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THE MAG C SKI'N

I
THE TALI SMAN

Towards the end of the nmonth of October 1829 a young nman entered the
Pal ai s- Royal just as the gam ng-houses opened, agreeably to the |aw
whi ch protects a passion by its very nature easily excisable. He
mount ed the staircase of one of the ganbling hells distinguished by
the nunber 36, wi thout too nmuch deliberation

"Your hat, sir, if you please?" a thin, querulous voice called out. A
little old man, crouching in the darkness behind a railing, suddenly
rose and exhibited his features, carved after a nean design

As you enter a gam ng-house the | aw despoils you of your hat at the
outset. Is it by way of a parable, a divine revelation? O by exacting
sonme pl edge or other, is not an infernal conpact inplied? Is it done
to conpel you to preserve a respectful demeanor towards those who are
about to gain noney of you? Or nust the detective, who squats in our
soci al sewers, know the name of your hatter, or your own, if you
happen to have written it on the lining inside? O, after all, is the
measur enent of your skull required for the conpilation of statistics
as to the cerebral capacity of ganblers? The executive is absolutely
silent on this point. But be sure of this, that though you have
scarcely taken a step towards the tables, your hat no nore belongs to
you now than you belong to yourself. Play possesses you, your fortune,
your cap, your cane, your cloak

As you go out, it will be nade clear to you, by a savage irony, that
Pl ay has yet spared you sonething, since your property is returned.
For all that, if you bring a new hat with you, you will have to pay

for the know edge that a special costune is needed for a ganbler

The evident astoni shnent with which the young man took a numnbered
tally in exchange for his hat, which was fortunately somewhat rubbed
at the brim showed clearly enough that his mnd was yet untainted;
and the little old man, who had wall owed fromhis youth up in the
furious pleasures of a ganbler's life, cast a dull, indifferent glance
over him in which a philosopher m ght have seen wretchedness lying in
the hospital, the vagrant lives of ruined folk, inquests on nunberless
suicides, |life-long penal servitude and transportations to
Guazacoal co.

His pallid, lengthy visage appeared |ike a haggard enbodi nent of the
passi on reduced to its sinplest terms. There were traces of past
anguish in its winkles. He supported |life on the glutinous soups at
Darcet's, and ganbled away his meagre earnings day by day. Like sone
ol d hackney which takes no heed of the strokes of the whip, nothing
could nmove himnow. The stifled groans of ruined players, as they
passed out, their nmute inprecations, their stupefied faces, found him
i npassive. He was the spirit of Play incarnate. If the young man had
noticed this sorry Cerberus, perhaps he would have said, "There is
only a pack of cards in that heart of his."
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The stranger did not heed this warning wit in flesh and bl ood, put
here, no doubt, by Providence, who has set |oathing on the threshold
of all evil haunts. He wal ked boldly into the sal oon, where the rattle
of coin brought his senses under the dazzling spell of an agony of
greed. Most likely he had been drawn thither by that nobst convincing
of Jean Jacques' el oquent periods, which expresses, | think, this

nmel anchol y thought, "Yes, | can inmmgine that a man may take to
ganbl i ng when he sees only his last shilling between himand death."

There is an illusion about a ganbling saloon at night as vul gar as
that of a bloodthirsty drama, and just as effective. The roons are
filled with players and onl ookers, w th poverty-stricken age, which
drags itself thither in search of stimulation, with excited faces, and
revels that began in wine, to end shortly in the Seine. The passion is
there in full neasure, but the great nunber of the actors prevents you
from seeing the ganbling-denon face to face. The evening is a harnony
or chorus in which all take part, to which each instrunment in the
orchestra contributes his share. You would see there plenty of
respect abl e peopl e who have cone in search of diversion, for which
they pay as they pay for the pleasures of the theatre, or of gluttony,
or they come hither as to sone garret where they cheapen poi gnant
regrets for three nonths to cone.

Do you understand all the force and frenzy in a soul which inpatiently
waits for the opening of a ganbling hell? Between the daylight ganbler
and the player at night there is the same difference that |ies between
a carel ess husband and the | over swooni ng under his |lady's w ndow.
Only with nmorning cones the real throb of the passion and the craving
inits stark horror. Then you can adnire the real gambler, who has
neither eaten, slept, thought, nor lived, he has so smarted under the
scourge of his martingale, so suffered on the rack of his desire for a
coup of trente-et-quarante. At that accursed hour you encounter eyes
whose cal mess terrifies you, faces that fascinate, glances that seem
as if they had power to turn the cards over and consune them The
grandest hours of a ganbling saloon are not the opening ones. |f Spain
has bull-fights, and Rone once had her gl adiators, Paris waxes proud
of her Pal ai s-Royal, where the inevitable roulettes cause blood to
flow in streans, and the public can have the pleasure of watching

wi t hout fear of their feet slipping init.

Take a qui et peep at the arena. How bare it |ooks! The paper on the
walls is greasy to the height of your head, there is nothing to bring
one reviving thought. There is not so nuch as a nail for the

conveni ence of suicides. The floor is worn and dirty. An oblong table
stands in the nmddle of the room the tablecloth is worn by the
friction of gold, but the straw bottoned chairs about it indicate an
odd indifference to luxury in the men who will |lose their lives here
in the quest of the fortune that is to put luxury within their reach

This contradiction in humanity is seen wherever the soul reacts
powerfully upon itself. The gallant would clothe his mstress in

sil ks, would deck her out in soft Eastern fabrics, though he and she
must |ie on a truckle-bed. The ambitious dreamer sees hinself at the
sumrit of power, while he slavishly prostrates hinself in the nire.
The tradesman stagnates in his danp, unhealthy shop, while he builds a
great mansion for his son to inherit prematurely, only to be ejected
fromit by |aw proceedings at his own brother's instance.
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After all, is there a less pleasing thing in the world than a house of
pl easure? Singul ar question! Man is always at strife with hinself. H s
present woes give the lie to his hopes; yet he looks to a future which
is not his, to indemify himfor these present sufferings; setting
upon all his actions the seal of inconsequence and of the weakness of
his nature. We have nothing here below in full nmeasure but m sfortune.

There were several ganblers in the room al ready when the young man
entered. Three bal d- headed seniors were | ounging round the green
table. Inperturbable as diplomtists, those plaster-cast faces of

t heirs betokened blunted sensibilities, and hearts which had | ong
forgotten how to throb, even when a woman's dowy was the stake. A
young Italian, olive-hued and dark-haired, sat at one end, with his
el bows on the table, seenming to listen to the presentinments of |uck
that dictate a ganbler's "Yes" or "No." The glow of fire and gold was
on that southern face. Sonme seven or eight onlookers stood by way of
an audi ence, awaiting a drama conposed of the strokes of chance, the
faces of the actors, the circulation of coin, and the notion of the
croupier's rake, much as a silent, notionless crowd watches the
headsman in the Place de Greve. Atall, thin man, in a threadbare
coat, held a card in one hand, and a pin in the other, to mark the
nunbers of Red or Black. He seened a nodern Tantalus, with all the

pl easures of his epoch at his lips, a hoardless mser drawing in

i magi nary gai ns, a sane species of lunatic who consoles hinself in his
m sery by chinerical dreans, a man who touches peril and vice as a
young priest handl es the unconsecrated wafer in the white mass.

One or two experts at the gane, shrewd specul ators, had pl aced

t hensel ves opposite the bank, |ike old convicts who have lost all fear
of the hulks; they neant to try two or three coups, and then to depart
at once with the expected gains, on which they lived. Two elderly

wai ters dawdl ed about with their arns folded, |looking fromtinme to
time into the garden fromthe windows, as if to show their

i nsignificant faces as a sign to passers-hy.

The croupi er and banker threw a ghastly and withering glance at the
punters, and cried, in a sharp voice, "Mike your gane!" as the young
man came in. The silence seened to grow deeper as all heads turned
curiously towards the new arrival. Who woul d have thought it? The
jaded el ders, the fossilized waiters, the onl ookers, the fanatica
Italian hinself, felt an indefinable dread at sight of the stranger
Is he not wetched i ndeed who can excite pity here? Miust he not be
very helpless to receive synpathy, ghastly in appearance to raise a
shudder in these places, where pain utters no cry, where wetchedness
| ooks gay, and despair is decorous? Such thoughts as these produced a
new enotion in these torpid hearts as the young man entered. Wre not
executioners known to shed tears over the fair-haired, girlish heads
that had to fall at the bidding of the Revolution?

The ganbl ers saw at a glance a dreadful nystery in the novice's face.
Hi s young features were stanmped with a nelancholy grace, his | ooks
told of unsuccess and many blighted hopes. The dull apathy of the
sui ci de had made his forehead so deadly pale, a bitter smle carved
faint |lines about the corners of his mouth, and there was an
abandonnent about himthat was painful to see. Sone sort of denobn
sparkled in the depths of his eye, which drooped, wearied perhaps with
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pl easure. Could it have been dissipation that had set its foul mark on
the proud face, once pure and bright, and now brought | ow? Any doct or
seeing the yellow circles about his eyelids, and the color in his
cheeks, would have set them down to some affection of the heart or

| ungs, while poets would have attributed themto the havoc brought by
the search for knowl edge and to night-vigils by the student's |anp.

But a conplaint nore fatal than any di sease, a disease nore nercil ess
t han genius or study, had drawn this young face, and had wung a heart
whi ch di ssipation, study, and sickness had scarcely disturbed. Wen a
notorious crimnal is taken to the convict's prison, the prisoners

wel come himrespectfully, and these evil spirits in human shape,
experienced in tornments, bowed before an unheard-of anguish. By the
depth of the wound which net their eyes, they recognized a prince
anong them by the majesty of his unspoken irony, by the refined

wr et chedness of his garb. The frock-coat that he wore was well cut,

but his cravat was on ternms so intimate with his wai stcoat that no one
coul d suspect him of underlinen. H s hands, shapely as a woman's were
not perfectly clean; for tw days past indeed he had ceased to wear
gloves. If the very croupier and the waiters shuddered, it was because
sonme traces of the spell of innocence yet hung about his meagre,
delicatel y-shaped form and his scanty fair hair in its natural curls.

He | ooked only about twenty-five years of age, and any trace of vice
in his face seened to be there by accident. A young constitution stil
resisted the inroads of lubricity. Darkness and |ight, annihilation
and exi stence, seened to struggle in him with effects of m ngled
beauty and terror. There he stood |i ke some erring angel that has | ost
hi s radi ance; and these eneritus-professors of vice and shane were
ready to bid the novice depart, even as sone toothless crone nmight be
seized with pity for a beautiful girl who offers herself up to infamny.

The young man went straight up to the table, and, as he stood there,
flung down a piece of gold which he held in his hand, wi thout
deliberation. It rolled on to the Black; then, as strong natures can
he | ooked calmy, if anxiously, at the croupier, as if he held usel ess
subt erfuges in scorn.

The interest this coup awakened was so great that the old ganesters
laid nothing upon it; only the Italian, inspired by a ganbler's
enthusiasm snled suddenly at sonme thought, and punted his heap of
coi n agai nst the stranger's stake.

The banker forgot to pronounce the phrases that use and wont have
reduced to an inarticulate cry--"Make your gane. . . . The gane is
made. . . . Bets are closed." The croupier spread out the cards, and
seenmed to wi sh luck to the newconer, indifferent as he was to the

| osses or gains of those who took part in these sonbre pleasures.
Every bystander thought he saw a dramm, the closing scene of a noble
life, in the fortunes of that bit of gold; and eagerly fixed his eyes
on the prophetic cards; but however closely they watched the young
man, they could discover not the |least sign of feeling on his cool but
restl ess face.
"Even! red wins," said the croupier officially. A dumb sort of rattle
cane fromthe Italian's throat when he saw the fol ded notes that the
banker showered upon him one after another. The young man only
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understood his calanity when the croupiers's rake was extended to
sweep away his |ast napol eon. The ivory touched the coin with a little
click, as it swept it with the speed of an arrow into the heap of gold
before the bank. The stranger turned pale at the |lips, and softly shut
his eyes, but he unclosed them again at once, and the red col or
returned as he affected the airs of an Englishman, to whom|life can

of fer no new sensation, and di sappeared w thout the glance full of
entreaty for conpassion that a desperate ganester will often give the
byst anders. How nmuch can happen in a second's space; how nmany things
depend on a throw of the die!

"That was his last cartridge, of course,” said the croupier, smling
after a nonent's silence, during which he picked up the coin between
his finger and thunmb and held it up

"He is a cracked brain that will go and drown hinself," said a
frequenter of the place. He | ooked round about at the other players,
who all knew each other.

"Bah!" said a waiter, as he took a pinch of snuff.

"I'f we had but followed H S exanple,” said an old ganmester to the
ot hers, as he pointed out the Italian.

Everybody | ooked at the |ucky player, whose hands shook as he counted
hi s bank- not es.

"A voice seened to whisper to ne," he said. "The luck is sure to go
agai nst that young man's despair."”

"He is a new hand," said the banker, "or he would have divided his
noney into three parts to give hinself nore chance.”

The young man went out wi thout asking for his hat; but the old

wat ch-dog, who had noted its shabby condition, returned it to him
wi t hout a word. The ganbler nmechanically gave up the tally, and went
downstairs whistling Di tanti Palpiti so feebly, that he hinself
scarcely heard the delicious notes.

He found hinmsel f i medi ately under the arcades of the Pal ai s- Royal,
reached the Rue Saint Honore, took the direction of the Tuileries, and
crossed the gardens with an undecided step. He wal ked as if he were in
some desert, el bowed by nen whom he did not see, hearing through al
the voices of the crowd one voice alone--the voice of Death. He was
lost in the thoughts that benunbed himat last, |ike the criminals who
used to be taken in carts fromthe Palais de Justice to the Place de
Greve, where the scaffold awaited them reddened with all the bl ood
spilt here since 1793.

There is sonething great and terrible about suicide. Mdst people's
downfalls are not dangerous; they are |like children who have not far
to fall, and cannot injure thenselves; but when a great nature is
dashed down, he is bound to fall froma height. He nust have been
rai sed al nost to the skies; he has caught glinpses of sonme heaven
beyond his reach. Vehenent nust the storms be which conpel a soul to
seek for peace fromthe trigger of a pistol
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How much young power starves and pines away in a garret for want of a
friend, for lack of a woman's consolation, in the mdst of millions of
fellowcreatures, in the presence of a listless crowd that is burdened
by its wealth! When one renmenbers all this, suicide |oons |arge.

Bet ween a sel f-sought death and the abundant hopes whose voices call a
young nman to Paris, God only knows what may intervene; what contending
i deas have striven within the soul; what poens have been set aside;
what nmoans and what despair have been repressed; what abortive
mast er pi eces and vai n endeavors! Every suicide is an awful poem of
sorrow. Wiere will you find a work of genius floating above the seas
of literature that can conpare with this paragraph

"Yest erday, at four o'clock, a young woman threw herself into the
Seine fromthe Pont des Arts."

Dramas and ronmances pal e before this concise Parisian phrase; so nust
even that old frontispiece, The Lanentations of the glorious king of
Kaernavan, put in prison by his children, the sole renaining fragnent
of a lost work that drew tears from Sterne at the bare perusal --the
same Sterne who deserted his own wife and famly.

The stranger was beset with such thoughts as these, which passed in
fragnents through his mnd, like tattered flags fluttering above the
conbat. |If he set aside for a nonment the burdens of consciousness and
of menory, to watch the flower heads gently swayed by the breeze anobng
the green thickets, a revulsion cane over him |ife struggled agai nst
t he oppressive thought of suicide, and his eyes rose to the sky: gray
cl ouds, mel ancholy gusts of the wi nd, the storny atnosphere, al
decreed that he should die.

He bent his way toward the Pont Royal, musing over the |ast fancies of
ot hers who had gone before him He smled to hinself as he remenbered
that Lord Castl ereagh had satisfied the hunbl est of our needs before
he cut his throat, and that the academ ci an Auger had sought for his
snuff-box as he went to his death. He anal yzed these extravagances,
and even exam ned hinself; for as he stood aside agai nst the parapet
to allow a porter to pass, his coat had been whitened sonewhat by the
contact, and he carefully brushed the dust fromhis sleeve, to his own
surprise. He reached the nmiddle of the arch, and | ooked forebodingly
at the water.

"W etched weat her for drowning yourself," said a ragged ol d woman, who
grinned at him "isn't the Seine cold and dirty?"

Hi s answer was a ready smile, which showed the frenzied nature of his
courage; then he shivered all at once as he saw at a distance, by the
door of the Tuileries, a shed with an inscription above it in letters
twel ve i nches hi gh: THE ROYAL HUMANE SOCI ETY' S APPARATUS

A vision of M Dacheux rose before him equi pped by his philanthropy,
calling out and setting in notion the too efficacious oars which break
the heads of drowning nen, if unluckily they should rise to the
surface; he saw a curious crowd collecting, running for a doctor
preparing fumi gations, he read the maundering paragraph in the papers,
put between notes on a festivity and on the smles of a ballet-dancer
he heard the francs counted down by the prefect of police to the

wat ermen. As a corpse, he was worth fifteen francs; but now while he
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lived he was only a man of talent wthout patrons, w thout friends,

Wi thout a mattress to lie on, or any one to speak a word for him-a
perfect social cipher, useless to a State which gave itself no trouble
about him

A death in broad daylight seened degrading to him he nade up his mnd
to die at night so as to bequeath an unrecogni zabl e corpse to a world
whi ch had di sregarded the greatness of |ife. He began his wanderi ngs
again, turning towards the Quai Voltaire, imtating the lagging gait
of an idler seeking to kill time. As he came down the steps at the end
of the bridge, his notice was attracted by the second-hand books

di spl ayed on the parapet, and he was on the point of bargaining for
sone. He smiled, thrust his hands philosophically into his pockets,
and fell to strolling on again with a proud disdain in his manner,
when he heard to his surprise some coin rattling fantastically in his
pocket .

A smile of hope lit his face, and slid fromhis |ips over his
features, over his brow, and brought a joyful light to his eyes and
his dark cheeks. It was a spark of happiness like one of the red dots
that flit over the remains of a burnt scrap of paper; but as it is
with the black ashes, so it was with his face, it becane dull again
when the stranger quickly drew out his hand and perceived three

penni es. "Ah, kind gentleman! carita, carita; for the |ove of St.
Catherine! only a hal fpenny to buy sone bread!"

Alittle chimey sweeper, with puffed cheeks, all black with soot, and
clad in tatters, held out his hand to beg for the man's | ast pence.

Two paces fromthe |ittle Savoyard stood an ol d pauvre honteux, sickly
and feeble, in wetched garnments of ragged druggeting, who asked in a
thick, muffled voice:

"Anything you like to give, nonsieur; | will pray to God for
you . . ."

But the young man turned his eyes on him and the old beggar stopped
wi t hout another word, discerning in that mournful face an abandonnent
of wretchedness nore bitter than his own.

"La carital! la carital"

The stranger threw the coins to the old man and the child, left the
footway, and turned towards the houses; the harrow ng sight of the
Seine fretted hi mbeyond endurance.

"May God | engthen your days!" cried the two beggars.

As he reached the shop wi ndow of a print-seller, this man on the brink
of death net a young wonman alighting froma show carriage. He | ooked
in delight at her prettiness, at the pale face appropriately framed by
the satin of her fashionable bonnet. Her slender form and gracefu
nmovenents entranced him Her skirt had been slightly raised as she
stepped to the pavenent, disclosing a daintily fitting white stocking
over the delicate outlines beneath. The young |l ady went into the shop
purchased al bunms and sets of |ithographs; giving several gold coins
for them which glittered and rang upon the counter. The young man,
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seeni ngly occupied with the prints in the wi ndow, fixed upon the fair
stranger a gaze as eager as mmn can give, to receive in exchange an

i ndi fferent glance, such as lights by accident on a passer-by. For him
it was a | eave-taking of |ove and of woman; but his final and
strenuous questioning glance was neither understood nor felt by the
slight-natured woman there; her color did not rise, her eyes did not
droop. What was it to her? one nore piece of adul ation, yet another
sigh only pronpted the delightful thought at night, "I |ooked rather
wel | to-day."

The young man quickly turned to another picture, and only left it when
she returned to her carriage. The horses started off, the final vision
of luxury and refinement went under an eclipse, just as that life of
his woul d soon do also. Slowy and sadly he followed the |ine of the
shops, listlessly exam ning the speci nens on view. When the shops cane
to an end, he reviewed the Louvre, the Institute, the towers of Notre
Dame, of the Palais, the Pont des Arts; all these public nonunents
seened to have taken their tone fromthe heavy gray sky.

Fitful gleams of |ight gave a foreboding look to Paris; like a pretty
woman, the city has mysterious fits of ugliness or beauty. So the
outer world seenmed to be in a plot to steep this man about to die in a
pai nful trance. A prey to the mal eficent power which acts relaxingly
upon us by the fluid circulating through our nerves, his whole frane
seenmed gradually to experience a dissolving process. He felt the
angui sh of these throes passing through himin waves, and the houses
and the crowd seenmed to surge to and fro in a mist before his eyes. He
tried to escape the agitation wought in his nmind by the revul sions of
hi s physical nature, and went toward the shop of a dealer in
antiquities, thinking to give a treat to his senses, and to spend the
interval till nightfall in bargaining over curiosities.

He sought, one might say, to regain courage and to find a stinulant,
like a criminal who doubts his power to reach the scaffold. The
consci ousness of approachi ng death gave him for the tine being, the
intrepidity of a duchess with a couple of |overs, so that he entered
the place with an abstracted | ook, while his Iips displayed a set
smle |like a drunkard's. Had not life, or rather had not death,

i nt oxi cated hin? Di zzi ness soon overcane hi m again. Things appeared to
himin strange colors, or as making slight novenments; his irregular
pul se was no doubt the cause; the blood that sonetines rushed like a
burning torrent through his veins, and sonetinmes lay torpid and
stagnant as tepid water. He nerely asked |eave to see if the shop
cont ai ned any curiosities which he required.

A plunp-faced young shopman with red hair, in an otter-skin cap, |eft
an old peasant woman in charge of the shop--a sort of fem nine
Cal i ban, enployed in cleaning a stove nade marvel ous by Bernard
Palissy's work. This youth remarked carel essly:

"Look round, nonsieur! We have nothing very renarkable here
downstairs; but if | may trouble you to go up to the first floor, |
wi |l show you some very fine nunmes from Cairo, sonme inlaid pottery,
and sone carved ebony--genui ne Renai ssance work, just come in, and of
perfect beauty."

In the stranger's fearful position this cicerone's prattle and
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shopman's enpty talk seened |ike the petty vexations by which narrow
m nds destroy a man of genius. But as he nust even go through with it,
he appeared to listen to his guide, answering himby gestures or
nmonosyl | abl es; but inperceptibly he arrogated the privil ege of saying
not hi ng, and gave hinself up w thout hindrance to his closing

nedi tati ons, which were appalling. He had a poet's tenperanent, his

m nd had entered by chance on a vast field; and he nmust see perforce
the dry bones of twenty future worlds.

At a first glance the place presented a confused picture in which
every achi evenment, human and divine, was m ngled. Crocodiles, nonkeys,
and serpents stuffed with straw grinned at glass from church w ndows,
seened to wish to bite scul ptured heads, to chase | acquered work, or
to scranble up chandeliers. A Sevres vase, bearing Napoleon's portrait
by Mre. Jacotot, stood beside a sphinx dedicated to Sesostris. The
begi nni ngs of the world and the events of yesterday were mngled with
grot esque cheerful ness. A kitchen jack | eaned against a pyx, a

republi can sabre on a nedi aeval hackbut. Mme. du Barry, with a star
above her head, naked, and surrounded by a cloud, seened to | ook

| ongi ngly out of Latour's pastel at an Indian chi book, while she tried
to guess the purpose of the spiral curves that wound towards her

I nstrunents of death, poniards, curious pistols, and di sgui sed weapons
had been flung down pell-nmell anong the paraphernalia of daily life;
porcel ain tureens, Dresden plates, translucent cups fromchina, old
salt-cellars, confit-boxes belonging to feudal tinmes. A carved ivory
ship sped full sail on the back of a notionless tortoise.

The Enperor Augustus remai ned unnmoved and inperial with an air-punp
thrust into one eye. Portraits of French sheriffs and Dutch
burgomasters, phlegmatic now as when in |life, |ooked down pallid and
unconcerned on the chaos of past ages bel ow t hem

Every land of earth seened to have contributed sonme stray fragnent of
its learning, sonme exanple of its art. Nothing seenmed | acking to this
phi | osophi cal kitchen-m dden, froma redskin's calunet, a green and
gol den slipper fromthe seraglio, a Morish yataghan, a Tartar i dol

to the soldier's tobacco pouch, to the priest's ciborium and the

pl umes that once adorned a throne. This extraordi nary conbi nation was
rendered yet nore bizarre by the accidents of lighting, by a nultitude
of confused reflections of various hues, by the sharp contrast of

bl acks and whites. Broken cries seened to reach the ear, unfinished
dramas sei zed upon the inmagination, snothered |ights caught the eye. A
thin coating of inevitable dust covered all the nultitudi nous corners
and convol utions of these objects of various shapes which gave highly
pi cturesque effects.

First of all, the stranger conpared the three galleries which
civilization, cults, divinities, masterpieces, dom nions, carousals,
sanity, and madness had filled to repletion, to a mrror wth numerous
facets, each depicting a world. After this first hazy idea he would
fain have selected his pleasures; but by dint of using his eyes,

t hi nki ng and nusing, a fever began to possess him caused perhaps by

t he gnawi ng pai n of hunger. The spectacle of so nuch existence,

i ndi vidual or national, to which these pledges bore w tness, ended by
nunbi ng his senses--the purpose with which he entered the shop was
fulfilled. He had left the real behind, and had clinbed gradually up
to an ideal world; he had attained to the enchanted pal ace of ecstasy,
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whence the universe appeared to himby fragments and in shapes of
flame, as once the future blazed out before the eyes of St. John in
Pat nos.

A crowmd of sorrow ng faces, beneficent and appalling, dark and

| um nous, far and near, gathered in nunbers, in myriads, in whole
generations. Egypt, rigid and nysterious, arose fromher sands in the
formof a nmumy swathed in bl ack bandages; then the Pharaohs swal | owed
up nations, that they mght build thenselves a tonb; and he beheld
Moses and the Hebrews and the desert, and a sol enn antique worl d.
Fresh and joyous, a marble statue spoke to himfroma twi sted col um
of the pleasure-loving nyths of Greece and lonia. Ah! who woul d not
have smled with himto see, against the earthen red background, the
brown-faced nmmi den dancing with gl eeful reverence before the god
Priapus, wrought in the fine clay of an Etruscan vase? The Latin queen
caressed her chinera.

The whinms of Inperial Ronme were there in life, the bath was discl osed,
the toilette of a languid Julia, dreanming, waiting for her Tibullus.
Strong with the m ght of Arabic spells, the head of Cicero evoked
menories of a free Rome, and unrolled before himthe scrolls of Titus
Li vius. The young man behel d Senat us Popul usque Romanus; consul s,
lictors, togas with purple fringes; the fighting in the Forum the
angry people, passed in review before himlike the cloudy faces of a
dream

Then Christian Rome predom nated in his vision. A painter had laid
heaven open; he beheld the Virgin Mary wapped in a gol den cloud anong
the angel s, shining nore brightly than the sun, receiving the prayers
of sufferers, on whomthis second Eve Regenerate smiles pityingly. At
the touch of a nosaic, made of various |avas from Vesuvi us and Etna,
his fancy fled to the hot tawny south of Italy. He was present at
Borgia's orgies, he roved anong the Abruzzi, sought for Italian |ove
intrigues, grew ardent over pale faces and dark, al nond-shaped eyes.
He shivered over nidnight adventures, cut short by the cool thrust of
a jealous blade, as he saw a nedi aeval dagger with a hilt wought |ike
| ace, and spots of rust |ike splashes of blood upon it.

India and its religions took the shape of the idol with his peaked cap
of fantastic form with little bells, clad in silk and gold. C ose by,
a mat, as pretty as the bayadere who once lay upon it, still gave out
a faint scent of sandal wood. His fancy was stirred by a goggl e-eyed
Chi nese nonster, with nouth awmry and twisted |inbs, the invention of a
peopl e who, grown weary of the nmonotony of beauty, found an

i ndescri bable pleasure in an infinite variety of ugliness. A salt-
cellar from Benvenuto Cellini's workshop carried himback to the

Renai ssance at its height, to the tine when there was no restraint on
art or norals, when torture was the sport of sovereigns; and from
their councils, churchnmen with courtesans' arns about them issued
decrees of chastity for sinple priests.

On a caneo he saw the conquests of Al exander, the nmassacres of Pizarro
in a matchbox, and religious wars disorderly, fanatical, and cruel, in
the shadows of a helnet. Joyous pictures of chivalry were called up by
a suit of MIlanese arnor, brightly polished and richly wought; a

pal adin's eyes seenmed to sparkle yet under the visor
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This sea of inventions, fashions, furniture, works of art and fiascos,
made for hima poem wi thout end. Shapes and col ors and projects al
lived again for him but his mnd received no clear and perfect
conception. It was the poet's task to conplete the sketches of the
great master, who had scornfully mngled on his palette the hues of
the nunberl ess vicissitudes of human |ife. When the world at |arge at
| ast rel eased him when he had pondered over many | ands, nany epochs,
and various enpires, the young man canme back to the life of the

i ndi vidual. He inpersonated fresh characters, and turned his mnd to
details, rejecting the life of nations as a burden too overwhel m ng
for a single soul

Yonder was a sleeping child nodeled in wax, a relic of Ruysch's

col l ection, an enchanting creation which brought back the happi ness of
his own chil dhood. The cotton garment of a Tahitian maid next
fascinated him he beheld the primtive life of nature, the rea
nodesty of naked chastity, the joys of an idleness natural to mankind,
a peaceful fate by a slow river of sweet water under a plantain tree
that bears its pleasant manna without the toil of man. Then all at
once he becane a corsair, investing hinmself with the terrible poetry
that Lara has given to the part: the thought came at the sight of the
not her-of -pear!l tints of a myriad sea-shells, and grew as he saw

madr epores redol ent of the sea-weeds and the stornms of the Atlantic.

The sea was forgotten again at a distant view of exquisite mniatures;
he adm red a precious mssal in manuscript, adorned with arabesques in
gold and blue. Thoughts of peaceful |ife swayed him he devoted

hi msel f afresh to study and research, longing for the easy life of the
nonk, devoid alike of cares and pl easures; and fromthe depths of his
cell he | ooked out upon the neadows, woods, and vineyards of his
convent. Pausing before sone work of Teniers, he took for his own the
hel met of the soldier or the poverty of the artisan; he w shed to wear
a snoke-begrinmed cap with these Flemings, to drink their beer and join
their gane at cards, and smled upon the conely plunpness of a peasant
wonman. He shivered at a snowstormby Meris; he seened to take part in
Sal vator Rosa's battle-piece; he ran his fingers over a tomahawk form
II'linois, and felt his own hair rise as he touched a Cherokee

scal pi ng-kni fe. He marvel ed over the rebec that he set in the hands of
sonme | ady of the land, drank in the mnusical notes of her ballad, and
inthe twilight by the gothic arch above the hearth he told his | ove
in a gloomso deep that he could not read his answer in her eyes.

He caught at all delights, at all sorrows; grasped at existence in
every fornm and endowed the phantons conjured up fromthat inert and
plastic material so liberally with his own life and feelings, that the
sound of his own footsteps reached himas if from another world, or as
the hum of Paris reaches the towers of Notre Dane.

He ascended the inner staircase which led to the first floor, with its
votive shields, panoplies, carved shrines, and figures on the wall at
every step. Haunted by the strangest shapes, by nmarvel ous creations
bel onging to the borderland betwi xt |ife and death, he wal ked as if
under the spell of a dream Hi's own existence becanme a matter of doubt
to him he was neither wholly alive nor dead, like the curious objects
about him The |ight began to fade as he reached the showroons, but
the treasures of gold and silver heaped up there scarcely seened to
need illumnation fromw thout. The npbst extravagant whins of
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prodi gal s, who have run through mllions to perish in garrets, had
left their traces here in this vast bazar of human follies. Here,
beside a witing desk, made at the cost of 100,000 francs, and sold
for a hundred pence, lay a lock with a secret worth a king's ransom
The human race was revealed in all the grandeur of its wetchedness;
in all the splendor of its infinite littleness. An ebony table that an
artist mght worship, carved after Jean Goujon's designs, in years of
toil, had been purchased perhaps at the price of firewood. Precious
caskets, and things that fairy hands m ght have fashioned, lay there
in heaps |ike rubbish.

"You nust have the worth of millions herel” cried the young man as he
entered the last of an imense suite of roons, all decorated and gilt
by eighteenth century artists.

"Thousands of mllions, you nmight say," said the florid shopman; "but
you have seen nothing as yet. Go up to the third floor, and you shal
seel!l"

The stranger followed his guide to a fourth gallery, where one by one
there passed before his wearied eyes several pictures by Poussin, a
magni fi cent statue by M chael Angel o, enchanting | andscapes by C aude
Lorraine, a Gerard Dow (like a stray page from Sterne), Renbrandts,
Murillos, and pictures by Vel asquez, as dark and full of color as a
poem of Byron's; then came classic bas-reliefs, finely-cut agates,
wonder ful cameos! Works of art upon works of art, till the craftsmn's
skill palled on the mnd, masterpiece after masterpiece till art
itself becane hateful at |ast and enthusiasm di ed. He came upon a
Madonna by Raphael, but he was tired of Raphael; a figure by Correggio
never received the glance it demanded of him A priceless vase of

anti que porphyry carved round about with pictures of the nost

grot esquely wanton of Roman divinities, the pride of some Corinna,
scarcely drew a smile from him

The ruins of fifteen hundred vani shed years oppressed hinm he sickened
under all this human thought; felt bored by all this luxury and art.
He struggled in vain against the constantly renewed fantastic shapes
that sprang up fromunder his feet, like children of some sportive
denon.

Are not fearful poisons set up in the soul by a swift concentration of
all her energies, her enjoynents, or ideas; as nodern chem stry, in
its caprice, repeats the action of creation by some gas or other? Do
not many nen perish under the shock of the sudden expansion of sone
noral acid within then

"What is there in that box?" he inquired, as he reached a | arge cl oset
--final triunph of human skill, originality, wealth, and splendor, in
whi ch there hung a | arge, square nmamhogany coffer, suspended from a
nail by a silver chain.

"Ah, nonsieur keeps the key of it," said the stout assistant
mysteriously. "If you wish to see the portrait, | will gladly venture
to tell him™"

"Venture!" said the young man; "then is your master a prince?"
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"I don't know what he is," the other answered. Equally astoni shed,
each | ooked for a nonent at the other. Then construing the stranger's
silence as an order, the apprentice left himalone in the closet.

Have you never |aunched into the imensity of tinme and space as you
read the geological witings of Cuvier? Carried by his fancy, have you
hung as if suspended by a magician's wand over the illimtable abyss
of the past? Wen the fossil bones of animals belonging to
civilizations before the Flood are turned up in bed after bed and

| ayer upon | ayer of the quarries of Montmartre or anmong the schists of
the Ural range, the soul receives with dismay a glinpse of nmillions of
peopl es forgotten by feeble human nenory and unrecogni zed by permanent
divine tradition, peoples whose ashes cover our globe with two feet of
earth that yields bread to us and fl owers.

I's not Cuvier the great poet of our era? Byron has given admrable
expression to certain noral conflicts, but our immortal naturalist has
reconstructed past worlds froma few bl eached bones; has rebuilt
cities, like Cadnus, with nonsters' teeth; has animated forests with
all the secrets of zool ogy gl eaned froma piece of coal; has

di scovered a gi ant population fromthe footprints of a mammoth. These
forms stand erect, grow large, and fill regions commensurate with
their giant size. He treats figures |like a poet; a naught set beside a
seven by hi m produces awe.

He can call up nothingness before you without the phrases of a

charl atan. He searches a lunp of gypsum finds an inpressioninit,
says to you, "Behold!" Al at once nmarble takes an ani mal shape, the
dead cone to life, the history of the world is |laid open before you.
After countless dynasties of giant creatures, races of fish and cl ans
of nollusks, the race of man appears at |ast as the degenerate copy of
a splendid nodel, which the Creator has perchance destroyed.

Embol dened by his gaze into the past, this petty race, children of
yesterday, can overstep chaos, can raise a psal mw thout end, and
outline for thensel ves the story of the Universe in an Apocal ypse that
reveal s the past. After the trenmendous resurrection that took place at
the voice of this nman, the little drop in the naneless Infinite,
common to all spheres, that is ours to use, and that we call Tine,
seenms to us a pitiable mnment of life. We ask ourselves the purpose of
our triunphs, our hatreds, our |oves, overwhelmed as we are by the
destruction of so many past universes, and whether it is worth while
to accept the pain of I[ife in order that hereafter we may becone an

i ntangi bl e speck. Then we remain as if dead, conpletely torn away from
the present till the valet de chanbre conmes in and says, "Madane |a
comt esse answers that she is expecting nonsieur."

Al'l the wonders which had brought the known world before the young
man's mind wought in his soul nuch the same feeling of dejection that
besets the phil osopher investigating unknown creatures. He | onged nore
than ever for death as he flung hinself back in a curule chair and |et
his eyes wander across the illusions conposing a panorama of the past.
The pictures seened to light up, the Virgin's heads smled on him the
statues seened alive. Everything danced and swayed around him with a
notion due to the gloomand the tormenting fever that racked his
brain; each nonstrosity grimaced at him while the portraits on the
canvas closed their eyes for a little relief. Every shape seened to
trenmble and start, and to leave its place gravely or flippantly,
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gracefully or awkwardly, according to its fashion, character, and
surroundi ngs.

A nysterious Sabbath began, rivaling the fantastic scenes w tnessed by
Faust upon the Brocken. But these optical illusions, produced by
weari ness, overstrained eyesight, or the accidents of twilight, could
not alarmthe stranger. The terrors of life had no power over a sou
grown famliar with the terrors of death. He even gave hinsel f up
hal f amused by its bizarre eccentricities, to the influence of this
noral gal vanism its phenonena, closely connected with his | ast

t houghts, assured himthat he was still alive. The silence about him
was so deep that he enbarked once nore in dreams that grew gradually
darker and darker as if by magic, as the light slowy faded. A |ast
struggling ray fromthe sun Iit up rosy answering lights. He raised
his head and saw a skeleton dimy visible, with its skull bent
doubtfully to one side, as if to say, "The dead will none of thee as
yet."

He passed his hand over his forehead to shake off the drowsiness, and
felt a cold breath of air as an unknown furry sonething swept past his
cheeks. He shivered. A nuffled clatter of the wi ndows followed; it was
a bat, he fancied, that had given himthis chilly sepul chral caress.
He could yet dimy see for a nonent the shapes that surrounded him by
the vague light in the west; then all these inani mate objects were

bl otted out in uniformdarkness. N ght and the hour of death had
suddenly conme. Thenceforward, for a while, he |ost consci ousness of
the things about him he was either buried in deep nmeditation or sleep
overcame him brought on by weariness or by the stress of those many

t houghts that |acerated his heart.

Suddenly he thought that an awful voice called himby nane; it was
like sone feverish nightmare, when at a step the dreaner falls

headl ong over into an abyss, and he trenbled. He closed his eyes,
dazzled by bright rays froma red circle of light that shone out from
the shadows. In the midst of the circle stood a little old nman who
turned the light of the Ianp upon him yet he had not heard himenter
nor nmove, nor speak. There was sonet hi ng magi cal about the apparition
The bol dest man, awakened in such a sort, would have felt alarmed at
the sight of this figure, which m ght have issued from sone

sar cophagus hard by.

A curiously youthful look in the unnoving eyes of the spectre forbade
the idea of anything supernatural; but for all that, in the brief
space between his dreanmi ng and waking life, the young man's judgnent
remai ned phil osophically suspended, as Descartes advises. He was, in
spite of hinself, under the influence of an unaccountabl e

hal l uci nati on, a nystery that our pride rejects, and that our

i nperfect science vainly tries to resolve.

| magi ne a short old man, thin and spare, in a |long black vel vet gown
girded round himby a thick silk cord. His long white hair escaped on
either side of his face fromunder a black vel vet cap which closely
fitted his head and nade a formal setting for his countenance. His
gown envel oped his body |ike a wi nding sheet, so that all that was
left visible was a narrow bl eached human face. But for the wasted arm
thin as a draper's wand, which held aloft the lanp that cast all its
[ight upon him the face would have seened to hang in md air. A gray
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poi nted beard conceal ed the chin of this fantastical appearance, and
gave himthe | ook of one of those Jew sh types which serve artists as
nodel s for Mbses. His lips were so thin and colorless that it needed a
close inspection to find the lines of his nmouth at all in the pallid
face. His great wrinkled brow and hol | ow bl oodl ess cheeks, the

i nexorably stern expression of his small green eyes that no | onger
possessed eyebrows or |ashes, m ght have convinced the stranger that
Gerard Dow s "Money Changer" had conme down from his frame. The
craftiness of an inquisitor, revealed in those curving winkles and
creases that wound about his tenples, indicated a profound know edge
of life. There was no deceiving this man, who seened to possess a
power of detecting the secrets of the wariest heart.

The wi sdom and the noral codes of every people seened gathered up in
hi s passive face, just as all the productions of the gl obe had been
heaped up in his dusty show oons. He seened to possess the tranqui

| um nous vision of sone god before whomall things are open, or the
haughty power of a nman who knows all things.

Wth two strokes of the brush a painter could have so altered the
expression of this face, that what had been a serene representation of
the Eternal Father should change to the sneering mask of a
Mephi st ophel es; for though soverei gn power was reveal ed by the
forehead, nocking folds |urked about the nouth. He nust have
sacrificed all the joys of earth, as he had crushed all hunman sorrows

beneath his potent will. The man at the brink of death shivered at the
t hought of the life led by this spirit, so solitary and renote from
our world; joyless, since he had no one illusion left; painless,

because pl easure had ceased to exist for him There he stood,

noti onl ess and serene as a star in a bright mst. Hs lanp lit up the
obscure closet, just as his green eyes, with their quiet mal evol ence,
seened to shed a light on the noral world.

This was the strange spectacle that startled the young man's returning
sight, as he shook off the dreany fancies and thoughts of death that
had lulled him An instant of dismay, a nonentary return to belief in
nursery tales, may be forgiven him seeing that his senses were
obscured. Mich thought had wearied his m nd, and his nerves were
exhausted with the strain of the tremendous drama within him and by
the scenes that had heaped on himall the horrid pleasures that a

pi ece of opium can produce.

But this apparition had appeared in Paris, on the Quai Voltaire, and
in the nineteenth century; the time and place nade sorcery inpossible.
The idol of French scepticismhad died in the house just opposite, the
di sci pl e of Gay-Lussac and Arago, who had held the charl atani sm of
intellect in contenpt. And yet the stranger submitted hinmself to the

i nfluence of an inaginative spell, as all of us do at tines, when we
wi sh to escape froman inevitable certainty, or to tenpt the power of
Provi dence. So sone nysterious apprehension of a strange force nade
himtrenble before the old man with the lanp. Al of us have been
stirred in the same way by the sight of Napoleon, or of sone other
great man, nmade illustrious by his genius or by fane.

"You wish to see Raphael's portrait of Jesus Christ, nonsieur?" the
old man asked politely. There was sonething netallic in the clear
sharp ring of his voice.
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He set the | anp upon a broken columm, so that all its |ight mght fal
on the brown case.

At the sacred names of Christ and Raphael the young nan showed sone
curiosity. The merchant, who no doubt | ooked for this, pressed a
spring, and suddenly the mahogany panel slid noiselessly back in its
groove, and discovered the canvas to the stranger's admiring gaze. At
sight of this deathless creation, he forgot his fancies in the show
rooms and the freaks of his dreams, and becane hinself again. The old
man becane a being of flesh and bl ood, very nuch alive, w th nothing
chi merical about him and took up his existence at once upon solid
earth.

The synpathy and | ove, and the gentle serenity in the divine face,
exerted an instant sway over the younger spectator. Sonme influence
falling from heaven bade cease the burning tornment that consuned the
marrow of his bones. The head of the Savi our of mankind seened to

i ssue from anong the shadows represented by a dark background; an
aureol e of light shone out brightly fromhis hair; an inpassioned

belief seemed to glow through him and to thrill every feature. The
word of life had just been uttered by those red |ips, the sacred
sounds seened to linger still in the air; the spectator besought the

silence for those captivating parables, hearkened for themin the
future, and had to turn to the teachings of the past. The untroubl ed
peace of the divine eyes, the confort of sorrow ng souls, seened an
interpretation of the Evangel. The sweet triunphant smle reveal ed the
secret of the Catholic religion, which sums up all things in the
precept, "Love one another."™ This picture breathed the spirit of
prayer, enjoined forgiveness, overcane self, caused sl eeping powers of
good to waken. For this work of Raphael's had the inperious charm of
nmusi c; you were brought under the spell of menories of the past; his
triunph was so absolute that the artist was forgotten. The witchery of
the | anpli ght hei ghtened the wonder; the head seenmed at tines to
flicker in the distance, envel oped in cloud.

"I covered the surface of that picture with gold pieces," said the

mer chant carel essly.

"And now for death!" cried the young nman, awakened from hi s nusi ngs.
Hi s | ast thought had recalled his fate to him as it led him

i mperceptibly back fromthe forlorn hopes to which he had cl ung.

"Ah, ha! then ny suspicions were well founded!" said the other, and
his hands held the young man's wists in a grip like that of a vice.

The younger man smiled wearily at his mstake, and said gently:

"You, sir, have nothing to fear; it is not your life, but my own that

is in question. . . . But why should | hide a harm ess fraud?" he went
on, after a look at the anxious old man. "l canme to see your treasures
to while away the tine till night should cone and | could drown nyself

decently. Who woul d grudge this |ast pleasure to a poet and a man of
sci ence?"

Wil e he spoke, the jeal ous nmerchant watched the haggard face of his
pret ended custoner with keen eyes. Perhaps the nmournful tones of his
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voi ce reassured him or he also read the dark signs of fate in the
faded features that had made the ganbl ers shudder; he rel eased his
hands, but, with a touch of caution, due to the experience of sone
hundred years at |east, he stretched his armout to a sideboard as if
to steady hinself, took up a little dagger, and said:

"Have you been a supernunerary clerk of the Treasury for three years
Wi t hout receiving any perquisites?”

The stranger could scarcely suppress a smle as he shook his head.

"Per haps your father has expressed his regret for your birth a little
too sharply? Or have you disgraced yoursel f?"

"If | nmeant to be disgraced, | should live."

"You have been hi ssed perhaps at the Funanmbul es? Or you have had to
conpose couplets to pay for your mstress' funeral? Do you want to be
cured of the gold fever? Or to be quit of the spleen? For what bl under
is your life forfeit?"

"You nmust not | ook anobng the common notives that inpel suicides for
the reason of ny death. To spare nyself the task of disclosing ny

unheard- of sufferings, for which |anguage has no nane, | will tell you
this--that | amin the deepest, nost huniliating, and nobst crue
trouble, and," he went on in proud tones that harnonized ill with the
words just uttered, "I have no wish to beg for either help or
synpat hy. "

"Eh! eh!"

The two syl |l ables which the old man pronounced resenbl ed the sound of
a rattle. Then he went on thus:

"Wt hout conpelling you to entreat nme, w thout nmaking you blush for
it, and without giving you so nuch as a French centinme, a para from
the Levant, a German heller, a Russian kopeck, a Scottish farthing, a
singl e obolus or sestertius fromthe ancient world, or one piastre
fromthe new, w thout offering you anything whatever in gold, silver,
or copper, notes or drafts, I will make you richer, nore powerful, and
of nore consequence than a constitutional king."

The young man t hought that the older was in his dotage, and waited in
bewi | derment wi t hout venturing to reply.

"Turn round," said the merchant, suddenly catching up the lanp in
order to light up the opposite wall; "look at that |eathern skin," he
went on.

