect high.

The prospect of this dangcrous climb cxtinguished the gaicty,
hitherto so brilliant, of the Paris upholstcerers; they looked up from
below, discussed the matter at length, and did no climbing. Julicn
grasped the bunches of fecathers and ran up the ladder. He placed
them very suitably on the ornament, in the form of a crown at the
center of the canopy. As he was climbing down the ladder, Abbé
Chas-Bcernard caught him in his arms:

—Optime! cricd the good pricst, I shall tell monsignor of that
cxploit.
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Ten o’clock breakfast was very merry. Never had Abbé Chas
scen his church look so well.

—NMly decar disciple, he told Julicn, my mother used to rent out
chairs in this vencrable structure, so that in a way I was actually
brought up here. Robespierre’s terror ruined us; but at the age of
cight, which I then was, I was already scrving at privatc masses, and
on mass day I got fcd.2 Nobody could outdo mc at folding a
chasublc; the braid was ncver broken. Since Napolecon restored the
faith, I have been fortunate cnough to manage cverything in this
ancicnt cathedral. Five times a yvear my cves bechold it decked in
these splendid ornaments. But never has it been so splendid as
todav, ncver have the damask curtains been so well attached or
clung so closc to the columns.

—At last he's going to tell me his sccret, thought Julien; he's
got to talking about himsclf, there’s a kind of warmth. But nothing
in the lcast revealing was ever said by this man, thougl he was
evidently in an cxalted statc. And yet he has worked hard, he is
happy, said Julien to himsclf; and what’s more, the good winc has
not been spared. What a man! What an example for me! This takes
the cake! (The latter was a low cxpression he recalled from the old
surgeon. )

When the sanctus bell tolled during high mass, Julien made as
if to put on a surplicc in order to follow the bishop in the grand
procession.

—And the robbers, my fricnd, the robbers! cricd Abbé Chas,
vou've forgotten about them. The procession will go out; the church
will be left empty; we'll watch over it, vou and 1. \We'll be very
lucky if we don’t losc morc than a few vards of that fine gold
braid which runs around the foot of the columns. That’s another
gift from Nmc. de Rubcmpré; it comes from the famous count her
great grandfather; and it’s pure gold, my friend, added the abbé,
whispering into his car with an air of great excitement, nothing
imitation about it! I want vou to take charge of inspecting the
north aisle, don’t lIcave it. I'll take on the south aisle and the nave.
Keep an cve on the confessionals; that’s where the robbers’ girl-
fricnds hang out to spy on us the moment our backs arc turncd.

As he finished his instructions the clock struck quarter of twelve,
and shortly the big bell's tolling made itsclf heard. It was sounding
at full volumec; thesc rich, solemn tollings stirred Julicn. His imag-
ination rosc from the carth.

The odor of incensc and rosc petals cast before the Blessed Sacra-
ment by little children dressed as St. Johns completed his exalta-
tion.

2. When the churches were closed, in Grenoble had assisted at some of
under the Terror. private masses were these.
said in houses. The youthful Stendhal
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The solemn tolling of the bell should have caused Julien to think
only of the work being donce by twenty men at fifty centimes apicce
and assisted perhaps by fiftcen or twenty of the faithful. 11c should
have caleulated the wear and tear on the ropes or on the beams,
should have considered the dangers from the bell itsclf, which falls
cvery two centurices, and should have worked out ways to lower the
pay of the ringers, or to pay them with an indulgence, or some
other favor that can be drawn from the churcl’s stockpile without
depleting her pursc.

Instcad of these sensible calculations, Julien’s soul, cxalted by
virile and capacious sounds, was wandcring through imaginary spacc.
Never will he make a good pricst or a great administrator. Souls
that can he so stirred arc good, at most, to producc an artist, Ilere
Julicn’s presumption makes itsclf fully apparent. Perhaps fifty of
his comrades in the scminary, who had been awakened to lifc’s
rcalitics by public hatred and the Jacobinism they had lcamed to
suspeet of lving in wait behind cvery hedge, would have thought
when they heard the great bell of the cathedral only of the moncy
being given to the ringers. They would have cstimated, with the
genius of a Baréme,® whether the degree of emotion aroused in the
public was worth the moncy being expended for labor. If Julien had
tricd to think of thc matcrial intcerests of the church, his imagina-
tion, rushing far beyond its goal, would have thought of saving
forty francs on thc construction and lost a chancc to gect out of
paying twenty-five centimes.

While the procession moved slowly through Besangon, under the
most beautiful sky onc could want, and halted at all the glittering
stations raiscd by the various authoritics in compctition with onc
another, the church remained perfectly silent. In the half darkness
an agrecable coolness prevailed; the church was still embalmed with
the perfumc of flowers and incensc.

The silence, the perfect solitude, the coolness of the long nave
rendered Julien’s reveric all the swecter. e had no fear of being
disturbcd by Abbé Chas, who was busy in another part of the
cdificc. His soul had almost cscaped its mortal cavelope, which
continucd to stroll slowly up the north aisle, over which it was to
watch. He was all the morc at casc because he had madce surc there
was nobody in the confessionals but a few pious women; his cyc
looked without sccing.

But his vacant mood was partly distracted by the sight of two well-
dressed women on their knees, onc m a confessional, the other,
ncar the first, scatcd on a chair. He looked at them without sccing
them; but, then, whether it was a vaguc sensc of duty or admiration

3. Baréme was a seventecnth-century  household word for an accurate cal-
mathemaltician, author of a little book culator.
on accounting which made his name a
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for the refined simplicity of the ladies” dress, he reflected that there
was no priest in that confessional. It’s curious, he thought, that
thesc fine ladics aren’t knecling before an altar, if they're religious,
or aren’t sitting in the front row of a balcony if they're of the
world. How well that dress suits her! What grace! He slowed his
pace in an cffort to sec them.

The one who was knccling in the confessional turned her hcad
aside a bit when she hcard the sound of Julien’s footsteps in the
midst of that great stillness. Suddenly she gave a little shrick and
fainted.

As she lost consciousness this knccling lady fell back; her friend,
who was ncarby, rushed forward to help. At the same moment
Julien saw the shoulders of the stricken lady. A rope of large pearls,
well known to him, caught his eye. What were his feelings when he
rccognized the hair of Mme. de Rénal; it was she. The lady who
was holding her head, and trying to kecp her from falling full length,
was Mmec. Derville. Julicn, beside himself, sprang forward; Mme.
de Rénal’s collapsc might have dragged down her friend if Julien
had not held them up. He saw Mme. de Rénal’s head, pale and
absolutcly unconscious, drooping on her shoulder. He hclped Mme.
Decrville to prop that charming head on the back of a wicker chair;
he was on his knccs.

Mme. Derville looked back and recognized him:

—Leave us, sir, lcave us! she said to him, in accents of the most
passionate anger. She must not sce you again, whatever happens.
The sight of you ought to be horrible for her; she was so happy
before you came! Your actions are atrocious. Leave us; go away, if
you have any shame left in you.

This spcech was delivered with such authority, and Julien was so
weak at this moment, that he left. She has always hated mc, said
he, thinking of Mme. Decrvillc.

At the same time the nasal chanting of the first priests in the
procession resounded through the church; the procession was re-
turning. Abbé Chas-Bernard called scveral times for Julien, who at
first did not hear him; at last he camc and plucked him by the arm
from behind a pillar where Julien had taken refuge, ncarly dead.
He wanted to introduce him to the bishop.

—But you're not fecling well, my child, said the abbé when he
saw him so pale and almost incapable of walking; you've overworked.
The abbé lent him an arm. Come sit down here on this little
sacristan’s bench beside me; I won’t let you be scen. They were
then beside the main entry. Calm yoursclf; we still have twenty good
minutes before the bishop appears. Try to get your strength back;
when hc passes, I'll give you a hand, for I'm still strong and
vigorous, in spite of my age.
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But when the bishop passed by, Julicn was so shaky that Abbé
Chas gavc up on the idea of introducing him.

—Don'’t worry about it, said he, I'll ind anothcr occasion.

That cvening he sent to the seminary chapel ten pounds of
candles, saved, as he said, by Julien’s industry and the promptness
with which he had put them out. Nothing could have been less truc.
The poor hoy was cxtinguished himsclf; he had not had a single
idca sincce catching sight of Nimc. de Rénal.

Chapter 29
A FIRST PROMOTION

He knew his century, he knew his district, and he is rich.
—The Precursord

Julien had not vet cmerged from the long reveric into which he
had been plunged by cvents in the cathedral when one morning he
was summoncd by stern Abbé Pirard.

—Here is Abbé Chas-Bernard who writes me a letter in your
favor. I'm pretty well pleased with vour conduct as a whole. You
are cxtremely rash and cven scatterbrained, that’s perfectly ap-
parcnt; but so far vour heart scems to be good, cven gencrous; the
mind is supcrior. All in all, I sce in you a spark that must not be
put out.

After fiftcen years of labor, I am about to Icave this establishment:
my crimc is having left the seminarians to their own free wills, to
have neither protected nor harmed that sceret socicty of which you
told mc in the confcssional.® Before I leave, 1 want to do some-
thing for you; 1 might have acted two months sooncr, for you dc-
scrve it, had it not been for that denunciation based on the
address of Amanda Binct found in vour posscssion. 1 create vou
tutor in the Old and New Testaments.

Julien, overwhelmed with gratitude, had the notion of falling to
his knces and thanking God; but he yiclded to a trucr impulsc. He
went up to Abbé Pirard, took his hand, and carricd it to his lips.

—\What'’s this? cxclaimed the director, with an angry look; but
Julien’s cyes were even more cloquent than his action.