The young man rose abruptly, and showed sonme surprise at the sight of
a piece of shagreen which hung on the wall behind his chair. It was
only about the size of a fox's skin, but it seened to fill the deep
shadows of the place with such brilliant rays that it |ooked like a
smal | conet, an appearance at first sight inexplicable. The young
sceptic went up to this so-called talisman, which was to rescue him
fromall points of view, and he soon found out the cause of its
singular brilliancy. The dark grain of the |eather had been so
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careful 'y burni shed and polished, the striped markings of the graining
were so sharp and clear, that every particle of the surface of the bit
of Oriental leather was in itself a focus which concentrated the
light, and reflected it vividly.

He accounted for this phenonmenon categorically to the old nman, who
only smled nmeaningly by way of answer. His superior smile |led the
young scientific man to fancy that he hinself had been deceived by
some i nposture. He had no wish to carry one nore puzzle to his grave,
and hastily turned the skin over, |like sone child eager to find out
the nysteries of a new toy.

"Ah," he cried, "here is the mark of the seal which they call in the
East the Signet of Sol onon.™

"So you know that, then?" asked the nmerchant. Hi s peculiar nethod of
| aughter, two or three quick breathings through the nostrils, said
nore than any words however el oquent.

"I's there anybody in the world sinple enough to believe in that idle
fancy?" said the young man, nettled by the spiteful ness of the silent
chuckl e. "Don't you know, " he continued, "that the superstitions of
the East have perpetuated the mystical formand the counterfeit
characters of the synbol, which represents a nythical dom nion? | have
no nmore laid nyself open to a charge of credulity in this case, than
if | had nentioned sphinxes or griffins, whose exi stence nythology in
a manner admits."

"As you are an Orientalist,"”
t hat sentence.”

replied the other, "perhaps you can read

He held the lanp close to the talisman, which the young man held
towards him and pointed out sone characters inlaid in the surface of
the wonderful skin, as if they had grown on the animal to which it
once bel onged.

"I nmust admit," said the stranger, "that | have no idea how the
letters could be engraved so deeply on the skin of a wild ass."” And he
turned quickly to the tables strewn with curiosities and seened to

| ook for something.

"What is it that you want?" asked the old man.

"Sonething that will cut the leather, so that | can see whether the
letters are printed or inlaid."

The old man held out his stiletto. The stranger took it and tried to
cut the skin above the lettering; but when he had renpved a thin
shavi ng of |eather fromthem the characters still appeared bel ow, so
clear and so exactly like the surface inpression, that for a noment he
was not sure that he had cut anything away after all

"The craftsnmen of the Levant have secrets known only to thensel ves,"
he said, half in vexation, as he eyed the characters of this Oienta
sent ence.

"Yes," said the old man, "it is better to attribute it to man's agency
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than to God's."

The nysterious words were thus arranged:

[Drawi ng of apparently Sanskrit characters omtted]
O, as it runs in English:

POSSESSI NG ME THOU SHALT POSSESS ALL THI NGS.
BUT THY LIFE IS MNE, FOR GOD HAS SO W LLED IT.
W SH, AND THY W SHES SHALL BE FULFI LLED

BUT MEASURE THY DESI RES, ACCORDI NG

TO THE LIFE THAT IS I N THEE.

THI S I S THY LI FE,

W TH EACH W SH | MJST SHRI NK

EVEN AS THY OWN DAYS

WLT THOU HAVE ME? TAKE ME.

GOD W LL HEARKEN UNTO THEE.

SO BE I T!

"So you read Sanskrit fluently,"” said the old man. "You have been in

Persi a perhaps, or in Bengal ?"
"No, sir," said the stranger, as he felt the enblematical skin
curiously. It was alnpst as rigid as a sheet of netal.

The ol d nerchant set the | anp back again upon the colum, giving the
other a | ook as he did so. "He has given up the notion of dying
al ready," the glance said with phlegmatic irony.

"Is it ajest, or is it an enigma?" asked the younger man.
The other shook his head and said soberly:

"I don't know how to answer you. | have offered this talismn with its
terrible powers to men with nore energy in themthan you seemto nme to
have; but though they | aughed at the questionable power it night exert
over their futures, not one of themwas ready to venture to concl ude
the fateful contract proposed by an unknown force. | amof their

opi nion, | have doubted and refrai ned, and----"

"Have you never even tried its power?" interrupted the young stranger

"Tried it!" exclained the old nman. "Suppose that you were on the
colum in the Place Vendonme, would you try flinging yourself into
space? Is it possible to stay the course of life? Has a nan ever been
known to die by halves? Before you cane here, you had made up your

mnd to kill yourself, but all at once a nystery fills your mnd, and
you think no nore about death. You child! Does not any one day of your
life afford mysteries nore absorbing? Listen to ne. | saw the
l'icentious days of Regency. | was |ike you, then, in poverty; | have
begged ny bread; but for all that, | amnow a centenarian with a
couple of years to spare, and a nillionaire to boot. Msery was the
maki ng of me, ignorance has made nme learned. | will tell you in a few

words the great secret of human life. By two instinctive processes nman
exhausts the springs of life within him Two verbs cover all the formns
whi ch these two causes of death may take--To WIl and To have your

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com




THE MAG C SKI'N

WI!ll. Between these two limts of human activity the wi se have

di scovered an internediate fornmula, to which | owe ny good fortune and
long Iife. To WII consumes us, and To have our WI | destroys us, but
To Know steeps our feeble organisnms in perpetual calm In me Thought
has destroyed WIIl, so that Power is relegated to the ordinary
functions of ny econony. In a word, it is not in the heart which can
be broken, or in the senses that become deadened, but it is in the
brain that cannot waste away and survives everything else, that | have

set ny life. Mdderation has kept m nd and body unruffled. Yet, | have
seen the whole world. | have |learned all |anguages, |ived after every
manner. | have | ent a Chi naman noney, taking his father's corpse as a

pl edge, slept in an Arab's tent on the security of his bare word,
signed contracts in every capital of Europe, and left nmy gold wthout
hesitation in savage wi gwans. | have attained everything, because
have known how to despise all things.

"My one anbition has been to see. Is not Sight in a manner Insight?
And to have know edge or insight, is not that to have instinctive
possessi on? To be able to discover the very substance of fact and to
unite its essence to our essence? O material possession what abides
with you but an idea? Think, then, how glorious nust be the |life of a
man who can stanp all realities upon his thought, place the springs of
happi ness within hinself, and draw thence uncounted pl easures in idea,
unspoi l ed by earthly stains. Thought is a key to all treasures; the
mser's gains are ours without his cares. Thus | have soared above

this world, where ny enjoynents have been intellectual joys. | have
reveled in the contenplation of seas, peoples, forests, and nountains!
I have seen all things, calmy, and wi thout weariness; | have set ny
desires on nothing; | have waited in expectation of everything. | have

wal ked to and fro in the world as in a garden round about ny own

dwel I'ing. Troubles, |oves, anmbitions, |osses, and sorrows, as nen cal
them are for ne ideas, which | transnute into waking dreans; |
express and transpose instead of feeling them instead of permtting
themto prey upon ny life, | dramatize and expand them | divert
nmyself with themas if they were romances which | could read by the
power of vision within me. As | have never overtaxed ny constitution,

| still enjoy robust health; and as nmy mind is endowed with all the
force that | have not wasted, this head of mne is even better
furnished than my galleries. The true millions lie here," he said,
striking his forehead. "I spend delicious days in comuni ngs with the
past; | summon before me whol e countries, places, extents of sea, the
fair faces of history. In nmy imaginary seraglio | have all the wonen
that | have never possessed. Your wars and revolutions come up before
me for judgnent. What is a feverish fugitive admration for sonme nore
or less brightly col ored piece of flesh and bl ood; sone nore or |ess
rounded human forn what are all the disasters that wait on your
erratic whins, conpared with the magnificent power of conjuring up the
whol e world within your soul, conpared with the i mMmeasurabl e joys of
nmovenent, unstrangled by the cords of tinme, unclogged by the fetters
of space; the joys of beholding all things, of conprehending al
things, of |eaning over the parapet of the world to question the other
spheres, to hearken to the voice of God? There," he burst out,
vehenently, "there are To WIIl and To have your WIIl, both together,"
he pointed to the bit of shagreen; "there are your social ideas, your
i mmoder ate desires, your excesses, your pleasures that end in death,
your sorrows that quicken the pace of life, for pain is perhaps but a
vi ol ent pl easure. Who coul d determ ne the point where pleasure becones
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pain, where pain is still a pleasure? Is not the utnost brightness of
the ideal world soothing to us, while the |lightest shadows of the
physi cal world annoy? |Is not know edge the secret of w sdon? And what
is folly but a riotous expenditure of WII or Power?"

"Very good then, a life of riotous excess for ne!" said the stranger
pounci ng upon the piece of shagreen.

"Young man, beware!" cried the other with incredi ble vehenence.
"I had resolved ny existence into thought and study," the stranger
replied; "and yet they have not even supported ne. | amnot to be
gulled by a sernmon worthy of Swedenborg, nor by your Oriental amulet,
nor yet by your charitable endeavors to keep ne in a world wherein

exi stence is no |longer possible for ne. . . . Let ne see now," he
added, clutching the talisnman convul sively, as he |ooked at the old
man, "I wish for a royal banquet, a carouse worthy of this century,

which, it is said, has brought everything to perfection! Let ne have
young boon conpani ons, witty, unwarped by prejudice, nmerry to the
verge of madness! Let one wi ne succeed another, each nore biting and
perfunmed than the last, and strong enough to bring about three days of
deliriunm Passionate wonen's forns should grace that night! | would be
borne away to unknown regi ons beyond the confines of this world, by
the car and four-wi nged steed of a frantic and uproarious orgy. Let us
ascend to the skies, or plunge ourselves in the mre. | do not know if
one soars or sinks at such monments, and | do not care! Next, | bid
this enigmatical power to concentrate all delights for nme in one
single joy. Yes, | nust conprehend every pleasure of earth and heaven
in the final enbrace that is to kill me. Therefore, after the wine, |
wi sh to hold high festival to Priapus, with songs that m ght rouse the
dead, and ki sses without end; the sound of them should pass |ike the
crackling of flanme through Paris, should revive the heat of youth and
passi on in husband and wi fe, even in hearts of seventy years."

A laugh burst fromthe little old man. It rang in the young man's ears
like an echo fromhell; and tyrannously cut him short. He said no
nor e.

"Do you imagine that my floors are going to open suddenly, so that
| uxuriously-appointed tables may rise through them and guests from
anot her worl d? No, no, young nadcap. You have entered into the conpact

now, and there is an end of it. Henceforward, your wi shes will be
accurately fulfilled, but at the expense of your |ife. The conpass of
your days, visible in that skin, will contract according to the

strength and nunber of your desires, fromthe | east to the nost
extravagant. The Brahmin fromwhom | had this skin once explained to
me that it would bring about a mysterious connection between the
fortunes and wi shes of its possessor. Your first wish is a vul gar one,
which | could fulfil, but I leave that to the issues of your new

exi stence. After all, you were wishing to die; very well, your suicide
is only put off for a tine."

The stranger was surprised and irritated that this peculiar old man
persisted in not taking himseriously. A half philanthropic intention
peeped so clearly forth fromhis |ast jesting observation, that he
excl ai med:
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"I shall soon see, sir, if any change cones over ny fortunes in the
time it will take to cross the width of the quay. But | should like us
to be quits for such a nonentous service; that is, if you are not

| aughing at an unlucky wetch, so | wish that you may fall in |ove

wi th an opera-dancer. You woul d understand the pl easures of

i nt enperance then, and m ght perhaps grow | avish of the wealth that
you have husbanded so phil osophically."

He went out without heeding the old nan's heavy sigh, went back

t hrough the galleries and down the staircase, followed by the stout
assistant who vainly tried to light his passage; he fled with the
haste of a robber caught in the act. Blinded by a kind of delirium he
did not even notice the unexpected flexibility of the piece of
shagreen, which coiled itself up, pliant as a glove in his excited
fingers, till it would go into the pocket of his coat, where he
mechanically thrust it. As he rushed out of the door into the street,
he ran up against three young nen who were passing armin-arm

"Brute!"

"ldiot!"

Such were the gratifying expressions exchanged between them
"Why, it is Raphael!"

"Good! we were | ooking for you."

"What! it is you, then?"

These three friendly exclamations quickly followed the insults, as the
light of a street lanp, flickering in the wind, fell upon the
astoni shed faces of the group.

"My dear fellow, you must cone with us!" said the young man that
Raphael had all but knocked down.

"What is all this about?"
"Come along, and I will tell you the history of it as we go."

By fair means or foul, Raphael nmust go along with his friends towards
the Pont des Arts; they surrounded him and linked himby the arm
anong their merry band.

"We have been after you for about a week," the speaker went on. "At
your respectable hotel de Saint Quentin, where, by the way, the sign
with the alternate black and red letters cannot be renoved, and hangs
out just as it did in the tinme of Jean Jacques, that Leonarda of yours
told us that you were off into the country. For all that, we certainly
did not |ook |ike duns, creditors, sheriff's officers, or the I|ike.

But no matter! Rastignac had seen you the evening before at the

Bouf fons; we took courage again, and nmade it a point of honor to find
out whet her you were roosting in a tree in the Chanps-Elysees, or in
one of those phil anthropic abodes where the beggars sleep on a
twopenny rope, or if, nmore luckily, you were bivouacking in sone
boudoir or other. W could not find you anywhere. Your name was not in
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the jailers' registers at the St. Pelagie nor at La Force! Governnent
departnments, cafes, libraries, lists of prefects' nanmes, newspaper

of fices, restaurants, greenroons--to cut it short, every lurking place
in Paris, good or bad, has been explored in the nost expert manner. W
bewai |l ed the | oss of a man endowed with such genius, that one m ght

l ook to find himat Court or in the common jails. W tal ked of

canoni zing you as a hero of July, and, upon ny word, we regretted
you! "

As he spoke, the friends were crossing the Pont des Arts. W thout
listening to them Raphael |ooked at the Seine, at the clanoring waves
that reflected the |ights of Paris. Above that river, in which but now
he had thought to fling hinmself, the old man's prediction had been
fulfilled, the hour of his death had been already put back by fate.

"We really regretted you," said his friend, still pursuing his thene.
"I't was a question of a plan in which we included you as a superior
person, that is to say, sonebody who can put hinself above other
peopl e. The constitutional thinble-rig is carried on to-day, dear boy,
nore seriously than ever. The infanobus nonarchy, displaced by the
heroi sm of the people, was a sort of drab, you could | augh and reve
with her; but La Patrie is a shrewish and virtuous wife, and willy-
nilly you nmust take her prescribed endearnents. Then besides, as you
know, authority passed over fromthe Tuileries to the journalists, at
the tinme when the Budget changed its quarters and went fromthe
Faubourg Saint-Germain to the Chaussee de Antin. But this you may not
know perhaps. The CGovernnent, that is, the aristocracy of |awers and
bankers who represent the country to-day, just as the priests used to
do in the tine of the nmonarchy, has felt the necessity of nystifying
the worthy people of France with a few new words and ol d ideas, I|ike
phi | osophers of every school, and all strong intellects ever since
time began. So now Royalist-national ideas nust be incul cated, by
proving to us that it is far better to pay twelve mllion francs,
thirty-three centines to La Patrie, represented by Messieurs Such-and-
Such, than to pay el even hundred mllion francs, nine centines to a
king who used to say _|_instead of WE. In a word, a journal, with two
or three hundred thousand francs, good, at the back of it, has just
been started, with a view to maki ng an opposition paper to content the
di scontented, w thout prejudice to the national government of the
citizen-king. We scoff at |liberty as at despotism now, and at religion
or incredulity quite inpartially. And since, for us, 'our country'
means a capital where ideas circulate and are sold at so nuch a line,
a succul ent dinner every day, and the play at frequent intervals,
where profligate wonen swarm where suppers last on into the next day,
and light loves are hired by the hour |ike cabs; and since Paris wll
al ways be the nost adorable of all countries, the country of joy,
liberty, wit, pretty wonen, mauvai s sujets, and good wi ne; where the
truncheon of authority never makes itself disagreeably felt, because
one is so close to those who wield it,--we, therefore, sectaries of

t he god Mephi stophel es, have engaged to whitewash the public mnd, to
give fresh costunmes to the actors, to put a new plank or two in the
government booth, to doctor doctrinaires, and warm up ol d Republicans,
to touch up the Bonapartists a bit, and revictual the Centre; provided
that we are allowed to laugh in petto at both kings and peoples, to
think one thing in the norning and another at night, and to lead a
merry life a |la Panurge, or to recline upon soft cushions, nore
orientali.
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"The sceptre of this burlesque and macaroni ¢ ki ngdom " he went on
have reserved for you; so we are taking you straightway to a di nner
given by the founder of the said newspaper, a retired banker, who, at
a loss to know what to do with his nmoney, is going to buy sone brains
with it. You will be welconed as a brother, we shall hail you as king
of these free lances who wi || undertake anything; whose perspicacity
di scovers the intentions of Austria, England, or Russia before either
Russia, Austria or England have fornmed any. Yes, we will invest you
with the sovereignty of those puissant intellects which give to the
world its Mrabeaus, Talleyrands, Pitts, and Metternichs--all the
clever Crispins who treat the destinies of a kingdom as ganblers
stakes, just as ordinary nmen play dom noes for Kirschenwasser. W have
gi ven you out to be the nobst undaunted chanpi on who ever westled in a
dri nki ng-bout at close quarters with the nonster called Carousal, whom
all bold spirits wish to try a fall with; we have gone so far as to
say that you have never yet been worsted. | hope you will not nake
liars of us. Taillefer, our amphitryon, has undertaken to surpass the
circunscribed saturnalias of the petty nmodern Lucullus. He is rich
enough to infuse ponmp into trifles, and style and charminto

di ssipation . . . Are you listening, Raphael?" asked the orator
interrupting hinself.

we

"Yes," answered the young man, |less surprised by the acconplishnment of
his wi shes than by the natural manner in which the events had cone
about .

He could not bring hinself to believe in magic, but he marvel ed at the
acci dents of human fate.

"Yes, you say, just as if you were thinking of your grandfather's
dem se," remarked one of his neighbors.

"Ah!" cried Raphael, "I was thinking, ny friends, that we are in a
fair way to becone very great scoundrels," and there was an

i ngenuousness in his tones that set these witers, the hope of young
France, in a roar. "So far our blasphenies have been uttered over our
cups; we have passed our judgnments on life while drunk, and taken nen
and affairs in an after-dinner frane of m nd. W were innocent of
action; we were bold in words. But now we are to be branded with the
hot iron of politics; we are going to enter the convict's prison and
to drop our illusions. Although one has no belief left, except in the
devil, one may regret the paradi se of one's youth and the age of

i nnocence, when we devoutly offered the tip of our tongue to sone good
priest for the consecrated wafer of the sacrament. Ah, ny good
friends, our first peccadill oes gave us so nuch pl easure because the
consequent renorse set themoff and lent a keen relish to them but
nowadays----"

"Ch! now," said the first speaker, "there is still left----"
"What ?" asked anot her
"Crime----"

"There is a word as high as the gallows and deeper than the Seine,"”
sai d Raphael
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"Oh, you don't understand ne; | nean political crime. Since this
norning, a conspirator's life is the only one | covet. | don't know
that the fancy will last over to-norrow, but to-night at |east ny
gorge rises at the anaenmic life of our civilization and its railroad
evenness. | am seized with a passion for the mseries of retreat from
Moscow, for the excitenments of the Red Corsair, or for a smuggler's
life. | should |ike to go to Botany Bay, as we have no Chartreaux |eft

us here in France; it is a sort of infirmary reserved for little Lord
Byrons who, having crunpled up their lives like a serviette after
di nner, have nothing left to do but to set their country ablaze, bl ow
their own brains out, plot for a republic or clanor for a war----"

"Em le," Raphael's neighbor called eagerly to the speaker, "on ny
honor, but for the revolution of July I would have taken orders, and
gone off down into the country sonmewhere to lead the |ife of an

ani mal , and----"

"And you woul d have read your breviary through every day."
"Yes."

"You are a coxconb!"

"Why, we read the newspapers as it is!"

"Not bad that, for a journalist! But hold your tongue, we are going
t hrough a crowd of subscribers. Journalism |ook you, is the religion
of nodern society, and has even gone a little further."

"What do you nean?"

"Its pontiffs are not obliged to believe in it any nore than the
people are.”

Chatting thus, like good fell ows who have known their De Viris
illustribus for years past, they reached a mansion in the Rue Joubert.

Emile was a journalist who had acquired nore reputation by dint of
doi ng not hing than others had derived fromtheir achievenents. A bold,
caustic, and powerful critic, he possessed all the qualities that his
defects permtted. An outspoken giber, he nmade nunberl ess epigrans on
a friend to his face; but would defend him if absent, with courage
and loyalty. He | aughed at everything, even at his own career. Al ways
i mpecuni ous, he yet lived, like all nen of his calibre, plunged in
unspeakabl e i ndol ence. He would fling sone word containing volunes in
the teeth of folk who could not put a syllable of sense into their
books. He | avi shed promni ses that he never fulfilled; he nade a pillow
of his luck and reputation, on which he slept, and ran the risk of
waking up to old age in a workhouse. A steadfast friend to the gall ows
foot, a cynical swaggerer with a child's sinplicity, a worker only
fromnecessity or caprice.

“I'n the language of Maitre Alcofribas, we are about to nake a fanous

troncon de chiere lie," he remarked to Raphael as he pointed out the
fl ower-stands that made a perfuned forest of the staircase.
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"I like a vestibule to be well warnmed and richly carpeted,” Raphae
said. "Luxury in the peristyle is not common in France. | feel as if
life had begun anew here."

"And up above we are going to drink and make nerry once nore, ny dear
Raphael . Ah! yes," he went on, "and | hope we are going to cone off
conquerors, too, and wal k over everybody el se's head."

As he spoke, he jestingly pointed to the guests. They were entering a
| arge room which shone with gilding and Iights, and there all the
younger nen of note in Paris wel comed them Here was one who had just
reveal ed fresh powers, his first picture vied with the glories of

I nperial art. There, another, who but yesterday had | aunched forth a
vol unme, an acrid book filled with a sort of literary arrogance, which
opened up new ways to the nodern school. A scul ptor, not far away,
with vigorous power visible in his rough features, was chatting with
one of those unenthusiastic scoffers who can either see excellence
anywhere or nowhere, as it happens. Here, the cleverest of our
caricaturists, with m schievous eyes and bitter tongue, lay in wait
for epigrans to translate into pencil strokes; there, stood the young
and audaci ous witer, who distilled the quintessence of politica

i deas better than any other man, or conpressed the work of sone
prolific witer as he held himup to ridicule; he was talking with the
poet whose works would have eclipsed all the witings of the tine if
his ability had been as strenuous as his hatreds. Both were trying not
to say the truth while they kept clear of lies, as they exchanged
flattering speeches. A fanmpus nusician adm ni stered soot hing
consolation in a rallying fashion, to a young politician who had just
fallen quite unhurt, fromhis rostrum Young witers who | acked style
st ood besi de other young witers who | acked ideas, and authors of
poeti cal prose by prosaic poets.

At the sight of all these inconplete beings, a sinple Saint Sinonian,
i ngenuous enough to believe in his own doctrine, charitably paired
them of f, designing, no doubt, to convert theminto nonks of his
order. A few nen of science nmingled in the conversation, |ike nitrogen
in the atnosphere, and several vaudevillistes shed rays like the
spar ki ng di anonds that give neither light nor heat. A few paradox-
nmongers, |aughing up their sleeves at any fol k who enbraced their
likes or dislikes in nmen or affairs, had already begun a two-edged
policy, conspiring against all systens, without commtting thenselves
to any side. Then there was the self-appointed critic who adnires
nothing, and will blow his nose in the mddle of a cavatina at the
Bouf f ons, who appl auds before any one el se begins, and contradicts
every one who says what he hinself was about to say; he was there

gi ving out the sayings of wittier men for his owm. O all the
assenbl ed guests, a future lay before some five; ten or so should
acquire a fleeting renown; as for the rest, like all nediocrities,
they mi ght apply to thensel ves the fanous fal sehood of Louis XVIII.
Uni on and obl i vion.

The anxious jocularity of a man who i s expendi ng two thousand crowns
sat on their host. His eyes turned inpatiently towards the door from
time to tine, seeking one of his guests who kept himwaiting. Very
soon a stout little person appeared, who was greeted by a
conplinmentary murmur; it was the notary who had i nvented the newspaper
that very norning. A valet-de-chanbre in black opened the doors of a
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vast dining-room whither every one went w thout cerenony, and took
his place at an enornous table.

Raphael took a last |ook round the room before he left it. His w sh
had been realized to the full. The roons were adorned with silk and
gold. Countless wax tapers set in handsome candelabra lit up the
slightest details of gilded friezes, the delicate bronze scul pture,
and the splendid colors of the furniture. The sweet scent of rare
flowers, set in stands tastefully nmade of banboo, filled the air
Everythi ng, even the curtains, was pervaded by el egance without
pretension, and there was a certain inmaginative charm about it al
which acted like a spell on the nmind of a needy man.

"An inconme of a hundred thousand livres a year is a very nice

begi nni ng of the catechism and a wonderful assistance to putting
norality into our actions," he said, sighing. "Truly nmy sort of virtue
can scarcely go afoot, and vice neans, to my thinking, a garret, a

t hreadbare coat, a gray hat in winter tinme, and sunms owing to the
porter. . . . | should Iike to live in the lap of luxury a year, or
six nonths, no matter! And then afterwards, die. | should have known,
exhausted, and consuned a thousand |lives, at any rate."

"Why, you are taking the tone of a stockbroker in good luck," said
Em |l e, who overheard him "Pooh! your riches would be a burden to you
as soon as you found that they would spoil your chances of comi ng out
above the rest of us. Hasn't the artist always kept the bal ance true
bet ween the poverty of riches and the riches of poverty? And isn't
struggl e a necessity to sonme of us? Look out for your digestion, and
only look," he added, with a nock-heroic gesture, "at the mmjestic,
thrice holy, and edifying appearance of this amiable capitalist's

di ning-room That man has in reality only made his noney for our
benefit. Isn't he a kind of sponge of the polyp order, overl ooked by
naturalists, which should be carefully squeezed before he is left for
his heirs to feed upon? There is style, isn't there, about those bas-
reliefs that adorn the walls? And the lustres, and the pictures, what
uxury well carried out! If one may believe those who envy him or who
know, or think they know, the origins of his life, then this man got
rid of a German and sonme others--his best friend for one, and the

not her of that friend, during the Revolution. Could you house crines
under the venerable Taillefer's silvering | ocks? He | ooks to ne a very
worthy man. Only see how the silver sparkles, and is every glittering
ray like a stab of a dagger to hin? . . . Let us go in, one mght as
wel | believe in Mahonmet. If comon report speak truth, here are thirty
men of talent, and good fell ows too, prepared to dine off the flesh

and bl ood of a whole famly; . . . and here are we ourselves, a pair
of youngsters full of open-hearted enthusiasm and we shall be
partakers in his guilt. | have a mind to ask our capitalist whether he

is a respectabl e character

"No, not now," cried Raphael, "but when he is dead drunk, we shal
have had our dinner then."

The two friends sat down |aughing. First of all, by a glance nore
rapid than a word, each paid his tribute of admration to the splendid
general effect of the long table, white as a bank of freshly-fallen
snow, with its symetrical |ine of covers, crowned with their pale
golden rolls of bread. Rainbow colors gleanmed in the starry rays of

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com




THE MAGI C SKI N 29

light reflected by the glass; the lights of the tapers crossed and
recrossed each other indefinitely; the dishes covered with their
silver domes whetted both appetite and curiosity.

Few words were spoken. Nei ghbors exchanged gl ances as the Maderia
circulated. Then the first course appeared in all its glory; it would
have done honor to the | ate Canbaceres, Brillat-Savarin would have
celebrated it. The wi nes of Bordeaux and Burgundy, white and red, were
royally lavished. This first part of the banquet m ght been conpared
in every way to a rendering of some classical tragedy. The second act
grew a trifle noisier. Every guest had had a fair anount to drink, and
had tried various crus at this pleasure, so that as the remains of the
magni fi cent first course were renoved, tunultuous discussions began; a
pal e brow here and there began to flush, sundry noses took a purpler
hue, faces |it up, and eyes sparkled.

Wil e intoxication was only dawni ng, the conversation did not overstep
the bounds of civility; but banter and bon nots slipped by degrees
from every tongue; and then slander began to rear its little snake's
heard, and spoke in dulcet tones; a few shrewd ones here and there
gave heed to it, hoping to keep their heads. So the second course
found their m nds sonewhat heated. Every one ate as he spoke, spoke
while he ate, and drank w thout heeding the quantity of the Iiquor

the wine was so biting, the bouquet so fragrant, the exanple around so
infectious. Taillefer made a point of stinmulating his guests, and
plied themw th the form dabl e wi nes of the Rhone, with fierce Tokay,
and heady ol d Roussillon.

The champagne, inpatiently expected and | avishly poured out, was a
scourge of fiery sparks to these nen; released |ike post-horses from
sone mail-coach by a relay; they let their spirits gallop away into
the wilds of argunent to which no one listened, began to tell stories
whi ch had no auditors, and repeatedly asked questions to which no
answer was nmade. Only the |oud voice of wassail could be heard, a

voi ce nade up of a hundred confused clanpors, which rose and grew |ike
a crescendo of Rossini's. Insidious toasts, swagger, and chall enges
fol | owed.

Each renounced any pride in his own intellectual capacity, in order to
vindi cate that of hogsheads, casks, and vats; and each made noise
enough for two. A tine canme when the footnmen smled, while their
masters all talked at once. A philosopher would have been interested,
doubtl ess, by the singularity of the thoughts expressed, a politician
woul d have been amazed by the incongruity of the nmethods discussed in
the nel ee of words or doubtfully |um nous paradoxes, where truths,
grotesquely capari soned, met in conflict across the uproar of brawing
judgments, of arbitrary decisions and folly, much as bullets, shells,
and grapeshot are hurled across a battlefield.

It was at once a volune and a picture. Every philosophy, religion, and
noral code differing so greatly in every latitude, every governnent,
every great achi evement of the human intellect, fell before a scythe
as long as Tinme's own; and you m ght have found it hard to decide
whether it was wielded by Gravity intoxicated, or by Inebriation grown
sober and clear-sighted. Borne away by a kind of tempest, their ninds,
like the sea raging against the cliffs, seenmed ready to shake the |aws
whi ch confine the ebb and flow of civilization; unconsciously
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fulfilling the will of God, who has suffered evil and good to abide in
nature, and reserved the secret of their continual strife to Hi nself.
A frantic travesty of debate ensued, a Wl purgis-revel of intellects.
Bet ween the dreary jests of these children of the Revolution over the
i nauguration of a newspaper, and the talk of the joyous gossips at
Gargantua's birth, stretched the gulf that divides the nineteenth
century fromthe sixteenth. Laughingly they had begun the work of
destruction, and our journalists |laughed am d the ruins.

"What is the name of that young man over there?" said the notary,
i ndi cati ng Raphael. "I thought | heard sone one call him Valentin."

"What stuff is this?" said Enmile, laughing; "plain Valentin, say you?
Raphael DE Valentin, if you please. W bear an eagle or, on a field
sable, with a silver crown, beak and claws gules, and a fine notto:
NON CECIDIT ANl MUS. W are no foundling child, but a descendant of the
Enmperor Val ens, of the stock of the Valentinois, founders of the
cities of Valence in France, and Valencia in Spain, rightful heirs to
the Enmpire of the East. If we suffer Mahnoud on the throne of
Byzantium it is out of pure condescension, and for |ack of funds and
sol diers.™

Wth a fork flourished above Raphael's head, Emile outlined a crown
upon it. The notary bethought hinself a nonent, but soon fell to
drinking again, with a gesture peculiar to hinself; it was quite

i mpossible, it seemed to say to secure in his clientele the cities of
Val ence and Byzantium the Enperor Val ens, Mahnmoud, and the house of
Val entinoi s.

"Shoul d not the destruction of those ant-hills, Babylon, Tyre,

Cart hage, and Veni ce, each crushed beneath the foot of a passing
giant, serve as a warning to man, vouchsafed by sonme nocking power?"
said Cl aude Vignon, who nmust play the Bossuet, as a sort of purchased
slave, at the rate of fivepence a line.

"Perhaps Moses, Sylla, Louis Xl., Richelieu, Robespierre, and Napol eon
were but the same man who crosses our civilizations now and again
like a conet across the sky," said a disciple of Ballanche.

"Why try to fathomthe designs of Providence?" said Canalis, maker of
bal | ads.

"Cone, now," said the man who set up for a critic, "there is nothing
nore elastic in the world than your Providence."

"Well, sir, Louis XIV. sacrificed nore |ives over digging the
foundati ons of the Maintenon's aqueducts, than the Convention expended
in order to assess the taxes justly, to nake one |aw for everybody,
and one nation of France, and to establish the rule of equa

i nheritance,"” said Massol, whomthe |ack of a syllable before his nane
had made a Republi can.

"“Are you going to | eave our heads on our shoul ders?" asked Moreau (of
the G se), a substantial farmer. "You, sir, who took blood for w ne
just now?"

"Where is the use? Aren't the principles of social order worth some
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sacrifices, sir?"

"Hi ! Bixiou! Wat's-his-nane, the Republican, considers a | andowner's
head a sacrifice!" said a young man to his nei ghbor

"Men and events count for nothing," said the Republican, follow ng out
his theory in spite of hiccoughs; "in politics, as in philosophy,
there are only principles and ideas."

"What an abom nation! Then you would ruthlessly put your friends to
death for a shibbol et h?"

"Eh, sir! the man who feels conpunction is your thorough scoundrel
for he has sonme notion of virtue; while Peter the Great and the Duke
of Alva were enbodi ed systens, and the pirate Monbard an

or gani zation."

"But can't society rid itself of your systens and organi zati ons?" said
Canal i s.

"Ch, granted!"™ cried the Republican

"That stupid Republic of yours makes ne feel queasy. W sha'n't be
able to carve a capon in peace, because we shall find the agrarian |aw
inside it."

"Ah, ny little Brutus, stuffed with truffles, your principles are al
ri ght enough. But you are like my valet, the rogue is so frightfully
possessed with a mania for property that if | left himto clean ny
clothes after his fashion, he would soon clean ne out."

"Crass idiots!" replied the Republican, "you are for setting a nation
straight with toothpicks. To your way of thinking, justice is nore
dangerous than thieves."

"Oh, dear!" cried the attorney Deroches.

"Aren't they a bore with their politics!" said the notary Cardot.
"Shut up. That's enough of it. There is no know edge nor virtue worth
shedding a drop of blood for. If Truth were brought into |iquidation,
we mght find her insolvent."

"I't would be much |ess trouble, no doubt, to anuse ourselves with
evil, rather than dispute about good. Moreover, | would give all the
speeches nmade for forty years past at the Tribune for a trout, for one
of Perrault's tales or Charlet's sketches."

"Quite right! . . . Hand me the asparagus. Because, after all, liberty
begets anarchy, anarchy | eads to despotism and despotism back again
to liberty. MIIlions have died wi thout securing a triunph for any one

system Is not that the vicious circle in which the whole noral world
revol ves? Man believes that he has reached perfection, when in fact he
has but rearranged matters."

"Ch! oh!" cried Cursy, the vaudevilliste; "in that case, gentlenen,
here's to Charles X., the father of |iberty."
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"Why not ?" asked Emile. "Wen | aw becomes despotic, norals are
rel axed, and vice versa

"Let us drink to the inbecility of authority, which gives us such an
authority over inbeciles!" said the good banker

"Napol eon left us glory, at any rate, ny good friend!'" exclained a
naval officer who had never |eft Brest.

"dory is a poor bargain; you buy it dear, and it will not keep. Does

not the egotismof the great take the formof glory, just as for
nobodies it is their own well-being?"

"You are very fortunate, sir----"

"The first inventor of ditches nust have been a weakling, for society
is only useful to the puny. The savage and the phil osopher, at either
extrene of the noral scale, hold property in equal horror."

"All very fine!" said Cardot; "but if there were no property, there
woul d be no docunents to draw up."

"These green peas are excessively delicious!"”

"And the cure was found dead in his bed in the norning. "

"Who is tal king about death? Pray don't trifle, | have an uncle.”
"Coul d you bear his loss with resignation?"

"No question."

"Gentlenen, listen to ne!l HOWTO KILL AN UNCLE. Silence! (Cries of
"Hush! hush!") In the first place, take an uncle, |arge and stout,
seventy years old at |least, they are the best uncles. (Sensation.) Cet

himto eat a pate de foie gras, any pretext will do."

"Ah, but ny uncle is a thin, tall man, and very niggardly and
abst em ous. "

"That sort of uncle is a nonster; he m sappropriates existence."

"Then," the speaker on uncles went on, "tell him while he is
digesting it, that his banker has failed."

"How i f he bears up?”

"Let | oose a pretty girl on him"

"And if----?" asked the other, with a shake of the head.

"Then he wouldn't be an uncle--an uncle is a gay dog by nature."
“Mal i bran has |ost two notes in her voice."

“"No, sir, she has not."
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"Yes, sir, she has."

"Ch, ho! No and yes, is not that the sumup of all religious,
political, or literary dissertations? Man is a clown dancing on the
edge of an abyss."

"You woul d make out that | ama fool."
“"On the contrary, you cannot make ne out."

"Education, there's a pretty piece of tonfoolery. M Heineffettermach
estimtes the nunber of printed volunes at nore than a thousand
mllions; and a man cannot read nore than a hundred and fifty thousand
in his lifetinme. So, just tell nme what that word educati on neans. For
sonme it consists in knowi ng the nane of Al exander's horse, of the dog
Berecillo, of the Seigneur d' Accords, and in ignorance of the man to
whom we owe the discovery of rafting and the manufacture of porcelain.
For others it is the know edge how to burn a will and live respected,
be | ooked up to and popul ar, instead of stealing a watch with hal f-a-
dozen aggravating circunstances, after a previous conviction, and so
peri shing, hated and di shonored, in the Place de Geve."

"WIl Nathan's work |ive?"

"He has very clever collaborators, sir.
"Or Canalis?"

"He is a great man; let us say no nore about him"
"You are all drunk!"”

"The consequence of a Constitution is the immediate stultification of
intellects. Art, science, public works, everything, is consuned by a
horribly egoistic feeling, the | eprosy of the tine. Three hundred of
your bourgeoi sie, set down on benches, will only think of planting
popl ars. Tyranny does great things |aw essly, while Liberty wll
scarcely trouble herself to do petty ones lawfully."

"Your reciprocal instruction will turn out counters in human flesh,"
broke in an Absolutist. "All individuality will disappear in a people
brought to a dead |evel by education."”

"For all that, is not the aimof society to secure happiness to each
menber of it?" asked the Saint-Sinonian.

"If you had an income of fifty thousand livres, you would not think
much about the people. If you are smitten with a tender passion for
the race, go to Madagascar; there you will find a nice little nation
all ready to Saint-Sinonize, classify, and cork up in your phials, but
here every one fits into his niche like a peg in a hole. A porter is a
porter, and a bl ockhead is a fool, without a college of fathers to
promote themto those positions.”

"You are a Carlist."
"And why not? Despotism pleases nme; it inplies a certain contenpt for
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the human race. | have no aninpsity against kings, they are so
anmusing. Is it nothing to sit enthroned in a room at a distance of
thirty mllion | eagues fromthe sun?"

"Let us once nore take a broad view of civilization," said the man of

| earni ng who, for the benefit of the inattentive scul ptor, had opened
a discussion on primtive society and autochthonous races. "The vigor
of a nation in its origin was in a way physical, unitary, and crude;
then as aggregations increased, governnment advanced by a deconposition
of the primtive rule, nore or less skilfully nmanaged. For exanple, in
renote ages national strength lay in theocracy, the priest held both
sword and censer; a little later there were two priests, the pontiff
and the king. To-day our society, the |latest word of civilization, has
di stributed power according to the nunber of conbinations, and we cone
to the forces called business, thought, noney, and el oquence.

Aut hority thus divided is steadily approaching a social dissolution,
with interest as its one opposing barrier. W depend no | onger on
either religion or physical force, but upon intellect. Can a book

repl ace the sword? Can di scussion be a substitute for action? That is
t he question."”

"Intell ect has made an end of everything," cried the Carlist. "Cone
now! Absol ute freedom has brought about national suicides; their
triunmph left themas listless as an English mllionaire."

"Wn't you tell us sonething new? You have nade fun of authority of
all sorts to-day, which is every bit as vul gar as denying the

exi stence of God. So you have no belief left, and the century is |ike
an old Sultan worn out by debauchery! Your Byron, in short, sings of
crime and its enotions in a final despair of poetry."

"Don't you know," replied Bianchon, quite drunk by this time, "that a
dose of phosphorus nore or |ess nmakes the nman of genius or the
scoundrel, a clever man or an idiot, a virtuous person or a crimnal?"
"“Can any one treat of virtue thus?" cried Cursy. "Virtue, the subject
of every drama at the theatre, the denounment of every play, the
foundati on of every court of |aw "

"Be quiet, you ass. You are an Achilles for virtue, w thout his heel,"
sai d Bi xi ou.

"Sone drink!"

"What will you bet that | will drink a bottle of chanpagne like a
flash, at one pull?"

"What a flash of wit!"

"Drunk as lords," nuttered a young man gravely, trying to give sone
wine to his waistcoat.

"Yes, sir; real governnent is the art of ruling by public opinion."
"Opinion? That is the nost vicious jade of all. According to you
noralists and politicians, the |aws you set up are always to go before
t hose of nature, and opinion before conscience. You are right and
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wrong both. Suppose society bestows down pillows on us, that benefit
is made up for by the gout; and justice is |likew se tenmpered by red-
tape, and col ds acconpany cashnmere shaw s."

"Wetch!" Em|e broke in upon the m santhrope, "how can you sl ander
civilization here at table, up to the eyes in w nes and exquisite

di shes? Eat away at that roebuck with the gilded horns and feet, and
do not carp at your nother. "

"I's it any fault of mine if Catholicismputs a mllion deities in a
sack of flour, that Republics will end in a Napol eon, that nonarchy
dwel | s between the assassination of Henry IV. and the trial of Louis
XVI., and Liberalism produces Lafayettes?"

"Didn't you enbrace himin July?"

"No. "

"Then hold your tongue, you sceptic."”

"Sceptics are the nobst conscientious of men."

"They have no conscience."”

"What are you sayi ng? They have two apiece at |east!"”

"So you want to di scount heaven, a thoroughly comercial notion.
Ancient religions were but the unchecked devel opnent of physica

pl easure, but we have devel oped a soul and expectations; sone advance
has been nade."

"What can you expect, ny friends, of a century filled with politics to

repl eti on?" asked Nathan. "What befell The History of the King of
Bohem a and his Seven Castles, a nobst entrancing conception? . . ."

"I say," the would-be critic cried down the whole |length of the table.
"The phrases mi ght have been drawn at hap-hazard froma hat, 'twas a
work witten 'down to Charenton.' "

"You are a fool!"

"And you are a rogue!"

"Oh! oh!"

"Ah!l ah!"

"They are going to fight."

"No, they aren't."

"You will find ne to-norrow, sir."

"This very nmonment," Nat han answer ed.

"Cone, cone, you pair of fire-eaters!”
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"You are another!" said the prime nover in the quarrel

"Ah, | can't stand upright, perhaps?" asked the pugnaci ous Nat han,
strai ghtening hinself up |like a stag-beetle about to fly.

He stared stupidly round the table, then, conpletely exhausted by the
effort, sank back into his chair, and nmutely hung his head.

"Whuld it not have been nice," the critic said to his neighbor, "to

fight about a book | have neither read nor seen?”

"Emle, look out for your coat; your neighbor is growi ng pale," said
Bi xi ou.

"Kant? Yet another ball flung out for fools to sport with, sir!

Mat erialismand spiritualismare a fine pair of battledores with which
charlatans in |l ong gowns keep a shuttl ecock a-going. Suppose that God
is everywhere, as Spinoza says, or that all things proceed from CGod,

as says St. Paul . . . the ninconpoops, the door shuts or opens, but
isn't the movenment the same? Does the fowl conme fromthe egg, or the
egg fromthe fow? . . . Just hand nme some duck . . . and there, you

have all science."

"Sinpleton!" cried the man of science, "your problemis settled by
fact!"

"What fact?"

"Professors' chairs were not nmade for philosophy, but philosophy for
the professors' chairs. Put on a pair of spectacles and read the
budget . "

“Thi eves!"

“Ni nconpoops!"

"Knaves!"

"aul sl

"Where but in Paris will you find such a ready and rapid exchange of
t hought ?" cried Bixiou in a deep, bass voice.

"Bi xi ou! Act a classical farce for us! Cone now "
"Whul d you like me to depict the nineteenth century?"
"Silence.”

"Pay attention."

"Clap a muffle on your trunpets."

"Shut up, you Turk!"

"G ve himsone wine, and let that fell ow keep quiet."
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"Now, then, Bixioul"

The artist buttoned his black coat to the collar, put on yellow

gl oves, and began to burl esque the Revue des Deux Mondes by acting a
squinting old | ady; but the uproar drowned his voice, and no one heard
a word of the satire. Still, if he did not catch the spirit of the
century, he represented the Revue at any rate, for his own intentions
were not very clear to him

Dessert was served as if by magic. A huge epergne of gil ded bronze
from Thomire's studi o overshadowed the table. Tall statuettes, which a
celebrated artist had endued with ideal beauty according to

conventi onal European notions, sustained and carried pyram ds of
strawberries, pines, fresh dates, golden grapes, clear-skinned
peaches, oranges brought from Setubal by steaner, ponegranates,
Chinese fruit; in short, all the surprises of luxury, mracles of
confectionery, the nost tenpting dainties, and choi cest delicaci es.
The coloring of this epicurean work of art was enhanced by the

spl endors of porcelain, by sparkling outlines of gold, by the chasing
of the vases. Poussin's | andscapes, copied on Sevres ware, were
crowned with graceful fringes of nobss, green, translucent, and fragile
as ocean weeds.

The revenue of a Gernman prince would not have defrayed the cost of
this arrogant display. Silver and nother-of-pearl, gold and crystal
were |avished afresh in new forns; but scarcely a vague idea of this
al nrost Oriental fairyland penetrated eyes now heavy with w ne, or
crossed the deliriumof intoxication. The fire and fragrance of the
wi nes acted |like potent philters and magi cal fumes, producing a kind
of mirage in the brain, binding feet, and wei ghing down hands. The
clanmor increased. Wrds were no |onger distinct, glasses flewin

pi eces, sensel ess peals of |aughter broke out. Cursy snatched up a
horn and struck up a flourish on it. It acted |ike a signal given by
the devil. Yells, hisses, songs, cries, and groans went up fromthe
maddened crew. You night have snmiled to see nen, |ight-hearted by
nature, grow tragical as Crebillon's dranas, and pensive as a sailor
in a coach. Hard-headed nmen bl abbed secrets to the inquisitive, who
were | ong past heeding them Saturnine faces were wreathed in smles
worthy of a pirouetting dancer. Cl aude Vignon shuffled about |ike a
bear in a cage. Intimate friends began to fight.

Ani mal |ikenesses, so curiously traced by physiologists in human
faces, came out in gestures and behavior. A book |ay open for a Bichat
if he had repaired thither fasting and collected. The nmaster of the
house, knowi ng his condition, did not dare stir, but encouraged his
guests' extravangances with a fixed grimcing snile, neant to be

hospi tabl e and appropriate. Hi s |arge face, turning fromblue and red
to a purple shade terrible to see, partook of the general conmotion by
movenents |i ke the heaving and pitching of a brig.

"Now, did you nmurder then®?" Emile asked him

"Capital punishment is going to be abolished, they say, in favor of
the Revolution of July," answered Taillefer, raising his eyebrows with
drunken sagacity.

"Don't they rise up before you in dreanms at tinmes?" Raphael persisted.
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"There's a statute of limtations," said the nurderer-Croesus.

"And on his tonbstone,"” Enile began, with a sardonic |augh, "the
stonemason will carve 'Passer-by, accord a tear, in nenory of one
that's here!' GCh," he continued, "I would cheerfully pay a hundred
sous to any mat henmatici an who woul d prove the existence of hell to ne
by an al gebraical equation."

He flung up a coin and cried:
"Heads for the existence of God!"

"Don't | ook!" Raphael cried, pouncing upon it. "Who knows? Suspense is
so pl easant."

"Unluckily," Emle said, with burlesque nelancholy, "I can see no
hal ti ng- pl ace between the unbeliever's arithnmetic and the papal Pater
noster. Pshaw! |et us drink. Tring was, | believe, the oracul ar answer

of the dive bouteille and the final conclusion of Pantagruel.”

"We owe our arts and nonunents to the Pater noster, and our know edge,
too, perhaps; and a still greater benefit--npdern governnent--whereby
a vast and teem ng society is wondrously represented by sone five
hundred intellects. It neutralizes opposing forces and gives free play
to CIVILIZATION, that Titan queen who has succeeded the ancient
terrible figure of the KING that sham Provi dence, reared by man

bet ween hinself and heaven. In the face of such achi evenments, atheism
seenms |ike a barren skeleton. Wat do you say?"

"1 am thinking of the seas of blood shed by Catholicism" Enile
replied, quite uninpressed. "It has drained our hearts and veins dry
to make a mimc deluge. No matter! Every man who thi nks nust range

hi neel f beneath the banner of Christ, for He al one has consummated the
triunph of spirit over matter; He alone has revealed to us, |like a
poet, an internediate world that separates us fromthe Deity."

"Bel i evest thou?" asked Raphael with an unaccountabl e drunken smle.
"Very good; we nust not commit ourselves; so we will drink the
cel ebrated toast, Diis ignotis!"

And they drained the chalice filled up with science, carbonic acid
gas, perfunes, poetry, and incredulity.

"If the gentlemen will go to the drawi ng-room coffee is ready for
them " said the major-dono.

There was scarcely one of those present whose mi nd was not floundering
by this tinme in the delights of chaos, where every spark of
intelligence is quenched, and the body, set free fromits tyranny,
gives itself up to the frenetic joys of liberty. Sone who had arrived
at the apogee of intoxication were dejected, as they painfully tried
to arrest a single thought which m ght assure them of their own

exi stence; others, deep in the heavy norasses of indigestion, denied
the possibility of novement. The noisy and the silent were oddly
assorted.
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For all that, when new joys were announced to them by the stentorian
tones of the servant, who spoke on his nmaster's behalf, they all rose,
| eani ng upon, dragging or carrying one another. But on the threshold
of the roomthe entire crew paused for a nonment, notionless, as if
fascinated. The intenperate pleasures of the banquet seened to fade
away at this titillating spectacle, prepared by their anphitryon to
appeal to the nmost sensual of their instincts.

Beneath the shining wax-lights in a golden chandelier, round about a
table inlaid with gilded netal, a group of wonen, whose eyes shone

i ke di amonds, suddenly nmet the stupefied stare of the revelers. Their
toilettes were splendid, but |ess nmagnificent than their beauty, which
eclipsed the other marvels of this palace. A light shone fromtheir
eyes, bewitching as those of sirens, nore brilliant and ardent than
the bl aze that streaned down upon the snowy marble, the delicately
carved surfaces of bronze, and lit up the satin sheen of the tapestry.
The contrasts of their attitudes and the slight nmovenents of their
heads, each differing in character and nature of attraction, set the
heart afire. It was like a thicket, where blossoms mingled with

rubi es, sapphires, and coral; a conbination of gossanmer scarves that
flickered |ike beacon-lights; of black ribbons about snowy throats; of
gorgeous turbans and denurely enticing apparel. It was a seraglio that
appeal ed to every eye, and fulfilled every fancy. Each form posed to
adm ration was scarcely conceal ed by the folds of cashnere, and half
hi dden, half reveal ed by transparent gauze and di aphanous sil k. The
little slender feet were el oquent, though the fresh red lips uttered
no sound.

Demure and fragile-looking girls, pictures of maidenly innocence, with
a senbl ance of conventional unction about their heads, were there |like
apparitions that a breath m ght dissipate. Aristocratic beauties with
haughty gl ances, |anguid, flexible, slender, and conpl ai sant, bent
their heads as though there were royal protectors still in the market.
An English-woman seenmed like a spirit of nelancholy--sone coy, pale,
shadowy form anong Ossian's mists, or a type of renorse flying from
crinme. The Parisienne was not wanting in all her beauty that consists
in an indescribable charm arnmed with her irresistible weakness, vain
of her costunme and her wit, pliant and hard, a heartless, passionless
siren that yet can create factitious treasures of passion and
counterfeit enption.

Italians shone in the throng, serene and sel f-possessed in their

bliss; handsone Nornmans, with splendid figures; wonen of the south,
with black hair and well-shaped eyes. Lebel m ght have summned
together all the fair wonmen of Versailles, who since norning had
perfected all their wiles, and now came like a troupe of Orienta
wonen, bidden by the slave nerchant to be ready to set out at dawn.
They stood di sconcerted and confused about the table, huddl ed together
ina murnmuring group like bees in a hive. The conbination of timd
enbarrassnent with coquetti shness and a sort of expostulation was the
result either of calculated effect or a spontaneous nodesty. Perhaps a
sentiment of which wormen are never utterly divested prescribed to them
the cl oak of nodesty to hei ghten and enhance the charns of wantonness.
So the venerable Taillefer's designs seened on the point of collapse,
for these unbridled natures were subdued fromthe very first by the
maj esty with which woman is invested. There was a nurnmur of

adm ration, which vibrated like a soft nusical note. Wne had not
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taken | ove for traveling conpanion; instead of a violent tunult of
passi ons, the guests thus taken by surprise, in a moment of weakness,
gave themsel ves up to |uxurious raptures of delight.

Artists obeyed the voice of poetry which constrains them and studied
with pleasure the different delicate tints of these chosen exanpl es of
beauty. Sobered by a thought perhaps due to sone emanation from a
bubbl e of carbonic acid in the chanpagne, a phil osopher shuddered at
the m sfortunes which had brought these wonmen, once perhaps worthy of
the truest devotion, to this. Each one doubtless could have unfolded a
cruel tragedy. Infernal tortures followed in the train of nost of

them and they drew after them faithless nmen, broken vows, and

pl easures atoned for in wetchedness. Polite advances were made by the
guests, and conversations began, as varied in character as the
speakers. They broke up into groups. It m ght have been a fashionable
drawi ng-room where | adi es and young girls offer after dinner the

assi stance that coffee, |iqueurs, and sugar afford to diners who are
struggling in the toils of a perverse digestion. But in alittle while
| aught er broke out, the murmur grew, and voices were raised. The
saturnalia, subdued for a noment, threatened at tinmes to renew itself.
The al ternations of sound and silence bore a distant resenbl ance to a
synphony of Beethoven's.

The two friends, seated on a silken divan, were first approached by a
tall, well-proportioned girl of stately bearing; her features were
irregular, but her face was striking and vehenent in expression, and
i mpressed the mind by the vigor of its contrasts. Her dark hair fel
in luxuriant curls, with which some hand seened to have played havoc
al ready, for the locks fell lightly over the splendid shoul ders that
thus attracted attention. The long brown curls half hid her queenly
throat, though where the light fell upon it, the delicacy of its fine
outlines was reveal ed. Her warm and vivid coloring was set off by the
dead white of her conpl exion. Bold and ardent gl ances cane from under
the |l ong eyel ashes; the danp, red, half-open |ips challenged a kiss.
Her franme was strong but conmpliant; with a bust and arns strongly
devel oped, as in figures drawn by the Caracci, she yet seenmed active
and elastic, with a panther's strength and suppl eness, and in the sane
way the energetic grace of her figure suggested fierce pleasures.

But t hough she mi ght ronp perhaps and | augh, there was sonething
terrible in her eyes and her smle. Like a pythoness possessed by the
denon, she inspired awe rather than pleasure. Al changes, one after
anot her, flashed like |ightning over every nobile feature of her face.
She mi ght captivate a jaded fancy, but a young man woul d have feared
her. She was |i ke sonme col ossal statue fallen fromthe height of a
Greek temple, so grand when seen afar, too roughly hewn to be seen
anear. And yet, in spite of all, her terrible beauty could have
stimul ated exhaustion; her voice m ght charmthe deaf; her glances

m ght put life into the bones of the dead; and therefore Em | e was
vaguely rem nded of one of Shakespeare's tragedi es--a wonderful maze,
in which joy groans, and there is sonething wild even about |ove, and
the magi ¢ of forgiveness and the warnth of happi ness succeed to crue
storms of rage. She was a siren that can both kiss and devour; |augh
like a devil, or weep as angels can. She could concentrate in one
instant all a worman's powers of attraction in a single effort (the
sighs of nelancholy and the charnms of maiden's shyness al one
excepted), then in a moment rise in fury like a nation in revolt, and

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com




THE MAGI C SKI N a1

tear herself, her passion, and her lover, in pieces.

Dressed in red velvet, she tranpled under her reckless feet the stray
flowers fallen fromother heads, and held out a salver to the two
friends, with careless hands. The white arms stood out in bold relief
agai nst the velvet. Proud of her beauty; proud (who knows?) of her
corruption, she stood |i ke a queen of pleasure, |like an incarnation of
enj oynent; the enjoynent that cones of squandering the accunul ations
of three generations; that scoffs at its progenitors, and makes nerry
over a corpse; that will dissolve pearls and weck thrones, turn old
men i nto boys, and nake young nen prematurely old; enjoyment only
possible to giants weary of their power, tornented by reflection, or
for whom strife has becone a pl ayt hi ng.

"What is your nane?" asked Raphael
"Aquilina."

"Qut of Venice Preserved!" exclainmed Emle
"Yes," she answered. "Just as a pope takes a new nane when he is
exal ted above all other nen, |, too, took another nane when | raised
nysel f above wonen's |evel."

"Then have you, |ike your patron saint, a terrible and noble |over, a
conspirator, who would die for you?" cried Emle eagerly--this gleam
of poetry had aroused his interest.

"Once | had," she answered. "But | had a rival too in La Guillotine. |
have worn something red about ne ever since, |est any happi ness should
carry nme away."

"COh, if you are going to get her on to the story of those four |ads of
La Rochelle, she will never get to the end of it. That's enough,
Aquilina. As if every woman could not bewail sonme |over or other

t hough not every one has the luck to | ose himon the scaffold, as you
have done. | would a great deal sooner see a lover of mine in a trench
at the back of Clamart than in a rival's arms.”

All this in the gentlest and nost nel odi ous accents, and pronounced by
the prettiest, gentlest, and nost innocent-looking little person that
a fairy wand ever drew from an enchanted eggshell. She had come up
noi sel essly, and they becanme aware of a slender, dainty figure,
charmngly timd blue eyes, and white transparent brows. No ingenue
anong the naiads, a truant fromher river spring, could have been
shyer, whiter, nore ingenuous than this young girl, seem ngly about

si xteen years old, ignorant of evil and of the storms of life, and
fresh fromsome church in which she nust have prayed the angels to
call her to heaven before the tine. Only in Paris are such natures as
this to be found, concealing depths of depravity behind a fair mask,
and the nost artificial vices beneath a brow as young and fair as an
openi ng fl ower.

At first the angelic promise of those soft |ineanents nisled the

friends. Raphael and Enile took the coffee which she poured into the
cups brought by Aquilina, and began to talk with her. In the eyes of
the two poets she soon becane transfornmed into some sonbre allegory,
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of I know not what aspect of human life. She opposed to the vigorous
and ardent expression of her commandi ng acquai ntance a revel ati on of
heartl ess corruption and vol uptuous cruelty. Heedl ess enough to
perpetrate a crinme, hardy enough to feel no misgivings;, a pitiless
denon that wrings |larger and kinder natures with tornents that it is

i ncapabl e of knowi ng, that sinpers over a traffic in |ove, sheds tears
over a victims funeral, and beans with joy over the reading of the
will. A poet mght have admired the magnificent Aquilina; but the

Wi nni ng Euphrasia must be repulsive to every one--the first was the
soul of sin; the second, sin without a soul init.

"I should dearly like to know," Emle remarked to this pl easing being,
"if you ever reflect upon your future?”

"My future!" she answered with a |augh. "What do you nean by ny
future? Wiy should | think about sonething that does not exist as yet?
I never | ook before or behind. Isn't one day at a tine nore than | can
concern nyself with as it is? And besides, the future, as we know,
means the hospital."

"How can you forsee a future in the hospital, and nmake no effort to
avert it?"

"What is there so alarm ng about the hospital ?" asked the terrific
Aqui lina. "When we are neither wi ves nor nothers, when old age draws
bl ack stockings over our linbs, sets winkles on our brows, wthers up
the woman in us, and darkens the light in our lover's eyes, what could
we need when that comes to pass? You would | ook on us then as nere
human clay; we with our habilinments shall be for you Iike so nmuch nud
--worthless, lifeless, crunbling to pieces, going about with the
rustle of dead | eaves. Rags or the daintiest finery will be as one to
us then; the anbergris of the boudoir will breathe an odor of death
and dry bones; and suppose there is a heart there in that nmud, not one
of you but would make nock of it, not so nuch as a nenory will you
spare to us. |s not our existence precisely the sane whether we live
in a fine mansion with [ ap-dogs to tend, or sort rags in a workhouse?
Does it meke nuch difference whether we shall hide our gray heads
beneath | ace or a handkerchief striped with blue and red; whether we
sweep a crossing with a birch broom or the steps of the Tuileries
with satins; whether we sit beside a gilded hearth, or cower over the
ashes in a red earthen pot; whether we go to the Opera or look on in
the Place de Greve?"

"Aquilina ma, you have never shown nore sense than in this depressing
fit of yours," Euphrasia remarked. "Yes, cashnere, point d' Al encon
perfunmes, gold, silks, luxury, everything that sparkles, everything

pl easant, belongs to youth alone. Tine alone may show us our folly,

but good fortune will acquit us. You are |aughing at me," she went on
with a malicious glance at the friends; "but am| not right? | would

sooner die of pleasure than of illness. | amnot afflicted with a
mani a for perpetuity, nor have | a great veneration for human nature,
such as God has nade it. Gve nme mllions, and I woul d squander them

| should not keep one centine for the year to cone. Live to be
charm ng and have power, that is the decree of ny every heartbeat.
Soci ety sanctions ny life; does it not pay for ny extravagances? Wy
does Provi dence pay ne every norning ny income, which | spend every
eveni ng? Why are hospitals built for us? And Provi dence did not put
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good and evil on either hand for us to select what tires and pains us.
| should be very foolish if I did not anuse nyself."

"And how about ot hers?" asked Enm | e.

"OQthers? Oh, well, they nust manage for thenselves. | prefer |aughing
at their woes to weeping over ny own. | defy any man to give ne the
slightest uneasiness."”

"What have you suffered to make you think Ilike this?" asked Raphael

"I nmyself have been forsaken for an inheritance,” she said, striking
an attitude that displayed all her charms; "and yet | had worked night
and day to keep ny lover! | amnot to be gulled by any smile or vow,
and | have set nyself to nmake one long entertai nnent of nmy life."

"But does not happiness cone fromthe soul within?" cried Raphael
"It may be so," Aquilina answered; "but is it nothing to be conscious
of admiration and flattery; to triunph over other wonmen, even over the
nost virtuous, humiliating them before our beauty and our splendor?
Not only so; one day of our life is worth ten years of a bourgeoise
exi stence, and so it is all summed up."

"I's not a worman hateful wi thout virtue?" Enmile said to Raphael

Euphrasia's glance was like a viper's, as she said, with an irony in
her voice that cannot be rendered:

"Virtue! we |leave that to deformty and to ugly wonen. What woul d the
poor things be w thout it?"

"Hush, be quiet,"”
never known."

Emile broke in. "Don't tal k about sonething you have

"That | have never known!" Euphrasia answered. "You give yourself for
life to some person you abomi nate; you rust bring up children who will
negl ect you, who wound your very heart, and you must say, 'Thank you!'
for it; and these are the virtues you prescribe to woman. And that is
not enough. By way of requiting her self-denial, you nust conme and add
to her sorrows by trying to | ead her astray; and though you are
rebuffed, she is conprom sed. A nice life! How far better to keep
one's freedom to follow one's inclinations in |ove, and die young!"

"Have you no fear of the price to be paid some day for all this?"

"Even then," she said, "instead of mngling pleasures and troubles, ny
l[ife will consist of two separate parts--a youth of happiness is
secure, and there may cone a hazy, uncertain old age, during which

can suffer at ny leisure.”

"She has never |oved," canme in the deep tones of Aquilina's voice.
"She never went a hundred | eagues to drink in one | ook and a denia
with untold raptures. She has not hung her own life on a thread, nor
tried to stab nore than one man to save her sovereign lord, her king,
her divinity. . . . Love, for her, meant a fascinating colonel."
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"Here she is with her La Rochelle," Euphrasia nmade answer. "Love cones
like the wind, no one knows whence. And, for that matter, if one of
those brutes had once fallen in love with you, you would hold sensible
men in horror."

"Brutes are put out of the question by the Code," said the tall
sarcastic Aquilina.

"I thought you had nore kindness for the arny," |aughed Euphrasi a.

"How happy they are in their power of dethroning their reason in this
way, " Raphael excl ai nmed.

"Happy?" asked Aquilina, with dreadful |ook, and a smile full of pity
and terror. "Ah, you do not know what it is to be condemmed to a life
of pleasure, with your dead hidden in your heart. "

A nmoment's consideration of the rooms was |ike a foretaste of MIton's
Pandenoni um The faces of those still capable of drinking wore a

hi deous blue tint, from burning draughts of punch. Mad dances were
kept up with wild energy; excited | aughter and outcries broke out |ike
t he expl osion of fireworks. The boudoir and a small adjoining room
were strewn like a battlefield with the insensible and incapable.

W ne, pleasure, and dispute had heated the atnosphere. Wne and | ove,
delirium and unconsci ousness possessed them and were witten upon al
faces, upon the furniture; were expressed by the surroundi ng disorder
and brought light filnms over the vision of those assenbl ed, so that
the air seemed full of intoxicating vapor. A glittering dust arose, as
in the lum nous paths made by a ray of sunlight, the nost bizarre
forms flitted through it, grotesque struggles were seen athwart it.
Groups of interlaced figures blended with the white marbles, the noble
mast er pi eces of scul pture that adorned the roons.

Though the two friends yet preserved a sort of fallacious clearness in
their ideas and voices, a feeble appearance and faint thrill of
animation, it was yet alnopbst inpossible to distinguish what was rea
among the fantastic absurdities before them or what foundation there
was for the inpossible pictures that passed unceasingly before their
weary eyes. The strangest phenonena of dreams beset them the | owering
heavens, the fervid sweetness caught by faces in our visions, and
unheard-of agility under a | oad of chains,--all these so vividly, that
they took the pranks of the orgy about themfor the freaks of sone
nightmare in which all novenment is silent, and cries never reach the
ear. The val et de chanbre succeeded just then, after sonme little
difficulty, in drawing his master into the ante-chanber to whisper to
hi m

"The nei ghbors are all at their w ndows, conplaining of the racket,
sir."

"If noise alarms them why don't they lay down straw before their
doors?" was Taillefer's rejoinder

Raphael ' s sudden burst of |aughter was so unseasonabl e and abrupt,
that his friend demanded the reason of his unseemy hilarity.

"You will hardly understand ne," he replied. "In the first place, |
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must admit that you stopped ne on the Quai Voltaire just as | was
about to throw nyself into the Seine, and you would Iike to know, no
doubt, ny notives for dying. And when | proceed to tell you that by an
al nost mracul ous chance the nost poetic nenorials of the materia
world had but just then been sunmed up for ne as a synbolica
interpretation of human wi sdom whilst at this mnute the remai ns of
all the intellectual treasures ravaged by us at table are conprised in
these two wonen, the living and authentic types of folly, would you be
any the wiser? Qur profound apathy towards nen and things supplied the
hal f-tones in a crudely contrasted picture of two theories of life so
di anetrically opposed. If you were not drunk, you m ght perhaps catch
a gl eam of philosophy in this.”

"And if you had not both feet on that fascinating Aquilina, whose
heavy breathi ng suggests an anal ogy with the sounds of a storm about
to burst,” replied Enmile, absently engaged in the harm ess anusenent
of wi ndi ng and unwi ndi ng Euphrasia's hair, "you would be ashanmed of
your inebriated garrulity. Both your systens can be packed in a
phrase, and reduced to a single idea. The nere routine of living
brings a stupid kind of wisdomwith it, by blunting our intelligence
with work; and on the other hand, a life passed in the linmbo of the
abstract or in the abysses of the noral world, produces a sort of

wi sdom run mad. The conditions may be sumed up in brief; we may
extingui sh emption, and so live to old age, or we nmay choose to die
young as martyrs to contendi ng passions. And yet this decree is at
variance with the tenperanents with which we were endowed by the
bitter jester who nodeled all creatures."

"Idiot!" Raphael burst in. "Go on epitom zing yourself after that
fashion, and you will fill volunes. If | attenpted to fornul ate those
two ideas clearly, I mght as well say that nman is corrupted by the
exercise of his wits, and purified by ignorance. You are calling the
whol e fabric of society to account. But whether we live with the wi se
or perish with the fool, isn't the result the sanme sooner or later?
And have not the prinme constituents of the quintessence of both
systenms been before expressed in a couple of words--Carynary,
Carymara."

"You make nme doubt the existence of a God, for your stupidity is
greater than H's power," said Enmle. "Qur bel oved Rabelais sumed it
all up in a shorter word than your 'Carymary, Carymara'; fromhis

Peut -etre Montai gne derived his owmn Que sais-je? After all, this |ast
word of noral science is scarcely nore than the cry of Pyrrhus set
betwi xt good and evil, or Buridan's ass between the two neasures of

oats. But let this everlasting question alone, resolved to-day by a
"Yes' and a 'No.' What experience did you look to find by a junp into
t he Seine? Were you jeal ous of the hydraulic nmachine on the Pont Notre
Danme?"

"Ah, if you but knew my history!"
"Pooh," said Emle; "I did not think you could be so conmonpl ace; that
remark i s hackneyed. Don't you know that every one of us clains to

have suffered as no other ever did?"

"Ah!" Raphael sighed.
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"What a nmountebank art thou with thy 'Ah'! Look here, now. Does sone
di sease of the mnd or body, by contracting your nuscles, bring back
of a nmorning the wild horses that tear you in pieces at night, as with
Dam ens once upon a tinme? Wre you driven to sup off your own dog in a
garret, uncooked and wi thout salt? Have your children ever cried, 'l
am hungry' ? Have you sold your mistress' hair to hazard the noney at

pl ay? Have you ever drawn a sham bill of exchange on a fictitious
uncle at a sham address, and feared | est you should not be in tinme to
take it up? Cone now, | amattending! If you were going to drown
yoursel f for some woman, or by way of a protest, or out of sheer

dul ness, | disown you. Make your confession, and no lies! | don't at
all want a historical nenoir. And, above all things, be as concise as
your clouded intellect permts; | amas critical as a professor, and

as sleepy as a woman at her vespers."

"You silly fool!" said Raphael. "When has not suffering been keener
for a nore susceptible nature? Sone day when science has attained to a
pitch that enables us to study the natural history of hearts, when
they are named and classified in genera, sub-genera, and famlies;
into crustaceae, fossils, saurians, infusoria, or whatever it is,--
then, ny dear fellow, it will be ascertained that there are natures as
tender and fragile as flowers, that are broken by the slight bruises
that some stony hearts do not even feel----"

"For pity's sake, spare ne thy exordium" said Emle, as, half
pl aintive, half anused, he took Raphael's hand.

Il
A WOVAN W THOUT A HEART
After a nonent's silence, Raphael said with a carel ess gesture:

"Perhaps it is an effect of the funmes of punch--1 really cannot tell--
this clearness of mind that enables me to conprise ny whole life in a
single picture, where figures and hues, |ights, shades, and hal f-tones
are faithfully rendered. | should not have been so surprised at this
poetical play of imagination if it were not acconpanied with a sort of
scorn for ny past joys and sorrows. Seen fromafar, ny life appears to
contract by sonme mental process. That |ong, slow agony of ten years
duration can be brought to nenory to-day in some few phrases, in which
pain is resolved into a nere idea, and pl easure becones a

phi |l osophical reflection. Instead of feeling things, | weigh and

consi der them---"

"You are as tiresone as the explanation of an anendnent,"” cried Emle.

"Very likely," said Raphael submi ssively. "I spare you the first
seventeen years of ny life for fear of abusing a listener's patience.
Till that tine, |ike you and thousands of others, | had lived ny life

at school or the lycee, with its inmaginary troubles and genui ne

happi nesses, which are so pleasant to | ook back upon. Qur jaded

pal ates still crave for that Lenten fare, so |l ong as we have not tried
it afresh. It was a pleasant life, with the tasks that we thought so
contenpti bl e, but which taught us application for all that. . . ."
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"Let the drama begin," said Emle, half-plaintively, half-comcally.

"When | |eft school,"” Raphael went on, with a gesture that clainmed the
right of speaking, "my father submitted ne to a strict discipline; he
installed me in a roomnear his own study, and | had to rise at five
in the norning and be in bed by nine at night. He meant nme to take ny
| aw studi es seriously. | attended the Schools, and read with an
advocate as well, but ny lectures and work were so narrowy
circunscribed by the laws of tinme and space, and ny father required
such a strict account of my doings, at dinner, that "

"What is this to nme?" asked Em |l e

"The devil take you!" said Raphael. "How are you to enter into ny
feelings if | do not relate the facts that insensibly shaped ny
character, nmade nme timd, and prolonged the period of youthfu
sinmplicity? In this manner | cowered under as strict a despotismas a
monarch's till | cane of age. To depict the tediumof my life, it wll
be perhaps enough to portray my father to you. He was tall, thin, and
slight, with a hatchet face, and pale conpl exion; a man of few words,
fidgety as an old maid, exacting as a senior clerk. His paterna
solicitude hovered over nmy nerrinent and gl eeful thoughts, and seened
to cover themwith a | eaden pall. Any effusive denponstration on ny
part was received by himas a childish absurdity. | was far nore
afraid of himthan | had been of any of our masters at school

"I seemto see himbefore me at this noment. In his chestnut-brown
frock-coat he |ooked like a red herring wapped up in the cover of a
pamphl et, and he held hinmself as erect as an Easter candle. But | was
fond of ny father, and at heart he was right enough. Perhaps we never
hate severity when it has its source in greatness of character and
pure norals, and is skilfully tenpered with kindness. My father, it is
true, never left me a nonment to nmyself, and only when | was twenty
years old gave me so nuch as ten francs of my own, ten knavish

prodi gals of francs, such a hoard as | had |long vainly desired, which
set nme a-dreaming of unutterable felicity; yet, for all that he sought
to procure relaxations for ne. When he had prom sed ne a treat

bef orehand, he would take ne to Les Boufoons, or to a concert or ball

where | hoped to find a mistress. . . . A mstress! that neant
i ndependence. But bashful and timd as | was, knowi ng nobody, and
i gnorant of the dialect of drawi ng-roons, | always cane back as

awkward as ever, and swelling with unsatisfied desires, to be put in
harness like a troop horse next day by my father, and to return with
norning to ny advocate, the Palais de Justice, and the |aw. To have
swerved fromthe straight course which ny father had mapped out for
me, woul d have drawn down his wrath upon nme; at my first delinquency,
he threatened to ship ne off as a cabin-boy to the Antilles. A
dreadful shiver ran through me if I had ventured to spend a couple of
hours in sone pleasure party.

"I magi ne the nost wandering inmaginati on and passi onate tenperanent,
the tenderest soul and nost artistic nature, dwelling continually in
the presence of the nost flint-hearted, atrabilious, and frigid nan on
earth; think of me as a young girl married to a skeleton, and you will
understand the |ife whose curious scenes can only be a hearsay tale to
you; the plans for running away that perished at the sight of ny
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father, the despair soothed by slunber, the dark broodi ngs charnmed
away by nusic. | breathed ny sorrows forth in nel odi es. Beethoven or
Mozart woul d keep ny confidences sacred. Nowadays, | smle at
recol l ections of the scruples which burdened my conscience at that
epoch of innocence and virtue.

"If | set foot in a restaurant, | gave nyself up for lost; my fancy
led me to | ook on a cafe as a disreputable haunt, where nmen lost their
characters and enbarrassed their fortunes; as for engaging in play, |
had not the noney to risk. Oh, if | needed to send you to sleep,

woul d tell you about one of the nost frightful pleasures of ny life,
one of those pleasures with fangs that bury themselves in the heart as
the branding-iron enters the convict's shoulder. I was at a ball at
the house of the Duc de Navarreins, ny father's cousin. But to nmake ny
position the nore perfectly clear, you nust know that | wore a

t hreadbare coat, ill-fitting shoes, a tie fit for a stableman, and a
soiled pair of gloves. | shrank into a corner to eat ices and watch
the pretty faces at ny leisure. My father noticed ne. Actuated by sone
notive that | did not fathom so dunfounded was | by this act of
confidence, he handed ne his keys and purse to keep. Ten paces away
some nmen were ganbling. | heard the rattling of gold; | was twenty
years old; | longed to be steeped for one whole day in the follies of
ny time of life. It was a license of the inmagination that would find a
parallel neither in the freaks of courtesans, nor in the dreans of
young girls. For a year past | had beheld nyself well dressed, in a
carriage, with a pretty wonman by ny side, playing the great |ord,
dining at Very's, deciding not to go back home till the norrow, but
was prepared for ny father with a plot nore intricate than the

Marri age of Figaro, which he could not possibly have unravel ed. Al
this bliss would cost, | estimted, fifty crows. Was it not the
artless idea of playing truant that still had charns for ne?

"I went into a small adjoining room and when al one counted ny
father's noney with smarting eyes and trenbling fingers--a hundred
crowns! The joys of ny escapade rose before nme at the thought of the
anount; joys that flitted about ne |ike Macbeth's witches round their
cal dron; joys how alluring! how thrilling! how delicious! | becane a
del i berate rascal. | heeded neither ny tingling ears nor the violent
beating of my heart, but took out two twenty-franc pieces that | seem
to see yet. The dates had been erased, and Bonaparte's head sinpered
upon them After | had put back the purse in my pocket, | returned to
the gam ng-table with the two pieces of gold in the palns of ny danp
hands, prow i ng about the players |ike a sparrow hawk round a coop of

chi ckens. Tornmented by inexpressible terror, | flung a sudden
cl ai rvoyant glance round nme, and feeling quite sure that | was seen by
none of my acquai ntance, betted on a stout, jovial little man, heaping

upon his head nore prayers and vows than are put up during two or
three storns at sea. Then, with an intuitive scoundrelism or

Machi avelism surprising in one of ny age, | went and stood in the
door, and | ooked about nme in the roons, though |I saw nothing; for both
m nd and eyes hovered about that fateful green cloth.

"That evening fixes the date of a first observation of a physiol ogica
kind; toit | owe a kind of insight into certain nysteries of our
doubl e nature that | have since been enabled to penetrate. | had ny
back turned on the table where my future felicity lay at stake, a
felicity but so nmuch the nore intense that it was crimnal. Between ne
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and the players stood a wall of onl ookers sone five feet deep, who
were chatting; the nmurmur of voices drowned the clinking of gold,
which mingled in the sounds sent up by this orchestra; yet, despite
all obstacles, | distinctly heard the words of the two players by a
gift accorded to the passions, which enables themto annihilate tine
and space. | saw the points they made; | knew which of the two turned
up the king as well as if | had actually seen the cards; at a distance
of ten paces, in short, the fortunes of play blanched ny face.

"My father suddenly went by, and then |I knew what the Scripture neant
by 'The Spirit of God passed before his face.' | had won. | slipped
through the crowd of nmen who had gat hered about the players with the
qui ckness of an eel escaping through a broken nesh in a net. My nerves
thrilled with joy instead of anguish. | felt Iike sone crimnal on the
way to torture released by a chance neeting with the king. It happened
that a man with a decoration found hinself short by forty francs.
Uneasy eyes suspected ne; | turned pale, and drops of perspiration
stood on nmy forehead, | was well punished, | thought, for having
robbed ny father. Then the kind little stout man said, in a voice like
an angel's surely, '"All these gentlenen have paid their stakes,' and
put down the forty francs hinself. | raised ny head in triunph upon
the players. After | had returned the noney |I had taken fromit to ny
father's purse, | left nmy winnings with that honest and worthy

gentl eman, who continued to win. As soon as | found nyself possessed
of a hundred and sixty francs, | wapped themup in ny handkerchi ef,
so that they could neither nove or rattle on the way back; and

pl ayed no nore.

" "What were you doing at the card-table? said my father as we
stepped into the carri age.

" 'l was looking on," | answered, trenbling.

" "But it would have been nothing out of the conmon if you had been
pronmpted by self-love to put some noney down on the table. In the eyes
of men of the world you are quite old enough to assunme the right to
commit such follies. So | should have pardoned you, Raphael, if you
had made use of ny purse. '

"1 did not answer. When we reached honme, | returned the keys and noney
to my father. As he entered his study, he enptied out his purse on the
mant el pi ece, counted the noney, and turned to me with a kindly | ook
saying with nore or less long and significant pauses between each
phrase:

" "My boy, you are very nearly twenty now. | amsatisfied with you.
You ought to have an allowance, if only to teach you howto lay it

out, and to gain some acquai ntance with everyday busi ness.
Henceforward | shall let you have a hundred francs each nonth. Here is
your first quarter's incone for this year,' he added, fingering a pile
of gold, as if to nmake sure that the amobunt was correct. 'Do what you
pl ease with it.'

"I confess that | was ready to fling nyself at his feet, to tell him
that | was a thief, a scoundrel, and, worse than all, a liar! But a
feeling of shane held ne back. | went up to himfor an enbrace, but he
gently pushed nme away.

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com




THE MAG C SKI'N

"You are a man now, MY CH LD,' he said. 'Wat | have just done was a
very proper and simple thing, for which there is no need to thank mne.
If I have any claimto your gratitude, Raphael,' he went on, in a kind
but dignified way, 'it is because | have preserved your youth fromthe
evils that destroy young nen in Paris. We will be two friends
henceforth. In a year's tinme you will be a doctor of |aw. Not without
some hardship and privations you have acquired the sound know edge and
the love of, and application to, work that is indispensable to public

men. You nust learn to know ne, Raphael. | do not want to rmake either
an advocate or a notary of you, but a statesman, who shall be the
pride of our poor house. . . . Good-night,' he added

"Fromthat day nmy father took ne fully into confidence. | was an only
son; and ten years before, | had lost nmy nother. In tinme past ny

father, the head of a historic fam |y renmenbered even now i n Auvergne,
had come to Paris to fight against his evil star, dissatisfied at the
prospect of tilling the soil, with his useless sword by his side. He
was endowed with the shrewdness that gives the nmen of the south of
France a certain ascendency when energy goes with it. Al nost unaided,
he made a position for hinself near the fountain of power. The

revol uti on brought a reverse of fortune, but he had managed to marry
an heiress of good famly, and, in the tine of the Enpire, appeared to
be on the point of restoring to our house its ancient splendor

"The Restoration, while it brought back considerable property to ny
nmot her, was nmy father's ruin. He had fornerly purchased several
estates abroad, conferred by the Enperor on his generals; and now for
ten years he struggled with Iiquidators, diplomatists, and Prussian
and Bavarian courts of |law, over the disputed possession of these
unfortunate endowrents. My father plunged me into the intricate

| abyrinths of |aw proceedi ngs on which our future depended. We m ght
be conpelled to return the rents, as well as the proceeds arising from
sal es of tinber nade during the years 1814 to 1817; in that case ny
not her's property woul d have barely saved our credit. So it fell out
that the day on which ny father in a fashion emanci pated nme, brought
me under a nost galling yoke. | entered on a conflict like a
battlefield; | nust work day and night; seek interviews with
statesnen, surprise their convictions, try to interest themin our
affairs, and gain themover, with their w ves and servants, and their
very dogs; and all this abom nabl e business had to take the form of
pretty speeches and polite attentions. Then | knew the nortifications
that had left their blighting traces on ny father's face. For about a
year | led outwardly the |ife of a man of the world, but enornous

| abors | ay beneath the surface of gaddi ng about, and eager efforts to
attach nyself to influential kinsnen, or to people likely to be usefu
to us. My relaxations were |lawsuits, and nenorials still furnished the
stapl e of ny conversation. Hitherto my |ife had been bl anel ess, from
the sheer inpossibility of indulging the desires of youth; but now
became ny own nmster, and in dread of involving us both in ruin by
some piece of negligence, | did not dare to allow nyself any pl easure
or expenditure.

"While we are young, and before the world has rubbed off the delicate
bl oom from our sentinments, the freshness of our inpressions, the noble
purity of conscience which will never allow us to palter with evil,

the sense of duty is very strong within us, the voice of honor clanors
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within us, and we are open and straightforward. At that tine | was al
these things. | wished to justify my father's confidence in ne. But
lately I would have stolen a paltry sumfromhim wth secret delight;
but now that | shared the burden of his affairs, of his name and of
his house, | would secretly have given up ny fortune and ny hopes for
him as | was sacrificing nmy pleasures, and even have been glad of the
sacrifice! So when M de Villele exhuned, for our special benefit, an
i mperial decree concerning forfeitures, and had ruined us,

authorized the sale of my property, only retaining an island in the

m ddl e of the Loire where ny nother was buried. Perhaps argunents and
evasi ons, phil osophical, philanthropic, and political considerations
woul d not fail nme now, to hinder the perpetration of what ny solicitor
termed a 'folly'; but at one-and-twenty, | repeat, we are all agl ow
with generosity and affection. The tears that stood in nmy father's
eyes were to ne the nost splendid of fortunes, and the thought of
those tears has often soothed my sorrow. Ten nonths after he had paid

his creditors, ny father died of grief; |I was his idol, and he had
ruined ne! The thought killed him Towards the end of the autumm of
1826, at the age of twenty-two, | was the sole nourner at his

graveside--the grave of ny father and nmy earliest friend. Not many
young nmen have found thenselves alone with their thoughts as they

foll owed a hearse, or have seen thenselves lost in crowded Paris, and
wi t hout nopney or prospects. O phans rescued by public charity have at
any rate the future of the battlefield before them and find a shelter
in sonme institution and a father in the governnent or in the procureur
du roi. | had nothing.

"Three nonths | ater, an agent nade over to ne el even hundred and
twel ve francs, the net proceeds of the winding up of my father's
affairs. Qur creditors had driven us to sell our furniture. From ny
chil dhood I had been used to set a high value on the articles of

| uxury about us, and | could not help showi ng ny astoni shnent at the
sight of this neagre bal ance.

" '"Oh, rococo, all of it!' said the auctioneer. A terrible word that
fell like a blight on the sacred nenories of my chil dhood, and

di spelled ny earliest illusions, the dearest of all. My entire fortune
was conprised in this '"account rendered,' ny future lay in a |linen bag
with el even hundred and twelve francs in it, human society stood
before ne in the person of an auctioneer's clerk, who kept his hat on
whil e he spoke. Jonathan, an old servant who was nuch attached to ne,
and whom ny mother had fornerly pensioned with an annuity of four
hundred francs, spoke to ne as | was | eaving the house that | had so
often gaily left for a drive in ny chil dhood.

'Be very econom cal, Monsieur Raphael!’
"The good fell ow was crying.

"Such were the events, dear Emle, that ruled my destinies, noul ded ny
character, and set me, while still young, in an utterly false socia
position," said Raphael after a pause. "Fanily ties, weak ones, it is
true, bound ne to a few weal thy houses, but my own pride would have
kept nme aloof fromthemif contenpt and indifference had not shut
their doors on nme in the first place. | was related to people who were
very influential, and who | avished their patronage on strangers; but |
found neither relations nor patrons in them Continually circunscribed
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in my affections, they recoiled upon nme. Unreserved and sinple by

nature, | must have appeared frigid and sophisticated. My father's

di sci pline had destroyed all confidence in nyself. I was shy and
awkward; | could not believe that my opinion carried any wei ght
whatever; | took no pleasure in nyself; | thought nyself ugly, and was

ashaned to neet ny own eyes. In spite of the inward voice that nust be
the stay of a man with anything in him in all his struggles, the
voice that cries, 'Courage! Go forward!' in spite of sudden

revel ations of ny own strength in ny solitude; in spite of the hopes
that thrilled ne as | conpared new works, that the public adnmred so

much, with the schemes that hovered in ny brain,--in spite of al
this, I had a childish mstrust of nyself.

"An overweeni ng anbition preyed upon nme; | believed that | was neant
for great things, and yet | felt nyself to be nothing. | had need of
other nmen, and | was friendless. | found | nust nmake ny way in the

world, where | was quite alone, and bashful, rather than afraid.

"All through the year in which, by ny father's wish, | threw myself

into the whirl pool of fashionable society, | came away with an
i nexperienced heart, and fresh in mnd. Like every grown child,
sighed in secret for a love affair. | net, anong young nmen of my own

age, a set of swaggerers who held their heads high, and tal ked about
trifles as they seated thensel ves without a trenor besi de wonen who
inspired awe in ne. They chattered nonsense, sucked the heads of their
canes, gave thensel ves affected airs, appropriated the fairest wonen,
and laid, or pretended that they had laid their heads on every pill ow

Pl easure, seenmingly, was at their beck and call; they | ooked on the
nmost virtuous and prudi sh as an easy prey, ready to surrender at a
word, at the slightest inmpudent gesture or insolent |ook. |I declare,

on nmy soul and conscience, that the attai nment of power, or of a great
name in literature, seenmed to ne an easier victory than a success with
some young, witty, and gracious |ady of high degree.

"So | found the tunmult of ny heart, my feelings, and ny creeds all at

variance with the axi ons of society. | had plenty of audacity in ny
character, but none in nmy nmanner. Later, | found out that wonen did
not like to be inplored. | have from afar adored many a one to whom |

devoted a soul proof against all tests, a heart to break, energy that
shrank fromno sacrifice and fromno torture; THEY accepted fools whom
I would not have engaged as hall porters. How often, nmute and

notionl ess, have | not admred the |ady of ny dreans, swaying in the
dance; given up ny life in thought to one eternal caress, expressed
all nmy hopes in a look, and laid before her, in ny rapture, a young
man's | ove, which should outstrip all fables. At sonme monments | was
ready to barter ny whole life for one single night. Wll, as | could
never find a |istener for ny inpassioned proposals, eyes to rest ny
own upon, a heart made for ny heart, | lived on in all the sufferings
of inpotent force that consunes itself; |acking either opportunity or
courage or experience. | despaired, maybe, of nmmking nyself
understood, or | feared to be understood but too well; and yet the
stormwithin me was ready to burst at every chance courteous |ook. In
spite of my readiness to take the senblance of interest in | ook or

word for a tenderer solicitude, | dared neither to speak nor to be
silent seasonably. My words grew insignificant, and ny silence stupid,
by sheer stress of enotion. | was too ingenuous, no doubt, for that
artificial life, led by candle-1ight, where every thought is expressed
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in conventional phrases, or by words that fashion dictates; and not
only so, | had not |earned how to enpl oy speech that says nothing, and
silence that says a great deal. In short, | concealed the fires that
consuned nme, and with such a soul as wonen wish to find, with all the
el evation of soul that they long for, and a nettle that fools plune

t hensel ves upon, all wonmen have been cruelly treacherous to ne.

"So in ny sinplicity | admired the heroes of this set when they
bragged about their conquests, and never suspected them of |ying. No
doubt it was a mistake to wish for a love that springs for a word's
sake; to expect to find in the heart of a vain, frivol ous wonman,
greedy for luxury and intoxicated with vanity, the great sea of
passion that surged tenpestuously in ny own breast. Ch! to feel that
you were born to |love, to nake sonme wonan's happi ness, and yet to find
not one, not even a noble and courageous Marceline, not so nuch as an
old Marquise! Ch! to carry a treasure in your wallet, and not find
even sone child, or inquisitive young girl, to admre it! In ny
despair | often wished to kill nyself."

"Finely tragical to-night!" cried Emile

"Let nme pass sentence on ny life,"” Raphael answered. "If your
friendship is not strong enough to bear with ny elegy, if you cannot
put up with half an hour's tediumfor ny sake, go to sleep! But, then
never ask again for the reason of suicide that hangs over ne, that
cones nearer and calls to ne, that | bow nyself before. If you are to
judge a man, you nust know his secret thoughts, sorrows, and feelings;
to know nerely the outward events of a man's |ife would only serve to
make a chronol ogi cal table--a fool's notion of history."

Emile was so nuch struck with the bitter tones in which these words
wer e spoken, that he began to pay close attention to Raphael, whom he
wat ched with a bew | dered expression.

“Now, " continued the speaker, "all these things that befell nme appear
in a new light. The sequence of events that | once thought so
unfortunate created the splendid powers of which, later, | becane so
proud. If | may believe you, | possess the power of readily expressing
ny thoughts, and | could take a forward place in the great field of
know edge; and is not this the result of scientific curiosity, of
excessive application, and a | ove of reading which possessed ne from
the age of seven till ny entry on life? The very neglect in which

was | eft, and the consequent habits of self-repression and self-
concentration; did not these things teach me how to consider and
reflect? Nothing in me was squandered in obedi ence to the exactions of
the worl d, which hunble the proudest soul and reduce it to a nere
husk; and was it not this very fact that refined the enotional part of
ny nature till it became the perfected instrument of a loftier purpose
t han passionate desires? | renenber watching the wonmren who ni st ook ne
with all the insight of contemmed | ove.

"I can see now that ny natural sincerity nust have been displeasing to
t hem wonen, perhaps, even require a little hypocrisy. And |, who in
the sane hour's space amalternately a man and a child, frivolous and
t houghtful, free from bias and brinful of superstition, and oftentines
nmysel f as much a wonman as any of them how should they do ot herw se
than take my sinmplicity for cynicism ny innocent candor for
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i mpudence? They found nmy know edge tiresonme; ny feninine | anguor
weakness. | was held to be listless and incapable of |ove or of steady
purpose; a too active imagination, that curse of poets, was no doubt
the cause. My silence was idiotic; and as | daresay | alarnmed them by
ny efforts to please, wonen one and all have condemmed ne. Wth tears
and nortification, | bowed before the decision of the world; but ny

di stress was not barren. | deternined to revenge nyself on society; |
woul d domi nate the femnine intellect, and so have the fem nine soul

at ny nmercy; all eyes should be fixed upon ne, when the servant at the

door announced ny nane. | had determined fromny chil dhood that |
woul d be a great man; | said with Andre Chenier, as | struck mny
forehead, 'There is sonething underneath that!' | felt, | believed,

the thought within me that | nust express, the system | nust
establish, the knowl edge | nust interpret.

"Let ne pour out my follies, dear Emle; to-day | ambarely twenty-six
years old, certain of dying unrecognized, and | have never been the

| over of the woman | dreamed of possessing. Have we not all of us,
nore or less, believed in the reality of a thing because we wi shed it?
I would never have a young man for my friend who did not place hinself
in dreams upon a pedestal, weave crowns for his head, and have
conpl ai sant m stresses. | nyself would often be a general, nay,
enperor; | have been a Byron, and then a nobody. After this sport on

t hese pi nnacl es of human achi evenent, | becane aware that all the
difficulties and steeps of life were yet to face. My exuberant self-
esteemcane to nmy aid; | had that intense belief in nmy destiny, which
perhaps anounts to genius in those who will not permt thenselves to
be distracted by contact with the world, as sheep that |eave their
wool on the briars of every thicket they pass by. | neant to cover
nmyself with glory, and to work in silence for the mstress | hoped to
have one day. Wonen for nme were resuned into a single type, and this
woman | | ooked to meet in the first that met nmy eyes; but in each and
all | saw a queen, and as queens nust make the first advances to their
| overs, they nust draw near to nme--to ne, so sickly, shy, and poor

For her, who should take pity on nme, ny heart held in store such
gratitude over and beyond |ove, that | had worshi ped her her whol e
life long. Later, ny observations have taught nme bitter truths.