Abbé¢ Pirard looked at him in astonishment, like a man who for
many long ycars has been out of the way of dclicate feelings. This
moment of thought betrayed the dircctor; his voice changed.

4. The Prccursor was a Lyons news- secret society and the military drill in
paper. But with a hero destined for the seminary (sce p. 152) enter the
decollation, Stendhal may have had narrative, sce ‘“France in 1830” in the
special reasons for wanting to get its “Backgrounds and Sources” section of
title into his book. this edition.

5. On the oblique angle at which this
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—\WVell, yes, my child, it’s true, I'm fond of you. Heaven knows,
it’s not of my impulse. I must be just and bcar neithcer hatc nor
love toward anyonc. Your career will be a hard one. I see in you a
quality that offcnds the vulgar mob. Jealousy and calumny will dog
vou. Wherever providence leads you, your comrades will never be
able to look upon you without hatred; if they pretend to love you,
it will be only to betray you more securely. Against all this there is
just one remcdy; put your trust only in God, who bestowed upon
vou, as a punishment for your presumption, this quality of making
encmics. Let your conduct be purc; I sce no other safety for vou.
If vou hold to thc truth with unshakable strength, sooner or later
vour cnemies will be confounded.

It had been so long since Julien heard a friendly voice that he
must be pardoncd for a weakness; he burst into tears. Abbé Pirard
opened his arms; the moment was precious for them both.

Julicn was mad with joy; this promotion was his first; it brought
him immecnse advantages. To imagine them, one must have becn
condemned to pass months on cnd without an instant of solitudc
and in the immcdiatc prescnce of comrades who were irksome at
best and mostly unbcearable. Their guffaws alone would have been
cnough to disorder a delicate system. The cxuberant spirits of thesc
well-fed, wecll-dressed pcasants could find relicf, could fulfill them-
sclves completely, only when they were shouting at the top of their
lungs.

Now, Julien atc alonc, or almost so, an hour later than the other
scminarians. He had a key to the garden and could walk there
whencver it was cmpty.

To his grecat astonishment, Julicn found himself less hatcd; he
had cxpected a storm of spitc. His sceret wish not to be talked to,
which was all too apparent and had carned him so many enemics,
was no longer a token of ridiculous arrogance. In the opinion of
the gross boors around him, it evinced a proper sense of his own
dignity. Thc hatred cbbed perceptibly, above all among his younger
fellow-studcnts, who now became his pupils and whom he trcated
with great politeness. Gradually he cven gained some supporters;
it was ill bred to call him Martin Luther.

But why cnumecrate his friends, his cncmies? It’s all ugly, and
all the uglicr because the picture is a true onc. Yet these arc the
only tcachers of morality that the populace has, and without them
what would become of it? Can the daily newspaper cver replace the
pricst?

Since Julien’s new dignity, the dircctor of the scminary made a
point of ncver talking to him except in the presence of a third
party. This bchavior showed prudence on the part of the master,
as wecll as for the disciple; but, morc than anything, it represented
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a test. The invariable principle of the severe Janscnist Pirard was
this: Docs a man have merit in your cyes? then put obstacles in
the wav of cverything he wants, cvervthing he undertakes. If his
merit is rcal, he’ll be able to overturn or get around the obstacles.

Hunting scason camc, and Fouqué had the notion of sending
to the scminary a buck and a boar, as from Julien’s rclatives. The
dcad animals werc laid in the passageway between the kitchen and
the refectory. There all the seminarians saw them as they came to
dinner. They aroused much comment. The boar, dcad as he was,
terrificd the younger scminarians; they fingered his tusks. Nothing
clsc was talked of for a weck.

This gift, which classed Julicn’s family in the scction of socicty
that must be respected, put an end for good to cnvy. His supcriority
had becn consecrated by fortune. Chazel and the most distinguished
of the seminarians madc approaches to him, and almost reproached
him openly for not having told them his family was rich, since he
had thereby exposed them to the crime of showing disrespect for
moncy.

There was a conscription call from which Julicn, as a scminarian,
was excmpt. This incident moved him decply. Well then, therce
gocs the moment at which, if I'd lived twenty years ago, a lifc of
heroic action would havc begun for me!

He was walking alonc in thc seminary garden and overhcard a
talk between two masons working on the cloister wall.

—\Well, we’d better clear out, herc’s a new conscription come
along.

—In the other man’s time, well, that was morc like it! a mason
got to be officer, got to be general; that happencd oncc.®

But look at it now! Nobody gocs but the beggars. Anyonc who's
anybody stays home.

—1If you're born poor, you stay poor, that’s how it is.

—Hecy, tell me now, is it truc what they say, asked a third mason,
is the other man really dcad?

—That’s what the bigshots tcll us, get it? They werc scared of
that other one.

—\What a difference, the way things got donc in his day! And
they say he was betrayed by his marshals. Therc’s always a traitor
somewhere!

This conversation brought Julicn somc comfort; as hc walked
away, he repeated with a sigh:

The only king whose memory the people cherish!?

6. Among Napoleon’s senior staff, are, of course, not only casual work-
Murat was the son of an innkeeper, men but also free masons.

Masséna of a wine merchant, and Ney 7. A verse that was originally applied
(like the bishop of Chilons in Chapter to Henri IV and used to be written on
XXVI) of a tub maker. These masons the base of his statue on the Pont-Neul.
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Examination time came around. Julien answecred brilliantly; he
saw that even Chazcl was doing his utmost.

On the first day, the cxaminers appointed by the famous grand
vicar de Frilair were distressed at having always to rank first, or at
worst, sccond. on their lists that Julien Sorcl who had been pointed
out to them as the Benjamin of Abbé Pirard.S Bets were placed
within the seminary that in the over-all classification Julicn would
rank first, an cminencce that carricd with it the honor of dining with
the bishop. But at the cnd of onc scssion where the questions had
dcalt with the church fathers, a clever cxamincr, after questioning
Julicn on St. Jerome and his passion for Cicero, began to talk of
Horace, Virgil, and other pagan writers. \Working in secrct, Julicn
had Icarned by hcart a number of passages by these authors. Carricd
away by his own succcss, he forgot his circumstances, and under
urgent  questioning by the cxaminer repcated and paraphrased
cnthusiastically scveral odes of Horace. Having let him dig his own
grave for twenty minutes, the cxaminer abruptly changed his ex-
pression and bitterly reproached him for wasting his time on thesc
profanc studics which could do nothing but fill his head with usc-
Icss or criminal notions.

—I am a fool, sir, and you arc absolutcly right, said Julicn
modcstly, rccognizing the clever trick which had been playved on
him.

The cxaminer’s trap was considered unfair, cven in the seminary,
but this opinion did not prcvent Abbé de Frilair, that clever man
who had woven so skillfullv the network of the congregation in
Besangon, whosc dispatches to Pans struck terror into judges, pre-
fects, and general officers of the garrison, it did not prevent him
from placing the number 198 alongside the name of Julien Sorcl.
IIc was ovcrjoyed to humiliate in this way his old cnemy, Abbé
Pirard.

[For the last ten ycars the main business of his life had bcen to
rcmovce Pirard from administration of the seminary. The latter, fol-
lowing in his own lifc the policics he had outlined to Julicn, was
sincere, pious, free of intriguc, attached to his duty. But fate, for
his sins, had given him a bilious temperament, pronc to resent
bitterly insults and hatred. Not onc of the affronts offered to him
was cver overlooked by this ardent spirit. He would have resigned
a hundred times over, except that he thought himself uscful in the
post that providencc had assigned him. I'm holding up the ad-
vanccs of Jesuitism and idolatry, he told himself.

At the time of the cxaminations, it was perhaps two months
sincc he had addressed a word to Julicn, and yet he was sick for

S. Benjamin: child of the right hand, favorite son.



A First Promotion -+ 1061

a weeck when upon recciving the official letter announcing the re-
sults he saw the number 198 placed by the name of that student
whom he considered the glory of his housc. The only consolation
open to this stern man was to concentrate on Julien all his methods
of survcillance. llc was overjoyed to discover in him ncither re-
scntment nor any project of revenge, nor discouragement.

Scveral weeks later Julien shuddered at recciving a letter; it bore
a Paris postmark. At last, hc thought, Mmec. dc Rénal has remem-
bered her promiscs. Somcone signing himsclf Paul Sorcl and claim-
ing to be his rclative sent him a bill of exchange for five hundred
francs. There was a further note that if Julicn continucd his suc-
cessful study of good Latin authors, a similar sum would be sent
him cach vcar.

It is she, that’s her goodness, Julien said to himsclf with fecling,
she wants to comfort mc; but why not a singlc word of affection?

He was mistaken about this letter. Nime. de Rénal, under the in-
fluence of her friend Mme. Derville, was wholly given over to her
dccp regrets. In spitc of hersclf, she thought frequently of the
strangc being whosc passage through her lifc had so convulsed it,
but she never considered writing to him.

If we were talking scminary language, we might call this gift of
five hundred francs a miracle, and say that hcaven was making usc
of M. dc Frilair himsclf in order to bestow this bounty on Julien.

Tweclve years before, Abbé IFrilair had arrived in Besangon with
a very slender campetbag, which, as the story went, contained his
entirc fortunc. He now found himsclf onc of the richest landowners
in the district. In the coursc of making all this moncy, he had
bought half a property, the other half of which passed by inhcritance
to M. dc La Molc. Hence a great lawsuit between these two figurcs.

In spitc of his brilliant lifc in Paris and appointments at court,
the Marquis de La Mole sensed that it might be dangerous to make
war in Besangon upon a grand vicar who was reputed to be a maker
and unmakcr of prefects. Instead of arranging a little fifty-thousand-
franc tip for himsclf, disguiscd undcr some word or other that would
pass in the budgct, and then abandoning to Abb¢ dc [rilair his
grubby fifty-thousand-franc action, thc marquis took umbrage. Fle
thought his casc was good; as if that were a proper legal considera-
tion!

For, if onc may presume to ask: wherc is the judge who docsn’t
havc a son, or at any ratc a cousin, to push forward in the world?

As if to convince the blindcst, a week after he won his first judg-
ment, Abbé dc Frilair took the bishop’s own private carriage and
went himself to bestow the cross of the Legion of Honor on his
lawver. M. de La Molc, taken aback by the boldness of his enemics
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and fecling his own lawvers weakening, took counsel with Abbé
Ch¢lan, who put him in touch with M. Pirard.

At the time of our stony these relations had already lasted several
vears. Abbé Pirard brought to the business his naturally impulsive
character. Consulting continually the lawyers of the marquis, he
studicd the whole case, found the marquis in the right, and openly
became his partisan against the all-powerful grand vicar. The latter
was infuriated by such insolence, and to have it coming from a
little Janscnist was worsc!

—You sce what this court nobility amounts to, though it pre-
tends to be so powerful, Abbé¢ dc Frilair used to say to his friends.
M. de La Mole has not even sent one miscrable cross to his agent
at Besangon, and is going to lct him be dismissed from his job
without a murmur. And yet they tell me this noble pcer never lets
a week pass without going to display his blue ribbon in the drawing
room of the keeper of the scals, for whatever that’s worth.

In spitc of Abb¢ Pirard’s best cfforts, and though M. de La Nole
was on the best of terms with the minister of justice and particu-
larly with his agents, the best he had been able to do after six
vears of cffort was to keep from losing his case outright.

In continual correspondence with Abbé Pirard over matters both
of them followed with passion, thc marquis gradually came to ap-
preciate the abbé’s way of thinking. Little by little, despite the im-
mensc difference in their social positions, their correspondence took
on thc toncs of friendship. Abb¢ Pirard told the marquis that he
was being forced by repeated outrages to tender his resignation.
Furious at thc infamous stratagem he said had been emploved
against Julien, he described his pupil’s story to the marquis.

Though cxtremely rich, this great lord was by no mcans miscrly.
Hec had never been able to prevail on Abbé Pirard to accept re-
imbursement cven for the postal charges occasioned by the trial.
He scized the occasion to send five hundred francs to his favorite
pupil.

M. de La Mole took the trouble to write in his own hand the
covering letter. This made him think of the abbé.

Onc day the latter reccived a little note requesting him to go at
once, on a matter of urgent business, to an inn in the suburbs of
Bcesangon. There he met M. de La Mole’s steward.

—N>MI. le Marquis has instructed me to bring you his carriage, said
this man. He hopes that when you have read this Ictter it will suit
vour purposcs to leavc for Paris within four or five davs. I will
spend the time until you are ready in visiting the cstates of M. lc
Marquis, here in the FFranche-Comté. After which, on the day you
sce fit, we will leave for Paris.
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The lctter was bricf:

—N\Iy dcar sir, sct aside all thesc provincial squabbles, comc
breathe a calmer air in Paris. I have sent you my carriage with
orders to wait four days for your dccision. I shall wait for you
mysclf, in Paris, until Tucsday. All I nced from you is one word,
yes, to accept, in your name, onc of the best livings in the
ncighborhood of Paris. ‘I'he richest of your futurc parishioncers
has ncver laid ¢ves on you, but is morc devoted to you than you
can imaginc; he 1s the Marquis de La Mole.

Without altogether realizing it, stern Abbé Pirard loved this
scminary which was full of his cnemics, and to which, for fiftcen
vears on end, he had devoted all his thoughts. M. de La Molc’s
letter was for him the appcarance of a surgcon charged with per-
forming a painful and nccessary opcration. 1lis dismissal was a
certainty. Ie told the steward to return in three days.

FFor forty-cight hours he was in a fever of uncertainty. Then he
wrotc to M. de La Nlole, and composcd for the bishop a Ictter, a
masterpicce of ccclesiastical style but a bit long. It would have been
hard to find morc impcccable cxpressions, or any which breathed
a more sincere respect. And vet this Ictter, intended to give M. de
Frilair an awkward hour with his patron, listed all the scrious
grounds of complaint and descended into all the little dirty tricks
which now, after he had cendured them with resignation for six
vears, had forced Abbé Pirard to lcave the diocesc.

They stole the wood out of his shed, they poisoned his dog, ctc.,
ctc.

His letter completed, he had Julien waked; at cight o’clock in
the cvening, he was alrcady asleep, like all the other seminarians.

—You know where the bishop’s palace is? he asked him, spcaking
classical Latin. Take this Ictter to Monsignor. I shall not conccal
from vou that you arc entering the wolf pit. Be all eyes and all cars.
No lics in any of vour answers; but remember, the man who is
questioning you would perhaps be overjoyed to do vou harm. 1
am glad, my child, to givc you this cxperience before lcaving you,
for I shan’t conccal it, this lctter is my resignation.

Julicn stood stock still; he loved Abbé Pirard. It was uscless for
prudence to remind him:

After this honest man lcaves, the party of the Sacred Heart will
dismiss me from my post and perhaps drive me out of the seminary
altogcther.

Ic could not think of himsclf. YWhat troubled him was a scn-
tence he wanted to cast in an clegant form, but for which his mind
refused to scrve him.

—\Vcl], yvoung man, aren’t you going?
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—\WVell, sir, you see, they say, Julien said timidly, that during
vour long administration here you have ncver put anything aside.
I have six hundred francs.

Tears prevented him from continuing.

—That too will be observed, said the cx-dircctor of the scminary,
coldly. Go to the palace, it is getting late.

As luck would have it, Abbé de Frilair was on duty that evening
in the bishop’s drawing room; Monsignor was dining at the pre-
fecture. It was thercforc M. dc Frilair himself to whom Julien
dclivered the letter, though he did not rcalize this.

Julien saw with amazement that this abbé boldly opened the
Ictter addressed to the bishop. The handsome featurcs of the grand
vicar soon showcd surprisc mingled with lively pleasure, then an
access of gravity. As he read, Julien, struck by his handsome fcatures,
took time to inspect him. The face would have had more weight if
it were not for the extreme subtlety that appcared in scveral
expressions, and which might even have indicated dishonesty if the
owner of that finc facc had ccased for a moment to composc it. The
prominent nose formed a single absolutcly straight line and un-
fortunatcly gave to a countcnance, perfectly distinguished in every
other respect, an unaltcrable resemblance to a fox. For the rest,
this abbé who seemed so concerncd with the resignation of M.
Pirard was dressed with an elegance that delighted Julien, and that
he had ncver scen in any other pricst.

Only later did Julien discover the special talent of M. de Frilair.
He knew how to cntertain his bishop, a kindly old man intended
by nature to live in Paris, who regarded Besangon as a place of exile.
This bishop had wcak cycs and was passionately fond of fish. Abbé
de Frilair boned the fish that was scrved to the bishop.

Julien was watching silently as the abbé rercad the letter of
resignation, when suddenly the door opened with a crash. A lackey
in full finery passed swiftly through the room. Julien had scarccly
time to turn toward the door; he saw a little old man wearing a
pectoral cross. Ic fell on his knces; the bishop cast him a kindly
smilc and passcd on. The handsome abbé followed him out, and
Julicn remained alone in the drawing room to admirc its sacred
magnificence at leisure.

The bishop of Besangon, a man whose character had been tested
but not crushed by long vcars of trouble as an emigré, was morc
than scventy-five yecars old and cared very little indced what would
be happening ten ycars from now.

—\Who is that clcver-looking scminarian whom [ seemed to sec
as I camc in? asked the bishop. Shouldn’t they all be in bed, as my
rule is, at this hour?
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—This onc is wide awake, I assurc you, Monsignor, and he brings
grcat news; it’s the resignation of the last Janscnist left in vour
diocesc. At last that terrible Abb¢ Pirard has taken the hint.

—All right, said the bishop with a laugh, but I defy vou to re-
placc him with a man as good. And to show you thc valuc of this
man, I'm going to invitc him to dinner tomorrow.

The grand vicar wanted to slip in a few words on the choicc of a
successor; but the bishop, fecling indisposed to talk business, said
to him:

—Bcfore we bring in a new man, lct’s learn a little about the old
onc. Bring in that scminarian; therc’s truth in the mouths of babcs.

Julicn was summonced: I'm going to bc caught between two
inquisitors, he thought. Never had he felt himsclf more couragcous.

As he cntered, two tall valets, better dressed than N, Valenod
himsclf, were disrobing Monsignor. The prelate, before getting
around to M. Pirard, thought it his duty to ask Julicn about his
studics. He asked a few questions about dogma and was astonished.
Soon he turned to humanistic studics, Virgil, [Horacc, Cicero. Thosc
arc the names, Julien thought, that carncd me my rank of 1¢8.
I have nothing to losc, I'll try to shinc. Ilc was successful; the
prclate, an cxcellent humanist himsclf, was dclighted.

At dinncr in the prefecture a girl, whose famce was well descrved,
had rccited the poem “La Nladcleine.”® The bishop was in the
vein of literary talk and quickly forgot NI. Pirard and all business
matters in order to discuss with the seminarian an important ques-
tion, whether Horace was rich or poor. The prelate cited scveral
odcs, but somctimes his memory failed him and Julien would recite
the whole pocm with a modest air; what struck the bishop most
was that Julicn ncver departed from the tone of good conversation;
he rccited his twenty or thirty Latin verses as he would have de-
scribed cvents in the seminary. They talked for a long time of
Virgil, of Ciccro. At last the prelate could not refrain from paying
the yvoung scminarian a compliment.