“In this way, dear Emle, | ran the risk of remaining conpani onl ess
for good. The inconprehensible bent of wonen's ninds appears to | ead
themto see nothing but the weak points in a clever man, and the
strong points of a fool. They feel the liveliest synpathy with the
fool's good qualities, which perpetually flatter their own defects;
while they find the man of talent hardly agreeabl e enough to
conpensate for his shortconmings. Al capacity is a sort of

intermttent fever, and no woman is anxious to share in its

di sconforts only; they look to find in their lovers the wherewithal to
gratify their own vanity. It is thenselves that they love in us! But
the artist, poor and proud, along with his endowrent of creative
power, is furnished with an aggressive egotism Everything about him
is involved in | know not what whirlpool of his ideas, and even his

m stress nust gyrate along with them How is a wonman, spoilt with
praise, to believe in the love of a nman like that? WIl| she go to seek
hi mout? That sort of |over has not the leisure to sit beside a sofa
and give hinself up to the sentinmental sinperings that women are so
fond of, and on which the fal se and unfeeling pride thenselves. He
cannot spare the tinme fromhis work, and how can he afford to hunble
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hi msel f and go a-nmasquerading! | was ready to give ny life once and
for all, but | could not degrade it in detail. Besides, there is
sonmet hi ng i ndescribably paltry in a stockbroker's tactics, who runs on
errands for sone insipid affected woman; all this disgusts an artist.
Love in the abstract is not enough for a great man in poverty; he has
need of its utnost devotion. The frivolous creatures who spend their
lives in trying on cashneres, or nmeke thenselves into clothes-pegs to
hang the fashions from exact the devotion which is not theirs to
give; for them |ove nmeans the pleasure of ruling and not of obeying.
She who is really a wife, one in heart, flesh, and bone, nust foll ow
wherever he leads, in whomher life, her strength, her pride, and
happi ness are centered. Anmbitious nen need those Oriental wonen whose
whol e thought is given to the study of their requirenents; for

unhappi ness neans for themthe inconpatibility of their means with
their desires. But |, who took nyself for a man of genius, nust needs
feel attracted by these very she-coxconbs. So, as | cherished ideas so
different fromthose generally received; as | wi shed to scale the
heavens wi thout a | adder, was possessed of wealth that could not
circulate, and of know edge so wi de and so inperfectly arranged and
digested that it overtaxed nmy nenory; as | had neither relations nor
friends in the mdst of this lonely and ghastly desert, a desert of
pavi ng stones, full of animation, |life, and thought, wherein every one
is worse than inimcal, indifferent to wit; | nade a very natural if
foolish resolve, which required such unknown inpossibilities, that ny
spirits rose. It was as if | had laid a wager with nmyself, for | was
at once the player and the cards.

"This was ny plan. The el even hundred francs nust keep life in nme for
three years--the tine | allowed nyself in which to bring to light a
wor k which should draw attention to nme, and nmake ne either a nane or a
fortune. | exulted at the thought of living on bread and mlk, |like a
hermit in the Thebaid, while |I plunged into the world of books and

i deas, and so reached a |lofty sphere beyond the tumult of Paris, a
sphere of silent |abor where | would entonb nyself like a chrysalis to
await a brilliant and splendid new birth. | inperiled nmy life in order
to live. By reducing nmy requirenents to real needs and the barest
necessaries, | found that three hundred and sixty-five francs sufficed
for a year of penury; and, in fact, | managed to exist on that slender
sum so long as | submitted to ny own claustral discipline.”

"I npossible!" cried Emle

"I lived for nearly three years in that way," Raphael answered, with a
kind of pride. "Let us reckon it out. Three sous for bread, two for
mlk, and three for cold neat, kept ne from dying of hunger, and ny
mnd in a state of peculiar lucidity. |I have observed, as you know,

t he wonderful effects produced by diet upon the imagination. My

| odgi ngs cost me three sous daily; | burnt three sous nore in oil at
night; I did ny own housework, and wore flannel shirts so as to reduce
the laundress' bill to two sous per day. The noney | spent yearly in
coal, if divided up, never cost nore than two sous for each day. | had
three years' supply of clothing, and I only dressed when going out to
some library or public lecture. These expenses, all told, only
anounted to eighteen sous, so two were |left over for energencies. |
cannot recollect, during that long period of toil, either crossing the
Pont des Arts, or paying for water; | went out to fetch it every
nmorning fromthe fountain in the Place Saint Mchel, at the corner of
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the Rue de Gres. Oh, | wore my poverty proudly. A man urged on towards
a fair future walks through life |ike an innocent person to his death;
he feels no shane about it.

"I would not think of illness. Like Aquilina, | faced the hospita
without terror. | had not a nonent's doubt of ny health, and besi des,
the poor can only take to their beds to die. | cut ny own hair till
the day when an angel of love and kindness . . . But | do not want to
anticipate the state of things that | shall reach later. You nust
simply know that | |lived with one grand thought for a mistress, a
dream an illusion which deceives us all nore or less at first. To-day
I laugh at nyself, at that self, holy perhaps and heroic, which is now
no nore. | have since had a closer view of society and the world, of
our nmanners and custons, and seen the dangers of ny innocent credulity
and the superfluous nature of ny fervent toil. Stores of that sort are
quite useless to aspirants for fame. Light should be the baggage of
seekers after fortune!

"Anmbi tious nmen spend their youth in rendering thenselves worthy of
patronage; it is their great mistake. Wile the foolish creatures are
laying in stores of know edge and energy, so that they shall not sink
under the weight of responsible posts that recede fromthem scheners
cone and go who are wealthy in words and destitute in ideas, astonish
the ignorant, and creep into the confidence of those who have a little
know edge. Wile the first kind study, the second march ahead; the one
sort is nodest, and the other inpudent; the man of genius is silent
about his own merits, but these schenmers nake a flourish of theirs,
and they are bound to get on. It is so strongly to the interest of nen
in office to believe in ready-mde capacity, and in brazen-faced
merit, that it is downright childish of the |earned to expect materia
rewards. | do not seek to paraphrase the commonpl ace noral, the song
of songs that obscure genius is for ever singing; | want to cone, in a
| ogi cal manner, by the reason of the frequent successes of nediocrity.
Al as! study shows us such a mother's kindness that it would be a sin
perhaps to ask any other reward of her than the pure and delightfu

pl easures with which she sustains her children

"Often | renmenber soaking ny bread in mlk, as | sat by the wi ndow to
take the fresh air; while ny eyes wandered over a view of roofs--
brown, gray, or red, slated or tiled, and covered with yell ow or green
nosses. At first the prospect may have seened nonotonous, but | very
soon found peculiar beauties in it. Sonetinmes at night, streans of
light through half-closed shutters would |ight up and col or the dark
abysses of this strange | andscape. Sonetines the feeble lights of the
street | anps sent up yellow gl eans through the fog, and in each street
dimy outlined the undul ations of a crowd of roofs, like billows in a
noti onl ess sea. Very occasionally, too, a face appeared in this gl oony
wast e; above the flowers in some skyey garden | caught a glinpse of an
old woman's crooked angul ar profile as she watered her nasturti uns;

or, in a crazy attic window, a young girl, fancying herself quite

al one as she dressed herself--a view of nothing nore than a fair
forehead and | ong tresses hel d above her by a pretty white arm

"I liked to see the short-lived plant-life in the gutters--poor weeds
that a storm soon washed away. | studied the npsses, with their colors
revived by showers, or transforned by the sun into a brown vel vet that
fitfully caught the light. Such things as these forned ny recreations
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--the passing poetic moods of daylight, the melancholy nists, sudden
gl eans of sunlight, the silence and the magic of night, the nysteries
of dawn, the snoke weaths from each chi mey; every chance event, in
fact, in ny curious world becane fanmliar to ne. | cane to love this
prison of my own choosing. This level Parisian prairie of roofs,
beneath which |ay popul ous abysses, suited nmy hunor, and harnoni zed
with nmy thoughts.

"Sudden descents into the world fromthe divine height of scientific

meditation are very exhausting; and, besides, | had apprehended
perfectly the bare life of the cloister. Wien | made up my mind to
carry out this new plan of life, | |ooked for quarters in the nost
out-of -the-way parts of Paris. One evening, as | returned honme to the
Rue des Cordiers fromthe Place de |'Estrapade, | saw a girl of

fourteen playing with a battledore at the corner of the Rue de Cluny,
her w nsone ways and | aughter amused the nei ghbors. Septenber was not
yet over; it was warm and fine, so that wonen sat chatting before
their doors as if it were a fete-day in sonme country town. At first |
wat ched the charmi ng expression of the girl's face and her gracefu
attitudes, her pose fit for a painter. It was a pretty sight. | |ooked
about nme, seeking to understand this blithe sinplicity in the m dst of
Paris, and saw that the street was a blind alley and but little
frequented. | renenbered that Jean Jacques had once lived here, and

| ooked up the Hotel Saint-Quentin. Its dilapidated condition awakened
hopes of a cheap | odging, and | determined to enter

"I found nyself in aroomwith a low ceiling; the candles, in classic-
| ooki ng copper candl e-sticks, were set in a row under each key. The
predom nati ng cleanliness of the roomnade a striking contrast to the
usual state of such places. This one was as neat as a bit of genre;
there was a charmng tri mess about the blue coverlet, the cooking
pots and furniture. The mistress of the house rose and cane to ne. She
seenmed to be about forty years of age; sorrows had left their traces
on her features, and weepi ng had di mmed her eyes. | deferentially
menti oned the anount | could pay; it seened to cause her no surprise;
she sought out a key fromthe row, went up to the attics with ne, and
showed me a room that | ooked out on the neighboring roofs and courts;
long poles with linen drying on them hung out of the w ndow.

"Not hi ng could be uglier than this garret, awaiting its scholar, with
its dingy yellow walls and odor of poverty. The roofing fell in a
steep sl ope, and the sky was visible through chinks in the tiles.
There was room for a bed, a table, and a few chairs, and beneath the
hi ghest point of the roof nmy piano could stand. Not being rich enough
to furnish this cage (that m ght have been one of the Pionbi of

Veni ce), the poor woman had never been able to let it; and as | had
saved fromthe recent sale the furniture that was in a fashion
peculiarly mne, | very soon came to terns with my | andl ady, and noved
in on the foll ow ng day.

"For three years | lived in this airy sepul chre, and worked

unfl aggi ngly day and night; and so great was the pleasure that study
seenmed to ne the fairest theme and the happiest solution of |ife. The
tranquillity and peace that a scholar needs is something as sweet and
exhilarating as |ove. Unspeakable joys are showered on us by the
exertion of our nmental faculties; the quest of ideas, and the tranqui
contenpl ati on of know edge; delights indescribable, because purely
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intellectual and inpal pable to our senses. So we are obliged to use
material terms to express the nysteries of the soul. The pl easure of
striking out in sonme lonely |ake of clear water, with forests, rocks,
and flowers around, and the soft stirring of the warm breeze, --al

this would give, to those who knew them not, a very faint idea of the
exultation with which ny soul bathed itself in the beans of an unknown
light, hearkened to the awful and uncertain voice of inspiration, as
vi si on upon vision poured from sonme unknown source through ny

t hr obbi ng brai n.

"No earthly pleasure can conpare with the divine delight of watching
the dawn of an idea in the space of abstractions as it rises like the
norni ng sun; an idea that, better still, attains gradually like a
child to puberty and man's estate. Study |ends a kind of enchantnent
to all our surroundings. The wetched desk covered with brown | eat her
at which | wote, ny piano, bed, and arnthair, the odd wall-paper and
furniture seened to have for me a kind of life in them and to be
hunbl e friends of mne and nmute partakers of mnmy destiny. How often
have | confided ny soul to themin a glance! A warped bit of beading
often met ny eyes, and suggested new devel opments, --a striking proof
of ny system or a felicitous word by which to render ny all but

i nexpressi ble thought. By sheer contenplation of the things about ne |
di scerned an expression and a character in each. If the setting sun
happened to steal in through nmy narrow w ndow, they would take new
colors, fade or shine, grow dull or gay, and al ways anaze me with sone
new ef fect. These trifling incidents of a solitary life, which escape
those preoccupied with outward affairs, make the solace of prisoners.
And what was | but the captive of an idea, inprisoned in nmy system
but sustained also by the prospect of a brilliant future? At each
obstacle that | overcane, | seemed to kiss the soft hands of a woman
with a fair face, a wealthy, well-dressed woman, who shoul d sone day
say softly, while she caressed ny hair:

' Poor Angel, how thou hast suffered!’

"I had undertaken two great works--one a conedy that in a very short
time nust bring me wealth and fane, and an entry into those circles
whither | wished to return, to exercise the royal privileges of a man
of genius. You all saw nothing in that masterpiece but the blunder of
a young man fresh from coll ege, a babyish fiasco. Your jokes clipped
the wings of a throng of illusions, which have never stirred since
within nme. You, dear Emile, alone brought soothing to the deep wounds
that others had nade in my heart. You alone will admire ny 'Theory of
the WIIl." | devoted nost of ny time to that | ong work, for which
studi ed Oriental |anguages, physiology and anatonmy. If | do not
deceive nyself, ny labors will conplete the task begun by Mesner,
Lavater, Gall, and Bichat, and open up new paths in science.

"There ends that fair life of mne, the daily sacrifice, the

unrecogni zed silkworm s toil, that is, perhaps, its own sole
reconpense. Since attaining years of discretion, until the day when
finished my ' Theory,' | observed, |earned, wote, and read

unintermttingly; my Iife was one |ong inposition, as school boys say.
Though by nature effem nately attached to Oriental indol ence, sensua
in tastes, and a wooer of dreans, | worked incessantly, and refused to
taste any of the enjoynments of Parisian life. Though a glutton,

becane abstem ous; and | oving exercise and sea voyages as | did, and
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haunted by the wish to visit many countries, still child enough to
pl ay at ducks and drakes with pebbles over a pond, | led a sedentary
life with a pen in nmy fingers. | liked talking, but I went to sit and
mutely listen to professors who gave public lectures at the

Bi bl i ot heque or the Museum | slept upon ny solitary pallet like a
Benedi cti ne brother, though woman was ny one chinera, a chinera that
fled fromne as | wooed it! In short, nmy |ife has been a crue
contradiction, a perpetual cheat. After that, judge a man!

"Sonetines nmy natural propensities broke out like a fire |ong

snmot hered. | was debarred fromthe wonen whose society | desired,
stripped of everything and | odged in an artist's garret, and by a sort
of mirage or calenture | was surrounded by captivating m stresses.
drove through the streets of Paris, lolling on the soft cushions of a
fine equipage. | plunged into dissipation, into corroding vice,
desired and possessed everything, for fasting had nmade ne |ight-headed
like the tenpted Saint Anthony. Slunber, happily, would put an end at
| ast to these devastating trances; and on the norrow sci ence woul d
beckon me, smiling, and | was faithful to her. | imagine that wonen
reputed virtuous, nust often fall a prey to these insane tenpests of
desire and passion, which rise in us in spite of ourselves. Such
dreans have a charm of their own; they are sonmething akin to evening
gossip round the winter fire, when one sets out for sone voyage in

Chi na. But what becones of virtue during these delicious excursions,
when fancy overleaps all difficulties?

"During the first ten nonths of seclusion | led the life of poverty
and solitude that | have described to you; | used to steal out
unobserved every norning to buy ny own provisions for the day; |
tidied my room | was at once mamster and servant, and played the

Di ogenes with incredible spirit. But afterwards, while ny hostess and
her daughter watched ny ways and behavior, scrutinized ny appearance
and divined nmy poverty, there could not but be sone bonds between us;
per haps because they were thensel ves so very poor. Pauline, the
charm ng child, whose | atent and unconsci ous grace had, in a manner
brought me there, did me many services that | could not well refuse.
All wonen fallen on evil days are sisters; they speak a conmon

| anguage; they have the sanme generosity--the generosity that possesses
nothing, and so is lavish of its affection, of its time, and of its
very sel f.

"I nperceptibly Pauline took ne under her protection, and would do
things for me. No kind of objection was nmade by her nother, whom

even surprised nmending my |inen; she blushed for the charitable
occupation. In spite of nyself, they took charge of nme, and | accepted
their services.

"I'n order to understand the peculiar condition of my mnd, ny
preoccupation with work must be renenbered, the tyranny of ideas, and
the instinctive repugnance that a man who | eads an intellectual life
nmust ever feel for the material details of existence. Could I wel
repul se the delicate attentions of Pauline, who would noisel essly
bring me ny frugal repast, when she noticed that | had taken nothing
for seven or eight hours? She had the tact of a wonman and the

i nventiveness of a child; she would smile as she made sign to ne that
I nmust not see her. Ariel glided under ny roof in the formof a sylph
who foresaw every want of m ne
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"One evening Pauline told ne her story with touching sinplicity. Her
father had been a mpjor in the horse grenadiers of the Inperial Guard.
He had been taken prisoner by the Cossacks, at the passage of

Ber esi na; and when Napol eon | ater on proposed an exchange, the Russian
authorities made search for himin Siberia in vain; he had escaped
with a view of reaching India, and since then Mre. Gaudin, ny

| andl ady, could hear no news of her husband. Then cane the disasters
of 1814 and 1815; and, left alone and w thout resource, she had
decided to let furnished lodgings in order to keep herself and her
daught er.

"She al ways hoped to see her husband again. Her greatest trouble was
about her daughter's education; the Princess Borghese was her
Paul i ne' s godnot her; and Paul i ne must not be unworthy of the fair
future prom sed by her inperial protectress. Wien Mre. Gaudi n confided
to me this heavy trouble that preyed upon her, she said, with sharp
pain in her voice, 'I would give up the property and the scrap of
paper that makes Gaudin a baron of the enpire, and all our rights to
t he endowrent of Wstchnau, if only Pauline could be brought up at

Sai nt-Deni s?' Her words struck nme; now | could show ny gratitude for
t he ki ndnesses expended on ne by the two wonmen; all at once the idea
of offering to finish Pauline's education occurred to ne; and the

of fer was made and accepted in the nost perfect sinplicity. In this
way | cane to have sone hours of recreation. Pauline had natura
aptitude; she |learned so quickly, that she soon surpassed ne at the
pi ano. As she becane accustoned to think aloud in my presence, she
unfol ded all the sweet refinenents of a heart that was opening itself
out to life, as sone flower-cup opens slowly to the sun. She |istened
to me, pleased and thoughtful, letting her dark vel vet eyes rest upon
me with a half smle in them she repeated her |lessons in soft and
gentle tones, and showed childish glee when | was satisfied with her
Her nother grew nore and nore anxi ous every day to shield the young
girl fromevery danger (for all the beauty promised in early life was
devel oping in the crescent noon), and was glad to see her spend whole
days indoors in study. My piano was the only one she could use, and
while | was out she practised on it. When | cane hone, Pauline would
be in my room in her shabby dress, but her slightest nmovenent
reveal ed her slender figure in its attractive grace, in spite of the
coarse materials that she wore. As with the heroine of the fable of

' Peau-d' Ane,' a dainty foot peeped out of the clunsy shoes. But al

her wealth of girlish beauty was as |ost upon ne. | had | aid conmands
upon nyself to see a sister only in Pauline. | dreaded lest | should
betray her nother's faith in nme. | admired the lovely girl as if she

had been a picture, or as the portrait of a dead m stress; she was at
once ny child and ny statue. For me, another Pygnelion, the maiden
with the hues of life and the living voice was to beconme a form of
inanimte marble. | was very strict with her, but the nore | nade her
feel ny pedagogue's severity, the nore gentle and subni ssive she grew.

"If a generous feeling strengthened me in ny reserve and self-
restraint, prudent considerations were not |acking beside. Integrity
of purpose cannot, | think, fail to acconmpany integrity in noney
matters. To my mind, to becone insolvent or to betray a wonman is the
same sort of thing. If you love a young girl, or allow yourself to be
bel oved by her, a contract is inplied, and its conditions should be

t horoughly understood. We are free to break with the woman who sells
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hersel f, but not with the young girl who has given herself to us and
does not know the extent of her sacrifice. |I nust have married
Paul i ne, and that would have been nadness. Wuld it not have given
over that sweet girlish heart to terrible msfortunes? My poverty made
its selfish voice heard, and set an iron barrier between that gentle
nature and m ne. Besides, | am ashanmed to say, that | cannot i nmgine
love in the midst of poverty. Perhaps this is a vitiation due to that
mal ady of mankind called civilization; but a womman in squalid poverty
woul d exert no fascination over ne, were she attractive as Honer's

Gal atea, the fair Helen.

"Ah, vive |"anmour! But let it be in silk and cashnere, surrounded with
the luxury which so marvel ously enbellishes it; for is it not perhaps
itself a luxury? | enjoy making havoc with an el aborate erection of

scented hair; | like to crush flowers, to disarrange and crease a
smart toilette at will. A bizarre attraction lies for me in burning
eyes that blaze through a |ace veil, like flane through cannon snoke.

My way of |ove would be to mount by a silken | adder, in the silence of
a winter night. And what bliss to reach, all powdered with snow, a
perfumed room wth hangings of painted silk, to find a worman there,
who | i kewi se shakes away the snow from her; for what other nane can be

found for the white nuslin wappings that vaguely define her, |ike
sonme angel formissuing froma cloud! And then I wish for furtive
joys, for the security of audacity. | want to see once nore that woman

of nystery, but let it be in the throng, dazzling, unapproachabl e,
adored on all sides, dressed in |aces and abl aze with dianonds, |aying
her commands upon every one; so exalted above us, that she inspires
awe, and none dares to pay his homage to her

"She gives ne a stolen glance, anmid her court, a | ook that exposes the
unreality of all this; that resigns for ne the world and all nen in
it! Truly | have scorned nyself for a passion for a few yards of |ace,
vel vet, and fine |lawn, and the hairdresser's feats of skill; a |ove of
wax-lights, a carriage and a title, a heraldic coronet painted on

wi ndow panes, or engraved by a jeweler; in short, a liking for al

that is adventitious and | east woman in worman. | have scorned and
reasoned with nmyself, but all in vain

"A woman of rank with her subtle snmile, her high-born air, and self-
esteem captivates nme. The barriers she erects between herself and the
worl d awaken nmy vanity, a good half of |ove. There would be nore
relish for me in bliss that all others envied. If my m stress does
not hi ng that other wonen do, and neither lives nor conducts herself
like them wears a cloak that they cannot attain, breathes a perfune
of her own, then she seens to rise far above nme. The further she rises
fromearth, even in the earthlier aspects of love, the fairer she
becones for ne.

"Luckily for nme we have had no queen in France these twenty years, for
| should have fallen in love with her. A wonman nust be wealthy to
acquire the manners of a princess. \Wiat place had Pauline anong these
far-fetched i magi ni ngs? Could she bring nme the Iove that is death,
that brings every faculty into play, the nights that are paid for by
life? We hardly die, | think, for an insignificant girl who gives
herself to us; and | could never extinguish these feelings and poet's
dreans within me. | was born for an inaccessible |ove, and fortune has
overtopped ny desire.
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"How often have | set satin shoes on Pauline's tiny feet, confined her
form slender as a young poplar, in a robe of gauze, and thrown a

| oose scarf about her as | saw her tread the carpets in her mansion
and led her out to her splendid carriage! In such guise | should have
adored her. | endowed her with all the pride she | acked, stripped her
of her virtues, her natural sinple charm and frank smle, in order to
pl unge her heart in our Styx of depravity that makes invul nerabl e,

| oad her with our crines, nake of her the fantastical doll of our

drawi ng-roons, the frail being who lies about in the norning and cones
to life again at night with the dawn of tapers. Pauline was fresh-
hearted and affectionate--1 would have had her cold and fornmal.

“In the last days of my frantic folly, nenory brought Pauline before
me, as it brings the scenes of our childhood, and nmade ne pause to
nmuse over past delicious noments that softened ny heart. | sonetines
saw her, the adorable girl who sat quietly sewing at my table, wapped
in her neditations; the faint light frommnm w ndow fell upon her and
was reflected back in silvery rays from her thick black hair

sonetimes | heard her young | aughter, or the rich tones of her voice
singi ng some canzonet that she conposed without effort. And often ny
Paul i ne seened to grow greater, as nusic flowed from her, and her face
bore a striking resenblance to the noble one that Carlo Dolci chose
for the type of Italy. My cruel menory brought her back athwart the

di ssi pations of ny existence, like a renorse, or a synbol of purity.
But let us |eave the poor child to her own fate. \Watever her troubles
may have been, at any rate | protected her froma menacing tenpest--I
did not drag her down into ny hell

"Until last winter | |led the uneventful studious life of which | have
gi ven you some faint picture. In the earliest days of Decenber 1829,
cane across Rastignac, who, in spite of the shabby condition of ny

war drobe, linked his armin mne, and inquired into ny affairs with a
quite brotherly interest. Caught by his engagi ng manner, | gave hima
brief account of ny life and hopes; he began to | augh, and treated ne
as a mixture of a man of genius and a fool. Hi s Gascon accent and
know edge of the world, the easy life his clever managenent procured
for him all produced an irresistible effect upon nme. | should die an
unrecogni zed failure in a hospital, Rastignac said, and be buried in a
pauper's grave. He tal ked of charlatanism Every man of genius was a
charlatan, he plainly showed nme in that pleasant way of his that nmkes
himso fascinating. He insisted that | nust be out of ny senses, and
woul d be my own death, if | lived on alone in the Rue des Cordiers.
According to him | ought to go into society, to accustom people to
the sound of nmy nane, and to rid nyself of the sinple title of

"monsi eur' which sits but ill on a great man in his lifetine.

" ' Those who know no better,' he cried, 'call this sort of business
SCHEM NG, and noral people condem it for a "dissipated life." W need
not stop to | ook at what people think, but see the results. You work,
you say? Very good, but nothing will ever cone of that. Now, | am
ready for anything and fit for nothing. As lazy as a | obster? Very
likely, but | succeed everywhere. | go out into society, | push nyself
forward, the others nake way before nme; | brag and am believed; |

i ncur debts which sonebody el se pays! Dissipation, dear boy, is a

nmet hodi cal policy. The life of a man who deliberately runs through his
fortune often becones a business speculation; his friends, his
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pl easures, patrons, and acquai ntances are his capital. Suppose a
merchant runs a risk of a mllion, for twenty years he can neither

sl eep, eat, nor anuse hinmself, he is brooding over his mllion, it
mekes hi mrun about all over Europe; he worries hinmself, goes to the
devil in every way that man has invented. Then cones a |iquidation
such as | have seen nyself, which very often | eaves hi m pennil ess and
without a reputation or a friend. The spendthrift, on the other hand,
takes life as a serious ganme and sees his horses run. He | oses his
capital, perhaps, but he stands a chance of being nom nated Receiver-
General, of making a wealthy marriage, or of an appoi ntnent of attache
to a minister or anbassador; and he has his friends left and his name,
and he never wants money. He knows the standi ng of everybody, and uses
every one for his own benefit. Is this logical, or am|l a madman after
all? Haven't you there all the noral of the conedy that goes on every
day in this world? . . . Your work is conpleted" he went on after a
pause; 'you are inmensely clever! WlIl, you have only arrived at ny
starting-point. Now, you had better |ook after its success yourself;

it is the surest way. You will make allies in every clique, and secure
appl ause beforehand. | nean to go halves in your glory myself; | shal
be the jewel er who set the dianpbnds in your crown. Cone here to-norrow
evening, by way of a beginning. | will introduce you to a house where
all Paris goes, all OUR Paris, that is--the Paris of exquisites,
mllionaires, celebrities, all the folk who talk gold |ike Chrysostom
When they have taken up a book, that book becones the fashion; and

if it is sonething really good for once, they will have declared it

to be a work of genius without knowing it. If you have any sense, ny
dear fellow, you will ensure the success of your "Theory," by a

better understanding of the theory of success. To-norrow evening you
shall go to see that queen of the noment--the beautiful Countess
Foedor a. '

" 'l have never heard of her

" "You Hottentot!' |aughed Rastignac; 'you do not know Foedora? A
great match with an incone of nearly eighty thousand |ivres, who has
taken a fancy to nobody, or else no one has taken a fancy to her. A
sort of fem nine enigma, a half Russian Parisienne, or a half Parisian
Russian. All the romantic productions that never get published are
brought out at her house; she is the handsonmest woman in Paris, and

t he nost gracious! You are not even a Hottentot; you are sonething
between the Hottentot and the beast. . . . Good-bye till to-norrow.'

"He swung round on his heel and nade off wi thout waiting for ny
answer. It never occurred to himthat a reasoning being could refuse
an introduction to Foedora. How can the fascination of a nane be
expl ai ned? FOEDORA haunted nme |ike some evil thought, with which you
seek to cone to ternms. A voice said in ne, 'You are going to see
Foedoral!" In vain | reasoned with that voice, saying that it lied to
me; all my argunments were defeated by the nanme ' Foedora.' Was not the
nanme, and even the wonman hersel f, the synbol of all my desires, and
the object of ny life?

"The nane called up recollections of the conventional glitter of the
worl d, the upper world of Paris with its brilliant fetes and the
tinsel of its vanities. The woman brought before nme all the probl ens
of passion on which ny mind continually ran. Perhaps it was neither

t he woman nor the name, but my own propensities, that sprang up within
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me and tenpted ne afresh. Here was the Countess Foedora, rich and

| ovel ess, proof against the tenptations of Paris; was not this wonman
the very incarnation of ny hopes and visions? | fashioned her for
mysel f, drew her in fancy, and dreanmed of her. | could not sleep that
night; | becane her lover; | overbrinmed a few hours with a whole
lifetime--a lover's lifetime; the experience of its prolific delights
burned rme.

"The next day | could not bear the tortures of delay; | borrowed a
novel , and spent the whole day over it, so that | could not possibly
t hi nk nor keep account of the tine till night. Foedora's name echoed
through ne even as | read, but only as a distant sound; though it
could be heard, it was not troublesonme. Fortunately, | owned a fairly
creditabl e black coat and a white waistcoat; of all ny fortune there
now remai ned abut thirty francs, which | had distributed about anong
nmy clothes and in ny drawers, so as to erect between ny whins and the
spendi ng of a five-franc piece a thorny barrier of search, and an
advent urous peregrination round nmy room Wile | as dressing, | dived
about for my noney in an ocean of papers. This scarcity of specie wll
gi ve you sone idea of the value of that squandered upon gl oves and
cab-hire; a nonth's bread di sappeared at one fell swoop. Al as! noney
is always forthcom ng for our caprices; we only grudge the cost of
things that are useful or necessary. W recklessly fling gold to an
oper a-dancer, and haggle with a tradesman whose hungry fam |y nust
wait for the settlenent of our bill. How many nen are there that wear
a coat that cost a hundred francs, and carry a dianmond in the head of
their cane, and dine for twenty-five SOUS for all that! It seens as

t hough we coul d never pay enough for the pleasures of vanity.

"Rastignac, punctual to his appointnment, snmiled at the transformation,
and j oked about it. On the way he gave nme benevol ent advice as to ny
conduct with the countess; he described her as mean, vain, and
suspi ci ous; but though nean, she was ostentatious, her vanity was
transparent, and her m strust good-hunored.

" "You know | am pl edged,' he said, 'and what | should | ose, too, if |
tried a change in love. So ny observation of Foedora has been quite
cool and disinterested, and ny remarks nust have sone truth in them |
was | ooking to your future when | thought of introducing you to her

so m nd very carefully what I am about to say. She has a terrible
menory. She is clever enough to drive a diplomatist wild; she would
know it at once if he spoke the truth. Between ourselves, | fancy that
her marri age was not recogni zed by the Enperor, for the Russian
anbassador began to smile when | spoke of her; he does not receive her
either, and only bows very coolly if he meets her in the Bois. For al
that, she is in Madane de Serizy's set, and visits Mesdanes de

Nuci ngen and de Restaud. There is no cloud over her here in France;
the Duchesse de Carigliano, the nost-strait-laced marechale in the
whol e Bonapartist coterie, often goes to spend the sumer with her at
her country house. Plenty of young fops, sons of peers of France, have
offered her a title in exchange for her fortune, and she has politely
declined themall. Her susceptibilities, mybe, are not to be touched
by anything |l ess than a count. Aren't you a marquis? Go ahead if you
fancy her. This is what you may call receiving your instructions.'

"His raillery made me think that Rastignac wi shed to joke and excite
my curiosity, so that I was in a paroxysm of ny extenporized passion
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by the tinme that we stopped before a peristyle full of flowers. My
heart beat and ny color rose as we went up the great carpeted
staircase, and | noticed about me all the studied refinenents of
English confort; | was infatuatedly bourgeois; | forgot nmy origin and
all ny personal and famly pride. Alas! | had but just left a garret,
after three years of poverty, and | could not just then set the
treasures there acquired above such trifles as these. Nor could
rightly estimate the worth of the vast intellectual capital which
turns to riches at the nmonent when opportunity comes within our reach
opportunity that does not overwhel m because study has prepared us for
the struggles of public life.

"1 found a wonman of about twenty-two years of age; she was of average
hei ght, was dressed in white, and held a feather fire-screen in her
hand; a group of nen stood around her. She rose at the sight of

Rasti gnac, and cane towards us with a gracious snmle and a nusically-
uttered conplinment, prepared no doubt beforehand, for nme. Qur friend
had spoken of nme as a rising man, and his clever way of meking the
nost of me had procured nme this flattering reception. | was confused
by the attention that every one paid to ne; but Rastignac had luckily
mentioned ny nodesty. | was brought in contact with scholars, nmen of
letters, ex-ministers, and peers of France. The conversation
interrupted a while by nmy com ng, was resuned. | took courage, feeling
that | had a reputation to maintain, and w thout abusing nmy privilege,
| spoke when it fell to nme to speak, trying to state the questions at
issue in words nore or less profound, witty or trenchant, and | nmade a
certain sensation. Rastignac was a prophet for the thousandth tine in
his Iife. As soon as the gathering was |arge enough to restore freedom
to individuals, he took my arm and we went round the roons.

" 'Don't look as if you were too nuch struck by the princess,' he
said, 'or she will guess your object in comng to visit her.'

"The roonms were furnished in excellent taste. Each apartnent had a
character of its own, as in wealthy English houses; and the silken
hangi ngs, the style of the furniture, and the ornaments, even the nost
trifling, were all subordinated to the original idea. In a gothic
boudoir the doors were conceal ed by tapestried curtains, and the
panel i ng by hangi ngs; the clock and the pattern of the carpet were
made to harnonize with the gothic surroundings. The ceiling, with its
carved cross-beans of brown wood, was full of charmand originality;
the panels were beautifully wought; nothing disturbed the genera

har mony of the schene of decoration, not even the windows with their
rich colored glass. | was surprised by the extensive know edge of
decoration that sone artist had brought to bear on a little nodern
room it was so pleasant and fresh, and not heavy, but subdued with
its dead gold hues. It had all the vague sentinment of a German ball ad;
it was a retreat fit for some romance of 1827, perfumed by the exotic
flowers set in their stands. Another apartnent in the suite was a

gi | ded reproduction of the Louis Quatorze period, with nodern

pai ntings on the walls in odd but pleasant contrast.

" "You would not be so badly |odged,' was Rastignac's slightly
sarcastic coment. 'It is captivating, isn't it? he added, smiling as
he sat down. Then suddenly he rose, and led ne by the hand into a
bedroom where the softened light fell upon the bed under its canopy
of nmuslin and white watered silk--a couch for a young fairy betrothed
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to one of the genii
" 'lsn't it wantonly bad taste, insolent and unbounded coquetry,' he
said, lowering his voice, '"that allows us to see this throne of |ove?
She gives herself to no one, and anybody may | eave his card here. If |
were not commtted, | should |ike to see her at ny feet all tears and
subm ssion."'

"Are you so certain of her virtue?'
" '"The bol dest and even the cleverest adventurers anong us,

acknow edge thensel ves defeated, and continue to be her |overs and
devoted friends. Isn't that woman a puzzl e?

"H's words seenmed to intoxicate ne; | had jealous fears already of the
past. | leapt for joy, and hurried back to the countess, whom | had
seen in the gothic boudoir. She stopped ne by a snmle, nade ne sit
besi de her, and tal ked about my work, seeming to take the greatest
interest init, and all the nore when | set forth my theories

anusi ngly, instead of adopting the formal |anguage of a professor for
their explanation. It seemed to divert her to be told that the human
will was a material force like steam that in the noral world nothing
could resist its power if a nman taught hinself to concentrate it, to
econonmize it, and to project continually its fluid nass in given

di rections upon other souls. Such a man, | said, could nodify al
things relatively to man, even the perenptory |laws of nature. The
guestions Foedora raised showed a certain keenness of intellect. |
took a pleasure in deciding some of themin her favor, in order to
flatter her; then | confuted her fem nine reasoning with a word, and
roused her curiosity by drawing her attention to an everyday matter--
to sleep, a thing so apparently commonpl ace, that in reality is an

i nsol ubl e problem for science. The countess sat in silence for a
noment when | told her that our ideas were conplete organi c beings,
existing in an invisible world, and influencing our destinies; and for
witnesses | cited the opinions of Descartes, Diderot, and Napol eon
who had directed, and still directed, all the currents of the age.

"So | had the honor of anusing this woman; who asked ne to conme to see
her when she left me; giving me |es grande entrees, in the | anguage of
the court. Whether it was by dint of substituting polite formulas for
genui ne expressions of feeling, a commendable habit of nmne, or
because Foedora hailed in me a coming celebrity, an addition to her

| earned nmenagerie; for sonme reason | thought that | had pl eased her. |
called all ny previous physiological studies and know edge of woman to
my aid, and minutely scrutinized this singular person and her ways al
evening. | conceal ed myself in the enbrasure of a w ndow, and sought
to di scover her thoughts from her bearing. | studied the tactics of
the mi stress of the house, as she came and went, sat and chatted,
beckoned to this one or that, asked questions, listened to the
answers, as she | eaned against the franme of the door; | detected a

| anguid charmin her novenents, a grace in the flutterings of her
dress, remarked the nature of the feelings she so powerfully excited,
and becane very incredul ous as to her virtue. |If Foedora would none of
| ove to-day, she had had strong passions at sone time; past experience
of pleasure showed itself in the attitudes she chose in conversation
in her coquettish way of |eaning against the panel behind her; she
seened scarcely able to stand al one, and yet ready for flight fromtoo
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bol d a gl ance. There was a kind of el oquence about her lightly fol ded
arms, which, even for benevol ent eyes, breathed sentinent. Her fresh
red lips sharply contrasted with her brilliantly pale conplexion. Her
brown hair brought out all the golden color in her eyes, in which blue
streaks mngled as in Florentine marble; their expression seened to

i ncrease the significance of her words. A studied grace lay in the
charns of her bodice. Perhaps a rival mght have found the |lines of
the thick eyebrows, which alnost net, a little hard; or found a fault
in the alnost invisible down that covered her features. | saw the
signs of passion everywhere, witten on those Italian eyelids, on the
spl endi d shoul ders worthy of the Venus of MIlo, on her features, in

t he darker shade of down above a sonewhat thick under-lip. She was not
merely a woman, but a romance. The whol e bl ended harnony of |ines, the
fem nine |uxuriance of her frame, and its passionate prom se, were
subdued by a constant inexplicable reserve and nodesty at variance
with everything el se about her. It needed an observation as keen as ny
own to detect such signs as these in her character. To explain myself
nore clearly; there were two wonmen in Foedora, divided perhaps by the
line between head and body: the one, the head al one, seened to be
suscepti bl e, and the other phlegmatic. She prepared her glance before
she | ooked at you, sonething unspeakably nysterious, some inward
convul sion seened reveal ed by her glittering eyes.

"So, to be brief, either nmy inperfect noral science had left ne a good
deal to learn in the noral world, or a lofty soul dwelt in the
countess, lent to her face those charns that fascinated and subdued
us, and gave her an ascendency only the nore conpl ete because it
conprehended a synpat hy of desire.

"I went away conpletely enraptured with this woman, dazzled by the

| uxury around her, gratified in every faculty of ny soul --noble and
base, good and evil. When | felt myself so excited, eager, and el ated,
| thought | understood the attraction that drew thither those artists,
di pl omatists, nmen in office, those stock-jobbers encased in triple
brass. They canme, no doubt, to find in her society the delirious
enotion that now thrilled through every fibre in ne, throbbing through
my brain, setting the blood a-tingle in every vein, fretting even the
tiniest nerve. And she had given herself to none, so as to keep them
all. Awman is a coquette so |ong as she knows not | ove.

" "Well," | said to Rastignac, 'they married her, or sold her perhaps,
to some old man, and recollections of her first marri age have caused
her aversion for |ove.'

"I wal ked home fromthe Faubourg St. Honore, where Foedora I|ived.

Al nost all the breadth of Paris |ies between her mansion and the Rue
des Cordiers, but the distance seened short, in spite of the cold. And
| was to lay siege to Foedora's heart, in winter, and a bitter wi nter
with only thirty francs in ny possession, and such a distance as that

| ay between us! Only a poor man knows what such a passion costs in
cab-hire, gloves, linen, tailor's bills, and the Iike. If the Platonic
stage lasts a little too long, the affair grows ruinous. As a matter
of fact, there is many a Lauzun anmobng students of law, who finds it

i mpossi ble to approach a ladylove living on a first floor. And |
sickly, thin, poorly dressed, wan and pale as any artist conval escent
after a work, how could |I conpete with other young nen, curled,
handsome, smart, outcravatting Croatia; wealthy nmen, equipped with
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tilburys, and arned with assurance?

" 'Bah, death or Foedora!' | cried, as | went round by a bridge;
fortune lies in Foedora.'

my

"That gothic boudoir and Louis Quatorze sal on cane before ny eyes. |
saw the countess again in her white dress with its |arge gracefu

sl eeves, and all the fascinations of her form and nmovements. These

pi ctures of Foedora and her | uxurious surroundi ngs haunted ne even in
my bare, cold garret, when at last | reached it, as dishevel ed as any
naturalist's wig. The contrast suggested evil counsel; in such a way
crinmes are conceived. | cursed ny honest, self-respecting poverty, nmny
garret where such teem ng fancies had stirred within ne. | trenbl ed
with fury, | reproached God, the devil, social conditions, my own
father, the whole universe, indeed, with ny fate and nmy m sfortunes.
went hungry to bed, muttering ludicrous inprecations, but fully
deternmined to win Foedora. Her heart was ny last ticket in the
lottery, ny fortune depended upon it.

"I spare you the history of ny earlier visits, to reach the dranma the
sooner. In ny efforts to appeal to her, | essayed to engage her
intellect and her vanity on ny side; in order to secure her |ove, |
gave her any quantity of reasons for increasing her self-esteen |
never |left her in a state of indifference; wonen |like enotions at any
cost, | gave themto her in plenty; | would rather have had her angry
with me than indifferent.

"At first, urged by a strong will and a desire for her |ove, | assuned
alittle authority, but ny own feelings grew stronger and mastered ne;
| relapsed into truth, I lost nmy head, and fell desperately in |ove.

"I am not very sure what we nean by the word |ove in our poetry and
our talk; but | know that | have never found in all the ready
rhetorical phrases of Jean-Jacques Rousseau, in whose room perhaps |
was | odgi ng; nor among the feeble inventions of two centuries of our
literature, nor in any picture that Italy has produced, a
representation of the feelings that expanded all at once in nmy double
nature. The view of the |ake of Bienne, some nmusic of Rossini's, the
Madonna of Murillo's now in the possession of Ceneral Soult,
Lesconbat's letters, a few sayings scattered through collections of
anecdotes; but nost of all the prayers of religious ecstatics, and
passages in our fabliaux,--these things alone have power to carry ne
back to the divine heights of nmy first |ove.

"Not hi ng expressed i n human | anguage, no thought reproducible in
color, marble, sound, or articul ate speech, could ever render the
force, the truth, the conpl eteness, the suddenness with which | ove
awoke in ne. To speak of art, is to speak of illusion. Love passes

t hrough endl ess transformati ons before it passes for ever into our
exi stence and makes it glowwith its own color of flane. The process
is inperceptible, and baffles the artist's analysis. Its npans and
conplaints are tedious to an uninterested spectator. One would need to
be very much in love to share the furious transports of Lovel ace, as
one reads Clarissa Harlowe. Love is |like sone fresh spring, that

| eaves its cresses, its gravel bed and flowers to becone first a
stream and then a river, changing its aspect and its nature as it
flows to plunge itself in some boundl ess ocean, where restricted
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natures only find nonotony, but where great souls are engulfed in
endl ess contenpl ati on

"How can | dare to describe the hues of fleeting enotions, the
not hi ngs beyond all price, the spoken accents that beggar |anguage,
the | ooks that hold nore than all the wealth of poetry? Not one of the
nmysteri ous scenes that draw us insensibly nearer and nearer to a
wonman, but has depths in it which can swallow up all the poetry that
ever was witten. How can the inner life and nystery that stirs in our
soul s penetrate through our gl ozes, when we have not even words to
describe the visible and outward nysteries of beauty? What enchant nent
steeped nme for how many hours in unspeakable rapture, filled with the
sight of Her! Wat made ne happy? | know not. That face of hers
overflowed with light at such tines; it seened in sonme way to gl ow
with it; the outlines of her face, with the scarcely perceptible down
on its delicate surface, shone with a beauty belonging to the far

di stant horizon that nelts into the sunlight. The light of day seened
to caress her as she mingled in it; rather it seenmed that the |ight of
her eyes was brighter than the daylight itself; or sone shadow passing
over that fair face made a kind of change there, altering its hues and
its expression. Sone thought would often seemto gl ow on her white
brows; her eyes appeared to dilate, and her eyelids trenbled; a smle
rippled over her features; the living coral of her lips grew full of
meani ng as they closed and uncl osed; an indistinguishable sonmething in
her hair made brown shadows on her fair tenples; in each new phase
Foedora spoke. Every slight variation in her beauty nmade a new

pl easure for ny eyes, disclosed charns nmy heart had never known
before; | tried to read a separate enotion or a hope in every change

t hat passed over her face. This mute converse passed between soul and
soul, |ike sound and answering echo; and the short-lived delights then
shower ed upon ne have left indelible inpressions behind. Her voice
woul d cause a frenzy in ne that | could hardly understand. | could
have copi ed the exanple of some prince of Lorraine, and held a live
coal in the hollow of ny hand, if her fingers passed caressingly

through ny hair the while. |I felt no |onger nere admiration and

desire: | was under the spell; | had met ny destiny. When back again
under my own roof, | still vaguely saw Foedora in her own hone, and
had some indefinable share in her life; if she felt ill, |I suffered

too. The next day | used to say to her

"You were not well yesterday.'

"How often has she not stood before nme, called by the power of
ecstasy, in the silence of the night! Sometinmes she would break in
upon nme like a ray of light, make ne drop ny pen, and put science and
study to flight in grief and alarm as she conpelled nmy adniration by
the alluring pose | had seen but a short tine before. Sonetinmes | went
to seek her in the spirit world, and would bow down to her as to a
hope, entreating her to et nme hear the silver sounds of her voice,
and | would wake at length in tears.

"Once, when she had promised to go to the theatre with ne, she took it
suddenly into her head to refuse to go out, and begged ne to | eave her
alone. | was in such despair over the perversity which cost ne a day's
work, and (if | nust confess it) nmy last shilling as well, that | went
al one where she was to have been, desiring to see the play she had
wi shed to see. | had scarcely seated myself when an electric shock

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com

69



THE MAGI C SKI N 70

went through nme. A voice told me, 'She is here!' | |ooked round, and
saw t he countess hidden in the shadow at the back of her box in the
first tier. My I ook did not waver; ny eyes saw her at once with

i ncredi bl e clearness; ny soul hovered about her life |like an insect
above its flower. How had ny senses received this warning? There is
something in these inward trenors that shall ow people find

astoni shing, but the phenonena of our inner consciousness are produced
as sinple as those of external vision; so | was not surprised, but
much vexed. My studies of our nental faculties, so little understood,
hel ped ne at any rate to find in my own excitenent sonme |living proofs
of nmy theories. There was sonething exceedingly odd in this

conbi nati on of l[over and man of science, of downright idolatry of a
woman with the | ove of know edge. The causes of the |lover's despair
were highly interesting to the man of science; and the exultant |over,
on the other hand, put science far away fromhimin his joy. Foedora
saw ne, and grew grave: | annoyed her. | went to her box during the
first interval, and finding her alone, | stayed there. Although we had
not spoken of love, | foresaw an explanation. | had not told her ny
secret, still there was a kind of understandi ng between us. She used
to tell me her plans for anusenent, and on the previous evening had
asked with friendly eagerness if | neant to call the next day. After
any witticismof hers, she would give ne an inquiring glance, as if
she had sought to please ne alone by it. She would soothe ne if | was
vexed; and if she pouted, | had in sone sort a right to ask an

expl anation. Before she would pardon any bl under, she would keep nme a
suppliant for long. Al these things that we so relished, were so nany
| overs' quarrels. What arch grace she threwinto it all! and what

happi ness it was to ne!