—1It would be impossible to pursue onc’s studics morc success-
fully.

—N\lonsignor, said Julicn, vour scminary can furnish vou with a
hundred nincty-scven subjects far less unworthy of your estcemed
approbation,

—How’s that? said the prclatc, astounded at the figure.

—1I can furnish ofhicial proof of what I havc the honor of affirming
before Monsignor.

9. Delphine Gay, who in 1831 would poetic talents but did not wholly ap-
become Mme. de Girardin, wrote “La preciate her habit of giving frequent
Madeleine”; Stendhal admired her recitations of her poetry.
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At the annual examination of the seminary, when I answered
precisely on the topics which at this moment earn me Mlonsignor’s
approbation, I received the rank of 198.

Ah, it’s the Abbé Pirard’s Benjamin, cried the bishop with a
laugh and a glance at M. de Frilair; we ought to have expected this;
but it’s fair play. Tell me, young man, he added, turning to Julien,
did they wake you up to send you here?

—Ycs, Monsignor. I have left the seminary unaccompanied only
once in my life, to help Abbé Chas-Bernard decorate the cathedral
on the feast of Corpus Christi.

—Optime, said the bishop; then you were the one who showed
so much courage in placing the bunches of feathers atop the
canopy? Every year I'm terrified of that; I'm always afraid they'll
cost the lifc of a man. My young friend, vou will go far; but I don’t
want to cut short your brilliant carcer by making you die of hunger.

And, on thc bishop’s orders, scrvants brought in some biscuits
and MNlalaga wine, to which Julien did justice, and the Abbé de
Frilair did even more justice, since he knew his bishop liked to see
people eat merrily and with good appetite.

The prelate, feeling more and more cheerful at the end of his
evening, spoke a little on church history. He saw that Julien under-
stood nothing of it. The prelate passcd on to the moral condition
of thc Roman empire under the emperors of Constantine’s age.
The end of paganism was accompanied by a state of uneasiness and
doubt such as brings desolation to gloomy and bored souls in the
nincteenth centurv. Nlonsignor remarked that Julien seemed
scarccly to know even the name of Tacitus.

Julicn replied frankly, to the prclate’s astonishment, that this
author was not to be found in the seminary library.

—TI'm happy to hear it, said the bishop cheerfully. You've relieved
me of a difficulty: for the past ten minutes I've been thinking of a
way to thank you for this pleasant evening you've provided for me,
and in a most unexpected fashion. I didn’t expect to find a man of
learning in a student of my seminary. Though the gift may not be
too canonical, I should like to present you with a complete Tacitus.

The prelate sent for the sct of eight volumes, handsomely bound,
and undcrtook to write himself, on the title page of the first, a
compliment in Latin to Julien Sorcl. The bishop prided himself
on his Latinity; he ended by saying, in a serious tone quite different
from that of the rest of the conversation:

—Young man, if you behave yourself, vou shall one day have the
best living in my diocese, and not a hundred leagues from the
cpiscopal palace itself: but vou must behave.

WWeighed down by his volumes, Julicn left the palace in a state
of great astonishment, about midnight.
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The bishop had not said a word to him about Abbé¢ Pirard.
Julicn had bcen struck, above all clse, by the bishop’s extreme
politencess. I1c had ncver before conceived of such urbanity in the
social forms, combined with such natural dignity. Julien was par-
ticularly struck by the contrast when he saw somber Abbé Pirard,
who was waiting for him in a statc of high impatience.

—Quid tibi dixerunt? (\What did they sav to vou?) he cried at
the top of his voicc, as soon as he caught sight of Julicn.

Julicn had a little trouble translating into Latin the conversation
of the bishop:

—Spcak IFrench, and recite the bishop’s actual words, without
adding or omitting anything, said thec cx-director in his harsh voicc
and inclegant manner.

—\What a strangc gift from a bishop to a young scminarian! said
he, fingering through the superb Tacitus, the gilded spinc of which
scemed to fill him with horror.

Two o’clock had struck when, after a long and dctailed rcport,
hc at last allowed his favoritc pupil to return to his room.

—Lcave with me the first volumc of vour Tacitus, in which the
bishop’s Latin compliment is inscribed, said he. That line of Latin
will be vour lightning rod in this housc after I am gone.

Erit tibi, fili mi, successor meus tanquam leo quacrens quem
devoret. (IFor to you, my son, the man who succceds me will be like
a hungry lion, sccking whom he may devour.)

Next morning Julien found somecthing strange in the way his
fellow-students spoke to him. This made him all the more with-
drawn. Ilcre now, said he, is an cffecct of M. Pirard’s resignation.
It’s known throughout the housc, and I'm considered his favoritc.
There must be an insult in these new manncrs; but he could not
discover it. On the contrary, there scemed to be less hatred in the
cyes of all thosc he met throughout the dormitorics. What docs
this mcan? A trap, no doubt; I'd better play it closc. At last the
little scminarian from Vecrrieres said to him, laughingly: Cornelii
Taciti opera omnia (Complete Works of Tacitus).

At this word, which was overheard, all the others vied with one
another to compliment Julien, not only on the magnificent gift
rcccived from MNlonsignor but on the two-hour conversation with
which he had becn honored. They knew about it down to the
smallest dctails. From that moment on therc was no morc cnvy;
cvervonc paid court to him humbly: Abbé Castancdc, who only the
day bcfore had behaved toward him with the utmost insolence,
now camc to take him by the arm and invitc him to lunchcon.

By a frcak in Julien’s character, the insolence of these boors had
causcd him great pain; their humility caused him disgust and no
plcasurc.
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Toward midday Abb¢ Pirard left his pupils. not without address-
ing to thcm a scvere lecture.

—Do vou want thc honors of the world. he asked them, social
advantages. the plcasurcs of authority, the pleasure of deriding the
laws and being insolent to all men with impunity? Or else do vou
want etcrnal salvation? The lcast brilliant among vou have only to
open their cves to see the two paths.

Scarcelv had hc lcft the seminary when the devotees of the
Sacred Heart of Jesus went off to intonc a Te Deum in the chapel.
No onc in the seminany took scriously the ex-director’s last lecture.
Hc is bitterly angn- at being dismissed. they said on all sides: not a
single scminarian had the simplicity to belicve he had voluntarily
resigned a post that put him in touch with so many big contractors.

Abb¢ Pirard took a room in the finest inn of Besangon; and
undecr pretext of some business. which rcally he did not have, pro-
posed to spend a couple of days there.

The bishop had invited him to dinner: and by way of a joke on
his grand vicar dc Frilair, undcrtook to make him shine. They wecre
in the midst of desscrt when there arrived from Paris news that
Abbé Pirard was named to thc magnificent living of N . just
four leagucs from the capital. The good prelate congratulated him
sincerely. He saw in the whole business a wcll-playved game which
put him in good spirits and gavc him thc highest opinion of the
abbé’s talents. He presented him with a magnificent Latin certi-
ficatc and imposcd silence on Abbé de IFrilair when he ventured to
complain.

That cvening Monsignor cxpressed his admiration in the drawing
room of the Marquisc dc Rubempré. It was great news in the upper
circles of Besangon society: people bewildered themselves with con-
jecturcs about this cxtraordinanv shift in favor. They saw Abbé
Pirard as a bishop alreadv. The cleverest ones guessed that N, de
La Molc was now a minister, and for this one dav pcrmitted them-
sclves to smile at the imperious airs which Abbé de Frilair assumed
in socicty.

Next morning Abbé Pirard was almost followed through the
strects, and merchants came to the doorways of their shops when
hc went to confer with the judges in the marquis’ case. IFor the first
time hc was politely rcccived. The stem Janscnist. indignant at
evervthing he saw, worked for a long time with the lawyers he had
chosen for the Mlarquis dc La Mole and then left for Paris. He
was weak cnough to tell two or three old friends. who accompanied
him to the carriage and stood therc admiring the coat of arms, that
after administering the scminary for fiftcen vears he was lcaving
Besangon with savings of five hundred twenty francs. The friends
badc him farcwell with tears in their cves. then said among them-
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selves: rcally, the good abb¢ might have spared us that lic, it’s much
too ridiculous.

Vulgar men, blinded by cupidity, were unable to understand that
his sincerity alone had given Abbé Pirard the strength to struggle
singlchanded for six ycars against Marie Alacoque, the Sacred Ilcart
of Jesus, the Jesuits, and his bishop.

Chapter 30
ANBITION

Therc’s only one really noble rank left, that’s the title of duke,; marquis
is ridiculous, at the word duke heads turn round.
—FEdinburgh Revicw!

The abbé was surprised by the noble air and almost gay man-
ners of the marquis. Yet this future minister received Abbé Pirard
without any of thosc little lordly tricks so polite but so impertinent
for a man who understands them. It would have been time wasted,
and thc marquis was decp cnough in public business to have no
time to wastc.

IFor six months he had been scheming to make the king and the
nation both accept a certain minister who, out of gratitude, would
make him a duke.

The marquis had been vainly demanding from his Besangon
lawyer for some ycars now a clear, cxact accounting of his lawsuit
in the Franchc-Comté. ITow could the cclebrated lawyver possibly
have explained it, since he didn’t understand it himsclf?

A little slip of paper which the abbé handed him, explained
cverything.