"But now we stood before each other as strangers, with the cl ose
relati on between us both suspended. The countess was glacial: a
presenti ment of trouble filled ne.

" "WIIl you come home with ne?' she said, when the play was over.

"There had been a sudden change in the weather, and sleet was falling
in showers as we went out. Foedora's carriage was unable to reach the
doorway of the theatre. At the sight of a well-dressed woman about to
cross the street, a commissionaire held an unbrella above us, and
stood waiting at the carriage-door for his tip. | would have given ten
years of life just then for a couple of halfpence, but | had not a
penny. Al the man in me and all ny vainest susceptibilities were
wrung with an infernal pain. The words, 'I haven't a penny about ne,
my good fellow' cane fromme in the hard voice of thwarted passion;
and yet | was that man's brother in msfortune, as | knew too well
and once | had so lightly paid away seven hundred thousand francs! The
foot man pushed the man aside, and the horses sprang forward. As we
returned, Foedora, in real or feigned abstraction, answered all ny
questions curtly and by nonosyllables. | said no nore; it was a

hat eful nmonment. When we reached her house, we seated ourselves by the
hearth, and when the servant had stirred the fire and | eft us al one,
the countess turned to me with an i nexplicable expression, and spoke.
Her manner was al nost sol emm.

" '"Since ny return to France, nore than one young man, tenpted by ny
nmoney, has made proposals to me which would have satisfied ny pride.
have cone across nen, too, whose attachnment was so deep and sincere
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that they m ght have married ne even if they had found nme the
penniless girl | used to be. Besides these, Mnsieur de Valentin, you
must know that new titles and new y-acquired weal th have been al so
offered to ne, and that | have never received again any of those who
were so ill-advised as to nention love to ne. If ny regard for you was
but slight, I would not give you this warning, which is dictated by
friendship rather than by pride. A wonan |ays herself open to a rebuff
of sone kind, if she inmagines herself to be |oved, and decli nes,
before it is uttered, to listen to | anguage which in its nature
inmplies a conplinment. | amwell acquainted with the parts played by
Arsinoe and Araminta, and with the sort of answer | night |ook for
under such circunmstances; but | hope to-day that |I shall not find
mysel f m sconstrued by a man of no ordinary character, because | have
frankly spoken ny mind.'

"She spoke with the cool self-possession of sone attorney or solicitor
expl aining the nature of a contract or the conduct of a lawsuit to a
client. There was not the |east sign of feeling in the clear soft
tones of her voice. Her steady face and dignified bearing seemed to ne
now full of diplomatic reserve and col dness. She had pl anned this
scene, no doubt, and carefully chosen her words beforehand. GCh, ny
friend, there are wonen who take pleasure in piercing hearts, and

del i berately plunge the dagger back again into the wound; such wonen
as these cannot but be worshiped, for such wonen either |ove or would
fain be loved. A day comes when they nake anends for all the pain they
gave us; they repay us for the pangs, the keenness of which they
recogni ze, in joys a hundred-fold, even as God, they tell us,
reconpenses our good works. Does not their perversity spring fromthe
strength of their feelings? But to be so tortured by a woman, who

sl aughters you with indifferencel was not the suffering hideous?

"Foedora did not know it, but in that mnute she tranpled all ny hopes
beneath her feet; she mained ny life and she blighted nmy future with
the cool indifference and unconscious barbarity of an inquisitive
child who plucks its wings froma butterfly.

" 'Later on,' resuned Foedora, 'you will learn, | hope, the stability
of the affection that |I keep for ny friends. You will always find that
I have devotion and ki ndness for them | would give ny life to serve
my friends; but you could only despise nme, if |I allowed themto nake
love to me without return. That is enough. You are the only man to
whom | have spoken such words as these |ast.'

"At first | could not speak, or naster the tenpest that arose within
me; but | soon repressed ny enptions in the depths of my soul, and
began to smile.

" 'If I own that I love you," | said, "you will banish me at once; if
| plead guilty to indifference, you will make nme suffer for it. Wonen,
magi strates, and priests never quite lay the gown aside. Silence is
non-conmm ttal; be pleased then, nmadane, to approve ny silence. You
nmust have feared, in sone degree, to lose ne, or | should not have
received this friendly adnmonition; and with that thought ny pride
ought to be satisfied. Let us banish all personal considerations. You
are perhaps the only woman with whom | could discuss rationally a
resolution so contrary to the laws of nature. Considered with regard
to your species, you are a prodigy. Now let us investigate, in good
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faith, the causes of this psychol ogical anonaly. Does there exist in
you, as in many women, a certain pride in self, a love of your own

| ovel i ness, a refinenment of egoism which nmakes you shudder at the idea
of belonging to another; is it the thought of resigning your own wll
and subnmitting to a superiority, though only of convention, which

di spl eases you? You would seemto nme a thousand tines fairer for it.
Can love fornmerly have brought you suffering? You probably set sone
val ue on your dainty figure and graceful appearance, and may perhaps
wi sh to avoid the disfigurenents of maternity. |Is not this one of your
strongest reasons for refusing a too inportunate | ove? Some natura

def ect perhaps makes you insusceptible in spite of yourself? Do not be
angry; ny study, my inquiry is absolutely di spassionate. Sone are born
blind, and nature may easily have forned wonen who in |ike manner are
blind, deaf, and dunb to Iove. You are really an interesting subject
for nedical investigation. You do not know your value. You fee

perhaps a very legitinmate distaste for mankind; in that | quite concur
--to ne they all seemugly and detestable. And you are right,' |

added, feeling my heart swell within nme; 'how can you do otherw se

t han despi se us? There is not a man living who is worthy of you.'

"I will not repeat all the biting words with which I ridiculed her. In
vain; ny bitterest sarcasns and keenest irony never made her w nce nor
elicited a sign of vexation. She heard me, with the customary snile
upon her lips and in her eyes, the snile that she wore as a part of
her clothing, and that never varied for friends, for nere
acquai nt ances, or for strangers.

" 'lsn't it very nice of me to allow you to dissect nme like this?" she
said at last, as | canme to a tenporary standstill, and |ooked at her
in silence. 'You see,' she went on, |aughing, "that | have no foolish
over-sensitiveness about ny friendship. Many a woman woul d shut her
door on you by way of punishing you for your inpertinence.’

" "You could banish ne without needing to give ne the reasons for your
har shness.' As | spoke | felt that | could kill her if she disnissed
nme.

"You are mad,' she said, smling still.
" 'Did you never think," I went on, 'of the effects of passionate
| ove? A desperate man has often nurdered his mistress.'

" "It is better to die than to live in msery,' she said coolly. 'Such
a man as that would run through his wife's noney, desert her, and
| eave her at last in utter wetchedness.'

"This cal mcal cul ati on dunfounded nme. The gulf between us was nmade
pl ain; we could never understand each ot her

" ' Good-bye,' | said proudly.
" ' Good-bye, till to-nmorrow,' she answered, with a little friendly
bow.

"For a nonent's space | hurled at her in a glance all the love | must
forego; she stood there with than banal snile of hers, the detestable
chill smle of a marble statue, with none of the warnmh in it that it
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seenmed to express. Can you formany idea, nmy friend, of the pain that
overcame ne on the way home through rain and snow, across a | eague of

i cy-sheeted quays, without a hope left? Oh, to think that she not only
had not guessed ny poverty, but believed nme to be as wealthy as she
was, and |ikew se borne as softly over the rough ways of life!l Wat
failure and deceit! It was no nmere question of nobney now, but of the
fate of all that lay within ne.

"I went at haphazard, going over the words of our strange conversation

with myself. | got so thoroughly lost in my reflections that | ended
by doubts as to the actual value of words and ideas. But | |oved her
all the same; | loved this woman wi th the untouched heart that m ght

surrender at any noment--a wonman who daily di sappoi nted the
expectations of the previous evening, by appearing as a new m stress
on the norrow.

"As | passed under the gateway of the Institute, a fevered thrill ran
through ne. | renenbered that | was fasting, and that | had not a
penny. To conplete the neasure of ny msfortune, ny hat was spoil ed by
the rain. How was | to appear in the draw ng-room of a woman of
fashion with an unpresentable hat? | had al ways cursed the inane and
stupid customthat conpels us to exhibit the lining of our hats, and
to keep them always in our hands, but with anxious care | had so far
kept mne in a precarious state of efficiency. It had been neither
strikingly new, nor utterly shabby, neither napl ess nor over-glossy,
and m ght have passed for the hat of a frugally given owner, but its
artificially prolonged exi stence had now reached the final stage, it
was crunpled, forlorn, and conpletely ruined, a downright rag, a
fitting emblemof its master. My painfully preserved el egance nust
col l apse for want of thirty sous.

"What unrecogni zed sacrifices | had nade in the past three nonths for
Foedora! How often | had given the price of a week's sustenance to see
her for a monment! To | eave nmy work and go without food was the | east

of it! | nust traverse the streets of Paris w thout getting splashed,
run to escape showers, and reach her roons at |ast, as neat and spruce
as any of the coxcombs about her. For a poet and a distracted wooer
the difficulties of this task were endl ess. My happi ness, the course
of ny love, mght be affected by a speck of mud upon ny only white

wai stcoat! Oh, to miss the sight of her because | was wet through and
bedraggl ed, and had not so nmuch as five sous to give to a shoebl ack
for renoving the least little spot of nmud fromny boot! The petty
pangs of these nanel ess torments, which an irritable man finds so
great, only strengthened nmy passion.

"The unfortunate must make sacrifices which they may not nention to
worren who | ead refined and | uxurious |ives. Such women see things
through a prismthat gilds all nen and their surroundi ngs. Egoism

| eads themto take cheerful views, and fashi on makes them cruel; they
do not wish to reflect, lest they | ose their happiness, and the
absorbing nature of their pleasures absolves their indifference to the
m sfortunes of others. A penny never neans millions to them mllions,
on the contrary, seema nere trifle. Perhaps |ove nust plead his cause
by great sacrifices, but a veil nust be lightly drawn across them

t hey nust go down into silence. So when wealthy nen pour out their
devotion, their fortunes, and their lives, they gain sonewhat by these
comonly entertained opi nions, an additional |ustre hangs about their
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lovers' follies; their silence is eloquent; there is a grace about the
drawn veil; but my terrible distress bound me over to suffer fearfully
or ever | mght speak of my love or of dying for her sake.

"Was it a sacrifice after all? Was | not richly rewarded by the joy I
took in sacrificing everything to her? There was no commonest event of
nmy daily life to which the countess had not given inportance, had not
overfilled with happiness. | had been hitherto carel ess of ny clothes,
now | respected ny coat as if it had been a second self. | should not
have hesitated between bodily harmand a tear in that garnent. You
must enter wholly into nmy circumnmstances to understand the storny

t houghts, the gathering frenzy, that shook ne as I went, and which

per haps, were increased by my walk. | gloated in an infernal fashion
which | cannot descri be over the absolute conpl eteness of ny
wr et chedness. | would have drawn fromit an augury of ny future, but

there is nolimt to the possibilities of msfortune. The door of ny
| odgi ng- house stood ajar. A light streanmed fromthe heart-shaped
opening cut in the shutters. Pauline and her nother were sitting up
for me and talking. | heard my nane spoken, and li stened.

" " Raphael is much nicer-looking than the student in nunber seven,’
said Pauline; "his fair hair is such a pretty color. Don't you think

there is something in his voice, too, | don't know what it is, that
gives you a sort of a thrill? And, then, though he nay be a little
proud, he is very kind, and he has such fine manners; | am sure that

all the ladies nmust be quite wild about him'
" "You might be fond of himyourself, to hear you talk,' was Madane
Gaudin's comment .

" '"He is just as dear to nme as a brother,' she |aughed. 'I should be
finely ungrateful if |I felt no friendship for him Didn't he teach ne
nmusi ¢ and drawi ng and granmmar, and everything |I know in fact? You
don't nmuch notice how | get on, dear mother; but | shall know enough
in awile, to give lessons nyself, and then we can keep a servant.'

"I stole away softly, nade some noise outside, and went into their
roomto take the lanp, that Pauline tried to light for nme. The dear
child had just poured soothing balminto ny wounds. Her outspoken
adm ration had given nme fresh courage. | so needed to believe in
nyself and to cone by a just estimate of ny advantages. This reviva
of hope in nme perhaps colored ny surroundi ngs. Perhaps also |I had
never before really |ooked at the picture that so often nmet ny eyes,
of the two wonmen in their room it was a scene such as Fl enish

pai nters have reproduced so faithfully for us, that | admired inits
delightful reality. The nother, with the kind smle upon her lips, sat
knitting stockings by the dying fire; Pauline was painting hand-
screens, her brushes and paints, strewn over the tiny table, made
bright spots of color for the eye to dwell on. When she had | eft her
seat and stood lighting nmy | anp, one nust have been under the yoke of
a terrible passion indeed, not to admre her faintly flushed
transparent hands, the girlish charmof her attitude, the ideal grace
of her head, as the lanplight fell full on her pale face. N ght and
silence added to the charms of this industrious vigil and peacefu
interior. The light-heartedness that sustained such continuous toi
could only spring fromdevout subm ssion and the lofty feelings that
it brings.
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"There was an indescribabl e harnmony between them and their

possessi ons. The spl endor of Foedora's honme did not satisfy; it called
out all ny worst instincts; something in this owmy poverty and
unf ei gned goodness revived nme. It may have been that |uxury abased ne
in my own eyes, while here ny self-respect was restored to ne, as |
sought to extend the protection that a nman is so eager to nmke felt,
over these two wonmen, who in the bare sinplicity of the existence in
their brown room seened to live wholly in the feelings of their
hearts. As | cane up to Pauline, she |ooked at me in an al nost

not herly way; her hands shook a little as she held the [anp, so that
the Iight fell on nme and cried:

" "Dieu! how pale you are! and you are wet through! My nother will try
to wi pe you dry. Monsieur Raphael,' she went on, after a little pause,
"you are so very fond of mlk, and to-night we happen to have sone
cream Here, will you not take some?'

"She pounced like a kitten, on a china bow full of mlk. She did it
so quickly, and put it before me so prettily, that | hesitated.

"You are going to refuse ne?" she said, and her tones changed.

"The pride in each felt for the other's pride. It was Pauline's
poverty that seened to humliate her, and to reproach me with ny want
of consideration, and | nelted at once and accepted the creamthat

m ght have been neant for her norning' s breakfast. The poor child
tried not to show her joy, but her eyes sparkled.

"'l needed it badly,' | said as | sat down. (An anxious | ook passed
over her face.) 'Do you renenber that passage, Pauline, where Bossuet
tells how God gave nobre abundant reward for a cup of cold water than
for a victory?

" '"Yes,' she said, her heart beating |like some wild bird's in a
child's hands.

" "Well, as we shall part very soon, now,' | went on in an unsteady
voi ce, 'you must let ne show ny gratitude to you and to your nother
for all the care you have taken of ne.'

" '"Ch, don't let us cast accounts,' she said | aughi ng. But her

| aughter covered an agitation that gave ne pain. | went on without
appearing to hear her words:

" '"My piano is one of Erard's best instrunments; and you nust take it.
Pray accept it without hesitation; | really could not take it with nme
on the journey | am about to make.'

"Per haps the nel ancholy tones in which | spoke enlightened the two
wonen, for they seened to understand, and eyed ne with curiosity and
alarm Here was the affection that | had | ooked for in the glacia
regions of the great world, true affection, unostentatious but tender
and possibly lasting.

" '"Don't take it to heart so,' the nother said; 'stay on here. My
husband is on his way towards us even now,' she went on. 'l | ooked
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into the Gospel of St. John this evening while Pauline hung our door-
key in a Bible fromher fingers. The key turned; that neans that

Gaudin is in health and doing well. Pauline began again for you and
for the young man in nunber seven--it turned for you, but not for him
We are all going to be rich. Gaudin will conme back a mllionaire. |

dreaned once that | saw himin a ship full of serpents; luckily the
wat er was rough, and that neans gold or precious stones from over-
sea.'

"The silly, friendly words were like the crooning lullaby with which a
not her soothes her sick child; they in a manner cal ned ne. There was a
pl easant heartiness in the worthy woman's | ooks and tones, which, if

it could not renmove trouble, at any rate soothed and quieted it, and
deadened the pain. Pauline, keener-sighted than her nother, studied ne
uneasily; her quick eyes seened to read ny life and nmy future.

t hanked t he not her and daughter by an inclination of the head, and
hurried away; | was afraid |I should break down.

"I found nyself al one under ny roof, and laid myself down in ny

m sery. My unhappy imagi nati on suggested nunberl| ess basel ess projects,
and prescribed inpossible resolutions. When a man is struggling in the
wreck of his fortunes, he is not quite w thout resources, but | was
engul fed. Ah, ny dear fellow, we are too ready to blane the wetched.
Let us be less harsh on the results of the nobst powerful of all socia
sol vents. \Where poverty is absolute there exist no such things as
shame or crine, or virtue or intelligence. | knew not what to do; |
was as defencel ess as a nmiden on her knees before a beast of prey. A
penni | ess man who has no ties to bind himis master of hinself at any
rate, but a luckless wetch who is in |love no | onger belongs to

hi msel f, and may not take his own |ife. Love makes us al nost sacred in
our own eyes; it is the life of another that we revere within us; then
and so it begins for us the cruelest trouble of all--the msery with a
hope in it, a hope for which we nust even bear our tornents. | thought
I would go to Rastignac on the norrow to confide Foedora's strange
resolution to him and with that | slept.

" "Ah, ha!' cried Rastignhac, as he saw nme enter his |odging at nine
o'clock in the norning. 'I know what brings you here. Foedora has

di sm ssed you. Some kind souls, who were jeal ous of your ascendency
over the countess, gave out that you were going to be married. Heaven
only knows what follies your rivals have equi pped you with, and what
sl anders have been directed at you.'

" '"That explains everything!' | exclainmed. | renenbered all ny
presunpt uous speeches, and gave the countess credit for no little
magnanimty. It pleased me to think that I was a m screant who had not
been puni shed nearly enough, and | saw nothing in her indul gence but
the I ong-suffering charity of |ove.

" "Not quite so fast,' urged the prudent Gascon; 'Foedora has all the
sagacity natural to a profoundly selfish woman; perhaps she nay have

taken your neasure while you still coveted only her noney and her

spl endor; in spite of all your care, she could have read you through

and through. She can dissenble far too well to let any dissinmulation

pass undetected. | fear,' he went on, 'that | have brought you into a
bad way. In spite of her cleverness and her tact, she seens to ne a
domi neering sort of person, |ike every woman who can only fee
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pl easure through her brain. Happiness for her lies entirely in a
confortable life and in social pleasures; her sentinent is only
assunmed; she will make you mi serable; you will be her head footman.’

"He spoke to the deaf. | broke in upon him disclosing, with an
affectation of |ight-heartedness, the state of ny finances.

" '"Yesterday evening,' he rejoined, 'luck ran against nme, and that
carried off all ny available cash. But for that trivial mshap,
woul d gl adly have shared ny purse with you. But let us go and
breakfast at the restaurant; perhaps there is good counsel in
oysters.'

"He dressed, and had his tilbury brought round. W went to the Cafe de
Paris like a couple of millionaires, arnmed with all the audaci ous

i mpertinence of the specul ator whose capital is imaginary. That devi
of a Gascon quite disconcerted nme by the cool ness of his nmanners and
hi s absolute self-possession. Wile we were taking coffee after an
excel l ent and wel |l -ordered repast, a young dandy entered, who did not
escape Rastignac. He had been noddi ng here and there anong the crowd
to this or that young man, distinguished both by personal attractions
and el egant attire, and now he said to ne:

" "Here's your man,' as he beckoned to this gentleman with a wonderfu
cravat, who seened to be | ooking for a table that suited his ideas.

" '"That rogue has been decorated for bringing out books that he
doesn't understand a word of,' whispered Rastignac; 'he is a chem st,
a historian, a novelist, and a political witer; he has gone hal ves,
thirds, or quarters in the authorship of I don't know how many pl ays,
and he is as ignorant as Dom Mguel's nule. He is not a man so nuch as
a nane, a label that the public is famliar with. So he would do wel
to avoi d shops inscribed with the notto, "lci |'on peut ecrire soi-
mene." He is acute enough to deceive an entire congress of

di plomatists. In a couple of words, he is a noral half-caste, not
quite a fraud, nor entirely genuine. But, hush! he has succeeded

al ready; nobody asks anything further, and every one calls him an
illustrious man.'

" 'Well, ny esteened and excellent friend, and how may Your
Intelligence be?" So Rastignac addressed the stranger as he sat down
at a nei ghboring table.

" "Neither well nor ill; | amoverwhelned with work. | have all the
necessary materials for some very curious historical nmenmoirs in ny
hands, and |I cannot find any one to whom | can ascribe them It
worries ne, for | shall have to be quick about it. Menmoirs are falling
out of fashion.'

" "What are the nenvirs--contenporaneous, ancient, or nemoirs of the
court, or what?

"They relate to the Necklace affair.’

" "Now, isn't that a coincidence? said Rastignac, turning to nme and
| aughi ng. He | ooked again to the literary specul ation, and said,

i ndi cating ne:
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" '"This is M de Valentin, one of ny friends, whom | nust introduce to
you as one of our future literary celebrities. He had fornmerly an
aunt, a marquise, nmuch in favor once at court, and for about two years
he has been witing a Royalist history of the Revolution.'

"Then, bending over this singular nman of business, he went on

" '"He is a man of talent, and a sinpleton that will do your nenoirs
for you, in his aunt's name, for a hundred crowns a volune.'

" '"lIt's a bargain,' said the other, adjusting his cravat. 'VWaiter, ny
oysters.'

'Yes, but you nust give ne twenty-five louis as comi ssion, and you
will pay himin advance for each volunme,' said Rastignac.

" "No, no. He shall only have fifty crowns on account, and then
shal | be sure of having nmy manuscript punctually.’

"Rastignac repeated this business conversation to nme in | ow tones; and
then, without giving nme any voice in the matter, he replied:

"W agree to your proposal. Wien can we call upon you to arrange the
affair?

" "Ch, well! Come and dine here to-nmorrow at seven o' clock.'
"We rose. Rastignac flung sone noney to the waiter, put the bill in
hi s pocket, and we went out. | was quite stupified by the flippancy

and ease with which he had sold ny venerable aunt, |a Marquise de
Mbnt baur on.

“ 'l would sooner take ship for the Brazils, and give the Indians
| essons in algebra, though I don't know a word of it, than tarnish ny
famly nane.'

"Rastignac burst out |aughing.
" 'How dense you are! Take the fifty crowns in the first instance, and
write the nenoirs. Wen you have finished them you will decline to
publish themin your aunt's nane, inbecile! Madame de Montbauron, with
her hooped petticoat, her rank and beauty, rouge and slippers, and her
deat h upon the scaffold, is worth a great deal nore than six hundred
francs. And then, if the trade will not give your aunt her due, sone
ol d adventurer, or some shady countess or other, will be found to put
her name to the menoirs.’

" 'Ch," | groaned; "why did | quit the blaneless life in ny garret?
This world has aspects that are very vilely dishonorable.’

" '"Yes,' said Rastignac, 'that is all very poetical, but this is a
matter of business. What a child you are! Now, listen to ne. As to
your work, the public will decide upon it; and as for ny literary

m ddl e-man, hasn't he devoted eight years of his life to obtaining a
footing in the book-trade, and paid heavily for his experience? You
di vide the noney and the | abor of the book with himvery unequally,
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but isn't yours the better part? Twenty-five louis neans as nmuch to
you as a thousand francs does to him Cone, you can wite historica
menoirs, a work of art such as never was, since Diderot once wote six
sernons for a hundred crowns!’

" "After all,'" | said, in agitation, 'l cannot choose but do it. So,
nmy dear friend, ny thanks are due to you. | shall be quite rich with
twenty-five louis.'

" '"Richer than you think,' he laughed. "If I have my comm ssion from
Finot in this matter, it goes to you, can't you see? Now let us go to
t he Boi s de Boul ogne,' he said; 'we shall see your countess there, and
I will show you the pretty little widowthat | amto marry--a charm ng
woman, an Al saci enne, rather plunp. She reads Kant, Schiller, Jean
Paul , and a host of |achrynose books. She has a mania for continually
asking ny opinion, and | have to look as if | entered into all this
German sensibility, and to know a pack of ballads--drugs, all of them
that my doctor absolutely prohibits. As yet | have not been able to
wean her fromher literary enthusiasms; she sheds torrents of tears as
she reads Goethe, and | have to weep a little nyself to please her

for she has an incone of fifty thousand livres, ny dear boy, and the
prettiest little hand and foot in the world. Oh, if she would only say
non ange and brouiller instead of non anche and prouiller, she would
be perfection!'’

"W saw the countess, radiant am d the splendors of her equi page. The
coquette bowed very graciously to us both, and the smile she gave ne

seemed to me to be divine and full of love. | was very happy; |
fanci ed nyself beloved; | had money, a wealth of love in my heart, and
my troubles were over. | was |light-hearted, blithe, and content. |

found ny friend s |ady-love charnming. Earth and air and heaven--al
nat ure--seened to reflect Foedora's smile for ne.

"As we returned through the Chanps-El ysees, we paid a visit to
Rastignac's hatter and tailor. Thanks to the ' Necklace,' ny

i nsignificant peace-footing was to end, and | nade formn dabl e
preparations for a canpai gn. Henceforward |I need not shrink froma
contest with the spruce and fashi onable young men who nmade Foedora's

circle. 1 went hone, |ocked nyself in, and stood by my dornmer w ndow,
outwardly cal m enough, but in reality | bade a | ast good-bye to the
roofs without. | began to live in the future, rehearsed nmy |ife drans,

and di scounted | ove and its happi ness. Ah, how storny life can grow to
be within the four walls of a garret! The soul within us is like a
fairy; she turns straw into di anonds for us; and for us, at a touch of
her wand, enchanted pal aces arise, as flowers in the nmeadows spring up
t owar ds the sun.

"Towar ds noon, next day, Pauline knocked gently at ny door, and
brought me--who could guess it?--a note from Foedora. The countess
asked ne to take her to the Luxenbourg, and to go thence to see with
her the Museum and Jardi n des Pl antes.

" "The man is waiting for an answer,' said Pauline, after quietly
waiting for a nmoment.

"I hastily scrawl ed ny acknow edgenents, and Pauline took the note. |
changed ny dress. \Wen my toilette was ended, and | |ooked at nyself
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wi th sonme conpl ai sance, an icy shiver ran through ne as | thought:

" "WIIl Foedora walk or drive? WII it rain or shine?--No matter,
though,' | said to nyself; 'whichever it is, can one ever reckon with
fem nine caprice? She will have no noney about her, and will want to

give a dozen francs to sone little Savoyard because his rags are
pi cturesque. '’

"I had not a brass farthing, and should have no noney till the evening
came. How dearly a poet pays for the intellectual prowess that method
and toil have brought him at such crises of our youth! Innumnerable
pai nfully vivid thoughts pierced nme |ike barbs. | |ooked out of ny

wi ndow, the weather was very unsettled. If things fell out badly, |

m ght easily hire a cab for the day; but would not the fear lie on ne
every nonent that | mght not neet Finot in the evening? | felt too
weak to endure such fears in the mdst of ny felicity. Though | felt
sure that | should find nothing, | began a grand search through ny
room | |ooked for imaginary coins in the recesses of my mattress;
hunt ed about everywhere--1 even shook out ny old boots. A nervous
fever seized nme; | looked with wild eyes at the furniture when | had
ransacked it all. WII you understand, | wonder, the excitenent that
possessed nme when, plunged deep in the |istlessness of despair,
opened ny witing-table drawer, and found a fair and splendid ten-
franc piece that shone like a rising star, new and sparkling, and
slily hiding in a cranny between two boards? | did not try to account
for its previous reserve and the cruelty of which it had been guilty
in thus lying hidden; | kissed it for a friend faithful in adversity,
and hailed it with a cry that found an echo, and nade ne turn sharply,
to find Pauline with a face grown white.

" 'l thought,' she faltered, '"that you had hurt yourself! The nman who

brought the letter----' (she broke off as if something snothered her
voice). 'But nother has paid him' she added, and flitted away |i ke a
waywar d, capricious child. Poor little one! | wanted her to share in
nmy happi ness. | seened to have all the happiness in the world within

me just then; and | would fain have returned to the unhappy, all that
| felt as if | had stolen fromthem

"The intuitive perception of adversity is sound for the nobst part; the
countess had sent away her carriage. One of those freaks that pretty
wonmen can scarcely explain to thensel ves had deternined her to go on
foot, by way of the boulevards, to the Jardin des Plantes.

"It will rain,” | told her, and it pleased her to contradict ne.

"As it fell out, the weather was fine while we went through the
Luxenmbour g; when we canme out, sone drops fell froma great cloud,
whose progress | had watched uneasily, and we took a cab. At the
Museum | was about to disnmiss the vehicle, and Foedora (what agonies!)
asked nme not to do so. But it was like a dreamin broad daylight for
me, to chat with her, to wander in the Jardin des Plantes, to stray
down the shady alleys, to feel her hand upon ny arm the secret
transports repressed in ne were reduced, no doubt, to a fixed and
foolish smile upon ny lips; there was sonmething unreal about it all
Yet in all her novenments, however alluring, whether we stood or

whet her we wal ked, there was nothing either tender or lover-like. Wen
| tried to share in a measure the action of novenent pronpted by her
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life, I becanme aware of a check, or of sonmething strange in her that |
cannot explain, or an inner activity concealed in her nature. There is
no suavity about the novements of wonen who have no soul in them CQur
wills were opposed, and we did not keep step together. Words are
wanting to describe this outward di ssonance between two beings; we are
not accustoned to read a thought in a novenent. We instinctively fee
thi s phenonenon of our nature, but it cannot be expressed.

"I did not dissect my sensations during those violent seizures of
passi on," Raphael went on, after a nonment of silence, as if he were
replying to an objection raised by hinself. "I did not analyze ny

pl easures nor count ny heartbeats then, as a m ser scrutinizes and

wei ghs his gold pieces. No; experience sheds its nelancholy |ight over
the events of the past to-day, and nenory brings these pictures back
as the sea-waves in fair weather cast up fragnent after fragnent of
the debris of a wrecked vessel upon the strand.

“ "It is in your power to render nme a rather inportant service,' said
the countess, looking at nme in an enbarrassed way. 'After confiding in
you ny aversion to lovers, | feel nyself nmore at liberty to entreat
your good offices in the nanme of friendship. WII there not be very
much nore nerit in obliging nme to-day?' she asked, | aughing.

"I | ooked at her in anguish. Her manner was coaxing, but in no w se
affectionate; she felt nothing for me; she seened to be playing a
part, and | thought her a consunmmate actress. Then all at once ny
hopes awoke once nore, at a single |ook and word. Yet if reviving |ove
expressed itself in ny eyes, she bore its |light wi thout any change in
the cl earness of her own; they seenmed, like a tiger's eyes, to have a
sheet of netal behind them | used to hate her in such nonents.

" '"The influence of the Duc de Navarreins would be very useful to ne,
with an all-powerful person in Russia,' she went on, persuasion in
every nodul ati on of her voice, 'whose intervention | need in order to
have justice done nme in a matter that concerns both my fortune and ny
position in the world, that is to say, the recognition of nmy narriage
by the Enmperor. |Is not the Duc de Navarreins a cousin of yours? A
letter fromhimwould settle everything.'

"'l amyours,' | answered; 'command ne.’
" '"You are very nice,' she said, pressing nmy hand. 'Cone and have
dinner with me, and I will tell you everything, as if you were ny
conf essor.'

"So this discreet, suspicious worman, who had never been heard to speak
a word about her affairs to any one, was going to consult ne.

" 'Ch, how dear to ne is this silence that you have inposed on ne!" |
cried; "but | would rather have had some sharper ordeal still.' And
she smiled upon the intoxication in ny eyes; she did not reject ny
admiration in any way; surely she | oved ne!

"Fortunately, my purse held just enough to satisfy her cab-nman. The
day spent in her house, alone with her, was delicious; it was the
first tinme that | had seen her in this way. Hitherto we had al ways
been kept apart by the presence of others, and by her fornal
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politeness and reserved manners, even during her magnificent dinners;
but now it was as if | lived beneath her own roof--1 had her all to
nmyself, so to speak. My wandering fancy broke down barriers, arranged
the events of life to nmy liking, and steeped ne in happi ness and | ove.
| seened to nyself her husband, | liked to watch her busied with
little details; it was a pleasure to ne even to see her take off her
bonnet and shaw . She left me alone for a little, and came back,
charming, with her hair newly arranged; and this dainty change of
toilette had been nade for ne!

"During the dinner she lavished attention upon me, and put charm

wi t hout end into those nunberless trifles to all seem ng, that nake up
hal f of our existence nevertheless. As we sat together before a
crackling fire, on silken cushions surrounded by the nost desirable
creations of Oriental luxury; as | saw this woman whose fanopus beauty
made every heart beat, so close to ne; an unapproachabl e wonan who was
tal king and bringing all her powers of coquetry to bear upon ne; then
my blissful pleasure rose alnost to the point of suffering. To ny
vexation, | recollected the inportant business to be concl uded;
deternmined to go to keep the appointnment made for nme for this evening.

'So soon?' she said, seeing ne take ny hat.

"She | oved ne, then! or | thought so at least, fromthe bland tones in
whi ch those two words were uttered. | would then have bartered a
couple of years of life for every hour she chose to grant to ne, and
so prolong nmy ecstasy. My happi ness was increased by the extent of the
noney | sacrificed. It was midnight before she disnmissed ne. But on
the nmorrow, for all that, my heroismcost nme a good many renorsefu
pangs; | was afraid the affair of the Mempirs, now of such inportance
for me, m ght have fallen through, and rushed off to Rastignac. W
found the nom nal author of my future |labors just getting up

"Finot read over a brief agreenent to nme, in which nothing whatever
was said about ny aunt, and when it had been signed he paid ne down
fifty crowms, and the three of us breakfasted together. | had only
thirty francs left over, when | had paid for nmy new hat, for sixty
tickets at thirty sous each, and settled ny debts; but for some days
to cone the difficulties of Iliving were renoved. If | had but |istened
to Rastignac, | mght have had abundance by frankly adopting the
"English system' He really wanted to establish my credit by setting
me to raise |loans, on the theory that borrowing is the basis of
credit. To hear himtalk, the future was the | argest and npbst secure
kind of capital in the world. My future |uck was hypot hecated for the
benefit of ny creditors, and he gave ny customto his tailor, an
artist, and a young man's tailor, who was to | eave ne in peace until |
marri ed.

"The nonastic |life of study that | had led for three years past ended

on this day. | frequented Foedora's house very diligently, and tried
to outshine the heroes or the swaggerers to be found in her circle.
When | believed that | had |eft poverty for ever behind nme, | regained

nmy freedomof mind, humiliated my rivals, and was | ooked upon as a
very attractive, dazzling, and irresistible sort of man. But acute
folk used to say with regard to me, 'A fellow as clever as that wll
keep all his enthusiasnms in his brain,' and charitably extolled ny
faculties at the expense of my feelings. '"Isn't he lucky, not to be in
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| ove!' they exclained. 'If he were, could he be so light-hearted and
ani mated?" Yet in Foedora's presence | was as dull as |love could nmeke
me. When | was alone with her, I had not a word to say, or if I did
speak, | renounced |love; and | affected gaiety but ill, like a
courtier who has a bitter nortification to hide. | tried in every way
to make nyself indispensable in her life, and necessary to her vanity
and to her confort; | was a plaything at her pleasure, a slave always

at her side. And when | had frittered away the day in this way, | went
back to my work at night, securing nmerely two or three hours' sleep in
the early norning.

"But | had not, |ike Rastignac, the 'English system at my finger-
ends, and | very soon saw nyself without a penny. | fell at once into
that precarious way of life which industriously hides cold and

m serabl e dept hs beneath an el usive surface of luxury; | was a coxconb

Wi t hout conquests, a penniless fop, a naneless gallant. The old
sufferings were renewed, but |ess sharply; no doubt | was grow ng used
to the painful crisis. Very often my sole diet consisted of the scanty
provi sion of cakes and tea that is offered in draw ng-roons, or one of
the countess' great dinners must sustain ne for two whol e days. | used
all ny tinme, and exerted every effort and all ny powers of

observation, to penetrate the inpenetrable character of Foedora.

Al ternate hope and despair had swayed nmy opinions; for ne she was
sonmetines the tenderest, sonetines the nost unfeeling of wonmen. But
these transitions fromjoy to sadness becane unendurable; | sought to
end the horrible conflict within me by extinguishing |ove. By the
Iight of warning gleans nmy soul sonetines recognized the gulfs that

| ay between us. The countess confirmed all ny fears; | had never yet
detected any tear in her eyes; an affecting scene in a play left her
smling and unnoved. All her instincts were selfish; she could not

di vine another's joy or sorrow. She had nade a fool of ne, in fact!

"I had rejoiced over a sacrifice to make for her, and al nost

hum |'iated nyself in seeking out my kinsman, the Duc de Navarreins, a
sel fish man who was ashanmed of ny poverty, and had injured nme too
deeply not to hate me. He received me with the polite col dness that
makes every word and gesture seeman insult; he |looked so ill at ease
that | pitied him | blushed for this pettiness am d grandeur, and
penuri ousness surrounded by luxury. He began to talk to me of his
heavy | osses in the three per cents, and then I told himthe object of
nmy visit. The change in his manners, hitherto glacial, which now
gradual |y, became affectionate, disgusted ne.

"Well, he called upon the countess, and conpletely eclipsed ne with
her .

"On him Foedora exercised spells and witcheries unheard of; she drew
himinto her power, and arranged her whol e nysterious business with
him | was left out, |I heard not a word of it; she had nade a tool of
nme! She did not seemto be aware of ny existence while ny cousin was
present; she received nme |l ess cordially perhaps than when | was first
presented to her. One evening she chose to nortify ne before the duke
by a | ook, a gesture, that it is useless to try to express in words.
went away with tears in my eyes, planning terrible and outrageous
schenmes of vengeance without end.

"I often used to go with her to the theatre. Love utterly absorbed ne
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as | sat beside her; as | |ooked at her | used to give nyself up to
the pleasure of listening to the nusic, putting all ny soul into the
double joy of love and of hearing every enotion of ny heart translated
into nusical cadences. It was my passion that filled the air and the
stage, that was triunphant everywhere but with my m stress. Then

woul d take Foedora's hand. | used to scan her features and her eyes,

i mpl oring of them sone indication that one bl ended feeling possessed
us both, seeking for the sudden harnony awakened by the power of

musi ¢, which nakes our souls vibrate in unison; but her hand was
passive, her eyes said nothing.

"When the fire that burned in me glowed too fiercely fromthe face
turned upon her, she net it with that studied snle of hers, the
conventional expression that sits on the |ips of every portrait in
every exhibition. She was not listening to the nusic. The divine pages
of Rossini, Cimarosa, or Zingarelli called up no enotion, gave no
voice to any poetry in her life; her soul was a desert.

"Foedora presented herself as a drama before a drama. Her lorgnette
travel ed restlessly over the boxes; she was restless too beneath the
apparent calm fashion tyrannized over her; her box, her bonnet, her
carriage, her own personality absorbed her entirely. My nerciless
know edge thoroughly tore away all ny illusions. If good breeding
consists in self-forgetful ness and consideration for others, in
constantly showi ng gentleness in voice and bearing, in pleasing
others, and in making themcontent in thenselves, all traces of her

pl ebei an origin were not yet obliterated in Foedora, in spite of her
cl everness. Her self-forgetful ness was a sham her nmanners were not

i nnate but painfully acquired, her politeness was rather subservient.
And yet for those she singled out, her honeyed words expressed natura
ki ndness, her pretentious exaggeration was exalted enthusiasm 1 al one
had scrutinized her grinmacings, and stripped away the thin rind that
sufficed to conceal her real nature fromthe world; her trickery no

| onger deceived nme; | had sounded the depths of that feline nature.
bl ushed for her when sone donkey or other flattered and conpli nented
her. And yet | loved her through it all! | hoped that her snows woul d

nelt with the warnmth of a poet's love. If | could only have nade her
feel all the greatness that lies in devotion, then | should have seen
her perfected, she would have been an angel. | |oved her as a man, a
|l over, and an artist; if it had been necessary not to | ove her so that
I mght win her, sone cool - headed coxconb, some self-possessed
cal cul at or woul d perhaps have had an advantage over ne. She was so
vai n and sophisticated, that the | anguage of vanity woul d appeal to
her; she would have allowed herself to be taken in the toils of an
intrigue; a hard, cold nature woul d have gai ned a conpl ete ascendency
over her. Keen grief had pierced me to ny very soul, as she

unconsci ously reveal ed her absolute |ove of self. | seened to see her
as she one day would be, alone in the world, with no one to whom she
could stretch her hand, with no friendly eyes for her own to neet and
rest upon. | was bold enough to set this before her one evening; |
painted in vivid colors her lonely, sad, deserted old age. Her comment
on this prospect of so terrible a revenge of thwarted nature was
horri bl e.

" 'l shall always have noney,' she said; 'and with noney we can al ways
i nspire such sentinents as are necessary for our confort in those
about wus.'
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"I went away confounded by the argunments of |uxury, by the reasoning
of this woman of the world in which she lived; and bl anmed nyself for
my infatuated idolatry. | nyself had not |oved Pauline because she was
poor; and had not the wealthy Foedora a right to repul se Raphael ?
Conscience is our unerring judge until we finally stifle it. A
specious voice said within ne, 'Foedora is neither attracted to nor
repul ses any one; she has her liberty, but once upon a tine she sold
herself to the Russian count, her husband or her lover, for gold. But
tenptation is certain to enter into her life. Wait till that noment
cones!' She lived renote fromhumanity, in a sphere apart, in a hel
or a heaven of her own; she was neither frail nor virtuous. This

fem nine enigma in enbroideries and cashmeres had brought into play
every enotion of the human heart in ne--pride, anbition, |ove,
curiosity.

"There was a craze just then for praising a play at a little Boul evard
theatre, pronpted perhaps by a wi sh to appear original that besets us
all, or due to some freak of fashion. The countess showed sonme signs
of a wish to see the floured face of the actor who had so delighted
several people of taste, and | obtained the honor of taking her to a
first presentation of some wetched farce or other. A box scarcely
cost five francs, but | had not a brass farthing. | was but hal f-way
through the volune of Mempirs; | dared not beg for assistance of

Finot, and Rastignac, ny providence, was away. These constant
perplexities were the bane of ny life.

"We had once cone out of the theatre when it was raining heavily,
Foedora had called a cab for me before | could escape from her show of
concern; she would not admit any of ny excuses--ny |iking for wet

weat her, and nmy wish to go to the ganmi ng-table. She did not read ny
poverty in ny enbarrassed attitude, or in ny forced jests. My eyes
woul d redden, but she did not understand a | ook. A young man's life is
at the nercy of the strangest whinms! At every revolution of the wheels
during the journey, thoughts that burned stirred in nmy heart. | tried
to pull up a plank fromthe bottom of the vehicle, hoping to slip
through the hole into the street; but finding insuperabl e obstacles,
burst into a fit of laughter, and then sat stupefied in calm
dejection, like a man in a pillory. Wen | reached ny |odging, Pauline
broke in through nmy first stamering words with:

"If you haven't any nobney----7?

"Ah, the nusic of Rossini was as nothing conpared with those words.
But to return to the performance at the Funanbul es.

"I thought of pawning the circlet of gold round my nother's portrait
in order to escort the countess. Although the pawnbroker |oomed in ny
t houghts as one of the doors of a convict's prison, | would rather
nysel f have carried nmy bed thither than have begged for alns. There is
sonmet hing so painful in the expression of a man who asks noney of youl!
There are |l oans that mulct us of our self-respect, just as sone
rebuffs froma friend' s |lips sweep away our last illusion.

"Paul i ne was wor ki ng; her mother had gone to bed. | flung a stealthy
gl ance over the bed; the curtains were drawn back a little; Madane
Gaudin was in a deep sleep, |I thought, when | saw her quiet, sallow
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profile outlined against the pillow

"You are in trouble? Pauline said, dipping her brush into the
col ori ng.

" "It is in your power to do ne a great service, ny dear child,"' |
answer ed.

"The gl adness in her eyes frightened ne.

" 'ls it possible that she loves nme?" | thought. 'Pauline,' | began.
went and sat near to her, so as to study her. My tones had been so
searching that she read ny thought; her eyes fell, and | scrutinized

her face. It was so pure and frank that | fancied | could see as
clearly into her heart as into nmy own.

'"Do you love me?' | asked.

"Alittle,--passionately--not a bit!' she cried.

"Then she did not love me. Her jesting tones, and a little gleefu
nmovenent that escaped her, expressed nothing beyond a girlish, blithe
goodwi I I . | told her about ny distress and the predicanment in which
found nysel f, and asked her to help ne.

" "You do not wish to go to the pawnbroker's yourself, M Raphael,"
she answered, 'and yet you would send ne!’

"I blushed in confusion at the child s reasoning. She took ny hand in
hers as if she wanted to conpensate for this hone-truth by her [|ight
touch upon it.

" '"Ch, | would willingly go,' she said, "but it is not necessary. |
found two five-franc pieces at the back of the piano, that had slipped
wi t hout your know edge between the frame and the keyboard, and | laid

them on your table.'
" "You will soon be comng into sone noney, M Raphael,' said the kind
not her, showi ng her face between the curtains, "and | can easily |end
you a few crowns meanwhile."’

" '"Ch, Pauline!" | cried, as | pressed her hand, 'how | wi sh that
were rich!’

" '"Bah! why should you?' she said petulantly. Her hand shook in m ne
with the throbbing of her pulse; she snatched it away, and | ooked at
both of nine.

" 'You will marry a rich wife,' she said, 'but she will give you a
great deal of trouble. Ah, Dieu! she will be your death,--1 am sure of
it.'

"“I'n her exclamation there was sonething like belief in her nother's
absurd superstitions.

"You are very credul ous, Pauline!’
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' The woman whom you will love is going to kill you--there is no
doubt of it,' she said, looking at ne with alarm

"She took up her brush again and dipped it in the color; her great
agitation was evident; she |ooked at me no longer. | was ready to give
credence just then to superstitious fancies; no man is utterly
wretched so long as he is superstitious; a belief of that kind is
often in reality a hope.

"I found that those two magnificent five-franc pieces were lying, in
fact, upon ny table when | reached ny room During the first confused
t houghts of early slunber, | tried to audit my accounts so as to
explain this unhoped-for windfall; but | |lost nmyself in useless
calculations, and slept. Just as | was |leaving ny roomto engage a box
the next norning, Pauline canme to see ne.

" " Perhaps your ten francs is not enough,' said the anm able, kind-
hearted girl; '"ny nother told ne to offer you this noney. Take it,
pl ease, take it!"’

"She laid three crowns upon the table, and tried to escape, but |
woul d not let her go. Admiration dried the tears that sprang to ny
eyes.

" '"You are an angel, Pauline,'" | said. 'It is not the |oan that
touches ne so nuch as the delicacy with which it is offered. | used to
wish for arich wife, a fashionable woman of rank; and now, alas! |
woul d rat her possess nmillions, and find sone girl, as poor as you are,
with a generous nature |ike your own; and | would renounce a fata
passion which will kill me. Perhaps what you told me will come true.’

" "That is enough,' she said, and fled away; the fresh trills of her
birdlike voice rang up the staircase

" "She is very happy in not yet knowing love,' | said to myself,
thinking of the torments | had endured for nmany nonths past.

"Pauline's fifteen francs were invaluable to ne. Foedora, thinking of
the stifling odor of the crowded place where we were to spend severa
hours, was sorry that she had not brought a bouquet; | went in search
of flowers for her, as | had laid already my |ife and ny fate at her
feet. Wth a pleasure in which conpunction nmingled, | gave her a
bouquet. | learned fromits price the extravagance of superficia
gallantry in the world. But very soon she conplained of the heavy
scent of a Mexican jessanine. The interior of the theatre, the bare
bench on which she was to sit, filled her with intol erable disgust;
she upbrai ded ne for bringing her there. Although she sat beside ne,
she wished to go, and she went. | had spent sl eepless nights, and
squandered two nonths of nmy life for her, and | could not please her
Never had that tornmenting spirit been nore unfeeling or nore
fascinating.

"I sat beside her in the cranped back seat of the vehicle; all the way
I could feel her breath on ne and the contact of her perfuned gl ove;
saw distinctly all her exceeding beauty; | inhaled a vague scent of
orris-root; so wholly a wonan she was, with no touch of womanhood

Just then a sudden gleamof light lit up the depths of this nysterious
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life for nme. | thought all at once of a book just published by a poet,
a genui ne conception of the artist, in the shape of the statue of
Pol ycl et us.

"I seenmed to see that nonstrous creation, at one tine an officer
breaking in a spirited horse; at another, a girl, who gives herself up
to her toilette and breaks her |overs' hearts; or again, a false |over
driving a timd and gentle naid to despair. Unable to anal yze Foedora
by any other process, | told her this fanciful story; but no hint of
her resembl ance to this poetry of the inpossible crossed her--it
sinply diverted her; she was like a child over a story fromthe

Ar abi an Ni ghts.

" ' Foedora nust be shielded by sonme talisman,' | thought to nyself as
I went back, 'or she could not resist the |love of a man of ny age, the
i nfectious fever of that splendid nmalady of the soul. |Is Foedora, like

Lady Del acour, a prey to a cancer? Her life is certainly an unnatura
one.'

"I shuddered at the thought. Then | decided on a plan, at once the

wi | dest and the nost rational that |over ever dreaned of. | would
study this woman from a physical point of view, as | had already

studi ed her intellectually, and to this end | made up ny nmind to spend
a night in her roomw thout her know edge. This project preyed upon ne
as a thirst for revenge gnaws at the heart of a Corsican nonk. This is
how | carried it out. On the days when Foedora received, her roomns
were far too crowded for the hall-porter to keep the bal ance even

bet ween goers and comers; | could remain in the house, | felt sure,

wi t hout causing a scandal in it, and | waited the countess' com ng
soiree with inpatience. As | dressed | put a little English penknife
into nmy wai stcoat pocket, instead of a poniard. That literary

i mpl enent, if found upon me, could awaken no suspicion, but | knew not
whither ny romantic resolution mght |ead, and | wi shed to be

prepar ed.

"As soon as the roonms began to fill, | entered the bedroom and

exam ned the arrangenents. The inner and outer shutters were cl osed;
this was a good begi nning; and as the waiting-mid mght cone to draw
back the curtains that hung over the wi ndows, | pulled themtogether

I was running great risks in venturing to manoeuvre beforehand in this
way, but | had accepted the situation, and had deliberately reckoned
with its dangers.

"About midnight | hid nyself in the enbrasure of the window. | tried
to scranmble on to a | edge of the wainscoting, hanging on by the
fastening of the shutters with ny back against the wall, in such a
position that my feet could not be visible. When | had carefully
consi dered ny points of support, and the space between ne and the
curtains, | had becone sufficiently acquainted with all the
difficulties of ny position to stay in it without fear of detection if
undi sturbed by cranp, coughs, or sneezings. To avoid usel ess fatigue,
| remained standing until the critical nmoment, when | nust hang
suspended |i ke a spider inits web. The white-watered silk and ruslin
of the curtains spread before ne in great pleats |ike organ-pipes.
Wth nmy penknife |I cut |oopholes in them through which I could see.

"I heard vague nurnurs fromthe sal ons, the [aughter and the |ouder
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tones of the speakers. The snpthered conmoti on and vague uproar

| essened by sl ow degrees. One man and another canme for his hat from

t he countess' chest of drawers, close to where | stood. | shivered, if
the curtains were disturbed, at the thought of the m schances
consequent on the confused and hasty investigations nade by the nmen in
a hurry to depart, who were runmagi ng everywhere. When | experienced
no m sfortunes of this kind, | augured well of nmy enterprise. An old
wooer of Foedora's cane for the last hat; he thought hinself quite

al one, | ooked at the bed, and heaved a great sigh, acconpanied by sone
i naudi bl e excl amation, into which he threw sufficient energy. In the
boudoir cl ose by, the countess, finding only some five or six intimte
acquai nt ances about her, proposed tea. The scandals for which existing
society has reserved the little faculty of belief that it retains,
mngled with epigrans and trenchant witticisns, and the clatter of
cups and spoons. Rastignac drew roars of |aughter by nerciless
sarcasns at the expense of ny rivals.

" 'M de Rastignac is a man with whomit is better not to quarrel,"
sai d the countess, |aughing.

"'l amquite of that opinion,' was his candid reply. 'l have always
been right about mnmy aversions--and ny friendships as well,' he added.
"Perhaps ny enenmies are quite as useful to ne as ny friends. | have

made a particul ar study of nodern phraseol ogy, and of the natura

craft that is used in all attack or defence. Oficial eloquence is one
of our perfect social products.

" "One of your friends is not clever, so you speak of his integrity
and his candor. Another's work is heavy; you introduce it as a piece
of conscientious |abor; and if the book is ill witten, you extol the
ideas it contains. Such an one is treacherous and fickle, slips

t hrough your fingers every nonent; bah! he is attractive, bew tching,
he is delightful! Suppose they are enenmies, you fling every one, dead
or alive, in their teeth. You reverse your phraseology for their
benefit, and you are as keen in detecting their faults as you were
before adroit in bringing out the virtues of your friends. This way of
using the nmental lorgnette is the secret of conversation nowadays, and
the whole art of the conplete courtier. If you neglect it, you m ght
as well go out as an unarned kni ght-banneret to fight against nen in
armor. And | make use of it, and even abuse it at tines. So we are
respected--1 and ny friends; and, noreover, ny sword is quite as sharp
as my tongue.'

"One of Foedora's nobst fervid worshipers, whose presunption was

not ori ous, and who even made it contribute to his success, took up the
gl ove thrown down so scornfully by Rastignac. He began an unmeasured
eul ogy of nme, ny performances, and ny character. Rastignac had

over| ooked this nmethod of detraction. His sarcastic encom uns nisled
the countess, who sacrificed without mercy; she betrayed ny secrets,
and derided nmy pretensions and ny hopes, to divert her friends.

" "There is a future before him' said Rastignac. 'Sone day he nmmy be
in a position to take a cruel revenge; his talents are at |east equa
to his courage; and | shoul d consider those who attack himvery rash,
for he has a good nenory----'

"And writes Menmoirs,' put in the countess, who seemed to object to
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the deep silence that prevail ed.
" "Menmpoirs of a sham countess, nmadane,' replied Rastignac. 'Another
sort of courage is needed to wite that sort of thing.'

"'l give himcredit for plenty of courage,' she answered; 'he is
faithful to ne.'

"I was greatly tenpted to show nyself suddenly anong the railers, |ike
t he shade of Banquo in Macbeth. | should have [ost a mistress, but |
had a friend! But love inspired me all at once, with one of those
treacherous and fallacious subtleties that it can use to soot he al

our pangs.

"If Foedora |loved ne, | thought, she would be sure to disguise her
feelings by sone nocking jest. How often the heart protests against a
lie on the |ips!

"Well, very soon my audacious rival, left alone with the countess,
rose to go.

" "What! already?' asked she in a coaxing voice that set ny heart
beating. '"WIIl you not give ne a few nbre ninutes? Have you not hi ng
nore to say to ne? will you never sacrifice any of your pleasures for
me?’

"He went away.
" "Ah!" she yawned; 'how very tiresonme they all are!’

"She pulled a cord energetically till the sound of a bell rang through
the place; then, humm ng a few notes of Pria che spunti, the countess
entered her room No one had ever heard her sing; her nuteness had
called forth the w |l dest explanations. She had promnised her first

| over, so it was said, who had been held captive by her talent, and
whose j eal ousy over her stretched beyond his grave, that she would
never allow others to experience a happi ness that he wi shed to be his
and his al one.

"l exerted every power of ny soul to catch the sounds. Hi gher and
hi gher rose the notes; Foedora's life seened to dilate within her; her

throat poured forth all its richest tones; sonething well-nigh divine
entered into the nmel ody. There was a bright purity and cl earness of
tone in the countess' voice, a thrilling harmony which reached the

heart and stirred its pulses. Misicians are sel dom unenpotional; a
worman who could sing |ike that nmust know how to | ove indeed. Her
beautiful voice made one nore puzzle in a woman nysterious enough
before. | beheld her then, as plainly as | see you at this nonent. She
seened to listen to herself, to experience a secret rapture of her

own; she felt, as it were, an ecstasy |like that of |ove.

"She stood before the hearth during the execution of the principa
theme of the rondo; and when she ceased her face changed. She | ooked
tired; her features seemed to alter. She had |laid the mask aside; her
part as an actress was over. Yet the faded | ook that cane over her
beautiful face, a result either of this performance or of the
evening's fatigues, had its charns, too.
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" '"This is her real self,' | thought.

"She set her foot on a bronze bar of the fender as if to warmit, took
of f her gloves, and drew over her head the gold chain from which her
bej ewel ed scent-bottle hung. It gave ne a quite indescribable pleasure
to watch the feline grace of every novenent; the supple grace a cat
displays as it adjusts its toilette in the sun. She | ooked at herself
in the mrror and said aloud ill-hunmoredly--'1 did not |ook well this
evening, nmy conplexion is going with alarm ng rapidity; perhaps I

ought to keep earlier hours, and give up this life of dissipation

Does Justine nean to trifle with me?" She rang again; her maid hurried

in. Where she had been | cannot tell; she canme in by a secret
staircase. | was anxious to make a study of her. | had | odged
accusations, in ny romantic inmaginings, against this invisible
wai ti ng-woman, a tall, well-made brunette.

"Did nadane ring?'
" '"Yes, twice,' answered Foedora; 'are you really grow ng deaf
nowadays?"

" 'l was preparing madane's m |k of al nonds.'

"Justine knelt down before her, unlaced her sandals and drew t hem of f
while her mistress |ay carel essly back on her cushioned arnchair
beside the fire, yawned, and scratched her head. Every nobvenent was
perfectly natural; there was nothing whatever to indicate the secret
sufferings or emotions with which | had credited her

" 'Ceorge nust be in love!' she remarked. 'l shall dismss him He has
drawn the curtains again to-night. \What does he nean by it?

"All the blood in ny veins rushed to nmy heart at this observation, but
no nore was said about curtains.

" 'Life is very enpty,' the countess went on. 'Ah! be careful not to
scratch nme as you did yesterday. Just look here, | still have the

mar ks of your nails about nme,' and she held out a silken knee. She
thrust her bare feet into velvet slippers bound with swan's-down, and
unfastened her dress, while Justine prepared to conb her hair

"You ought to marry, nmamdanme, and have children.'

" "Children!' she cried; '"it wants no nore than that to finish nme at
once; and a husband! What nman is there to whom | could----? Was ny
hair well arranged to-night?

" '"Not particularly."’

"You are a fool!"’

"That way of crinping your hair too nmuch is the |east becom ng way
possi bl e for you. Large, smooth curls suit you a great deal better.'

'Real ly?'
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"Yes, really, madane; that wavy style only |looks nice in fair hair.'
" "Marriage? never, never! Marriage is a comrercial arrangement, for
which | was never made.'

"What a disheartening scene for a lover! Here was a | onely woman

wi thout friends or kin, without the religion of love, without faith in
any affection. Yet however slightly she m ght feel the need to pour
out her heart, a craving that every human being feels, it could only
be satisfied by gossiping with her maid, by trivial and indifferent
talk. . . . | grieved for her

"Justine unl aced her. | watched her carefully when she was at | ast
unveiled. Her nmaidenly form in its rose-tinged whiteness, was visible
through her shift in the taper light, as dazzling as some silver
statue behind its gauze covering. No, there was no defect that need
shrink fromthe stolen glances of love. Alas, a fair formwll
overcome the stoutest resolutions!

"The maid lighted the taper in the al abaster sconce that hung before
the bed, while her mistress sat thoughtful and silent before the fire.
Justine went for a warm ng-pan, turned down the bed, and hel ped to |ay
her m stress in it; then, after sone further tinme spent in
punctiliously rendering various services that showed how seriously
Foedora respected herself, her maid | eft her. The countess turned to
and fro several tines, and sighed; she was ill at ease; faint, just
percepti bl e sounds, l|ike sighs of inpatience, escaped from her |ips.
She reached out a hand to the table, and took a flask fromit, from
whi ch she shook four or five drops of sonme brown liquid into sone mlk
before taking it; again there followed sone painful sighs, and the
excl amation, 'MON DI EU '

"The cry, and the tone in which it was uttered, wung ny heart. By
degrees she lay notionless. This frightened ne; but very soon | heard
a sleeper's heavy, regular breathing. | drew the rustling silk
curtains apart, left my post, went to the foot of the bed, and gazed
at her with feelings that | cannot define. She was so enchanting as
she lay like a child, with her arm above her head; but the sweetness
of the fair, quiet visage, surrounded by the lace, only irritated ne.
I had not been prepared for the torture to which | was conpelled to
submt.

" "Mon Dieu!' that scrap of a thought which | understood not, but nust
even take as ny sole light, had suddenly nodified my opinion of
Foedora. Trite or profoundly significant, frivolous or of deep inport,
the words might be construed as expressive of either pleasure or pain
of physical or of nental suffering. Was it a prayer or a nalediction,
a forecast or a nenory, a fear or a regret? A whole life lay in that
utterance, a life of wealth or of penury; perhaps it contained a
crime!

"The nystery that |lurked beneath this fair senbl ance of womanhood grew
afresh; there were so many ways of expl ai ni ng Foedora, that she becane
i nexplicable. A sort of |anguage seened to flow from between her |ips.
| put thoughts and feelings into the accidents of her breathing,

whet her weak or regular, gentle, or |labored. | shared her dreans; |
woul d fain have divined her secrets by reading themthrough her
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slunmber. | hesitated anpng contradi ctory opinions and deci sions
wi t hout nunber. | could not deny ny heart to the woman | saw before
me, with the calm pure beauty in her face. | resolved to nmake one

more effort. If I told her the story of ny life, ny |love, ny
sacrifices, mght I not awaken pity in her or draw a tear from her who
never wept?

"As | set all nmy hopes on this |last experinment, the sounds in the
streets showed that day was at hand. For a nonent's space | pictured

Foedora waking to find herself in ny arnms. | could have stolen softly
to her side and slipped them about her in a close enmbrace. Resolved to
resist the cruel tyranny of this thought, | hurried into the sal on
heedl ess of any sounds | m ght make; but, luckily, | canme upon a
secret door leading to a little staircase. As | expected, the key was
in the lock; I slamed the door, went boldly out into the court, and

gai ned the street in three bounds, w thout |ooking round to see
whet her | was observed.

"A dramatist was to read a comedy at the countess' house in two days'
time; | went thither, intending to outstay the others, so as to nake a
rather singular request to her; | neant to ask her to keep the
followi ng evening for me alone, and to deny herself to other coners;
but when | found nyself alone with her, ny courage failed. Every tick
of the clock alarmed nme. It wanted only a quarter of an hour of

m dni ght .

“'"If I do not speak,' | thought to myself, 'l nust smash ny head
agai nst the corner of the mantel piece.’

"I gave nyself three mnutes' grace; the three m nutes went by, and

did not smash ny head upon the marble; nmy heart grew heavy, like a
sponge with water

" '"You are exceedingly anusing,' said she.
" "Ah, madanme, if you could but understand ne!' | answered.

" "What is the matter with you?' she asked. 'You are turning pale.'

" 'l amhesitating to ask a favor of you.'

"Her gesture revived my courage. | asked her to neke the appoi nt nent
with me.

" "WIllingly,' she answered' 'but why will you not speak to me now?'

" '"To be candid with you, | ought to explain the full scope of your
prom se: | want to spend this evening by your side, as if we were
brot her and sister. Have no fear; | amaware of your antipathies; you

nmust have divined ne sufficiently to feel sure that | should wi sh you
to do nothing that could be displeasing to you; presunption, noreover,
woul d not thus approach you. You have been a friend to nme, you have
shown ne ki ndness and great indul gence; know, therefore, that
to-morrow | nust bid you farewell.--Do not take back your word,'
excl ai med, seeing her about to speak, and | went away.

"At eight o'clock one evening towards the end of May, Foedora and
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were al one together in her gothic boudoir. | feared no longer; | was
secure of happiness. My mistress should be nmine, or | wuld seek a
refuge in death. | had condemmed mny faint-hearted | ove, and a man who

acknow edges hi s weakness is strong i ndeed.

"The countess, in her blue cashmere gown, was reclining on a sofa,
with her feet on a cushion. She wore an Oriental turban such as

pai nters assign to early Hebrews; its strangeness added an

i ndescri babl e coquettish grace to her attractions. A transitory charm
seenmed to have laid its spell on her face; it mght have furnished the
argunment that at every instant we becone new and unparallel ed beings,
wi t hout any resenbl ance to the US of the future or of the past. | had
never yet seen her so radi ant.

'"Do you know that you have piqued nmy curiosity? she said, |aughing.

“ 'l will not disappoint it,' | said quietly, as | seated nyself near
to her and took the hand that she surrendered to me. 'You have a very
beauti ful voice!"’

" "You have never heard ne sing!' she exclaimed, starting
involuntarily with surprise.

"'l will prove that it is quite otherw se, whenever it is necessary.
I's your delightful singing still to remain a nystery? Have no fear, |
do not wish to penetrate it.'

"We spent about an hour in famliar talk. While | adopted the attitude
and manner of a man to whom Foedora nust refuse nothing, | showed her
all a lover's deference. Acting in this way, | received a favor--1 was
all owed to kiss her hand. She daintily drew off the glove, and ny
whol e soul was dissolved and poured forth in that kiss. | was steeped
inthe bliss of an illusion in which | tried to believe.

"Foedora | ent herself npbst unexpectedly to ny caress and ny
flatteries. Do not accuse nme of faint-heartedness; if | had gone a
step beyond these fraternal complinments, the claws woul d have been out
of the sheath and into ne. We renuai ned perfectly silent for nearly ten
m nutes. | was admiring her, investing her with the charns she had
not. She was mine just then, and mine only,--this enchanting bei ng was
mne, as was permssible, in nmy imagination; ny |onging wapped her
round and held her close; in nmy soul | wedded her. The countess was
subdued and fascinated by my magnetic influence. Ever since | have
regretted that this subjugation was not absolute; but just then
yearned for her soul, her heart alone, and for nothing else. | |onged
for an ideal and perfect happiness, a fair illusion that cannot | ast
for very long. At last | spoke, feeling that the [ ast hours of ny
frenzy were at hand.

" '"Hear nme, madane. | |ove you, and you know it; | have said so a
hundred tinmes; you nust have understood ne. | would not take upon ne
the airs of a coxconmb, nor would |I flatter you, nor urge mnyself upon
you like a fool; | would not owe your love to such arts as these! so
have been mi sunderstood. Wat sufferings have |I not endured for your
sake! For these, however, you were not to blame; but in a few nminutes
you shal |l decide for yourself. There are two kinds of poverty, nadane.
One kind openly wal ks the street in rags, an unconscious imtator of
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Di ogenes, on a scanty diet, reducing life to its sinplest terns; he is
happi er, maybe, than the rich; he has fewer cares at any rate, and
accepts such portions of the world as stronger spirits refuse. Then
there is poverty in splendor, a Spanish pauper, concealing the life of
a beggar by his title, his bravery, and his pride; poverty that wears
a white wai stcoat and yellow kid gl oves, a beggar with a carri age,

whose whol e career will be wrecked for |ack of a hal fpenny. Poverty of
the first kind belongs to the popul ace; the second kind is that of
bl ackl egs, of kings, and of nmen of talent. | amneither a man of the

peopl e, nor a king, nor a swindler; possibly | have no talent either

I am an exception. Wth the name | bear | nust die sooner than beg.

Set your mind at rest, mmdane,' | said; 'to-day | have abundance,
possess sufficient of the clay for ny needs'; for the hard | ook passed
over her face which we wear whenever a well-dressed beggar takes us by
surprise. 'Do you renenber the day when you wi shed to go to the
Gymase wi t hout ne, never believing that | should be there?'" | went

on.

"She nodded.

"'l had laid out ny last five-franc piece that | m ght see you there.
--Do you recollect our walk in the Jardin des Plantes? The hire of
your cab took everything |I had.'

"I told her about ny sacrifices, and described the Iife |I |ed; heated
not with wine, as | amto-day, but by the generous enthusiasm of ny
heart, ny passion overflowed in burning words; | have forgotten how
the feelings within me blazed forth; neither nenory nor skill of mne
could possibly reproduce it. It was no colorless chronicle of blighted
affections; ny | ove was strengthened by fair hopes; and such words
canme to ne, by love's inspiration, that each had power to set forth a
whole life--1ike echoes of the cries of a soul in tornent. In such
tones the | ast prayers ascend from dying nen on the battlefield.

st opped, for she was weeping. GRAND DIEU | had reaped an actor's
reward, the success of a counterfeit passion displayed at the cost of

five francs paid at the theatre door. | had drawn tears from her

" "If I had known----' she said.

" '"Do not finish the sentence,’ | broke in. '"Even now |l |ove you wel
enough to nmurder you----'

"She reached for the bell-pull. | burst into a roar of |aughter

" '"Do not call any one,' | said. 'l shall |eave you to finish your
life in peace. It would be a blundering kind of hatred that would
mur der you! You need not fear violence of any kind; | have spent a

whol e night at the foot of your bed without----'

" '"Monsieur----' she said, blushing; but after that first inpul se of
nodesty that even the npobst hardened wonen nust surely own, she flung a
scornful glance at nme, and said:

"You nust have been very cold."'

" '"Do you think that | set such value on your beauty, mdane,' |
answer ed, guessing the thoughts that noved her. 'Your beautiful face
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is for me a pronmi se of a soul yet nore beautiful. Madame, those to
whom a worman is merely a wonan can al ways purchase odalisques fit for
the seraglio, and achieve their happiness at a small cost. But |

aspired to sonething higher; | wanted the life of close comunion of
heart and heart with you that have no heart. | know that now. I|f you
were to belong to another, | could kill him And yet, no; for you

woul d ove him and his death m ght hurt you perhaps. Wat agony this
isl'" 1 cried.

“'"If it is any confort to you,' she retorted cheerfully, 'I can
assure you that | shall never belong to any one----'

" 'So you offer an affront to God Hinself,' | interrupted; 'and you
will be punished for it. Sone day you will lie upon your sofa
suffering unheard-of ills, unable to endure the light or the slightest
sound, condemmed to live as it were in the tonb. Then, when you seek
the causes of those lingering and avenging tornents, you wll renenber
the woes that you distributed so | avishly upon your way. You have sown
curses, and hatred will be your reward. W are the real judges, the

executioners of a justice that reigns here bel ow, which overrules the
justice of man and the |l aws of Cod.'

" "No doubt it is very culpable in me not to |ove you,' she said,

| aughing. "Am | to blame? No. | do not |ove you; you are a nan, that
is sufficient. | am happy by myself; why should | give up ny way of
living, a selfish way, if you will, for the caprices of a master?

Marriage is a sacranent by virtue of which each inparts nothing but
vexations to the other. Children, noreover, worry ne. Did | not
faithfully warn you about my nature? Why are you not satisfied to have
ny friendship? I wish | could nmake you amends for all the troubles I
have caused you, through not guessing the value of your poor five-
franc pieces. | appreciate the extent of your sacrifices; but your
devotion and delicate tact can be repaid by |Iove alone, and | care so
little for you, that this scene has a di sagreeable effect upon ne.'

"'l amfully aware of ny absurdity,' | said, unable to restrain ny
tears. 'Pardon nme,' | went on, 'it was a delight to hear those crue
words you have just uttered, so well | love you. O if | could testify

my love with every drop of blood in ne!"’
" '"Men al ways repeat these classic formulas to us, nore or |ess
effectively,' she answered, still smiling. 'But it appears very
difficult to die at our feet, for | see corpses of that kind about
everywhere. It is twelve o' clock. Allow nme to go to bed.'

"And in two hours' time you will cry to yourself, AH, MON DI EU '
" 'Like the day before yesterday! Yes,' she said, 'l was thinking of
my stockbroker; | had forgotten to tell himto convert ny five per
cent stock into threes, and the three per cents had fallen during the
day.'

"I | ooked at her, and ny eyes glittered with anger. Sonetines a crine
may be a whol e ronmance; | understood that just then. She was so
accustoned, no doubt, to the nost inpassioned declarations of this
kind, that ny words and ny tears were forgotten already.
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"Wuld you marry a peer of France?' | demanded abruptly.
" "If he were a duke, | mght.'
"I seized nmy hat and nade her a bow.

"Permit nme to acconpany you to the door,' she said, cutting irony in
her tones, in the poise of her head, and in her gesture.

" ' Madane----'
" Monsi eur ?'
" 'l shall never see you again.'

" 'l hope not,' and she insolently inclined her head.

" "You wish to be a duchess?' | cried, excited by a sort of madness
that her insolence roused in nme. 'You are wild for honors and titles?
Well, only let nme Iove you; bid nmy pen wite and nmy voice speak for

you al one; be the innost soul of ny life, ny guiding star! Then, only
accept ne for your husband as a mnister, a peer of France, a duke. |
wi |l make of nyself whatever you would have ne be!’

" "You nade good use of the tine you spent with the advocate,' she
said smling. 'There is a fervency about your pleadings."'

" '"The present is yours,' | cried, '"but the future is mne! | only
| ose a wonman; you are losing a name and a famly. Tine is bigwith ny
revenge; tinme will spoil your beauty, and yours will be a solitary

death; and glory waits for ne!’

' Thanks for your peroration!' she said, repressing a yawn, the w sh
that she might never see nme again was expressed in her whol e bearing.

"That remark silenced ne. | flung at her a glance full of hatred, and
hurri ed away.

"Foedora nust be forgotten; | nust cure myself of ny infatuation, and
bet ake nyself once nore to my lonely studies, or die. So | set mnyself
tremendous tasks; | determned to conplete ny labors. For fifteen days

I never left my garret, spending whole nights in pallid thought. |
worked with difficulty, and by fits and starts, despite nmy courage and
the stimulation of despair. The nmusic had fled. | could not exorcise
the brilliant nocking i mage of Foedora. Somnething norbid brooded over
every thought, a vague longing as dreadful as renorse. | inmitated the
anchorites of the Thebaid. If | did not pray as they did, | lived a
life in the desert like theirs, hewing out ny ideas as they were wont
to hew their rocks. | could at need have girdled ny wai st with spikes,
t hat physical suffering m ght quell nental anguish.

"One evening Pauline found her way into my room

"You are killing yourself,' she said inploringly; 'you should go out
and see your friends----'

"Paul ine, you were a true prophet; Foedora is killing me, | want to
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die. W life is intolerable.’
" 'lIs there only one woman in the world? she asked, smiling. "Wy
maeke yourself so miserable in so short a life?

"I looked at Pauline in bew |derment. She left me before | noticed her
departure; the sound of her words had reached ne, but not their sense.
Very soon | had to take my Menoirs in manuscript to ny literary-
contractor. | was so absorbed by nmy passion, that | could not renenber
how | had managed to live wi thout noney; | only knew that the four
hundred and fifty francs due to ne would pay ny debts. So | went to
receive my salary, and net Rastignac, who thought me changed and

t hi nner.

" "What hospital have you been discharged fronf?' he asked.
" '"That worman is killing nme,' | answered; 'I can neither despise her
nor forget her.'

" "You had much better kill her, then perhaps you would think no nore
of her,' he said, |aughing.

" 'l have often thought of it," | replied; 'but though sonetines the
t hought of a crine revives ny spirits, of violence and nmurder, either
or both, | amreally incapable of carrying out the design. The

countess is an admirable nonster who would crave for pardon, and not
every man is an Ghello."'

" "She is like every woman who is beyond our reach,' Rastignac
i nterrupted.

"'l amnmad,' | cried; 'l can feel the madness raging at tines in ny
brain. My ideas are |like shadows; they flit before ne, and | cannot
grasp them Death would be preferable to this life, and | have
carefully considered the best way of putting an end to the struggle.
am not thinking of the living Foedora in the Faubourg Saint Honore,

but of ny Foedora here,' and | tapped ny forehead. 'Wat to you say to
opi une’

"Pshaw! horrid agonies,' said Rastignac.

'"Or charcoal funes?

"A | ow dodge.'

" 'Or the Seine?

' The drag-nets, and the Mdrgue too, are filthy.'

" "A pistol-shot?
" "And if you mscal culate, you disfigure yourself for life. Listen to
me,' he went on, 'like all young nmen, | have pondered over suicide.

VWi ch of us hasn't killed hinself two or three tinmes before he is
thirty? | find there is no better course than to use existence as a
means of pleasure. Go in for thorough dissipation, and your passion or
you will perish init. Intenperance, my dear fellow, commands al
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forms of death. Does she not wield the thunderbolt of apoplexy?

Apopl exy is a pistol-shot that does not miscalculate. Orgies are
lavish in all physical pleasures; is not that the small change for

opi un? And the riot that nmakes us drink to excess bears a challenge to
nortal conbat with wine. That butt of Ml nsey of the Duke of

Cl arence's nust have had a pleasanter flavor than Seine nud. When we
sink gloriously under the table, is not that a periodical death by
drowning on a small scale? If we are picked up by the police and
stretched out on those chilly benches of theirs at the police-station
do we not enjoy all the pleasures of the Mrgue? For though we are not
bl ue and green, nuddy and swoll en corpses, on the other hand we have

t he consci ousness of the climax.

“ "Ah,' he went on, 'this protracted suicide has nothing in commobn
with the bankrupt grocer's denise. Tradespeopl e have brought the river
into disrepute; they fling thenselves in to soften their creditors
hearts. In your place | should endeavor to die gracefully; and if you
wi sh to invent a novel way of doing it, by struggling with life after

this manner, | will be your second. | am di sappointed and sick of
everyt hing. The Al saci enne, whom it was proposed that | should marry,
had six toes on her left foot; | cannot possibly live with a woman who

has six toes! It would get about to a certainty, and then I should be
ridiculous. Her income was only eighteen thousand francs; her fortune
di mi nished in quantity as her toes increased. The devil take it; if we
begin an outrageous sort of |life, we may come on sone bit of |uck

per haps!'

"Rastignac's el oquence carried me away. The attractions of the plan
shone too tenptingly, hopes were kindled, the poetical aspects of the
matt er appeal ed to a poet.

' How about noney?' | said.

"Haven't you four hundred and fifty francs?

"Yes, but debts to my |andlady and the tailor----'
" "You would pay your tailor? You will never be anything whatever, not
so much as a mnister.'

" '"But what can one do with twenty | ouis?
'"Go to the gam ng-table.'

"I shuddered.
" "You are going to launch out into what | call systematic

di ssipation,' said he, noticing ny scruples, 'and yet you are afraid
of a green table-cloth.'

" 'Listen to me,' | answered. 'l prom sed nmy father never to set foot
in a gam ng-house. Not only is that a sacred promise, but | still feel
an unconquer abl e di sgust whenever | pass a ganbling-hell; take the
nmoney and go without ne. While our fortune is at stake, | will set ny
own affairs straight, and then | will go to your |odgings and wait for
you. '
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"That was the way | went to perdition. A young man has only to cone
across a worman who will not love him or a wonman who | oves himtoo
well, and his whole |life becones a chaos. Prosperity swallows up our
energy just as adversity obscures our virtues. Back once nore in ny
Hotel de Saint-Quentin, | gazed about ne a long while in the garret
where | had led nmy scholar's tenperate life, a life which would

per haps have been a | ong and honorabl e one, and that | ought not to
have quitted for the fevered exi stence which had urged ne to the brink
of a precipice. Pauline surprised ne in this dejected attitude.

" "Why, what is the matter with you?' she asked.
"l rose and quietly counted out the noney owi ng to her nother, and

added to it sufficient to pay for six nmonths' rent in advance. She
wat ched ne in sone al arm

"'l amgoing to | eave you, dear Pauline.'
"'l knew it!"' she excl ainmed.

"Listen, ny child. | have not given up the idea of com ng back. Keep
my roomfor me for six nonths. If I do not return by the fifteenth of
Novenber, you will cone into possession of my things. This seal ed
packet of mmnuscript is the fair copy of nmy great work on "The

WIIl," ' | went on, pointing to a package. 'WII| you deposit it in the
King's Library? And you may do as you wish with everything that is
left here.'

"Her | ook wei ghed heavily on ny heart; Pauline was an enbodi nent of
consci ence there before ne.

" 'l shall have no nore | essons,' she said, pointing to the piano.
“I did not answer that.

" '"WIIl you wite to me?

" ' Good-bye, Pauline.’

"l gently drew her towards me, and set a kiss on that innocent fair

brow of hers, like snow that has not yet touched the earth--a father's
or a brother's kiss. She fled. | would not see Madane Gaudin, hung ny
key in its wonted place, and departed. | was alnost at the end of the

Rue de Cluny when | heard a woman's |ight footstep behind ne.

" 'l have enbroidered this purse for you,' Pauline said,;
refuse even that?

will you

"By the light of the street lanp |I thought | saw tears in Pauline's
eyes, and | groaned. Moved perhaps by a common inpul se, we parted in
haste |i ke people who fear the contagion of the plague.

"As | waited with dignified cal mess for Rastignhac's return, his room
seenmed a grotesque interpretation of the sort of life |I was about to
enter upon. The cl ock on the chi nmey-piece was surmunted by a Venus
resting on her tortoise; a half-snmoked cigar lay in her arms. Costly
furniture of various kinds--love tokens, very likely--was scattered
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about. O d shoes lay on a luxurious sofa. The confortabl e arncthair
into which I had thrown nyself bore as many scars as a veteran; the
arnms were gnashed, the back was overlaid with a thick, stale deposit
of pomade and hair-oil fromthe heads of all his visitors. Splendor
and squal or were oddly mingled, on the walls, the bed, and everywhere.
You m ght have thought of a Neapolitan palace and the groups of

| azzaroni about it. It was the roomof a ganbler or a mauvais sujet,
where the luxury exists for one individual, who |eads the Iife of the
senses and does not trouble hinself over inconsistencies.

"There was a certain imginative el enent about the picture it
presented. Life was suddenly revealed there in its rags and spangl es
as the inconplete thing it really is, of course, but so vividly and
pi cturesquely; it was |like a den where a brigand has heaped up all the
pl under in which he delights. Sone pages were nissing froma copy of
Byron's poens: they had gone to light a fire of a few sticks for this
young person, who played for stakes of a thousand francs, and had not
a faggot; he kept a tilbury, and had not a whole shirt to his back
Any day a countess or an actress or a run of luck at ecarte m ght set
himup with an outfit worthy of a king. A candl e had been stuck into
the green bronze sheath of a vestaholder; a woman's portrait |ay
yonder, torn out of its carved gold setting. How was it possible that
a young man, whose nature craved excitenent, could renounce a life so
attractive by reason of its contradictions; a life that afforded al
the delights of war in the m dst of peace? | was growi ng drowsy when
Rasti gnac ki cked the door open and shouted:

"Victory! Now we can take our tine about dying.'

"He held out his hat filled with gold to ne, and put it down on the
tabl e; then we pranced round it like a pair of cannibals about to eat
a victim we stanped, and danced, and yelled, and sang; we gave each
other blows fit to kill an elephant, at sight of all the pleasures of
the world contained in that hat.

" ' Twenty-seven thousand francs,' said Rastignhac, adding a few bank-
notes to the pile of gold. 'That would be enough for other folk to
live upon; will it be sufficient for us to die on? Yes! we wll
breathe our last in a bath of gold--hurrah!' and we capered afresh.

"We divided the windfall. W began with doubl e-napol eons, and cane
down to the smaller coins, one by one. 'This for you, this for ne,
kept saying, distilling our joy drop by drop

we

"W won't go to sleep,' cried Rastignac. 'Joseph! sonme punch!’
"He threw gold to his faithful attendant

"There is your share,' he said; 'go and bury yourself if you can.'

"Next day | went to Lesage and chose nmy furniture, took the roons that
you know in the Rue Taithbout, and left the decoration to one of the

best uphol sterers. | bought horses. | plunged into a vortex of

pl easures, at once hollow and real. | went in for play, gaining and

| osi ng enormous suns, but only at friends' houses and in ballroons;
never in gam ng-houses, for which | still retained the holy horror of
my early days. Wthout nmeaning it, | made sonme friends, either through
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quarrels or owing to the easy confidence established anmong those who
are going to the bad together; nothing, possibly, makes us cling to
one another so tightly as our evil propensities.

"I made several ventures in literature, which were flatteringly
received. Great nen who followed the profession of letters, having
nothing to fear fromne, belauded ne, not so nuch on account of ny
nerits as to cast a slur on those of their rivals.

"I becane a 'free-liver,' to make use of the picturesque expression

appropriated by the | anguage of excess. | made it a point of honor not
to be | ong about dying, and that ny zeal and prowess shoul d eclipse
t hose di splayed by all others in the jolliest conpany. | was al ways
spruce and carefully dressed. | had sone reputation for cleverness.

There was no sign about nme of the fearful way of |iving which nakes a
man into a nere disgusting apparatus, a funnel, a panpered beast.

"Very soon Debauch rose before me in all the najesty of its horror

and | grasped all that it meant. Those prudent, steady-going
characters who are |laying down wine in bottles for their heirs, can
barely conceive, it is true, of so wide a theory of life, nor
appreciate its normal condition; but when will you instill poetry into
the provincial intellect? Opiumand tea, with all their delights, are
nmerely drugs to folk of that calibre.

"I's not the inperfect sybarite to be met with even in Paris itself,
that intellectual netropolis? Unfit to endure the fatigues of

pl easure, this sort of person, after a drinking bout, is very much

i ke those worthy bourgeois who fall foul of nmusic after hearing a new
opera by Rossini. Does he not renounce these courses in the sanme frane
of mind that | eads an abstem ous man to forswear Ruffec pates, because
the first one, forsooth, gave himthe indigestion?

"Debauch is as surely an art as poetry, and is not for craven spirits.
To penetrate its nysteries and appreciate its charns, conscientious
application is required; and as with every path of know edge, the way
is thorny and forbidding at the outset. The great pleasures of
humanity are hedged about with form dable obstacles; not its single
enj oyments, but enjoynment as a system a system which establishes

sel dom experi enced sensati ons and makes them habi tual, which
concentrates and nmultiplies themfor us, creating a dramatic life
within our life, and inperatively demanding a pronpt and enornous
expenditure of vitality. War, Power, Art, |ike Debauch, are all forns
of denoralization, equally renmote fromthe faculties of humanity,
equal ly profound, and all are alike difficult of access. But when nman
has once storned the heights of these grand nysteries, does he not
wal k in another world? Are not generals, ministers, and artists
carried, nore or |less, towards destruction by the need of violent
distractions in an existence so renote fromordinary life as theirs?

"War, after all, is the Excess of bloodshed, as the Excess of self-

i nterest produces Politics. Excesses of every sort are brothers. These
social enormities possess the attraction of the abyss; they draw
towards thensel ves as St. Hel ena beckoned Napol eon; we are fascinated,
our heads swim we wish to sound their depths though we cannot account
for the wish. Perhaps the thought of Infinity dwells in these
preci pi ces, perhaps they contain some col ossal flattery for the sou
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of man; for is he not, then, wholly absorbed in hinself?

"The wearied artist needs a conplete contrast to his paradi se of

i magi ni ngs and of studious hours; he either craves, |ike God, the
seventh day of rest, or with Satan, the pleasures of hell; so that his
senses may have free play in opposition to the enploynment of his
faculties. Byron could never have taken for his relaxation to the

i ndependent gentleman's delights of boston and gossip, for he was a
poet, and so nust needs pit G eece against Mahnoud.

“I'n war, is not man an angel of extirpation, a sort of executioner on
a gigantic scale? Must not the spell be strong indeed that nakes us
undergo such horrid sufferings so hostile to our weak franes,
sufferings that encircle every strong passion with a hedge of thorns?
The tobacco snoker is seized with convul sions, and goes through a kind
of agony consequent upon his excesses; but has he not borne a part in
delightful festivals in realns unknown? Has Europe ever ceased from
war s? She has never given herself time to wi pe the stains from her
feet that are steeped in blood to the ankle. Mankind at large is
carried away by fits of intoxication, as nature has its accessions of
| ove.

"For nmen in private |life, for a vegetating Mrabeau dream ng of storns
in atinme of calm Excess conprises all things; it perpetually
enbraces the whole sumof |ife; it is something better still--it is a
duel with an antagoni st of unknown power, a nonster, terrible at first
sight, that nust be seized by the horns, a |abor that cannot be

i magi ned.

"Suppose that nature has endowed you with a feeble stomach or one of
limted capacity; you acquire a mastery over it and inprove it; you
learn to carry your liquor; you grow accustoned to being drunk; you
pass whol e nights without sleep; at |ast you acquire the constitution
of a colonel of cuirassiers; and in this way you create yourself
afresh, as if to fly in the face of Provi dence.

"A man transformed after this sort is |like a neophyte who has at |ast
beconme a veteran, has accustoned his nmind to shot and shell and his

l egs to | engthy marches. When the nonster's hold on himis stil
uncertain, and it is not yet known which will have the better of it,
they roll over and over, alternately victor and vanqui shed, in a world
where everything is wonderful, where every ache of the soul is laid to
sl eep, where only the shadows of ideas are revived.

"This furious struggle has al ready beconme a necessity for us. The
prodi gal has struck a bargain for all the enjoynments with which life
teenms abundantly, at the price of his own death, like the nythica
persons in | egends who sold themselves to the devil for the power of
doing evil. For them instead of flowing quietly on in its nonotonous
course in the depths of sone counting-house or study, life is poured
out in a boiling torrent.

"Excess is, in short, for the body what the mystic's ecstasy is for
the soul. Intoxication steeps you in fantastic imaginings every whit
as strange as those of ecstatics. You know hours as full of rapture as
a young girl's dreams; you travel without fatigue; you chat pleasantly
with your friends; words cone to you with a whole life in each, and
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fresh pleasures without regrets; poens are set forth for you in a few
brief phrases. The coarse ani mal satisfaction, in which science has
tried to find a soul, is followed by the enchanted drowsi ness that nen
sigh for under the burden of consciousness. Is it not because they al
feel the need of absolute repose? Because Excess is a sort of tol

t hat geni us pays to pain?

"Look at all great men; nature nmade them pl easure-1|oving or base,
every one. Sonme nocking or jeal ous power corrupted themin either sou
or body, so as to nmake all their powers futile, and their efforts of
no avail .

"All men and all things appear before you in the guise you choose, in
those hours when wi ne has sway. You are lord of all creation; you
transformit at your pleasure. And throughout this unceasing delirium
Play may pour, at your will, its nolten lead into your veins.

"Sonme day you will fall into the nonster's power. Then you will have,
as | had, a frenzied awakening, with inpotence sitting by your pillow.
Are you an old soldier? Phthisis attacks you. A diplomatist? An
aneuri sm hangs death in your heart by a thread. It will perhaps be
consunption that will cry out to nme, 'Let us be going!' as to Raphae
of Ubino, in old tinme, killed by an excess of |ove.

“In this way | have existed. | was launched into the world too early
or too late. My energy woul d have been dangerous there, no doubt, if |
had not have squandered it in such ways as these. Was not the world
rid of an Al exander, by the cup of Hercules, at the close of a

dri nki ng bout?

"There are sone, the sport of Destiny, who nust either have heaven or
hell, the hospice of St. Bernard or riotous excess. Only just now

| acked the heart to noralize about those two," and he pointed to
Euphrasi a and Aquilina. "They are types of nmy own personal history,

i mges of my life! | could scarcely reproach them they stood before
me |ike judges.

"In the midst of this drama that | was enacting, and while ny
distracting disorder was at its height, two crises supervened; each
brought nme keen and abundant pangs. The first cane a few days after |
had flung nmyself, |ike Sardanapalus, on ny pyre. | net Foedora under
the peristyle of the Bouffons. W both were waiting for our carriages.

" "Ah! so you are living yet?

"That was the nmeaning of her snmile, and probably of the spiteful words
she nmurmured in the ear of her cicisbeo, telling himny history no
doubt, rating mne as a common |ove affair. She was deceived, yet she
was appl audi ng her perspicacity. Oh, that | should be dying for her
nmust still adore her, always see her through nmy potations, see her
still when | was overconme with wine, or in the arms of courtesans; and
know that | was a target for her scornful jests! Ch, that | should be
unable to tear the | ove of her out of ny breast and to fling it at her
feet!

"Well, 1 quickly exhausted nmy funds, but owing to those three years of
di scipline, | enjoyed the nost robust health, and on the day that I
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found nyself without a penny |I felt remarkably well. In order to carry
on the process of dying, | signed bills at short dates, and the day
canme when they nust be net. Painful excitements! but how they quicken
the pul ses of youth! | was not prematurely aged; | was young yet, and
full of vigor and life.

"At nmy first debt all ny virtues canme to life; slowmy and despairingly
they seened to pace towards me; but | could conmpound with them-they
were |ike aged aunts that begin with a scolding and end by bestow ng
tears and noney upon you.

"I magi nati on was |l ess yielding;, |I saw my nane bandi ed about through
every city in Europe. '"One's nane is oneself' says Eusebe Sal verte.
After these excursions | returned to the room| had never quitted,

i ke a doppel ganger in a German tale, and cane to nyself with a start.

"I used to see with indifference a banker's messenger going on his
errands through the streets of Paris, like a conmercial Nenesis,
wearing his master's |livery--a gray coat and a silver badge; but now I
hated the species in advance. One of them cane one norning to ask me
to nmeet some eleven bills that | had scraw ed nmy name upon. My
signature was worth three thousand francs! Taking ne altogether, |
nysel f was not worth that amount. Sheriff's deputies rose up before
me, turning their callous faces upon ny despair, as the hangman

regards the crimnal to whom he says, 'It has just struck half-past
three.'" | was in the power of their clerks; they could scribble ny
nanme, drag it through the mre, and jeer at it. | was a defaulter. Has

a debtor any right to hinself? Could not other nen call me to account
for ny way of living? Wiy had | eaten puddings a |a chipolata? Wiy had
| iced nmy wine? Wiy had | slept, or wal ked, or thought, or anused
mysel f when | had not paid then?

"At any nmonment, in the mddle of a poem during sone train of thought,
or while | was gaily breakfasting in the pleasant conpany of ny
friends, | might look to see a gentlenman enter in a coat of chestnut-
brown, with a shabby hat in his hand. This gentleman's appearance
woul d signify my debt, the bill | had drawn; the spectre woul d conpel
me to | eave the table to speak to him blight nmy spirits, despoil me
of ny cheerful ness, of my mistress, of all | possessed, down to ny
very bedst ead.

"Renorse itself is nore easily endured. Renprse does not drive us into
the street nor into the prison of Sainte-Pelagie; it does not force us
into the detestable sink of vice. Renbrse only brings us to the
scaffol d, where the executioner invests us with a certain dignity; as
we pay the extreme penalty, everybody believes in our innocence; but
people will not credit a penniless prodigal with a single virtue.

"My debts had other incarnations. There is the kind that goes about on
two feet, in a green cloth coat, and blue spectacles, carrying
unbrel |l as of various hues; you cone face to face with himat the
corner of some street, in the mdst of your mirth. These have the

det est abl e prerogative of saying, 'M de Valentin owes ne sonething,
and does not pay. | have a hold on him He had better not show nme any
of fensive airs!' You must bow to your creditors, and noreover bow
politely. 'Wen are you going to pay ne?" say they. And you nust lie,
and beg noney of another man, and cringe to a fool seated on his
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strong-box, and receive sour |looks in return fromthese horse-| eeches;
a blow woul d be less hateful; you nmust put up with their crass

i gnorance and cal culating norality. A debt is a feat of the

i mgi native that they cannot appreciate. A borrower is often carried
away and over-mastered by generous inpul ses; nothing great, nothing
magnani nous can nove or dom nate those who live for noney, and
recogni ze nothing but nmoney. | nyself held noney in abhorrence.

"Or a bill may undergo a final transformation into sone neritorious
old man with a fam |y dependent upon him M/ creditor mght be a
living picture for Greuze, a paralytic with his children round him a
sol dier's w dow, hol ding out beseeching hands to me. Terrible
creditors are these with whom we are forced to synpathize, and when
their clainms are satisfied we owe thema further debt of assistance.