—My dcar abbé, said the marquis, having dispatched in less than
five minutes all the polite formulas and personal questions, my dcar
abbé, in the midst of all my surface prosperity, I have no time to
concern mysclf with two little matters which for all that are pretty
important: my family and my business affairs. I concern mysclf in
a broad way with the intcrests of my house, I may carry it far; I
concern mysclf with my own pleasurcs, and that’'s what should
come first, at lcast in my opinion, he went on, noting somc surprise
in the glance of Abbé Pirard. Though a person of scnsc, the abbé
was amazed to sce an old man talking so frankly of his plcasures.

No doubt work gets donc in Paris, the nobleman continued, but
only in the garrcts, and as soon as I comc to terms with a man, he
moves down to the second floor and his wifc starts a day;? and then,
no more work, no cffort for anything cxcept being or sccming a man

1. Another faked epigraph.
2. A social “day” appointed for callers, conversation, cards, scandal; a salon.
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of the world. As soon as they have their daily bread, that’s all they
carc for.

IFor my lawsuits, of coursc, and actually for cach individual law-
suit, I havc lawyers who work themsclves to death; onc of them had
a stroke just the other day. But as for my gencral business, would
vou bclicve it, my dcar sir, for the last three years I've been without
hope of finding a man who, while he’s writing somcthing for me,
will condescend to think a little scriously of what he’s doing? But
this is all a preface.

I think well of you, and I will venturce to add, though this is our
first mecting, I'm going to like you. \Will you scrve as my sccretary,
with a salary of eight thousand francs, or, if you like, twice that
much? [ shall be the gainer, I assurc you; and I shall make it my
business to hold onto your finc living, against the day when we no
longer get on with onc another.

The abbé declined, but toward the end of the conversation he
saw thc marquis was in genuince difficultics, and this suggested an
idca to him.

—1I left, back in my seminary, a poor young man who, unless I'm
much mistaken, is going to be brutally persccuted. If he were only
a simple rcligious, he would alrcady be in pace.?

So far this young man knows nothing but Latin and the Holy
Scripturcs; but it’s not impossible that one day he will give proof
of great talents, cither for preaching or for the curc of souls. I don’t
know which way ‘hc will-go; but he has the sacred firc, and may go
far. I was counting on scnding him to our bishop if cver we had
one with a little of your way of looking at men and busincss.

—\Where docs vour young man come from? asked the marquis.

—They say he’s the son of a carpenter in our mountains, but 1
rather suspect he’s the natural son of some rich man.t I have secn
him gct an anonymous or pseudonymous letter containing a notc
of exchange for five hundred francs.

—AN! it’s Julien Sorcl, said the marquis.

—How do you know his name? said the abbé in astonishment;
and as hc was blushing for that qucstion:

—That is what I am not going to tcll vou, rcplicd the marquis.

—Very well, said the abbé, you could try to make him your
sccretary; he has energy and good judgment; in a word, he’s worth
a try.

—\Why not? said the marquis; but is he the sort-of man to let his
palm be grecased by the prefect of police, or somebody else, to play
the spy on mc? That’s my only objection.

3. in pace: in peace, that is, decad. of faith. Like Fabrizio, Julien is or
4. Julien’s illegitimacy, never hinted at may Dbe a Dbastard because Stendhal

before, is merely a suspicion here but wants to suggest how far “outside”
will grow to become almost an article society he stands.
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Having rcccived favorable assurances from Abb¢ Pirard, the
marquis produced a thousand-franc notc.

—Send this to Julicn Sorcel for traveling moncy; tell him to come.

—It’s clcar to scc, Abb¢ Pirard told him, that vou live in Paris.
[Placed as vou arc in an clevated social position,] vou don’t appre-
ciatc the weight of tyranny that lics on us poor provincials, cspe-
ciallvy on priests who aren’t friendly with the Jesuits. They won't
want to let Julien Sorcl go; they’ll cover themsclves with clever
pretexts, they’ll tell me he's sick, the post office will have mislaid
lctters, cte., cte.

—Onc of these days I shall carry a lctter from the minister to that
bishop of vours, said thc marquis.

—1I forgot onc word of warning, added the abbé¢: this young man,
though of low birth, has a high spirit; he will be of no usc to you
[in your business] if his pride is rufficd; yvou would only make him
stupid.

—That rather pleases me, remarked the marquis, I shall make him
my son’s comrade; will that be good cnough?

Shortly after, Julien reccived a Ictter written in an unknown hand
and postmarked from Chilons; it contained a draft on a merchant
in Besangon and instructions to procced to Paris without delay.
The letter was signed with an assumed name, but as he opened it,
Julicn trembled: a dricd lcaf had fallen at his fect; that was the
sign he had arranged with Abbé Pirard.3

Less than an hour later Juliecn was called to the episcopal
palacc, wherc he was reccived with paternal warmth. Even as he
cited verses of Horace, Monsignor referred to the lofty destinies
awaiting him in Paris, making a scries of extremcly clever compli-
ments which practically required, from the respondcr, some sort of
explanation. Julicn could say nothing, mainly becausc he knew
nothing, and the bishop showed him many marks of high cstcem.
Onc of thc little priests about the palacc wrote to the mayor, who
hastened to bring over, in his own person, a passport which had
been signed but on which the namce of the traveler had been left
blank.

That night before twelve o’clock Julien was with Fouqué, whose
wise judgment cxpressed more surprisc than pleasurc at the futurc
that sccmed to open before his friend.

—It'l all end for vou, said this liberal-voter, with a post in thc
government which will involve vou in a deal for which you'll be
libeled in all the papers. I'll get news of vou when vou're in disgrace.
Remcmber, cven in a financial sensc, it’s better to earn a hundred

5. The Bucci copy reads: ““ . .. Julien explained his change in a further note:
trembled. A great blot of ink had fallen “The spy who opened the letter might
in the middle of the thirteenth word; not replace the leaf.”

that was the sign. . . .” And Stendhal
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louis selling wood honestly, and owning your own business, than to
get four thousand francs from a government, even King Solomon’s.

Julicn saw in this nothing but thc pctty spirit of a country
bourgcois. At last he was going to makc his appearance in the
theater of the world. The happincss of going to Paris, which he
supposcd to be full of witty pcople, very devious, very hypocritical,
but all as politc as the bishop of Besangon and the bishop of Agdc,
closed his cycs to every other consideration. To his friend he cx-
plained [in all humility] that hc was practically deprived of his
own free choicec by Abbé Pirard’s lctter.

Next day about noon he arrived in Verri¢rces, the happicst of men;
he expected to scc Mmc. de Rénal again. He went first to his old
protector, Abbé Chélan, where he found a gruff reception.

—Do you recognize any obligation at all to me? asked M. Chélan,
without answering his greeting. Then you will have lunch with me;
whilc you are eating, another horse will be rented for you, and you
will leave Verrieres without seeing anybody else.

—To hcar is to obey, Julien replied with the meck micn of a
seminarian; and they talked of nothing clsc but thecology and good
Latin.

He mounted his horse and rode a league, after which, seeing a
wood and nobody around to spy on him, he hid himself within it.
At sunsct he sent back the horse. Later he went to the house of a
pecasant, who agreed to scll him a ladder and to help him carry it
as far as the little grove which stands above LOYALTY SQUARE
in Vcrriéres.

—1I'm helping out a poor draft dodger . . . or a smuggler of some
sort, said the pcasant as he bade him farcwell; but why should I
worry? my ladder has been well paid for, and I've had to get through
somc awkward momecnts in lifc mysclf.

The night was very dark. About onc o’clock in the morning,
Julien, burdened with his ladder, cntered Verriéres. As soon as he
could, he climbed down into the bed of the strcam which passes
through M. dec Rénal’s magnificent gardens, in a gorge about tcn
feet deep between two walls. With the ladder Julien easily climbed
to ground level. \What sort of welcome will I get from the watch-
dogs? he thought, that’s the whole question. The dogs barked and
rushed at him; but he whistled softly and they came fawning to-
ward him.

Climbing thus from terrace to terrace, though all the gates werc
shut, he found it casy to gct just under the window of Mme. de
Rénal’'s bedroom, which on the garden side is only cight or ten
fcet above ground level.

There was in the shutters a little opening in the shape of a heart,
which Julicn knew well. To his great distress, this little opcning was
not lit by the glow of a night light.
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—Good Lord! said he to himsclf, Mmec. dc Rénal is not slecping
in this room tonight [othcrwisc there would be a light.] Where can
she be? The family is in Verricres, since the dogs arc out; but in this
unlit room I may find N. dc Rénal himsclf, or a stranger, and
then what a scandal!

The wiscst step was to withdraw; but the thought of such a step
horrificd Julien. If it’s a stranger, I'll run away as fast as I can, lcav-
ing the ladder behind; but if it is she, how will she greet me? She
has turncd to remorsc and profound picty, I can’t doubt it; but
anyhow, she still remembers me a little, since she just wrote to me.
This rcason dctermined him.

His heart trembled within him, but he was resolved to sec her or
perish; he threw some pebbles against the shutters, but there was
no response. Ilc lcancd his ladder against the wall beside the
window and knocked on the shutter, gently at first, then more
sharply. In all this darkness they may go after me with a gun,
Julicn thought. This idca reduced the whole insanc undertaking to
a matter of physical bravery.

The room is ecmpty tonight, he thought; if anvonc were sleep-
ing there, they’d be up by now. No nced to worry about an occupant
then; I just havc to try not to be heard by pcople slecping in other
rooms.

He climbed down, sct his laddcer against onc of the shutters,
climbed up again, rcached through the hcart-shaped opening,
and was lucky cnough to find almost at oncc the mctal wirc at-
tached to the latch that closed the shutter. He pulled at it, and felt,
with indescribable jov, that the shutter was no longer locked, but
viclded under his hand. I must opcn it gradually, and let mv voice
be recognized. He opened the shutter cnough to get his head in,
saving mcanwhilc in an undcrtonc: It is a friend.