"The night before the bills fell due, | lay dowmm with the false calm
of those who sl eep before their approaching execution, or with a due
in prospect, rocked as they are by del usive hopes. But when | woke,
when | was cool and collected, when | found nyself inprisoned in a
banker's portfolio, and floundering in statements covered with red ink
--then ny debts sprang up everywhere, |ike grasshoppers, before ny
eyes. There were ny debts, ny clock, my arnchairs; ny debts were
inlaid in the very furniture which | liked best to use. These gentle

i nani mate slaves were to fall prey to the harpies of the Chatelet,
were to be carried off by the broker's nmen, and brutally thrown on the
mar ket. Ah, my property was a part of nyself!

"The sound of the door-bell rang through ny heart; while it seenmed to
strike at ne, where kings should be struck at--in the head. M ne was a
martyrdom w thout heaven for its reward. For a nagnani nous nature,
debt is a hell, and a hell, noreover, with sheriff's officers and
brokers in it. An undischarged debt is sonething nmean and sordid; it
is a beginning of knavery; it is sonething worse, it is alie; it
prepares the way for crime, and brings together the planks for the
scaffold. My bills were protested. Three days afterwards | net them
and this is how it happened.

"A specul ator cane, offering to buy the island in the Loire bel onging

to me, where ny nother lay buried. | closed with him Wwen | went to
his solicitor to sign the deeds, | felt a cavern-like chill in the
dark office that made ne shudder; it was the sane cold danpness that
had |aid hold upon ne at the brink of ny father's grave. | | ooked upon
this as an evil onmen. | seened to see the shade of my nother, and to

hear her voice. What power was it that nmade ny own nanme ring vaguely
inm ears, in spite of the clanmor of bells?

"The nmoney paid down for ny island, when all ny debts were di scharged,
left ne in possession of two thousand francs. | could now have
returned to the scholar's tranquil life, it is true; | could have gone
back to my garret after having gai ned an experience of life, with ny
head filled with the results of extensive observation, and with a
certain sort of reputation attaching to nme. But Foedora's hold upon
her victimwas not relaxed. We often nmet. | conpelled her admirers to
sound ny name in her ears, by dint of astonishing themw th ny

cl everness and success, with nmy horses and equi pages. It all found her
i npassi ve and uninterested; so did an ugly phrase of Rastignac's, 'He
is killing hinself for you.'
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"I charged the world at large with ny revenge, but | was not happy.
VWiile | was fathoming the miry depths of life, I only recognized the
nore keenly at all times the happiness of reciprocal affection; it was
a shadow that | followed through all that befell ne in ny
extravagance, and in my wldest nonents. It was nmy msfortune to be
deceived in nmy fairest beliefs, to be punished by ingratitude for
benefiting others, and to receive uncounted pleasures as the reward of
my errors--a sinister doctrine, but a true one for the prodigal

"The contagi ous | eprosy of Foedora's vanity had taken hold of ne at
last. | probed ny soul, and found it cankered and rotten. | bore the
mar ks of the devil's claw upon ny forehead. It was inpossible to nme
thenceforward to do without the incessant agitation of a life fraught
wi th danger at every nonent, or to dispense with the execrable
refinements of luxury. If | had possessed nmllions, | should stil
have ganbl ed, revel ed, and racketed about. | w shed never to be al one
with nyself, and | nust have false friends and courtesans, w ne and
good cheer to distract ne. The ties that attach a man to fanmly life

had been permanently broken for me. | had becone a galley-slave of
pl easure, and must acconplish ny destiny of suicide. During the |ast
days of ny prosperity, | spent every night in the nost incredible

excesses; but every norning death cast ne back upon life again.
woul d have taken a conflagration with as little concern as any nan

with a life annuity. However, | at last found nyself alone with a
twenty-franc piece; | bethought nme then of Rastignac's |uck----
"Eh, eh!----" Raphael exclained, interrupting hinmself, as he

remenbered the talisman and drew it from his pocket. Perhaps he was
wearied by the long day's strain, and had no nore strength |eft
wherewith to pilot his head through the seas of w ne and punch; or

per haps, exasperated by this synbol of his own existence, the torrent
of his own el oquence gradually overwhel med him Raphael becane excited
and elated and |ike one conpletely deprived of reason.

"The devil take death!" he shouted, brandi shing the skin; "I nmean to
l[ivel | amrich, | have every virtue; nothing will withstand nme. Wo
woul d not be generous, when everything is in his power? Aha! Aha! |

wi shed for two hundred thousand livres a year, and | shall have them
Bow down before ne, all of you, wallowing on the carpets like swine in

the mre! You all belong to me--a precious property truly! | amrich
| could buy you all, even the deputy snoring over there. Scum of
soci ety, give ne your benediction! | amthe Pope."

Raphael ' s vociferations had been hitherto drowned by a thorough-bass

of snores, but now they becane suddenly audi bl e. Most of the sleepers
started up with a cry, saw the cause of the disturbance on his feet,

tottering uncertainly, and cursed himin concert for a drunken

braw er.

"Silence!" shouted Raphael. "Back to your kennels, you dogs! Emile, |
have riches, I will give you Havana cigars!"

"I amlistening," the poet replied. "Death or Foedora! On with youl!
That sil ky Foedora deceived you. Wonen are all daughters of Eve. There
is nothing dramatic about that rigmarole of yours.™

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com

107



THE MAG C SKI'N

"Ah, but you were sleeping, slyboots."
"No--'Death or Foedoral'--1 have it!"

"Wake up!" Raphael shouted, beating Emile with the piece of shagreen
as if he neant to draw electric fluid out of it.

"TONNERRE! " said Em le, springing up and flinging his arms round

Raphael ; "my friend, remenber the sort of wonmen you are with."
"I ama mllionaire!”

"If you are not a mllionaire, you are nost certainly drunk."

"Drunk with power. | can kill you!--Silence! | am Nero! | am

Nebuchadnezzar!"

"But, Raphael, we are in queer conpany, and you ought to keep qui et
for the sake of your own dignity."

"My life has been silent too long. | nean to have ny revenge now on
the world at large. | will not anmuse nyself by squandering paltry
five-franc pieces; | will reproduce and sum up ny epoch by absorbing
human |ives, human m nds, and human souls. There are the treasures of
pestilence--that is no paltry kind of wealth, is it? | will westle
with fevers--yellow, blue, or green--with whole arnmies, with gibbets.
I can possess Foedora--Yet no, | do not want Foedora; she is a

di sease; | am dying of Foedora. | want to forget Foedora."

"I'f you keep on calling out like this, | shall take you into the

di ni ng-room "

"Do you see this skin? It is Solomon's will. Sol onon belongs to ne--a
little varlet of a king! Arabia is mine, Arabia Petraea to boot; and
the universe, and you too, if | choose. If | choose-- Ah! be careful

I can buy up all our journalist's shop; you shall be my valet. You
shall be my valet, you shall manage ny newspaper. Val et! VALET, that
is to say, free fromaches and pai ns, because he has no brains."

At the word, Emile carried Raphael off into the dining-room

"All right," he remarked; "yes, ny friend, | amyour valet. But you
are about to be editor-in-chief of a newspaper; so be quiet, and
behave properly, for ny sake. Have you no regard for ne?"

"Regard for you! You shall have Havana cigars, with this bit of
shagreen: always with this skin, this suprene bit of shagreen. It is a
cure for corns, and efficacious renmedy. Do you suffer? | will renove
them ™

"Never have | known you so sensel ess----'

"Senseless, nmy friend? Not at all. This skin contracts whenever | form
a wish--"tis a paradox. There is a Brahm n underneath it! The Brahm n
must be a droll fellow, for our desires, |ook you, are bound to
expand----"
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"Yes, yes----"
"I tell you----"

"Yes, yes, very true, | amaquite of your opinion--our desires
expand----"

"The skin, | tell you."

"Yes.

"You don't believe me. | know you, ny friend; you are as full of lies
as a new made king."

"How can you expect ne to follow your drunken nmaunderi ngs?"

“I will bet you |l can prove it. Let us neasure it----

"CGoodness! he will never get off to sleep,” exclainmed Enile, as he
wat ched Raphael rummagi ng busily in the dining-room

Thanks to the peculiar clearness with which external objects are
sonmetinmes projected on an inebriated brain, in sharp contrast to its
own obscure imaginings, Valentin found an i nkstand and a tabl e- napki n,
with the quickness of a nonkey, repeating all the tine:

"Let us measure it! Let us measure it!"

"Al'l right," said Emile; "let us neasure it!"

The two friends spread out the table-napkin and laid the Magic Skin
upon it. As Emile's hand appeared to be steadi er than Raphael's, he
drew a line with pen and ink round the talisman, while his friend

sai d:

"I wished for an incone of two hundred thousand livres, didn't |?

Well, when that comes, you will observe a m ghty dim nution of ny
chagrin.”
"Yes--now go to sleep. Shall | meke you confortable on that sofa? Now

then, are you all right?"

"Yes, ny nursling of the press. You shall anuse nme; you shall drive
the flies away fromne. The friend of adversity should be the friend
of prosperity. So |l will give you some Hava--na--cig----"

"Cone, now, sleep. Sleep off your gold, you mllionaire!"

"You! sleep off your paragraphs! Good-night! Say good-night to
Nebuchadnezzar!--Love! Wne! France!--glory and tr--treas----"

Very soon the snorings of the two friends were added to the nmusic with
whi ch the roonms resounded--an ineffectual concert! The lights went out
one by one, their crystal sconces cracking in the final flare. N ght

t hrew dark shadows over this prolonged revelry, in which Raphael's
narrative had been a second orgy of speech, of words w thout ideas, of
i deas for which words had often been | acking.

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com




THE MAG C SKI'N

Towar ds noon, next day, the fair Aquilina bestirred herself. She
yawned wearily. She had slept with her head upon a painted vel vet
footstool, and her cheeks were nottled over by contact with the
surface. Her novenent awoke Euphrasia, who suddenly sprang up with a
hoarse cry; her pretty face, that had been so fresh and fair in the
eveni ng, was sallow now and pallid; she | ooked |ike a candidate for
the hospital. The rest awoke al so by degrees, with portentous
groanings, to feel thenselves over in every stiffened linb, and to
experience the infinite varieties of weariness that wei ghed upon them

A servant came in to throw back the shutters and open the w ndows.
There they all stood, brought back to consciousness by the warmrays
of sunlight that shone upon the sleepers' heads. Their nobvenents
during slunmber had di sordered the el aborately arranged hair and
toilettes of the wonen. They presented a ghastly spectacle in the

bri ght daylight. Their hair fell ungracefully about them their eyes,
lately so brilliant, were heavy and dim the expression of their faces
was entirely changed. The sickly hues, which daylight brings out so
strongly, were frightful. An olive tint had crept over the |ynphatic
faces, so fair and soft when in repose; the dainty red |lips were grown
pale and dry, and bore tokens of the degradation of excess. Each

di sowned his m stress of the night before; the wonen | ooked wan and

di scolored, like flowers tranpled under foot by a passing procession

The nmen who scorned them | ooked even nore horrible. Those human faces
woul d have made you shudder. The holl ow eyes with the dark circles
round them seened to see nothing; they were dull with w ne and
stupefied with heavy slunmbers that had been exhausting rather than
refreshing. There was an indescribable ferocious and stolid bestiality
about these haggard faces, where bare physical appetite appeared shorn
of all the poetical illusion with which the intellect invests it. Even
these fearl ess chanpions, accustoned to neasure thenselves with
excess, were struck with horror at this awakeni ng of vice, stripped of
its disguises, at being confronted thus with sin, the skeleton in
rags, lifeless and hollow, bereft of the sophistries of the intellect
and the enchantments of |uxury. Artists and courtesans scrutinized in
silence and with haggard gl ances the surroundi ng di sorder, the roons
where everything had been | aid waste, at the havoc w ought by heated
passi ons.

Denoni ac | aughter broke out when Taillefer, catching the snothered
murmurs of his guests, tried to greet themwith a grin. H's darkly

flushed, perspiring countenance | ooned upon this pandenonium |ike the
i mmge of a crinme that knows no renorse (see L' Auberge Rouge). The
pi cture was conplete. A picture of a foul life in the mdst of |uxury,

a hideous m xture of the ponp and squal or of humanity; an awakening
after the frenzy of Debauch has crushed and squeezed all the fruits of
life in her strong hands, till nothing but unsightly refuse is left to
her, and lies in which she believes no longer. You m ght have thought
of Death gloating over a famly stricken with the plague.

The sweet scents and dazzling lights, the mrth and the excitenent
were all no nore; disgust with its nauseous sensations and searching
phi | osophy was there instead. The sun shone in like truth, the pure
outer air was like virtue; in contrast with the heated atnosphere,
heavy with the funmes of the previous night of revelry.
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Accustoned as they were to their life, many of the girls thought of
ot her days and ot her wakings; pure and innocent days when they | ooked
out and saw the roses and honeysuckl e about the casenment, and the
fresh countryside without enraptured by the glad nmusic of the skylark
while earth lay in msts, lighted by the dawmn, and in all the
glittering radi ance of dew. Others imagined the fam |y breakfast, the
father and children round the table, the innocent |aughter, the
unspeakabl e charm that pervaded it all, the sinple hearts and their
neal as sinple.

An artist nmused upon his quiet studio, on his statue in its severe
beauty, and the graceful nodel who was waiting for him A young man
recollected a lawsuit on which the fortunes of a famly hung, and an

i mportant transaction that needed his presence. The scholar regretted
his study and that noble work that called for him Enile appeared just
then as smiling, bloomng, and fresh as the smartest assistant in a
fashi onabl e shop.

"You are all as ugly as bailiffs. You won't be fit for anything
to-day, so this day is lost, and | vote for breakfast.”

At this Taillefer went out to give sone orders. The wonen went
languidly up to the mirrors to set their toilettes in order. Each one
shook herself. The wilder sort |lectured the steadier ones. The
courtesans nmade fun of those who | ooked unable to continue the

boi sterous festivity; but these wan forns revived all at once, stood
in groups, and tal ked and sniled. Sone servants quickly and adroitly
set the furniture and everything else in its place, and a magnificent
br eakfast was got ready.

The guests hurried into the dining-room Everything there bore

i ndel i ble marks of yesterday's excess, it is true, but there were at
any rate sone traces of ordinary, rational existence, such traces as
may be found in a sick man's dying struggles. And so the revelry was

| aid away and buried, like carnival of a Shrove Tuesday, by masks
wearied out with dancing, drunk with drunkenness, and quite ready to
be persuaded of the pleasures of |assitude, |est they should be forced
to admt their exhaustion.

As soon as these bold spirits surrounded the capitalist's breakfast-
tabl e, Cardot appeared. He had left the rest to make a night of it
after the dinner, and finished the evening after his own fashion in
the retirement of domestic life. Just now a sweet snile wandered over
his features. He seenmed to have a presentinent that there would be
some inheritance to sanple and divide, involving inventories and
engrossing; an inheritance rich in fees and deeds to draw up, and
sonmething as juicy as the trenbling fillet of beef in which their host
had just plunged his knife.

"Ch, ho! we are to have breakfast in the presence of a notary," cried
Cur sy.

"You have conme here just at the right time," said the banker
i ndi cating the breakfast; "you can jot down the nunmbers, and initia
off all the dishes."
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"There is no will to make here, but contracts of narriage there may

be, perhaps,” said the scholar, who had nmade a satisfactory
arrangenent for the first tinme in twelve nonths.

"Ch! Onh!"

“Ah!  Ah!"

"One nonent," cried Cardot, fairly deafened by a chorus of wetched
jokes. "I came here on serious business. | ambringing six mllions
for one of you." (Dead silence.) "Monsieur," he went on, turning to
Raphael , who at the nonment was uncerenoniously wi ping his eyes on a
corner of the tabl e-napkin, "was not your nother a Mle. O Flaharty?"

"Yes," said Raphael nechanically enough; "Barbara Mrie."

"Have you your certificate of birth about you," Cardot went on, "and

Mre. de Valentin's as wel | ?"
"l believe so."

"Very well then, nonsieur; you are the sole heir of Major O Flaharty,
who died in August 1828 at Calcutta."

"An incalcuttable fortune," said the critic.

"The Maj or having bequeat hed several anmpunts to public institutions in

his will, the French Governnment sent in a claimfor the remainder to
the East India Conpany,” the notary continued. "The estate is clear
and ready to be transferred at this nonent. | have been | ooking in

vain for the heirs and assigns of Mle. Barbara Marie O Flaharty for a
fortni ght past, when yesterday at dinner----"

Just then Raphael suddenly staggered to his feet; he | ooked |ike a man
who has just received a blow Acclamation took the form of silence,
for stifled envy had been the first feeling in every breast, and al
eyes devoured himlike flames. Then a nurnur rose, and grew |like the
voi ce of a discontented audience, or the first mutterings of a riot,
as everybody made sone conment on this news of great wealth brought by
the notary.

Thi s abrupt subservience of fate brought Raphael thoroughly to his
senses. He immedi ately spread out the tabl e-napkin with which he had
lately taken the neasure of the piece of shagreen. He heeded nothing
as he laid the talismn upon it, and shuddered involuntarily at the
sight of a slight difference between the present size of the skin and
the outline traced upon the linen

"Why, what is the matter with hin?' Taillefer cried. "He cones by his
fortune very cheaply."”

"Soutiens-le Chatillon!" said Bixiou to Emle. "The joy will kil

him"

A ghastly white hue overspread every line of the wan features of the
heir-at-law. His face was drawn, every outline grew haggard; the
hollows in his livid countenance grew deeper, and his eyes were fixed
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and staring. He was facing Death.

The opul ent banker, surrounded by faded wonen, and faces with satiety
written on them the enjoynment that had reached the pitch of agony,
was a living illustration of his own life.

Raphael | ooked thrice at the talisman, which lay passively within the
merciless outlines on the tabl e-napkin; he tried not to believe it,

but his incredulity vanished utterly before the Iight of an inner
presentiment. The whole world was his; he could have all things, but
the will to possess themwas utterly extinct. Like a traveler in the

m dst of the desert, with but a little water left to quench his

thirst, he nust nmeasure his life by the draughts he took of it. He saw
what every desire of his nmust cost himin the days of his life. He
believed in the powers of the Magic Skin at last, he |istened to every
breath he drew, he felt ill already; he asked hinself:

“"Am | not consunptive? Did not my nother die of a |lung conplaint?"

"Aha, Raphael! what fun you will have! What will you give ne?" asked
Aqui | i na.

"Here's to the death of his uncle, Major O Flaharty! There is a man
for you."

"He will be a peer of France."

"Pooh! what is a peer of France since July?" said the amateur critic.
"Are you going to take a box at the Bouffons?"

"You are going to treat us all, | hope?" put in Bixiou.

“"A man of his sort will be sure to do things in style," said Emle.

The hurrah set up by the jovial assenbly rang in Valentin's ears, but
he coul d not grasp the sense of a single word. Vague thoughts crossed
himof the Breton peasant's |life of nechanical [abor, w thout a w sh
of any kind; he pictured himburdened with a famly, tilling the soil,
l'iving on buckwheat neal, drinking cider out of a pitcher, believing
in the Virgin and the King, taking the sacrament at Easter, dancing of
a Sunday on the green sward, and understandi ng never a word of the
rector's sernon. The actual scene that lay before him the gil ded
furniture, the courtesans, the feast itself, and the surroundi ng

spl endors, seened to catch himby the throat and made hi m cough

"Do you wi sh for some asparagus?" the banker cried.
"I WSH FOR NOTHI NG " thundered Raphael .

"Bravo!" Taill efer exclainmed; "you understand your position; a fortune
confers the privilege of being inpertinent. You are one of us.
Gentlenmen, let us drink to the mght of gold!l M Valentin here, six
times a mllionaire, has becone a power. He is a king, like all the
rich; everything is at his disposal, everything lies under his feet.
Fromthis time forth the axiomthat 'all Frenchnmen are alike in the
eyes of the law," is for hima fib at the head of the Constitutiona
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Charter. He is not going to obey the law--the law is going to obey
him There are neither scaffolds nor executioners for mllionaires."

"Yes, there are," said Raphael; "they are their own executioners."”
"Here is another victimof prejudices!" cried the banker

"Let us drink!" Raphael said, putting the talismn into his pocket.
"What are you doi ng?" said Enile, checking his novenent. "GCentlenen,"”

he added, addressing the conpany, who were rather taken aback by
Raphael ' s behavior, "you must know that our friend Val entin here--what

am | saying?--1 nmean ny Lord Marquis de Valentin--is in the possession
of a secret for obtaining wealth. His wishes are fulfilled as soon as
he knows them He will make us all rich together, or he is a flunkey,

and devoid of all decent feeling."

"Oh, Raphael dear, | should |ike a set of pearl ornanments!" Euphrasia
excl ai med.

"If he has any gratitude in him he will give nme a couple of carriages
with fast steppers,” said Aquilina.

"Wsh for a hundred thousand a year for nme!"
"I ndi an shaw s!"

"Pay ny debts!"”

"Send an apoplexy to my uncle, the old stick!"

"Ten thousand a year in the funds, and I'l|l cry quits with you,
Raphael I'"

"Deeds of gift and no m stake," was the notary's conment.

"He ought, at least, torid ne of the gout!"”

"Lower the funds!" shouted the banker

These phrases flew about |ike the |ast discharge of rockets at the end
of a display of fireworks; and were uttered, perhaps, nmore in earnest
than in jest.

"My good friend," Enmile said solemly, "I shall be quite satisfied
with an income of two hundred thousand livres. Please to set about it
at once."

"Do you not know the cost, Enmile?" asked Raphael

"A nice excuse!" the poet cried; "ought we not to sacrifice ourselves
for our friends?"

"I have alnmpbst a mind to wish that you all were dead," Val entin nmade
answer, with a dark, inscrutable | ook at his boon conpanions.

"Dying people are frightfully cruel,"” said Emle, laughing. "You are
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rich now," he went on gravely; "very well, | will give you two nonths
at nost before you grow vilely selfish. You are so dense al ready that
you cannot understand a joke. You have only to go a little further to
believe in your Magic Skin."

Raphael kept silent, fearing the banter of the conpany; but he drank
i moderately, trying to drown in intoxication the recollection of his
fatal power.

11
THE AGONY

In the early days of Decenber an old man of sone seventy years of age
pursued his way along the Rue de Varenne, in spite of the falling
rain. He peered up at the door of each house, trying to discover the
address of the Marquis Raphael de Valentin, in a sinple, childlike
fashion, and with the abstracted | ook peculiar to philosophers. H's
face plainly showed traces of a struggle between a heavy nortification
and an authoritative nature; his long, gray hair hung in disorder
about a face like a piece of parchnent shriveling in the fire. If a
pai nter had cone upon this curious character, he would, no doubt, have
transferred himto his sketchbook on his return, a thin, bony figure,
clad in black, and have inscribed beneath it: "Cl assical poet in
search of a rhynme." Wen he had identified the nunber that had been
given to him this reincarnation of Rollin knocked neekly at the door
of a splendid mansion

"lI's Monsi eur Raphael in?" the worthy man inquired of the Swiss in
livery.

"My Lord the Marquis sees nobody," said the servant, swallow ng a huge
norsel that he had just dipped in a |arge bow of coffee.

"There is his carriage," said the elderly stranger, pointing to a fine
equi page that stood under the wooden canopy that sheltered the steps
before the house, in place of a striped |linen awning. "He is going
out; I will wait for him?"

"Then you mght wait here till to-norrow norning, old boy," said the
Swiss. "A carriage is always waiting for nonsieur. Please to go away.
If | were to let any stranger conme into the house without orders, |
shoul d | ose an incone of six hundred francs."

A tall old man, in a costume not unlike that of a subordinate in the
Civil Service, came out of the vestibule and hurried part of the way
down the steps, while he nmade a survey of the astonished elderly
applicant for adm ssion.

"What is nore, here is M Jonathan," the Swi ss renarked; "speak to
him"

Fell ow-feeling of some kind, or curiosity, brought the two old nen
together in a central space in the great entrance-court. A few bl ades
of grass were growing in the crevices of the pavenent; a terrible
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silence reigned in that great house. The sight of Jonathan's face
woul d have made you | ong to understand the mystery that brooded over
it, and that was announced by the smallest trifles about the

nmel anchol y pl ace.

When Raphael inherited his uncle's vast estate, his first care had
been to seek out the old and devoted servitor of whose affection he
knew that he was secure. Jonathan had wept tears of joy at the sight
of his young master, of whom he thought he had taken a final farewell
and when the marquis exalted himto the high office of steward, his
happi ness coul d not be surpassed. So old Jonathan becane an

i nternedi ary power between Raphael and the world at |arge. He was the
absol ute di sposer of his master's fortune, the blind instrunment of an
unknown will, and a sixth sense, as it were, by which the enotions of
life were communi cated to Raphael

"I should like to speak with M Raphael, sir," said the elderly person
to Jonathan, as he clinbed up the steps sonme way, into a shelter from
the rain.

"To speak with my Lord the Marquis?" the steward cried. "He scarcely
speaks even to ne, his foster-father!"”

"But | amlikewi se his foster-father," said the old man. "If your wfe
was his foster-nother, | fed himnyself with the mlk of the Mises. He
is my nursling, my child, carus alumus! | formed his mind, cultivated
hi s understandi ng, devel oped his genius, and, | venture to say it, to
my own honor and glory. |Is he not one of the npbst remarkable nen of
our epoch? He was one of my pupils in tw |ower forns, and in
rhetoric. I amhis professor.™

"Ah, sir, then you are M Porriquet?"
"Exactly, sir, but----"

"Hush! hush!" Jonathan called to two underlings, whose voices broke
t he nonastic silence that shrouded the house.

"But is the Marquis ill, sir?" the professor continued.

"My dear sir," Jonathan replied, "Heaven only knows what is the matter
with nmy nmaster. You see, there are not a couple of houses |ike ours
anywhere in Paris. Do you understand? Not two houses. Faith, that
there are not. My Lord the Marquis had this hotel purchased for him
it formerly belonged to a duke and a peer of France; then he spent
three hundred t housand francs over furnishing it. That's a good deal
you know, three hundred thousand francs! But every roomin the house
is a perfect wonder. 'Good,' said | to nyself when | saw this

magni ficence; "it is just like it used to be in the tinme of ny |ord,
his | ate grandfather; and the young marquis is going to entertain al
Paris and the Court!' Nothing of the kind! My lord refused to see any
one whatever. 'Tis a funny life that he |l eads, M Porriquet, you
understand. An inconciliable life. He rises every day at the sane
time. | amthe only person, you see, that may enter his room | open
all the shutters at seven o'clock, sumer or winter. It is al
arranged very oddly. As | cone in | say to him
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"You nust get up and dress, ny Lord Marquis.'

"Then he rises and dresses hinself. | have to give himhis dressing-
gown, and it is always after the sane pattern, and of the sane
material. | amobliged to replace it when it can be used no | onger

sinply to save himthe trouble of asking for a new one. A queer fancy!
As a matter of fact, he has a thousand francs to spend every day, and
he does as he pleases, the dear child. And besides, | amso fond of
himthat if he gave me a box on the ear on one side, | should hold out
the other to him The nost difficult things he will tell me to do, and
yet | do them you know He gives nme a lot of trifles to attend to,
that | amwell set to work! He reads the newspapers, doesn't he? Well
my instructions are to put them always in the same place, on the sane
table. | always go at the same hour and shave himnyself; and don't |
trenbl e! The cook would forfeit the annuity of a thousand crowns that
he is to cone into after ny lord's death, if breakfast is not served
inconciliably at ten o' clock precisely. The nenus are drawn up for the
whol e year round, day after day. My Lord the Marquis has not a thing
to wish for. He has strawberries whenever there are any, and he has
the earliest mackerel to be had in Paris. The programre is printed
every norning. He knows his dinner by rote. In the next place, he
dresses hinmself at the same hour, in the sane clothes, the same |inen
that | always put on the sane chair, you understand? | have to see
that he always has the sane cloth; and if it should happen that his
coat cane to grief (a nere supposition), | should have to replace it
by another without saying a word about it to him If it is fine, | go
in and say to nmy naster:

"You ought to go out, sir

"He says Yes, or No. If he has a notion that he will go out, he
doesn't wait for his horses; they are always ready harnessed; the
coachman stops there inconciliably, whip in hand, just as you see him
out there. In the evening, after dinner, ny master goes one day to the
Opera, the other to the Ital----no, he hasn't yet gone to the
Italiens, though, for | could not find a box for himuntil yesterday.
Then he cones in at eleven o' clock precisely, to go to bed. At any
time in the day when he has nothing to do, he reads--he is always
readi ng, you see--it is a notion he has. My instructions are to read
the Journal de la Librairie before he sees it, and to buy new books,
so that he finds themon his chi mey-piece on the very day that they
are published. | have orders to go into his roomevery hour or so, to
| ook after the fire and everything else, and to see that he wants
nothing. He gave ne a little book, sir, to learn off by heart, with
all nmy duties witten in it--a regular catechisml In sumer | have to
keep a cool and even tenperature with blocks of ice and at all seasons
to put fresh flowers all about. He is rich! He has a thousand francs
to spend every day; he can indulge his fancies! And he hadn't even
necessaries for so long, poor child! He doesn't annoy anybody; he is
as good as gold; he never opens his nouth, for instance; the house and
garden are absolutely silent. In short, my master has not a single

wi sh left; everything conmes in the twi nkling of an eye, if he raises
hi s hand, and | NSTANTER. Quite right, too. If servants are not | ooked
after, everything falls into confusion. You would never believe the

| engt hs he goes about things. His rooms are all--what do you cal
it?--er--er--en suite. Very well; just suppose, now, that he opens his
room door or the door of his study; presto! all the other doors fly
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open of thenselves by a patent contrivance; and then he can go from
one end of the house to the other and not find a single door shut;
which is all very nice and pleasant and convenient for us great folk!
But, on ny word, it cost us a |lot of noney! And, after all, M
Porriquet, he said to ne at |ast:

" "Jonathan, you will look after nme as if | were a baby in |ong
clothes,' Yes, sir, 'long clothes!' those were his very words. 'You
will think of all my requirenments for ne.'" | amthe naster, so to

speak, and he is the servant, you understand? The reason of it? Ah, ny
word, that is just what nobody on earth knows but hinself and God
Almghty. It is quite inconciliablel”

"He is witing a poem" exclained the old professor

"You think he is witing a poem sir? It's a very absorbing affair
then! But, you know, | don't think he is. He wants to vergetate. Only
yesterday he was | ooking at a tulip while he was dressing, and he said
to ne:

" "There is ny owm life--1 amvergetating, my poor Jonathan.' Now,
some of theminsist that that is nonomania. It is inconciliable!™

"All this makes it very clear to me, Jonathan," the professor
answered, with a magisterial solemity that greatly inpressed the old
servant, "that your master is absorbed in a great work. He is deep in
vast neditations, and has no wish to be distracted by the petty
preoccupations of ordinary life. A man of genius forgets everything
anong his intellectual |abors. One day the fanbus Newton----"

"Newt on?--oh, ah! | don't know the nane," said Jonat han

"Newt on, a great geonetrician," Porriquet went on, "once sat for
twenty-four hours |eaning his el bow on the table; when he enmerged from
hi s musings, he was a day out in his reckoning, just as if he had been
sleeping. | will go to see him dear lad; | may perhaps be of sone use
to him™"

"Not for a noment!" Jonathan cried. "Not though you were King of

France--1 nean the real old one. You could not go in unless you forced
the doors open and wal ked over ny body. But | will go and tell himyou
are here, M Porriquet, and | will put it to himlike this, 'Qught he
to come up?' And he will say Yes or No. | never say, 'Do you wi sh?" or
"WIIl you?" or 'Do you want?' Those words are scratched out of the

dictionary. He let out at ne once with a 'Do you want to kill ne?'" he

was so very angry."

Jonat han left the old school master in the vestibule, signing to himto
come no further, and soon returned with a favorable answer. He |l ed the
ol d gentleman through one nagnificent room after another, where every
door stood open. At |ast Porriquet beheld his pupil at sone distance
seated beside the fire.

Raphael was reading the paper. He sat in an arnchair wapped in a

dressing-gown with some |arge pattern on it. The intense nel ancholy
t hat preyed upon him could be discerned in his |anguid posture and
feeble frame; it was depicted on his brow and white face; he | ooked
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i ke some plant bl eached by darkness. There was a kind of effem nate
grace about him the fancies peculiar to wealthy invalids were al so
noti ceabl e. Hi s hands were soft and white, like a pretty woman's; he
wore his fair hair, now grown scanty, curled about his tenples with a
refinement of vanity.

The Greek cap that he wore was pulled to one side by the weight of its
tassel; too heavy for the light material of which it was nmade. He had
et the paper-knife fall at his feet, a nmalachite blade with gold
nounting, which he had used to cut the | eaves of the book. The anber
nmout hpi ece of a magnificent Indian hookah Iay on his knee; the
enaneled coils lay like a serpent in the room but he had forgotten to
draw out its fresh perfunme. And yet there was a conplete contradiction
bet ween the general feebleness of his young frame and the bl ue eyes,
where all his vitality seened to dwell; an extraordinary intelligence
seened to | ook out fromthemand to grasp everything at once.

That expression was painful to see. Some woul d have read despair in
it, and others sonme inner conflict terrible as renorse. It was the

i nscrut abl e gl ance of hel pl essness that nust perforce consign its
desires to the depths of its own heart; or of a miser enjoying in

i mgi nation all the pleasures that his noney could procure for him
whil e he declines to | essen his hoard; the | ook of a bound Pronetheus,
of the fallen Napol eon of 1815, when he | earned at the Elysee the
strategi cal blunder that his enem es had nade, and asked for twenty-
four hours of command in vain; or rather it was the sane | ook that
Raphael had turned upon the Seine, or upon his |last piece of gold at
the gam ng-table only a few nonths ago.

He was submitting his intelligence and his will to the honely comon-
sense of an old peasant whom fifty years of donmestic service had
scarcely civilized. He had given up all the rights of life in order to
live; he had despoiled his soul of all the romance that lies in a

wi sh; and al nost rejoiced at thus becom ng a sort of automaton. The
better to struggle with the cruel power that he had chal l enged, he had
foll owed Origen's exanple, and had mai med and chastened his

i magi nati on.

The day after he had seen the dimnution of the Magic Skin, at his
sudden accessi on of wealth, he happened to be at his notary's house. A
wel | - known physician had told them quite seriously, at dessert, how a
Swi ss attacked by consunption had cured hinself. The man had never
spoken a word for ten years, and had conpelled hinself to draw six
breaths only, every mnute, in the close atnosphere of a cow- house,
adhering all the time to a reginmen of exceedingly light diet. "I wll
be like that man," thought Raphael to hinself. He wanted life at any
price, and so he led the life of a machine in the mdst of all the

[ uxury around him

The ol d professor confronted this youthful corpse and shuddered; there
seened sonet hi ng unnatural about the neagre, enfeebled frane. In the
Marqui s, with his eager eyes and careworn forehead, he could hardly
recogni ze the fresh-cheeked and rosy pupil with the active |inbs, whom
he renenbered. If the worthy cl assicist, sage critic, and genera
preserver of the traditions of correct taste had read Byron, he would
have thought that he had come on a Manfred when he | ooked to find
Chi | de Harol d.
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"Good day, pere Porriquet," said Raphael, pressing the old
school master's frozen fingers in his own danp ones; "how are you?"

"I amvery well," replied the other, alarnmed by the touch of that
feverish hand. "But how about you?"

"Ch, | amhoping to keep nyself in health."

"You are engaged in sone great work, no doubt?"

"No, " Raphael answered. "Exegi nonumentum pere Porriquet; | have
contri buted an i nportant page to science, and have now bi dden her
farewel |l for ever. | scarcely know where ny nmanuscript is."

"The style is no doubt correct?" queried the school master. "You,
hope, woul d never have adopted the barbarous | anguage of the new
school, which fancies it has worked such wonders by di scovering

Ronsard! "

"My work treats of physiology pure and sinple.”

"Ch, then, there is no nore to be said," the school naster answered.
"Grammar nust yield to the exigencies of discovery. Neverthel ess,
young nman, a lucid and harnoni ous style--the diction of Massillon, of
M de Buffon, of the great Racine--a classical style, in short, can
never spoil anything----But, my friend," the school master interrupted
himsel f, "I was forgetting the object of my visit, which concerns ny
own interests.”

Too | ate Raphael recalled to mind the verbose el oquence and el egant
circum ocutions which in a long professorial career had grown habitua
to his old tutor, and al nost regretted that he had admitted hiny but
just as he was about to wish to see himsafely outside, he pronptly
suppressed his secret desire with a stealthy glance at the Magic Skin.
It hung there before him fastened down upon some white naterial
surrounded by a red line accurately traced about its prophetic
outlines. Since that fatal carouse, Raphael had stifled every | east
whim and had lived so as not to cause the slightest novenent in the
terrible talisman. The Magic Skin was |ike a tiger with which he nust
live without exciting its ferocity. He bore patiently, therefore, with
the ol d schoolnmaster's prolixity.

Porriquet spent an hour in telling himabout the persecutions directed
agai nst him ever since the Revolution of July. The worthy man, having
a liking for strong governments, had expressed the patriotic w sh that
grocers should be left to their counters, statesmen to the managenent
of public business, advocates to the Palais de Justice, and peers of
France to the Luxenbourg; but one of the popularity-seeking mnisters
of the Citizen King had ousted himfromhis chair, on an accusation of
Carlism and the old man now found hinmself w thout pension or post,
and with no bread to eat. As he played the part of guardian angel to a
poor nephew, for whose schooling at Saint Sul pice he was payi ng, he
came | ess on his own account than for his adopted child s sake, to
entreat his former pupil's interest with the new ninister. He did not
ask to be reinstated, but only for a position at the head of sone
provi nci al school
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(QRaphael had fallen a victimto unconquerabl e drowsi ness by the tine
that the worthy man's nonotonous voice ceased to sound in his ears.
Civility had conpelled himto | ook at the pale and unnovi ng eyes of
the deliberate and tedious old narrator, till he hinself had reached
stupefaction, magnetized in an inexplicable way by the power of
inertia.

"Well, ny dear pere Porriquet," he said, not very certain what the
guestion was to which he was replying, "but I can do nothing for you,
nothing at all. I WSH VERY HEARTILY that you may succeed----"

All at once, wi thout seeing the change wwought on the old man's sal |l ow
and winkled brow by these conventional phrases, full of indifference
and sel fishness, Raphael sprang to his feet like a startled roebuck

He saw a thin white |line between the black piece of hide and the red
tracing about it, and gave a cry so fearful that the poor professor
was frightened by it.

"ad fool! Go!" he cried. "You will be appointed as headnaster!

Coul dn't you have asked ne for an annuity of a thousand crowns rather
than a murderous w sh? Your visit would have cost ne nothing. There
are a hundred thousand situations to be had in France, but | have only
one life. Amn's |life is worth nore than all the situations in the
wor | d. - - Jonat han! "

Jonat han appear ed.

"This is your doing, double-distilled idiot! Wat nmade you suggest
that | should see M Porriquet?" and he pointed to the old man, who
was petrified with fright. "Did I put myself in your hands for you to
tear me in pieces? You have just shortened ny life by ten years!

Anot her bl under of this kind, and you will lay ne where | have laid ny
father. Wuld | not far rather have possessed the beautiful Foedora?
And | have obliged that old hulk instead--that rag of humanity! | had
noney enough for him And, nmoreover, if all the Porriquets in the
worl d were dying of hunger, what is that to ne?"

Raphael 's face was white with anger; a slight froth marked his
trenbling lips; there was a savage gleamin his eyes. The two el ders
shook with terror in his presence like two children at the sight of a
snake. The young man fell back in his arnchair, a kind of reaction
took place in him the tears flowed fast fromhis angry eyes.

"Oh, ny life!" he cried, "that fair life of mine. Never to know a
ki ndly thought again, to |ove no nore; nothing is left to nme!"

He turned to the professor and went on in a gentle voice--"The harmis
done, ny old friend. Your services have been well repaid; and ny

m sfortune has at any rate contributed to the welfare of a good and
wort hy man."

Hi s tones betrayed so nmuch feeling that the alnost unintelligible
words drew tears fromthe two old nen, such tears as are shed over
some pathetic song in a foreign tongue.
"He is epileptic,”™ muttered Porriquet.
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"1 understand your kind intentions, my friend," Raphael answered

gently. "You would nmake excuses for nme. Ill-health cannot be hel ped,
but ingratitude is a grievous fault. Leave ne now," he added. "To-
norrow or the next day, or possibly to-night, you will receive your

appoi nt nent; Resi stance has triunphed over Mtion. Farewell."

The ol d school naster went away, full of keen apprehension as to

Val entin's sanity. Athrill of horror ran through him there had been
sonet hi ng supernatural, he thought, in the scene he had passed

t hrough. He could hardly believe his own inpressions, and questioned
them |i ke one awakened from a pai nful dream

"Now attend to nme, Jonathan," said the young man to his old servant.
"Try to understand the charge confided to you."

"Yes, ny Lord Marquis."
"I amas a man outlawed from humanity."
"Yes, ny Lord Marquis."

"All the pleasures of |ife disport thenselves round ny bed of death,
and dance about me like fair wonmen; but if | beckon to them | nust
di e. Death always confronts ne. You nust be the barrier between the
world and ne."

"Yes, ny Lord Marquis," said the old servant, w ping the drops of
perspiration fromhis winkled forehead. "But if you don't wi sh to see
pretty wonen, how will you manage at the Italiens this evening? An
English famly is returning to London, and | have taken their box for
the rest of the season, and it is in a splendid position--superb; in
the first row

Raphael , deep in his own deep nusings, paid no attention to him

Do you see that splendid equi page, a brougham painted a dark brown
color, but with the arms of an ancient and noble famly shining from

t he panels? As it rolls past, all the shop-girls admre it, and | ook
longingly at the yellow satin lining, the rugs fromla Savonnerie, the
dai nti ness and freshness of every detail, the silken cushions and
tightly-fitting glass windows. Two |iveried footmen are nounted behind
this aristocratic carriage; and within, a head |ies back anong the

sil ken cushions, the feverish face and holl ow eyes of Raphael

nmel ancholy and sad. Enbl em of the doom of wealth! He flies across
Paris like a rocket, and reaches the peristyle of the Theatre Favart.
The passers-by make way for him the two footnmen help himto alight,
an envious crowd | ooking on the while.

"What has that fellow done to be so rich?" asks a poor |aw student,
who cannot listen to the nmagical nusic of Rossini for lack of a five-
franc piece.

Raphael wal ked slowy al ong the gangway; he expected no enjoynent from
t hese pl easures he had once coveted so eagerly. In the interval before
t he second act of Semiram de he wal ked up and down in the | obby, and

along the corridors, |eaving his box, which he had not yet entered, to
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| ook after itself. The instinct of property was dead within him

al ready. Like all invalids, he thought of nothing but his own
sufferings. He was | eani ng agai nst the chi mey-piece in the greenroom
A group had gathered about it of dandies, young and old, of mnisters,
of peers without peerages, and peerages w thout peers, for so the
Revol ution of July had ordered matters. Anpbng a host of adventurers
and journalists, in fact, Raphael beheld a strange, unearthly figure a
few paces away anong the crowd. He went towards this grotesque object
to see it better, half-closing his eyes with exceeding
superci |l i ousness.

"What a wonderful bit of painting!"™ he said to hinself. The stranger's
hair and eyebrows and a Mazarin tuft on the chin had been dyed bl ack
but the result was a spurious, glossy, purple tint that varied its
hues according to the light; the hair had been too white, no doubt, to
take the preparation. Anxiety and cunning were depicted in the narrow,
insignificant face, with its winkles incrusted by thick |ayers of red
and white paint. This red enanel, |acking on sone portions of his
face, strongly brought out his natural feebleness and |livid hues. It
was inpossible not to snle at this visage with the protuberant
forehead and pointed chin, a face not unlike those grotesque wooden
figures that German herdsmen carve in their spare noments.

An attentive observer | ooking from Raphael to this elderly Adonis
woul d have remarked a young nman's eyes set in a mask of age, in the
case of the Marquis, and in the other case the dimeyes of age peering
forth frombehind a nmask of youth. Valentin tried to recoll ect when
and where he had seen this little old nman before. He was thin
fastidiously cravatted, booted and spurred |ike one-and-twenty; he
crossed his arms and clinked his spurs as if he possessed all the
want on energy of youth. He seened to nove about w thout constraint or
difficulty. He had carefully buttoned up his fashionable coat, which
di sgui sed his powerful, elderly frame, and gave himthe appearance of
an antiquated coxconmb who still follows the fashions.

For Raphael this animted puppet possessed all the interest of an
apparition. He gazed at it as if it had been sone snoke-begrined
Renmbrandt, recently restored and newmy franed. This idea found hima
clue to the truth anong his confused recollections; he recognized the
dealer in antiquities, the man to whom he owed his calanties!

A noi sel ess | augh broke just then fromthe fantastical personage,
straightening the line of his lips that stretched across a row of
artificial teeth. That |augh brought out, for Raphael's heated fancy,
a strong resenbl ance between the man before himand the type of head
that painters have assigned to Goethe's Mephi stopheles. A crowd of
superstitious thoughts entered Raphael's sceptical mnd;, he was
convinced of the powers of the devil and of all the sorcerer's
enchantnents enbodi ed in nediaeval tradition, and since worked up by
poets. Shrinking in horror fromthe destiny of Faust, he prayed for
the protection of Heaven with all the ardent faith of a dying nman in
God and the Virgin. A clear, bright radi ance seened to give hima

gl i npse of the heaven of M chael Angelo or of Raphael of Urbino: a
vener abl e white-bearded nan, a beautiful woman seated in an aureole
above the clouds and wi nged cherub heads. Now he had grasped and
recei ved the neaning of those imaginative, alnost human creations;
they seened to explain what had happened to him to | eave himyet one
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hope.

But when the greenroom of the Italiens returned upon his sight he
behel d, not the Virgin, but a very handsonme young person. The
execrabl e Euphrasia, in all the splendor of her toilette, with its
orient pearls, had conme thither, inpatient for her ardent, elderly
adm rer. She was insolently exhibiting herself with her defiant face
and glittering eyes to an envious crowd of stockbrokers, a visible
testimony to the inexhaustible wealth that the old dealer pernmitted
her to squander.

Raphael recollected the nocking wi sh with which he had accepted the
old man's luckless gift, and tasted all the sweets of revenge when he
behel d the spectacle of sublinme wisdomfallen to such a depth as this,
wi sdom for which such humliation had seened a thing inpossible. The
centenarian greeted Euphrasia with a ghastly snmile, receiving her
honeyed words in reply. He offered her his enaciated arm and went
twice or thrice round the greenroomw th her; the envious glances and
conplinments with which the crowd received his nistress delighted him
he did not see the scornful smles, nor hear the caustic coments to
whi ch he gave rise

"I'n what cenetery did this young ghoul unearth that corpse of hers?"
asked a dandy of the Romantic faction.

Euphrasi a began to smile. The speaker was a slender, fair-haired
youth, with bright blue eyes, and a nmoustache. Hi s short dress coat,
hat tilted over one ear, and sharp tongue, all denoted the species.

"How many old nmen," said Raphael to hinself, "bring an upright,
virtuous, and hard-working |life to a close in folly! H's feet are cold
al ready, and he is making |ove."

"Well, sir," exclainmed Valentin, stopping the nerchant's progress,
while he stared hard at Euphrasia, "have you quite forgotten the
stringent maxi ns of your phil osophy?"

"Ah, | am as happy now as a young man," said the other, in a cracked
voice. "l used to | ook at existence froma wong standpoint. One hour
of love has a whole life init."

The pl aygoers heard the bell ring, and |left the greenroomto take
their places again. Raphael and the old nerchant separated. As he
entered his box, the Marquis saw Foedora sitting exactly opposite to
hi mon the other side of the theatre. The Countess had probably only
just cone, for she was just flinging off her scarf to | eave her throat
uncovered, and was occupied with going through all the indescribable
manoeuvres of a coquette arranging herself. Al eyes were turned upon
her. A young peer of France had cone with her; she asked himfor the
| orgnette she had given himto carry. Raphael knew the despotismto
which his successor had resigned hinself, in her gestures, and in the
way she treated her conpanion. He was al so under the spell no doubt,
anot her dupe beating with all the mght of a real affection against
the woman's cold cal cul ations, enduring all the tortures from which
Val entin had luckily freed hinself.