He madec certain, by applying his car, that the deep silence within
the room was unbroken. But definitcly there was no night light, not
cven a darkened onc, on the mantclpicce; that was a bad sign
indced.

Kcep an cve out for guns! He thought for a bit: then, with his
finger, he ventured to rap on the windowpanc: no answer: he tapped
harder. Even if T break the glass, I have to get in. As he was knock-
ing very loudly, he scemed to half scc in the pitchy darkness a sort
of whitc shadow crossing the room. Then he could no longer doubt;
he saw a shadow that sccmed to come toward him very slowly. Sud-
denly he saw a check pressed against the panc of glass to which he
had applicd his cyc.

He shuddcered and drew back. But the night was so dark that,
even at that distance, he could not tell whether it was NMNme. de
Rénal. He feared lest there be a cry of alarm: he could hear the dogs
prowling and growling around thc foot of his ladder. It is I, he
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repcated quite loudly, a friend. No answer; the white phantom had
disappeared. Please open up, I must talk with you, I am too
wretched! and he knocked as if to smash the window.

A little drv noise was hcard; the catch of the window opened;
he pushed up the casement and leaped easily into the room.

The white phantom drew back; he grasped its arms; it was a
woman. All his courageous idcas vanished in a flash. If it is she, what
will she say? \What wecre his feelings when he knew, by a little cry
she gave, that it was N me. de Rénal!

Hc strained her in his amis; she shuddered, and had scarcely
strength to repel him.

—\Wrctch! What are you doing?

Her choked voice could scarcely articulate the words. Julien saw
that she was genuincly angry.

—1I havc comc to sce you after fourteen months of crucl scpara-
tion.

—Go away, leave me, this very instant. Ah, N. Chélan, why did
vou prevent me from writing to him? I might have prevented this
horrible scene. She flung him away with a strength that was really
cxtraordinaryv. I repent of my crimc; God was good enough to
cnlighten me, she repecated in a muffled voice. Go away! Leavc
mc!

—After fourtcen months of misery, I certainly shan’t lcave with-
out spcaking to you. I want to know everything you'vc been doing.
Al, I have loved vou wcll cnough to dcsenve this confidence. . . .
I want to know evervthing.

Decspite NMmc. de Rénal, this tonc of authority had power over
her hcart.

Julien, who had been holding her passionately in his arms and
resisting all her cfforts to break loosc, relaxed his grasp. This gesturce
rcassured NIme. de Rénal somewhat.

—I am going to pull up the ladder, he said, so wc shall not be
discovered if some scrvant, roused by the noisc, makes a tour of
inspection.

—Al, lcave me, lcave mc instcad, she said to him, in genuinc
rage. \What do I care about men? It is God who sces the frightful
situation you have created, and He will punish me for it. You arc
taking mcan advantage of fcclings I once had for you, but which 1
don’t have any more. Do you undcrstand that, Master Julicn?

Hc drew up the ladder very slowly, in order to make no noise.

—Your husband is in town? he asked her, not out of impudence,
but carricd away by force of habit.

—Don’t talk to me that wav, if vou pleasc, or I'll call my husband.
Alrcady I'm all too guilty, I should have driven you away, whatcver
happcened. I pity you, she told him, trying to wound his pride, which
she knew to be scnsitive.
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Ilcr refusal of intimacy, her brusque way of breaking a bond of
tenderness on which he had still counted, raised Julicn’s transports
of love to delirium.

—\What now? Is it possible you no longer love me, he said to her,
in thosc heartfclt tones which arc so hard to hcar unmoved.

She answered nothing; for his part, he was weeping bitterly [she
heard the sound of his sobs.]

As a mattcr of fact, he no longer had strength to speak.

—So I'm completcly forgotten by the only creature who cver
loved me! \What good to live now? All his courage had lcft him as
soon as hc no longer had to fecar mecting a man; cverything had
Icft his heart except love.

I"or a long timc he wept in silence. Ile took her hand, she tried
to withdraw it; but after a few almost convulsive movements, she let
him kecp it. It was extremely dark; they found themsclves seated
side by side on Mmec. dc Rénal’s bed.

\What a diffcrence from things as they were fourtcen months ago!
thought Julien; and his tears flowed more frecly. Thus absence is
surc to destroy all human feclings!

—Pleasc tell me what has happened to you, Julicn said at last,
in a voicc choked with sobs.

—Bcyond any doubt, Mme. de Rénal began, in a sharp voicc, the
tonc of which scemed to bear within it something dry and reproach-
ful of Julicn, my follics were known throughout the town at the
timc of your departurc. You had been so imprudent in your be-
havior! Somc time later, when I was in despair, that good man
M. Chélan camc to scc me. [For a long time he tried vainly to obtain
a confession. One day he had the idea of taking mc to that church
in Dijon where I made my first communion. Therc he ventured to
spcak with mc. . . . Mme. dc Rénal was interrupted by her tears.
What a shamcful moment! I confessed cverything. The good old
man did not overwhclm me with the weight of his indignation; he
sympathized with my sorrow. In those days I uscd to write you
lctters cvery day, which I didn’t dare to post; I hid them away, and
when I was too miscrable, I uscd to shut mysclf in my room and
rercad my own lctters.

Finally M. Chélan pcrsuaded me to let him have them. . . . Somce
of them, written with a little more prudence than the rest, had
becen mailed to you; but you never answered.

—Necver, I swear it, never did 1 receive a single letter from you
at the scminary.

—Good God, who can have intercepted them?

—Imaginc my wrctchedness; until the day I saw you in thc
cathedral, I didn’t know if you werc alive or dcad.

—God in his mercy gave me to understand how deeply I had
sinncd toward Him, toward my children, toward my husband, Nmc.
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de Rénal resumed. He has never loved me as I thought then that
vou loved me. . . .

Julicn flung himsclf into her arms, acting blindly and instinc-
tively. But NMme. de Rénal pushed him aside and continucd with
a certain firmness:

—N\Iv respectable friend M. Chélan showed me that in marrving
M. de Reénal T had promised him all my affections, cven those of
which I was not yet awarc, and which I had never expcrienced
before a certain fatal affair. . . . Since the great sacrificc of thosc
lctters. which were so precious to me, my lifc has passed, if not
happily, at lcast with a fair amount of calm. Don’t disturb it: be
a fricnd to me, the best of my friends. Julicn covered her hand with
kisscs; she scnscd that he was still weeping. Don’t weep, you make
mc so unhappy. . . . Tell me now, what you have becn doing.
Julicn could not spcak. I want to know how vou lived in the scmi-
nary, she repeated, then vou will go away.

\Vithout thinking of what hc was saving. Julien described the
intrigucs and innumcrable jcalousics he had met with at first, then
of the quicter life he had led since being named tutor.

That was the period, he added, when after a long silence which
was clearly intended to show me, as I can scc only too clearly now,
that vou no longer loved me, and that I had become a figure of
indifference to vou. . . . NMme. dc Rénal pressed his hands. That
was the period when you sent me a gift of five hundred francs.

—Necver, said MNme. de Rénal.

—-It was a lctter postmarked Paris, and signed Paul Sorcl, in
ordcr to avoid suspicion.

A little discussion sprang up on the possible sourcc of this Ictter.
The moral position shiftcd. VWithout rcalizing it, Nlmc. de Rénal
and Julicn had dropped the tonc of solemnity; they had returned to
that of tender friendship. They could not sce one another, the
darkncess was too thick, but the tone of voice told all. Julicn passed
his arm around his mistress’ waist; it was a risky gesturc. She tried
to dislodge Julicn’s arm, but he rather cleverly distracted her at-
tention for the moment with an interesting cpisode in his storv.
The arm was forgotten and remained where it lay.

After many speculations on the sender of the five-hundred franc
Ictter, Julicn resumed his tale; he was gaining morc control over
himsclf as hc talked on about his past life, which, actually, by
comparison with what was happcning at the moment, intercsted
him very little. His thoughts were entirely concentrated on the way
in which his visit would cnd. You must get out of here, she kept tell-
ing him from time to time, in a curt accent.

WWhat a disgrace for mc, if I'm given the gate! It will be a
humiliation to poison my whole lifc, he thought to himself; and
she will never write to me. God knows when I will ever return to
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this district! FFrom that momecnt, whatever hicavenly joy there was
in Julicn’s position disappcarcd completely from his heart. Scated
beside a woman whom he adored, holding her almost in his arms, in
this room where he had been so happy, plunged in profound dark-
ness, vet well aware that for the last minute she had been weeping,
scnsing from the motion of her breast that she was shaken with
sobs, hc unfortunatcly became a cold politician, almost as chilly
and calculating as when in the seminary courtvard he saw himsclf
the butt of somce nasty trick plaved by a schoolfcllow stronger than
hc. Julicn spun out his story and talked of the unhappy lifc he had
led since he left Verrieres. That’s how it is, said Nme. de Rénal to
hersclf, after a yecar of absence during which he had no sign that
anyonc remembered him, he still thought only of the happy davs at
Vergy, while I was forgetting him. Her tcars flowed morce frecly.
Julicn noted the success his story was having. He understood it was
time to play his last card: he came abruptly to the lctter he had just
reccived from Paris.

—1I have taken Icave of Monsignor the bishop.

—\What, you'rc not going back to Besangon! You're lcaving us
for good?

—Yecs, Julicn answered in a resolute tone; ves, I am Icaving a land
where I am forgotten cven by the person I loved best in my life,
and I'm Icaving it ncver to return. I am going to Paris. . . .

—You'rc going to Paris! NMmc. dc Rénal cricd aloud.

Her voice was almost choked with tcars, and showed the violence
of her gricf. Julicn had nced of this cncouragement; he was about
to takc a step that might decide cverything against him: and before
this cxclamation, being unable to scc anything, he had no notion of
what cffect he might produce. Now he hesitated no longer: fear of
futurc regrets gave him complete command over himsclf; he added
coldly as hc rosc to his fect:

—Yecs, Madame, I am lcaving vou forever, be happy; farewell.

He took scveral steps toward the window; he was in the act of
opcning it. Mme. de¢ Rénal ran to him and flung hersclf into his
arms. [He felt her head on his shoulder, her check pressed against
his.]

Thus, after three hours of discussion, Julicn obtained what he
had desired so passionatcly during the first two. Had they come a
little sooncr, the rcturn to tcnder sentiments and the cclipsing of
Mme. de Rénal’s remorse might have been the occasion of heavenly
joy; but obtainced as they were with art, they vielded nothing more
than gratification. Julien absolutcly insisted, against the pleas of his
mistress, on lighting the night light.

—Would vou prefer, he asked her, that I not have a single
mcmory of having scen vou? Is the love which doubtless fills those
charming cves to be lost to me forcever? VWill I never be able to see
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the whiteness of that lovely hand? Think that I may be lcaving
vou for a very long time.

[What a disgracc! said Mmec. dc Rénal to hersclf; but she] had
no objecction to raisc against this idca which causcd her to dissolve
in tcars. Dawn was starting to outlinc the shapes of the pinc trees
on the mountain to the cast of Verri¢res. Instcad of lcaving, Julicn,
drunk with plcasurc, begged MNme. de Rénal to let him spend the
whole day hidden in her room, and to lcave only the following
night.®

—\Why not? she replicd. This fatal relapse has destroyed all my
sclf-respect and condemnced me to lifclong miscry, and she pressed
him to her heart. My husband is no longer the samc, he is getting
suspicious; he thinks I managed him through this whole affair, and
shows his resentments against me. If he hears the slightest noise,
I am lost; he will drive mc out of the housc like the wretch T am.

—Ab, that’s like a spcech from M. Chélan, said Julicn; you
wouldn’t have talked to mc that way before I went to that crucl
scminary; you uscd to love mec then!

Julien was repaid for the coolness he put into this speech: he saw
his mistress forget at once the danger she was running from her
husband’s presence in order to think of the much-greater danger
that Julicn might doubt her love. Daylight came rapidly on, and lit
up the whole room; Julicn. recaptured all the delights of pride when
hc saw in his arms and practically at his fect this charming woman,
the only onc he had cver loved, and who a few hours before had
been wholly absorbed in her fear of a terrible God and in devotion
to.duty. Resolutions fortificd by a ycar’s constancy had not been
ablc to withstand his couragec.

Soon houschold stirrings began to be heard; a matter she had not
previously considered arosc to disturb Nme. de Rénal’s mind.

—That nasty Elisa will be coming into the room; what shall we
do with this enormous laddcr? she asked her lover; where shall we
hidc it? I'll carry it up into the attic, she suddenly exclaimed, spcak-
ing almost playfully.

—But you have to go through the scrvant’s room, said Julicn in
astonishment.

—TI'll lcave the ladder in the hallway, call for the servant, and
scnd him on an crrand.

—But you must have rcady beforchand a word of cxplanation, in
case the scrvant, when he passes by the ladder in the hallway,
remarks upon it.

—Yecs, my angel, said Mme. de Rénal, giving him a kiss. And for

6. In connection with this episode, it 1824 being concealed by the Comtesse
is customary to recall that Stendhal Curial in an empty room of her house
himself spent three days in July of at Monchy.
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vour part, get ready to hide yoursclf quickly under the bed in casc
Elisa comes in while I'm away.

Julicn was amazed at this sudden gaicty. I scc, thought he,
physical danger when it approaches restores her gaicty instcad of
troubling her, because in it she can forget her remorse! What a
wondcrful woman! This is a hcart in which it’s glorious to rcign!
Julicn was in cestasics.

Mme. de Rénal took the ladder: it was obviously too hcavy for
her. Julicn went to help her; he was admiring her clegant figure,
which was far from giving evidence of physical strength, when sud-
denly she scized the ladder, lifted it without aid, and carricd it off
as she would havc carricd a chair. She took it swiftly down the
third-floor hallway and laid it along the wall. Then she called the
scrvant, and in order to give him time to dress, went up into the
dovccote. Five minutes later, when she rcturned to the hall, the
ladder was gonc. VWhat had become of it? If Julicn had been out
of the house, the problem would not have bothered her. But now,
if her husband found the ladder here! there could be a nasty scenc.
Mme. de Rénal hunted cverywhere. At last she discovered the ladder
in the garret where the scrvant had carried it, and cven concealed
it. It was an odd circumstancc; at another time it might have
alarmed her.

Why should I worry, she thought, over what can happen twenty-
four hours from now when Julicn will be gone? \Won't cverything
then be simply horror and remorse?

She had a vaguc sentiment that she would be able to live no
longer, but what matter? After a scparation she had supposcd would
last forcver, he had rcturned to her, she could sec him again, and
what he had gone through to reach her showed so deep a love!

As she told Julien the story of the ladder:

—\What shall I say to my husband, she asked him, if the scrvant
tells him where that ladder was found? She thought for a moment;
they will nced at least twenty-four hours to find the pcasant who
sold it to you; and then, throwing hersclf into Julien’s arms and
clinging to him convulsivcly: Oh, to dic, to die herc and now! she
cricd, covering him with kisses; but wc can’t let vou dic of hunger,
she said laughingly.

Come now; first I'll hide vou in NMme. Derville’s room, which is
always locked. She stood guard at the cend of the corridor, and
Julicn ran down it. Don’t open even if somconc knocks, she told
him, as she turned the key on him; if it should happen, it will be
only the children at onc of their games.

—Bring them into the garden, under the window, said Julien, so
that I can havc the pleasurc of seeing them; I want to hcar their talk.

—Yes, oh yes, cried NMme. de Rénal, as she left him.
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Soon she rcturned, carrying oranges, biscuits and a bottle of
Malaga winc; she had found it impossible to steal any bread.

—\What'’s your husband doing? Julicn asked.

—Ie’s writing up some market business with various pcasants.

But cight o’clock had struck; the house was abustlc. If Mme. de
Rénal were not scen, people would come looking for her; she had
to Icave him. Soon she returned again, bringing him, against all
prudence, a cup of coffee; she was afraid he would die of hunger.
After lunch she succeeded in bringing her children under the
window of Mmc. Dervillc’s room. He found them much taller, but
they had picked up a common look, or clsc his idcas had changed.

Mmec. de Rénal talked with them about Julien. The older onc
responded, expressing friendship and regret for his former tutor; but
it scemcd the younger onces had almost forgotten him.

M. de Rénal did not go out all morning long; he climbed up and
down stairs, busy closing deals with peasants to whom he was scll-
ing his potato crop. Until dinncrtime, Mme. de Rénal had not a frce
moment to devote to her prisoner. \When dinner was served, the
idca occurred to her of stealing a bowl] of hot soup for him. As she
was silently approaching the door of the room where he was hidden,
carrying her bow] with great carc, she found hersclf confronting the
samc scrvant who that morning had hidden the ladder. At thc
moment, hce too was walking silently down the corridor, as if
listening for somcthing. Probably Julicn had walked about too
incautiously. The scnant made off in some confusion. Mme. de
Rénal cntered boldly into Julien’s room; her encounter made him
shudder.

—You’re afraid, she told him; as for me, I'll meet any trouble in
the world without flinching. Only one thing terrifics me, the mo-
ment when I shall be Icft alone after you go; and she ran off again.

—Ah! said Julien to himself in a rapture, remorse is the only
thing this sublime soul fears!

At last cvening came. M. de Rénal went to the Casino.

His wifc declared a frightful headache, withdrew to her room,
sent Elisa away at once, and promptly got up to open the door for
Julicn.

In fact, he really was suffering from hunger. Mme. de Rénal went
to the pantry to get him some bread. Julicn heard a shrick. Mme.
de Rénal returned and told him that as she entered the darkened
pantry and approached a cupboard wherc therc was brcad she had
rcached out and touched a woman’s arm. It was Elisa, who had
uttered the shrick heard by Julien.

—\What was she doing there?

—Either stealing swects or clsc spying on us, said Mme. de Rénal
with absolute indifference. Fortunately, I found a pie and a big
loaf of bread.
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—And what’s that? asked Julicn, pointing to the pockets of her
apron.

Mmc. de Rénal had forgotten that since dinner they had been
stuffed with bread.

Julicn strained her in his arms with the most passionatc fecling;
ncver before had she scemed to him so lovely. Even in Paris, he
told himsclf confuscdly, I shall ncver find a morce splendid char-
acter. She had all the awkwardness of a woman little accustomed
to this sort of intriguc and at thc samc time the truc courage of a
person who fears only dangers of a different, and far morc terriblc,
ordcr.

While Julien was cating avidly away, and his mistress was joking
about the simplicity of his mcal, for she had a horror of scrious
talk, the door of the room was suddenly shaken furiously. It was
M. dc Rénal.

—\Vhy havce vou shut voursclf in? he shouted.

Julicn had just time to slip under the sofa.

—\What's this? You're fully dressed, said M. de Rénal as he came
in; vou're cating and vou’ve locked yoursclf in!

On ordinary days this question, put with the full crudity of a
husband, would havc upsct Mmec. de Rénal, but she rcalized that
her husband had only to lower his glance a bit in order to catch
sight of Julicn; for NI. d¢ Rénal had flung himsclf down in the
chair which Julicn had occupicd a moment before, just opposite
the sofa.

The headache scrved as an excusc for cverything. While her hus-
band told her at length all the episodes of a game he had won in
the billiard room of the Casino, a pot of ninctecen francs, begad,
he added, she noticed on a chair, not three fect away, Julicn’s hat.
Cooler than cver, she began to disrobe, and at a certain moment,
passing swiftly bchind her husband, threw a dress across the back
of the chair and on top of the hat.

At last NI. de Rénal took his leave. She begged Julien to tell her
again the story of his lifc at the seminany; I wasn’t listcning to vou
vesterday; all I could think of was where would I find the strength to
scnd you away.

She was boldness personificd. They talked very loudly; it must
have been two o’clock in the morning when they were interrupted
by a violent banging at thc door. It was M. de Rénal again.

—Open up at oncc; there are thicves in the house! he cricd;
Saint-Jcan found thcir ladder this mormning.

—This is the end of evervthing, cxclaimed Nmc. de Rénal,
throwing hersclf into Julien’s anms. He will kill us both; the thieves
arc just a story; I shall dic in yvour arms, happicr in dcath than cver
I was in lifc. She answered not a word to her husband, who grew
furious; she was holding Julien in a passionatc embracc.
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—Save Stanislas’ mother, he said to her, with a commanding
glance. I shall jump down into the yard from the closet window and
escape through the garden; the dogs know me. NMake a bundle of my
clothes and throw it into the garden as soon as you can. MNeanwhile,
let them break down the door. Above all, no confessions, I forbid
them; it’s better for him to be suspicious than certain.

—You will kill vourself with that jump! was her only reply and
her only anxiety.

She went with him to the closet window; then she took time to
hide his clothing. At last she opencd the door to her husband,
boiling with rage. He searched the room, searched the closet, with-
out a word being said, and left. Julien’s clothes were bundled out
the window; he scized them and ran swiftly toward the lower end
of the garden, beside the Doubs.

As he ran, he heard the whistle of a bullet and the report of a gun.

That’s not M. de Rénal, he thought; he’s not that good a shot.
The dogs were running silently beside him; a second shot apparently
struck one of them in the paw, for he began to emit velps of pain,
Julien leaped down the wall of one terrace, ran fifty feet under its
shelter, then began to flce in another direction. He heard the voices
of men shouting to onec another and clearly saw the servant, his
enemy, fire another shot; a farmer came, too, and shot at him from
the other end of the garden, but Julien had already reached the
bank of the Doubs, where he dressed himself.

An hour later he was a league away from Verriéres, on the road to
Geneva; if they have any suspicions, Julien thought, it’s on the road
to Paris that they’ll look for me.



Book 11

She isn't pretty, she wears no rouge.
—Sainte-Beuve?

Chapter 1

COUNTRY PLEASURES

O rus quando cgo le aspiciam’
—Virgil8

—No doubt the gentleman has come to catch the mail coach for
Paris? said the landlord of an inn where he stopped for breakfast.

—Today’s or tomorrow’s, it docsn’t matter which, Julicn replied.

The mail coach arrived as he was playing the indifferent. Two
places were vacant.

—\Well! so that’s you, my old fricnd FFalcoz, said the travcler just
coming from Geneva to the one who climbed into the coach along
with Julicn.

—1I thought you had scttled down ncar Lyons, said Falcoz, in that
dclightful valley ncar the Rhonc.

—Scttled down, indeed! I'm in flight.

—\What'’s this? in flight? yvou, Saint-Giraud, with that virtuous
cxpression of yours, you've been committing crimes? said [Falcoz
with a laugh.

—On my word, I might as well have. I'm in flight from the
abominable sort of lifc onc lcads in the provinces. As you know,
I'm fond of grecen trees and quict ficlds; you've often accused me
of being a romantic. But I never could stand political talk, and it’s
politics that have driven mc out.

—\Why, what’s your party?

—I have no party, that’s the root of my misfortunc. Herc’s the
sum of my political vicws: I love music and painting: a good book
is a big cvent in my life; I shall soon be forty-four years old. What's
left of my lifc? Fiftcen, twenty, mavbe thirty vears at the most? All
right. I submit that in thirty ycars the ministers will be a little more
clever but cxactly as honest as the oncs we have today. English his-
torv provides mc with a mirror in which to scc our futurc. There
will always be a king anxious to cnlarge his prerogative; always poli-
tical ambition and the memory of Mirabcau® who gained glory along
7. Already used twice in Book I. as the 60. Though often cited in perfect seri-
epigraph to Chap. 14 and in the text ousness, it is attributed by Horace to
of Chap. 15, this phrase about rouge a usurer who indulges in sentimental
is attributed here to Sainte-Beuve, dreams of the simple life while grab-
probably out of sheer perversity. bing at his cent per cent.

8. The alleged quotation from \Virgil 9. Mirabeau (1749-91), an early, elo-
is really from Horace, Satires, 11, iv, quent, and deeply corrupt leader of the
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with scveral hundred thousand francs will keep our rich provincials
awake nights: they will call it liberalism and love of the common
people. Always our ultras will be caten up by the passion to become
peers or chamberlains. Aboard the ship of state cverybody will want
to stand at the helm, because the job pays well. But won't there
cver be a meager little place for the ordinary passenger?

—Indced, indced, and it ought to be very amusing for a man of
vour quict character. Is it these recent clections that are forcing
you out of vour district?

—My troubles date back before that. Four vears ago I was forty
years old and had five hundred thousand francs; today I'm four
years older and probably fifty thousand francs poorcr—that's about
what I’ll losc on the sale of my property at Monflcury, right by
the Rhone in a magnificent location.

At Paris I was weary of that perpetual comedy in which nine-
teenth-century civilization, so-called, forces cveryone to take a part.
I veamned for friendship, for simplicity. So I bought a property
among the mountains by the Rhone, nothing more becautiful
under the sun.

[For six months the vicar of the village and the local gentry paid
court to mc; I fed them dinners; I told them I had left Paris in
order ncver again to hear, or be obliged to talk, about politics. You
scc, T told them, T don’t subscribe to a newspaper; and the fewer
letters the postman brings me, the better I like it.

But this wasn’t the vicar’s game; and before long I was subjected
to a thousand diffcrent indiscreet requests and bits of chicanery. 1
want to give two or three hundred francs a yecar to the poor; they
demand it of me for various pious associations, Saint Joscpl’s, the
Virgin's, and so forth.! T rcfuse; then they load me with insults.
I'm stupid enough to be irked. I can no longer go out in the morn-
ing to rcjoice in the beauty of our mountains without discovering
somc irritation which drags me down from my reveric and reminds
me disagrecably of men and their mcan dispositions. During the
Rogation processions, for example, in which I'm very fond of the
singing (it's probably a Greck meclody), they refuse to bless my
ficlds becausc, savs the vicar, they belong to a blasphemer. The cow
of a pious old pcasant woman dics, she says it’s because of a nearby
pond belonging to me, the blasphemer, the philosopher from Paris,
and a week later I find all my fish foating belly up in the water,
poisoncd with lime. Intrigues surround me cverywhere I turn. The
justicc of the peace, an honest man but afraid for his post, always
rules against me. My rural peace becomes a hell. Once pcople sce
I've been abandoned by the vicar, head of the village congregation,

Revolution, was buried with national his secret correspondence with Louis
honors in the Panthcon and removed XVI was uncovered,
from it a year and a half later when 1. Various pious associations: see p.76.
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and not taken up by the retired captain who's head of the liberals,
they all fall on mc, cven the mason whom I've been supporting for
a ycar, cven the smith who tried to cheat me with the utmost
impunity when [ had my ploughs repaired there.

In order to get some support and win at lcast a few of my law
cascs, | turncd liberal; but, as you were saying, these damned clee-
tions camc along and they asked my support. . . .

—Tor an unknown?

—Not at all; for a fellow I know only too well. I refused: a fright-
ful indiscretion! IFrom that moment, I had the liberals on my hands,
as well, and my position became intolerable. I think if it had oc-
curred to the vicar to accuse mc of having murdered my scrving
girl there would have been twenty witnesses, of both partics, to swcar
they had seen me commit the crime.

—You want to livc in the country without flattering vour ncigh-
bors’ passions, without cven listening to their chatter. \What a
mistake!

—TI've correeted it now. MNlonfleury is for sale; I'll losc ffty
thousand francs if nccessary, but I'm overjoved, I'll get out of this
hell of hypocrisies and intrigucs. I'm going to get my solitude and
rural pcacc in the only place where they can be found in IFrance,
a fourth-floor apartment off the Champs Elysécs. And cven there,
I'm wondcring whether I hadn’t better begin my political carcer
in the district of Roule? by presenting the blessed bread in the
parish church.

—None of that would have happened under Bonaparte, said
IFalcoz, his cves glittering with anger and regret.

—Doubtless, doubtless, but why couldn’'t he manage to hold
onto his position, your Bonaparte? Everything I'm suffering today
is really his fault.

Here Julicn became especially attentive. He had grasped, from
the first words spoken, that the Bonapartist IFalcoz was the former
childhood friend of M. de Rénal, repudiated by him in 1816; and
that the philosopher Saint-Giraud must be the brother of that head
of the prefecture of , who kncw how to have town property
granted to him on easy terms.

—And all that is what your Bonaparte did, Saint-Giraud con-
tinued. An honest man, harmless as a man can be, forty vears old
and with fivc hundred thousand francs, cannot live in the country
and find pcace there; Bonapartc’s priests and nobles will drive him
out.

—Ah! don’t speakill of him, cried IFalcoz, ncver did [France stand
so high among the nations as during the thirtcen vears of his