Foedora's face lighted up with indescribable joy. After directing her
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| orgnette upon every box in turn, to make a rapid survey of all the
dresses, she was conscious that by her toilette and her beauty she had
eclipsed the | oveliest and best-dressed wonmen in Paris. She |aughed to
show her white teeth; her head with its weath of flowers was never
still, in her quest of admiration. Her glances went fromone box to
anot her, as she diverted herself with the awkward way in which a
Russi an princess wore her bonnet, or over the utter failure of a
bonnet with which a banker's daughter had disfigured herself.

All at once she met Raphael's steady gaze and turned pal e, aghast at
the intolerable contenpt in her rejected |over's eyes. Not one of her
exiled suitors had failed to own her power over them Valentin alone
was proof against her attractions. A power that can be defied with
impunity is drawing to its end. This axiomis as deeply engraved on
the heart of wonman as in the m nds of kings. In Raphael, therefore,
Foedora saw the deat hbl ow of her influence and her ability to please.
An epigram of his, nmade at the Opera the day before, was already known
in the salons of Paris. The biting edge of that terrible speech had

al ready given the Countess an incurable wound. W know how to
cauterize a wound, but we know of no treatment as yet for the stab of
a phrase. As every other woman in the house | ooked by turns at her and
at the Marquis, Foedora would have consigned themall to the
oubliettes of sone Bastille; for in spite of her capacity for

di ssinmul ation, her disconfiture was di scerned by her rivals. Her
unfailing consolation had slipped fromher at last. The delicious

t hought, "I am the nost beautiful," the thought that at all tines had
soothed every nortification, had turned into a lie.

At the opening of the second act a woman took up her position not very
far from Raphael, in a box that had been enpty hitherto. A murnur of
adm ration went up fromthe whole house. In that sea of human faces
there was a novenent of every living wave; all eyes were turned upon
the stranger |ady. The appl ause of young and old was so prol onged,

t hat when the orchestra began, the nusicians turned to the audience to
request silence, and then they thenselves joined in the plaudits and
swel l ed the confusion. Excited talk began in every box, every wonman
equi pped herself with an opera gl ass, elderly men grew young again

and polished the glasses of their lorgnettes with their gloves. The
ent husi asm subsi ded by degrees, the stage echoed with the voi ces of
the singers, and order reigned as before. The aristocratic section,
ashaned of having yielded to a spontaneous feeling, again assuned
their wonted politely frigid manner. The well-to-do dislike to be
astoni shed at anything; at the first sight of a beautiful thing it
beconmes their duty to discover the defect in it which absolves them
fromadmring it,--the feeling of all ordinary mnds. Yet a few stil
remai ned notionl ess and heedl ess of the nusic, artlessly absorbed in

t he deli ght of watching Raphael's nei ghbor

Val entin noticed Taillefer's mean, obnoxi ous countenance by Aquilina's
side in a |ower box, and received an approving smrk fromhim Then he
saw Enmi |l e, who seened to say from where he stood in the orchestra,
"Just look at that |ovely creature there, close beside you!" Lastly,
he saw Rastignac, with Mre. de Nuci ngen and her daughter, twisting his
gloves like a man in despair, because he was tethered to his place,
and could not leave it to go any nearer to the unknown fair divinity.

Raphael's |ife depended upon a covenant that he had made with hinself,
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and had hitherto kept sacred. He would give no special heed to any
woman whatever; and the better to guard against tenptation, he used a
cunni ngly contrived opera-glass which destroyed the harnony of the
fairest features by hideous distortions. He had not recovered fromthe
terror that had seized on himin the norning when, at a nere
expression of civility, the Magic Skin had contracted so abruptly. So
Raphael was determined not to turn his face in the direction of his
nei ghbor. He sat inperturbable as a duchess with his back against the
corner of the box, thereby shutting out half of his neighbor's view of
the stage, appearing to disregard her, and even to be unaware that a
pretty woman sat there just behind him

Hi s nei ghbor copied Valentin's position exactly; she |eaned her el bow
on the edge of her box and turned her face in three-quarter profile
upon the singers on the stage, as if she were sitting to a painter
These two people |ooked Iike two estranged | overs still sulking, stil
turning their backs upon each other, who will go into each other's
arns at the first tender word.

Now and again his neighbor's ostrich feathers or her hair canme in
contact with Raphael's head, giving hima pleasurable thrill, against
which he sternly fought. In a little while he felt the touch of the
soft frill of lace that went round her dress; he could hear the

graci ous sounds of the folds of her dress itself, light rustling

noi ses full of enchantnent; he could even feel her nmovenments as she
breathed; with the gentle stir thus inparted to her formand to her
draperies, it seenmed to Raphael that all her being was suddenly
comunicated to himin an electric spark. The lace and tulle that
caressed himinparted the delicious warnth of her bare, white

shoul ders. By a freak in the ordering of things, these two creatures,
kept apart by social conventions, with the abysses of death between
them breathed together and perhaps thought of one another. Finally,
the subtle perfune of aloes conpleted the work of Raphael's

i nt oxi cation. Opposition heated his inmgination, and his fancy, becone
the wilder for the limts inposed upon it, sketched a woman for himin
outlines of fire. He turned abruptly, the stranger nade a simlar
novenent, startled no doubt at being brought in contact with a
stranger; and they remained face to face, each with the sane thought.

"Paul i ne!'"
"M Raphael!"

Each surveyed the other, both of thempetrified with astoni shnent.
Raphael noticed Pauline's daintily sinple costume. A wonan's
experienced eyes would have di scerned and adnired the outlines beneath
t he nodest gauze folds of her bodice and the lily whiteness of her
throat. And then her nore than nortal clearness of soul, her maidenly
nodesty, her graceful bearing, all were unchanged. Her sl eeve was

qui vering with agitation, for the beating of her heart was shaki ng her
whol e frame.

"Cone to the Hotel de Saint-Quentin to-nmorrow for your papers," she
said. "I will be there at noon. Be punctual."

She rose hastily, and di sappeared. Raphael thought of follow ng
Paul i ne, feared to conprom se her, and stayed. He | ooked at Foedora;
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she seemed to himpositively ugly. Unable to understand a single
phrase of the nusic, and feeling stifled in the theatre, he went out,
and returned honme with a full heart.

"Jonat han," he said to the old servant, as soon as he lay in bed,
"give ne half a drop of |audanum on a piece of sugar, and don't wake
me to-nmorrow till twenty mnutes to twelve."

"I want Pauline to Iove ne!" he cried next norning, |ooking at the
talisman the while in unspeakabl e angui sh.

The skin did not nove in the least; it seemed to have lost its power
to shrink; doubtless it could not fulfil a wish fulfilled already.

"Ah!" excl ai med Raphael, feeling as if a mantle of |ead had fallen
away, which he had worn ever since the day when the talisman had been
given to him "so you are playing ne false, you are not obeying ne,
the pact is broken! | amfree; | shall live. Then was it all a

wr et ched j oke?" But he did not dare to believe in his own thought as
he uttered it.

He dressed hinself as sinply as had formerly been his wont, and set
out on foot for his old lodging, trying to go back in fancy to the
happy days when he abandoned hi nsel f without peril to vehenent
desires, the days when he had not yet condemmed all human enj oynent.
As he wal ked he beheld Pauline--not the Pauline of the Hotel Saint-
Quentin, but the Pauline of |ast evening. Here was the acconplished
m stress he had so often dreaned of, the intelligent young girl with
the loving nature and artistic tenperanment, who understood poets, who
under st ood poetry, and lived in |uxurious surroundings. Here, in
short, was Foedora, gifted with a great soul; or Pauline becone a
countess, and twice a mllionaire, as Foedora had been. \Wen he
reached the worn threshold, and stood upon the broken step at the
door, where in the old days he had had so nmany desperate thoughts, an
old worman canme out of the roomw thin and spoke to him

"You are M Raphael de Valentin, are you not?"

"Yes, good nother,"” he replied.
"You know your old roomthen," she replied; "you are expected up
t here."

"Does Mre. Gaudin still own the house?" Raphael asked.

"Ch no, sir. Mme. Gaudin is a baroness now. She lives in a fine house
of her own on the other side of the river. Her husband has conme back
My goodness, he brought back thousands and thousands. They say she
could buy up all the Quartier Saint-Jacques if she |liked. She gave ne
her basement room for nothing, and the renmai nder of her |ease. Ah,
she's a kind woman all the sane; she is no nore proud to-day than she
was yesterday."

Raphael hurried up the staircase to his garret; as he reached the | ast
few steps he heard the sounds of a piano. Pauline was there, sinply
dressed in a cotton gown, but the way that it was made, |ike the

gl oves, hat, and shawl that she had thrown carel essly upon the bed,
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reveal ed a change of fortune.

"Ah, there you are!" cried Pauline, turning her head, and rising with
unconceal ed del i ght.

Raphael went to sit beside her, flushed, confused, and happy; he
| ooked at her in silence.

"Why did you | eave us then?" she asked, dropping her eyes as the flush
deepened on his face. "Wat becane of you?"

"Ah, | have been very m serable, Pauline; | amvery mserable still."
"Alas!" she said, filled with pitying tenderness. "I guessed your fate
yesterday when | saw you so well dressed, and apparently so weal thy;
but in reality? Eh, M Raphael, is it as it always used to be with
you?"

Val entin could not restrain the tears that sprang to his eyes.
"Paul i ne," he exclained, "I----"

He went no further, love sparkled in his eyes, and his enption
overfl owed his face.

"Ch, he loves nme! he loves ne!" cried Pauline.

Raphael felt hinself unable to say one word; he bent his head. The
young girl took his hand at this; she pressed it as she said, half
sobbi ng and hal f | aughing: --

"Rich, rich, happy and rich! Your Pauline is rich. But 1? Ch, | ought

to be very poor to-day. | have said, tines wthout nunber, that |
woul d give all the wealth upon this earth for those words, 'He |oves
me!' O ny Raphael! | have mllions. You |ike luxury, you will be glad
but you must |ove nme and ny heart besides, for there is so nuch |ove
for you in my heart. You don't know? My father has come back. | ama
weal t hy heiress. Both he and ny nother | eave me conpletely free to
decide ny own fate. | amfree--do you understand?"

Seized with a kind of frenzy, Raphael grasped Pauline's hands and

ki ssed them eagerly and vehenently, with an al nost convul sive caress.
Paul i ne drew her hands away, | aid them on Raphael's shoul ders, and
drew himtowards her. They understood one another--in that close
enbrace, in the unalloyed and sacred fervor of that one kiss w thout
an afterthought--the first kiss by which two souls take possession of
each ot her.

"Ah, | will not |eave you any nore," said Pauline, falling back in her
chair. "I do not know how | cone to be so bold!" she added, bl ushing.

"Bold, ny Pauline? Do not fear it. It is love, |ove true and deep and
everlasting like my owmn, is it not?"

"Speak!" she cried. "Go on speaking, so long your |ips have been dunb
for ne."
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"Then you have | oved nme all al ong?"

"Loved you? MON DI EUl How often | have wept here, setting your room
straight, and grieving for your poverty and my own. | would have sold
nyself to the evil one to spare you one vexation! You are MY Raphae
to-day, really ny own Raphael, with that handsome head of yours, and

your heart is mne too; yes, that above all, your heart--O wealth

i nexhaustible! Well, where was |?" she went on after a pause. "Ch yes!
We have three, four, or five millions, | believe. If | were poor, |
shoul d perhaps desire to bear your nane, to be acknow edged as your
wife; but as it is, | would give up the whole world for you, | would
be your servant still, now and al ways. Wy, Raphael, if | give you ny
fortune, ny heart, nyself to-day, | do no nore than | did that day

when | put a certain five-franc piece in the drawer there," and she
pointed to the table. "Oh, how your exultation hurt nme then!"

"Ch, why are you rich?" Raphael cried; "why is there no vanity in you?
I can do nothing for you."

He wrung his hands in despair and happi ness and | ove.

"When you are the Marqui se de Valentin, | know that the title and the
fortune for thee, heavenly soul, will not be worth----"

"One hair of your head,"” she cried.

"I have mllions too. But what is wealth to either of us now? There is
my life--ah, that | can offer, take it."

"Your |ove, Raphael, your love is all the world to ne. Are your
t houghts of nme? | amthe happiest of the happy!"

"Can any one overhear us?" asked Raphael

"Nobody, " she replied, and a m schi evous gesture escaped her

"Come, then!" cried Valentin, holding out his arms.

She sprang upon his knees and cl asped her arms about his neck

"Kiss ne!" she cried, "after all the pain you have given ne; to bl ot
out the nmenmory of the grief that your joys have caused ne; and for the
sake of the nights that | spent in painting hand-screens----"

"Those hand-screens of yours?"

“"Now that we are rich, my darling, | can tell you all about it. Poor
boy! how easy it is to delude a clever man! Could you have had white
wai stcoats and clean shirts twice a week for three francs every nonth
to the |laundress? Wiy, you used to drink twice as nuch mlk as your
noney woul d have paid for. | deceived you all round--over firing, oil
and even noney. O Raphael mne, don't have ne for your wife, I amfar
too cunning!" she said |aughing.

"But how did you manage?”

"I used to work till two o'clock in the norning; | gave ny nother half
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the noney made by ny screens, and the other half went to you."

They | ooked at one another for a nmonent, both bew | dered by |ove and
gl adness.

"Some day we shall have to pay for this happi ness by sone terrible
sorrow, " cried Raphael

"Perhaps you are married?" said Pauline. "Oh, | will not give you up
to any other woman."

"I amfree, nmy bel oved."”
"Free!" she repeated. "Free, and mne!"

She slipped down upon her knees, clasped her hands, and | ooked at
Raphael in an enthusiasm of devotion.

"I amafraid | shall go nmad. How handsome you are!" she went on
passi ng her fingers through her lover's fair hair. "How stupid your
Count ess Foedora is! How pleased | was yesterday with the homage they
all paid to ne! SHE has never been appl auded. Dear, when | felt your
arm agai nst my back, | heard a vague voice within ne that cried, 'He
is there!" and | turned round and saw you. | fled, for I longed so to
throw ny arns about you before themall."

"How happy you are--you can speak!" Raphael exclainmed. "My heart is
overwhel med; | would weep, but | cannot. Do not draw your hand away. |
could stay here looking at you like this for the rest of ny life, |

t hi nk; happy and content.™

"Ony love, say that once nore!"

"Ah, what are words?" answered Valentin, letting a hot tear fall on
Paul i ne's hands. "Sorme time | will try to tell you of my |ove; just
now | can only feel it."

"You," she said, "with your lofty soul and your great genius, with
that heart of yours that | know so well; are you really mne, as | am
your s?"

"For ever and ever, ny sweet creature," said Raphael in an uncertain
voice. "You shall be ny wife, nmy protecting angel. My griefs have

al ways been dispelled by your presence, and my courage revived; that
angelic snmle now on your |ips has purified me, so to speak. A new
life seenms about to begin for ne. The cruel past and ny wetched
follies are hardly nore to ne than evil dreanms. At your side | breathe
an atnosphere of happiness, and | ampure. Be with ne always," he
added, pressing her solemly to his beating heart.

"Death nmay cone when it will,k"
[ived!"

said Pauline in ecstasy; "I have

Happy he who shall divine their joy, for he must have experienced it.

"I wish that no one m ght enter this dear garret again, ny Raphael, k"
said Pauline, after two hours of silence.
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"We nust have the door walled up, put bars across the wi ndow, and buy
the house,” the Marquis answered.

"Yes, we will," she said. Then a nonment |ater she added: "Qur search
for your mmnuscripts has been a little lost sight of,"” and they both
| aughed |i ke children.

"Pshawl | don't care a jot for the whole circle of the sciences,"”
Raphael answered.

"Ah, sir, and how about glory?"
"I glory in you alone."

"You used to be very miserable as you made these little scratches and

scrawm s, " she said, turning the papers over.
"My Pauline----"
"Ch yes, | amyour Pauline--and what then?"

"Where are you living now?"
“In the Rue Saint Lazare. And you?"

“I'n the Rue de Varenne."

"What a long way apart we shall be until----" She stopped, and | ooked
at her lover with a m schi evous and coquetti sh expression
"But at the npbst we need only be separated for a fortnight,"
answer ed.

Raphael

"Really! we are to be married in a fortnight?" and she junped for joy
like a child.

"I am an unnatural daughter!" she went on. "I give no nore thought to
ny father or ny nother, or to anything in the world. Poor |ove, you
don't know that my father is very ill? He returned fromthe Indies in
very bad health. He nearly died at Havre, where we went to find him
Good heavens!" she cried, |ooking at her watch; "it is three o'clock
al ready! | ought to be back again when he wakes at four. | am m stress
of the house at hone; ny nother does everything that | w sh, and ny
father worships ne; but I will not abuse their kindness, that would be
wrong. My poor father! He would have ne go to the Italiens yesterday.
You will cone to see himto-nmorrow, will you not?"

"Wl Madane | a Marqui se de Val entin honor ne by taking ny arnf"

"I amgoing to take the key of this roomaway with ne," she said.
“I'sn't our treasure-house a pal ace?"

"One nore kiss, Pauline."

"A thousand, MON DI EU'" she said, |ooking at Raphael. "WII it always
be like this? | feel as if | were dreamng.'
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They went slowmy down the stairs together, step for step, with arnms
closely linked, trenbling both of them beneath their |oad of joy. Each
pressing close to the other's side, like a pair of doves, they reached
the Place de | a Sorbonne, where Pauline's carriage was waiting.

"I want to go home with you," she said. "I want to see your own room
and your study, and to sit at the table where you work. It will be
like old tines," she said, blushing.

She spoke to the servant. "Joseph, before returning home | amgoing to
the Rue de Varenne. It is a quarter-past three now, and | nust be back
by four o'clock. George must hurry the horses.” And so in a few
nonents the lovers cane to Valentin's abode.

"How glad | amto have seen all this for nyself!" Pauline cried,
creasing the silken bed-curtains in Raphael's room between her
fingers. "As | go to sleep, | shall be here in thought. | shal

i magi ne your dear head on the pillow there. Raphael, tell me, did no
one advi se you about the furniture of your hotel ?"

"No one whatever."

"Real ly? It was not a wonman who----
“Paul i ne!"

"Oh, | know | amfearfully jealous. You have good taste. | will have a
bed Ii ke yours to-norrow "

Quite beside hinmself with happi ness, Raphael caught Pauline in his
arns.

"Ch, ny father!" she said; "ny father----
"I will take you back to him" cried Valentin, "for | want to be away
fromyou as little as possible.”

"How | oving you are! | did not venture to suggest it----"
"Are you not ny |ife?"

It would be tedious to set down accurately the charming prattle of the
| overs, for tones and | ooks and gestures that cannot be rendered al one
gave it significance. Valentin went back with Pauline to her own door
and returned with as much happiness in his heart as nortal man can
know.

When he was seated in his arnchair beside the fire, thinking over the
sudden and conplete way in which his wi shes had been fulfilled, a cold
shiver went through him as if the blade of a dagger had been pl unged
into his breast--he thought of the Magic Skin, and saw that it had
shrunk a little. He uttered the nost trenendous of French oaths,

wi t hout any of the Jesuitical reservations nmade by the Abbess of
Andouill ettes, |leant his head agai nst the back of the chair, and sat
noti onl ess, fixing his unseeing eyes upon the bracket of the curtain
pol e.
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"CGood Cod!" he cried; "every wi sh! Every desire of mne! Poor
Paul i nel ----"

He took a pair of conpasses and neasured the extent of existence that
the norning had cost him

"I have scarcely enough for two nonths!" he said.

A cold sweat broke out over him npved by an ungovernabl e spasm of
rage, he seized the Magic Skin, exclaimng:

"I ama perfect fool!"

He rushed out of the house and across the garden, and flung the
talisman down a wel |

"Vogue | a galere," cried he. "The devil take all this nonsense."

So Raphael gave hinself up to the happi ness of being bel oved, and | ed
with Pauline the life of heart and heart. Difficulties which it would
be somewhat tedious to describe had delayed their marriage, which was
to take place early in March. Each was sure of the other; their
affection had been tried, and happi ness had taught them how strong it
was. Never has |ove nade two souls, two natures, so absolutely one.
The nore they cane to know of each other, the nore they |oved. On
either side there was the sane hesitating delicacy, the sane
transports of joy such as angels know, there were no clouds in their
heaven; the will of either was the other's |aw.

Weal thy as they both were, they had not a caprice which they could not
gratify, and for that reason had no caprices. A refined taste, a
feeling for beauty and poetry, was instinct in the soul of the bride;
her lover's snile was nmore to her than all the pearls of Onuz. She

di sdai ned fem nine finery; a nuslin dress and flowers fornmed her npst
el aborate toilette.

Paul i ne and Raphael shunned every one else, for solitude was
abundantly beautiful to them The idlers at the Opera, or at the
Italiens, saw this charm ng and unconventi onal pair evening after

eveni ng. Sone gossip went the round of the salons at first, but the
harm ess | overs were soon forgotten in the course of events which took
place in Paris; their marriage was announced at length to excuse them
in the eyes of the prudish; and as it happened, their servants did not
babbl e; so their bliss did not draw down upon them any very severe
puni shment .

One norning towards the end of February, at the tinme when the

bri ghtening days bring a belief in the nearness of the joys of spring,
Paul i ne and Raphael were breakfasting together in a snal

conservatory, a kind of drawing-roomfilled with flowers, on a |l eve
with the garden. The mild rays of the pale wi nter sunlight, breaking

t hrough the thicket of exotic plants, warned the air sonmewhat. The
vivid contrast made by the varieties of foliage, the colors of the
masses of flowering shrubs, the freaks of |ight and shadow, gl addened
the eyes. While all the rest of Paris still sought warnmh fromits

mel ancholy hearth, these two were | aughing in a bower of canellias,
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lilacs, and bl ossom ng heath. Their happy faces rose above lilies of
the vall ey, narcissus bloonms, and Bengal roses. A mat of plaited
African grass, variegated like a carpet, lay beneath their feet in
this luxurious conservatory. The walls, covered with a green linen
material, bore no traces of danp. The surfaces of the rustic wooden
furniture shone with cleanliness. A kitten, attracted by the odor of
m |k, had established itself upon the table; it allowed Pauline to
bedabble it in coffee; she was playing nerrily with it, taking away
the creamthat she had just allowed the kitten to sniff at, so as to
exercise its patience, and keep up the contest. She burst out |aughing
at every antic, and by the comi cal remarks she constantly made, she
hi ndered Raphael from perusing the paper; he had dropped it a dozen
times already. This norning picture seened to overflow with

i nexpressi ble gladness, like everything that is natural and genui ne.

Raphael, still pretending to read his paper, furtively watched Pauline
with the cat--his Pauline, in the dressing-gown that hung carel essly
about her; his Pauline, with her hair |oose on her shoulders, with a
tiny, white, blue-veined foot peeping out of a velvet slipper. It was
pl easant to see her in this negligent dress; she was delightful as
some fanciful picture by Westall; half-girl, half-womn, as she seened
to be, or perhaps nore of a girl than a woman, there was no alloy in

t he happi ness she enjoyed, and of |ove she knew as yet only its first
ecstasy. When Raphael, absorbed in happy nusing, had forgotten the

exi stence of the newspaper, Pauline flew upon it, crunpled it up into
a ball, and threw it out into the garden; the kitten sprang after the
rotating object, which spun round and round, as politics are wont to
do. This childish scene recall ed Raphael to hinself. He would have
gone on reading, and felt for the sheet he no |onger possessed. Joyous
| aughter rang out like the song of a bird, one peal leading to

anot her .

"I amquite jeal ous of the paper," she said, as she wi ped away the
tears that her childlike merrinment had brought into her eyes. "Now, is
it not a heinous offence," she went on, as she becane a woman all at
once, "to read Russian proclamations in my presence, and to attend to
t he prosings of the Enperor Nicholas rather than to | ooks and words of
| ove! "

"l was not reading, ny dear angel; | was |ooking at you."

Just then the gravel wal k outside the conservatory rang with the sound
of the gardener's heavily nailed boots.

"I beg your pardon, ny Lord Marquis--and yours, too, nmadanme--if | am
i ntrudi ng, but | have brought you a curiosity the Iike of which
never set eyes on. Drawi ng a bucket of water just now, with due

respect, | got out this strange salt-water plant. Here it is. It nust
be thoroughly used to water, anyhow, for it isn't saturated or even
danp at all. It is as dry as a piece of wood, and has not swelled a

bit. As my Lord Marquis certainly knows a great deal nore about things
than | do, | thought | ought to bring it, and that it would interest
him"

Therewi th the gardener showed Raphael the inexorable piece of skin
there were barely six square inches of it left.
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"Thanks, Vaniere," Raphael said. "The thing is very curious."”
"What is the matter with you, ny angel; you are growing quite white!"
Paul i ne cri ed.

"You can go, Vaniere."
"Your voice frightens ne," the girl went on; "it is so strangely
altered. What is it? How are you feeling? Where is the pain? You are
in pain!--Jonathan! here! call a doctor!" she cried.

"Hush, ny Pauline,” Raphael answered, as he regai ned conposure. "Let
us get up and go. Sonme flower here has a scent that is too nmuch for
me. It is that verbena, perhaps.”

Paul i ne flew upon the innocent plant, seized it by the stalk, and
flung it out into the garden; then, with all the might of the | ove
between them she clasped Raphael in a close enbrace, and with

| angui shing coquetry raised her red lips to his for a kiss.

"Dear angel," she cried, "when | saw you turn so white, | understood
that | could not live on without you; your life is ny life too. Lay
your hand on ny back, Raphael mne; | feel a chill like death. The

feeling of cold is there yet. Your |ips are burning. How is your hand?
--Cold as ice," she added.

“"Mad girl!" exclai med Raphael

"Why that tear? Let ne drink it."

"O Pauline, Pauline, you |ove nme far too nuch!"

"There is something very extraordinary going on in your mnd, Raphael
Do not dissimulate. | shall very soon find out your secret. G ve that

to me," she went on, taking the Magic Skin.

"You are ny executioner!" the young man excl ai med, glancing in horror
at the talisman.

"How changed your voice is!" cried Pauline, as she dropped the fata
symbol of destiny.

"Do you |l ove me?" he asked.

"Do | love you? Is there any doubt?"

"Then, |eave nme, go away!"

The poor child went.

"So!" cried Raphael, when he was alone. "In an enlightened age, when
we have found out that dianonds are a crystallized form of charcoal

at a tine when everything is nmade clear, when the police would hale a
new Messi ah before the magi strates, and submit his mracles to the
Academ e des Sciences--in an epoch when we no | onger believe in

anyt hing but a notary's signature--that |, forsooth, should believe in
a sort of Mene, Tekel, Upharsin! No, by Heaven, | wll not believe
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that the Suprene Being would take pleasure in torturing a harnmnl ess
creature.--Let us see the |earned about it."

Between the Halle des Vins, with its extensive assenbly of barrels,
and the Sal petriere, that extensive sem nary of drunkenness, lies a
smal | pond, which Raphael soon reached. Al sorts of ducks of rare
varieties were there disporting thenselves; their col ored markings
shone in the sun like the glass in cathedral wi ndows. Every kind of
duck in the world was represented, quacking, dabbling, and noving
about--a kind of parliament of ducks assenbled against its will, but
luckily without either charter or political principles, living in
conplete immunity from sportsnmen, under the eyes of any naturali st
that chanced to see them

"That is M Lavrille," said one of the keepers to Raphael, who had
asked for that high priest of zool ogy.

The Marqui s saw a short man buried in profound reflections, caused by
t he appearance of a pair of ducks. The man of science was m ddl e-aged,;
he had a pl easant face, made pleasanter still by a kindly expression
but an absorption in scientific ideas engrossed his whol e person. His
peruke was strangely turned up, by being constantly raised to scratch
his head; so that a line of white hair was left plainly visible, a

witness to an enthusiasmfor investigation, which, |like every other
strong passion, so withdraws us from nundane consi derations, that we
| ose all consciousness of the "I" within us. Raphael, the student and

man of science, |ooked respectfully at the naturalist, who devoted his
nights to enlarging the linits of human know edge, and whose very
errors reflected glory upon France; but a she-coxconb woul d have

| aughed, no doubt, at the break of continuity between the breeches and
striped wai stcoat worn by the man of |earning; the interval, noreover,
was nodestly filled by a shirt which had been considerably creased,
for he stooped and raised hinmself by turns, as his zool ogica
observations required.

After the first interchange of civilities, Raphael thought it
necessary to pay M Lavrille a banal conplinment upon his ducks.

"Ch, we are well off for ducks,” the naturalist replied. "The genus,
nor eover, as you doubtless know, is the nost prolific in the order of
pal mi peds. It begins with the swan and ends with the zin-zin duck
conprising in all one hundred and thirty-seven very distinct
varieties, each having its own name, habits, country, and character
and every one no nmore |i ke another than a white man is |ike a negro.
Real ly, sir, when we dine off a duck, we have no notion for the nost
part of the vast extent----"

He interrupted hinself as he saw a small pretty duck cone up to the
surface of the pond.

"There you see the cravatted swan, a poor native of Canada; he has
come a very long way to show us his brown and gray plunmage and his
little black cravat! Look, he is preening hinself. That one is the
famous ei der duck that provides the down, the eider-down under which
our fine ladies sleep; isn't it pretty? Who would not admire the
little pinkish white breast and the green beak? | have just been a

Wi tness, sir," he went on, "to a marriage that | had | ong despaired of
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bri ngi ng about; they have paired rather auspiciously, and | shal

await the results very eagerly. This will be a hundred and thirty-

ei ghth species, | flatter myself, to which, perhaps, ny name will be
given. That is the newly matched pair," he said, pointing out two of
the ducks; "one of themis a | aughing goose (anas al bifrons), and the
ot her the great whistling duck, Buffon's anas ruffina. | have
hesitated a | ong while between the whistling duck, the duck with white
eyebrows, and the shovel er duck (anas clypeata). Stay, that is the
shovel er--that fat, brownish black rascal, with the greenish neck and
t hat coquettish iridescence on it. But the whistling duck was a
crested one, sir, and you will understand that | deliberated no

l onger. We only lack the variegated bl ack-capped duck now. These

gentl emen here, unaninmously claimthat that variety of duck is only a
repetition of the curve-beaked teal, but for nmy own part,"--and the
gesture he nade was worth seeing. It expressed at once the nodesty and
pride of a man of science; the pride full of obstinacy, and the
nodesty wel | tenpered with assurance.

"I don't think it is,"” he added. "You see, ny dear sir, that we are
not amusi ng ourselves here. | am engaged at this nmonment upon a
nmonogr aph on the genus duck. But | am at your disposal."”

While they went towards a rather pleasant house in the Rue du Buffon
Raphael submitted the skin to M Lavrille's inspection

"I know the product," said the man of science, when he had turned his
magni fyi ng gl ass upon the talisman. "It used to be used for covering
boxes. The shagreen is very old. They prefer to use skate's skin
nowadays for nmaking sheaths. This, as you are doubtless aware, is the
hi de of the raja sephen, a Red Sea fish."

"But this, sir, since you are so exceedingly good----

"This," the man of science interrupted, as he resuned, "this is quite
anot her thing; between these two shagreens, sir, there is a difference
just as wide as between sea and | and, or fish and flesh. The fish's
skin is harder, however, than the skin of the land animal. This," he
said, as he indicated the talismn, "is, as you doubtless know, one of
t he nost curious of zool ogical products.”

"But to proceed----" said Raphael
"This," replied the man of science, as he flung hinself down into his
arnchair, "is an ass' skin, sir."

"Yes, | know," said the young man

"A very rare variety of ass found in Persia,"” the naturali st

conti nued, "the onager of the ancients, equus asinus, the koul an of
the Tartars; Pallas went out there to observe it, and has made it
known to science, for as a matter of fact the animal for a long tine
was believed to be nythical. It is nmentioned, as you know, in Holy
Scripture; Moses forbade that it should be coupled with its own

speci es, and the onager is yet nore fanmous for the prostitutions of
which it was the object, and which are often nmentioned by the prophets
of the Bible. Pallas, as you know doubtl ess, states in his Act.

Petrop. tone Il., that these bizarre excesses are still devoutly
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believed in anpbng the Persians and the Nogais as a sovereign renedy
for lunbago and sciatic gout. We poor Parisians scarcely believe that.
The Museum has no exanpl e of the onager

"What a magnificent aninmal!" he continued. "It is full of nystery; its
eyes are provided with a sort of burnished covering, to which the
Orientals attribute the powers of fascination; it has a gl ossier and
finer coat than our handsonmest horses possess, striped with nore or

| ess tawny bands, very nuch |like the zebra's hide. There is sonething
pliant and silky about its hair, which is sleek to the touch. Its
powers of sight vie in precision and accuracy with those of man; it is
rather |arger than our |argest domestic donkeys, and is possessed of
extraordi nary courage. If it is surprised by any chance, it defends
itself against the nost dangerous wild beasts with remarkabl e success;
the rapidity of its novenments can only be conpared with the flight of
birds; an onager, sir, would run the best Arab or Persian horses to
death. According to the father of the conscientious Doctor N ebuhr
whose recent |oss we are deploring, as you doubtless know, the

ordi nary average pace of one of these wonderful creatures would be
seven thousand geonetric feet per hour. Qur own degenerate race of
donkeys can give no idea of the ass in his pride and i ndependence. He
is active and spirited in his demeanor; he is cunning and sagaci ous;
there is grace about the outlines of his head; every nmovenent is ful

of attractive charm |In the East he is the king of beasts. Turkish and
Persi an superstition even credits himwith a nmysterious origin; and
when stories of the prowess attributed to himare told in Thibet or in
Tartary, the speakers ningle Solonobn's nane with that of this noble
animal . A tane onager, in short, is worth an enornous amount; it is
wel | -ni gh inpossible to catch them anong the nountai ns, where they

| eap |i ke roebucks, and seemas if they could fly Iike birds. Qur nyth
of the wi nged horse, our Pegasus, had its origin doubtless in these
countries, where the shepherds could see the onager springing fromone
rock to another. In Persia they breed asses for the saddle, a cross
between a tanmed onager and a she-ass, and they paint themred,
following i Mmenorial tradition. Perhaps it was this customthat gave
rise to our own proverb, 'Surely as a red donkey.' At sonme period when
natural history was much neglected in France, | think a travel er nust
have brought over one of these strange beasts that endures servitude
wi th such inpatience. Hence the adage. The skin that you have laid
before ne is the skin of an onager. Opinions differ as to the origin
of the nane. Sonme claimthat Chagri is a Turkish word; others insist
that Chagri nust be the name of the place where this animl product
underwent the chenical process of preparation so clearly described by
Pallas, to which the peculiar graining that we admre is due;
Martell ens has witten to ne saying that Chaagri is a river----"

"I thank you, sir, for the information that you have given ne; it
woul d furnish an adnmirable footnote for sone Dom Cal net or other, if
such erudite hermts yet exist; but | have had the honor of pointing
out to you that this scrap was in the first instance quite as |arge as
that map," said Raphael, indicating an open atlas to Lavrille; "but it
has shrunk visibly in three nonths' tine----"

"Quite so," said the man of science. "I understand. The remai ns of any
substance primarily organic are naturally subject to a process of
decay. It is quite easy to understand, and its progress depends upon
at nospherical conditions. Even netals contract and expand appreciably,
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for engi neers have renmarked sonewhat considerable interstices between
great bl ocks of stone originally clanmped together with iron bars. The
field of science is boundless, but human life is very short, so that
we do not claimto be acquainted with all the phenonena of nature.”
"Pardon the question that | am about to ask you, sir," Raphael began,
hal f enbarrassed, "but are you quite sure that this piece of skinis
subject to the ordinary | aws of zoology, and that it can be

stret ched?"

"Certainly----oh, bother!----" nuttered M Lavrille, trying to stretch
the talisman. "But if you, sir, will go to see Planchette,"” he added
"the cel ebrated professor of nechanics, he will certainly discover

some method of acting upon this skin, of softening and expanding it."

"Ah, sir, you are the preserver of ny life," and Raphael took |eave of
the |l earned naturalist and hurried off to Planchette, |eaving the
worthy Lavrille in his study, all anmpong the bottles and dried plants
that filled it up.

Qui te unconsci ously Raphael brought away with himfromthis visit, all
of science that man can grasp, a termnology to wit. Lavrille, the
worthy man, was very nuch |ike Sancho Panza giving to Don Qui xote the
hi story of the goats; he was entertaining hinself by nmaking out a |ist
of animals and ticking themoff. Even now that his |ife was nearing
its end, he was scarcely acquainted with a nere fraction of the

countl ess nunbers of the great tribes that God has scattered, for sone
unknown end, throughout the ocean of worlds.

Raphael was well|l pleased. "I shall keep my ass well in hand," cried
he. Sterne had said before his day, "Let us take care of our ass, if
we wish to live to old age.” But it is such a fantastic brute!

Pl anchette was a tall, thin man, a poet of a surety, lost in one

conti nual thought, and al ways enployed in gazing into the bottonl ess
abyss of Mdtion. Commonpl ace m nds accuse these lofty intellects of
madness; they forma nmisinterpreted race apart that lives in a

wonder ful carel essness of |uxuries or other people's notions. They

wi |l spend whol e days at a stretch, smoking a cigar that has gone out,
and enter a drawing-roomw th the buttons on their garnments not in
every case formally wedded to the button-holes. Sone day or other
after a long tinme spent in neasuring space, or in accumrul ating Xs
under Aa-CGg, they succeed in analyzing sone natural |aw, and resolve
it intoits elenental principles, and all on a sudden the crowd gapes
at a new machine; or it is a handcart perhaps that overwhelns us with
astoni shmrent by the apt sinplicity of its construction. The npdest man
of science snmles at his admirers, and remarks, "What is that

i nvention of mne? Nothing whatever. Man cannot create a force; he can
but direct it; and science consists in learning fromnature."

The nechanici an was standing bolt upright, planted on both feet, like
some victimdropped straight fromthe gi bbet, when Raphael broke in
upon him He was intently watching an agate ball that rolled over a
sun-dial, and awaited its final settlenent. The worthy man had

recei ved neither pension nor decoration; he had not known how to nake
the right use of his ability for calculation. He was happy in his life
spent on the watch for a discovery; he had no thought either of
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reputation, of the outer world, nor even of hinself, and led the life
of science for the sake of science.

"It is inexplicable," he exclainmed. "Ah, your servant, sir," he went
on, becom ng aware of Raphael's existence. "How is your nother? You
nmust go and see ny wife."

"And | also could have lived thus," thought Raphael, as he recalled
the Il earned man from his neditations by asking of himhow to produce
any effect on the talisman, which he placed before him

"Al t hough ny credulity nust anuse you, sir," so the Marquis ended, "I
will conceal nothing fromyou. That skin seens to nme to be endowed
with an insuperabl e power of resistance.”

"Peopl e of fashion, sir, always treat science rather superciliously,"”
said Planchette. "They all talk to us pretty nuch as the incroyable
di d when he brought sone |adies to see Lalande just after an eclipse,
and remarked, 'Be so good as to begin it over again!' What effect do
you want to produce? The object of the science of nechanics is either
the application or the neutralization of the |aws of notion. As for
nmoti on pure and sinple, | tell you hunbly, that we cannot possibly
define it. That disposed of, unvarying phenonena have been observed
whi ch acconpany the actions of solids and fluids. If we set up the
conditions by which these phenonena are brought to pass, we can
transport bodi es or conmunicate | oconptive power to themat a
predeterm ned rate of speed. We can project them divide themup in a
few or an infinite nunmber of pieces, accordingly as we break them or
grind themto powder; we can tw st bodies or nmake themrotate, nodify,
conpress, expand, or extend them The whole science, sir, rests upon a
single fact.

"You see this ball,"” he went on; "here it lies upon this slab. Now, it
is over there. Wat nanme shall we give to what has taken place, so
natural from a physical point of view, so amazing froma noral ?
Movenent, | oconotion, changi ng of place? What prodigi ous vanity |urks
underneath the words. Does a nane solve the difficulty? Yet it is the
whol e of our science for all that. OQur machines either make direct use
of this agency, this fact, or they convert it. This trifling
phenonmenon, applied to | arge masses, would send Paris flying. W can

i ncrease speed by an expenditure of force, and augment the force by an
i ncrease of speed. But what are speed and force? Qur science is as
powerless to tell us that as to create notion. Any nobvenent whatever
is an i mense power, and man does not create power of any kind.
Everything is novenent, thought itself is a novenment, upon novenent
nature is based. Death is a nmovement whose linmtations are little
known. If God is eternal, be sure that He noves perpetually; perhaps
God is novenent. That is why novenent, |ike God is inexplicable,

unf at homabl e, unlinted, inconprehensible, intangible. Who has ever
touched, conprehended, or neasured novenent? We feel its effects

Wit hout seeing it; we can even deny them as we can deny the existence
of a God. Where is it? Where is it not? Whence cones it? What is its
source? What is its end? It surrounds us, it intrudes upon us, and yet
escapes us. It is evident as a fact, obscure as an abstraction; it is
at once effect and cause. It requires space, even as we, and what is
space? Movenent alone recalls it to us; w thout novenent, space is but
an enpty neani ngl ess word. Like space, |ike creation, like the
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infinite, movenment is an insoluble problem which confounds human
reason; man will never conceive it, whatever else he may be pernitted
to conceive

"Bet ween each point in space occupied in succession by that ball, k"
continued the man of science, "there is an abyss confronting human

reason, an abyss into which Pascal fell. In order to produce any
ef fect upon an unknown substance, we ought first of all to study that
substance; to know whether, in accordance with its nature, it will be

broken by the force of a blow, or whether it will withstand it; if it
breaks in pieces, and you have no wish to split it up, we shall not
achi eve the end proposed. If you want to conpress it, a uniform

i mpul se nmust be communicated to all the particles of the substance, so
as to dimnish the interval that separates themin an equal degree. If
you wish to expand it, we should try to bring a uniformeccentric
force to bear on every nolecule; for unless we conform accurately to
this law, we shall have breaches in continuity. The nodes of nption
sir, are infinite, and no limt exists to comnbinations of nmovement.
Upon what effect have you determn ned?"

"I want any kind of pressure that is strong enough to expand the skin
indefinitely," began Raphael, quite of out patience.

"Substance is finite," the mathematician put in, "and therefore wll

not admt of indefinite expansion, but pressure will necessarily

i ncrease the extent of surface at the expense of the thickness, which
will be dimnished until the point is reached when the material gives
out----"

"Bring about that result, sir,
earned mllions."

Raphael cried, "and you will have

"Then | should rob you of your noney," replied the other, phlegmatic
as a Dutchman. "I am going to show you, in a word or two, that a
machi ne can be nade that is fit to crush Providence itself in pieces
like a fly. It would reduce a man to the conditions of a piece of
wast e paper; a man--boots and spurs, hat and cravat, trinkets and
gold, and all----"

"What a fearful machine!"

"Instead of flinging their brats into the water, the Chinese ought to
make them useful in this way," the man of science went on, without
reflecting on the regard man has for his progeny.

Quite absorbed by his idea, Planchette took an enpty flower-pot, wth
a hole in the bottom and put it on the surface of the dial, then he
went to ook for a little clay in a corner of the garden. Raphae
stood spel |l bound, like a child to whom his nurse is telling sone
wonderful story. Planchette put the clay down upon the slab, drew a
pruni ng-kni fe fromhis pocket, cut two branches from an el der tree,
and began to clean them of pith by blow ng through them as if Raphae
had not been present.

"There are the rudi ments of the apparatus,” he said. Then he connected
one of the wooden pipes with the bottom of the flower-pot by way of a
clay joint, in such a way that the mouth of the elder stem was just
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under the hole of the flower-pot; you mght have conpared it to a big
t obacco- pi pe. He spread a bed of clay over the surface of the slab, in
a shovel -shaped nmass, set down the flower-pot at the wider end of it,
and laid the pipe of the elder stem along the portion which
represented the handl e of the shovel. Next he put a lunp of clay at
the end of the elder stemand therein planted the other pipe, in an
upright position, fornmng a second el bow which connected it with the
first horizontal pipe in such a manner that the air, or any given
fluid in circulation, could flow through this inprovised piece of
mechani sm fromthe nouth of the vertical tube, along the internediate
passages, and so into the large enmpty fl ower-pot.

"This apparatus, sir," he said to Raphael, with all the gravity of an
acadeni ci an pronouncing his initiatory discourse, "is one of the great
Pascal 's grandest clainms upon our adnmiration.”

"l don't understand."

The man of science snmiled. He went up to a fruit-tree and took down a
little phial in which the druggist had sent himsome liquid for
catching ants; he broke off the bottom and nade a funnel of the top
carefully fitting it to the mouth of the vertical holl owed stemthat
he had set in the clay, and at the opposite end to the great
reservoir, represented by the flower-pot. Next, by neans of a

wat eri ng-pot, he poured in sufficient water to rise to the sane |eve
in the large vessel and in the tiny circular funnel at the end of the
el der stem

Raphael was thinking of his piece of skin

"Water is considered to-day, sir, to be an inconpressible body," said
t he nechanician; "never |ose sight of that fundanental principle;
still it can be conpressed, though only so very slightly that we
should regard its faculty for contracting as a zero. You see the
anount of surface presented by the water at the brimof the flower-
pot ?"

"Yes, sir.

"Very good; now suppose that that surface is a thousand tines |arger
than the orifice of the elder stemthrough which I poured the |iquid.
Here, | amtaking the funnel away----"

"Granted."

"Well, then, if by any method whatever | increase the volunme of that
quantity of water by pouring in yet nore through the nouth of the
little tube; the water thus conpelled to fl ow downwards would rise in
the reservoir, represented by the flower-pot, until it reached the
same |level at either end."

"That is quite clear," cried Raphael
"But there is this difference," the other went on. "Suppose that the
thin colum of water poured into the little vertical tube there exerts
a force equal, say, to a pound weight, for instance, its action wll
be punctually comunicated to the great body of the liquid, and wl|
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be transmitted to every part of the surface represented by the water
in the flower-pot so that at the surface there will be a thousand
colums of water, every one pressing upwards as if they were inpelled
by a force equal to that which conpels the liquid to descend in the
vertical tube; and of necessity they reproduce here," said Planchette,
i ndicating to Raphael the top of the flower-pot, "the force introduced
over there, a thousand-fold," and the man of science pointed out to
the marqui s the upright wooden pipe set in the clay.

"That is quite sinmple," said Raphael

Pl anchette smiled again.
“I'n other words," he went on, with the mathematician's natura

st ubborn propensity for logic, "in order to resist the force of the
incomng water, it would be necessary to exert, upon every part of the
| arge surface, a force equal to that brought into action in the
vertical colum, but with this difference--if the colum of liquid is
a foot in height, the thousand little colums of the wi de surface wll
only have a very slight elevating power.

"Now, " said Planchette, as he gave a fillip to his bits of stick, "let
us replace this funny little apparatus by steel tubes of suitable
strength and di nensions; and if you cover the liquid surface of the
reservoir with a strong sliding plate of netal, and if to this netal

pl ate you oppose another, solid enough and strong enough to resist any
test; if, furthernore, you give nme the power of continually adding
water to the volune of liquid contents by neans of the little vertica
tube, the object fixed between the two solid netal plates nust of
necessity yield to the trenendous crushing force which indefinitely
conpresses it. The nethod of continually pouring in water through a
little tube, |ike the manner of comrunicating force through the vol une
of the liquid to a small netal plate, is an absurdly primtive
mechani cal device. A brace of pistons and a few valves would do it

all. Do you perceive, ny dear sir," he said taking Valentin by the
arm "there is scarcely a substance in existence that would not be
conpelled to dilate when fixed in between these two indefinitely

resi sting surfaces?"

"What! the author of the Lettres provinciales invented it?" Raphae
excl ai med.

"He and no other, sir. The science of mechanics knows no sinpler nor
nore beautiful contrivance. The opposite principle, the capacity of
expansi on possessed by water, has brought the steam engine into being.
But water will only expand up to a certain point, while its

i nconpressibility, being a force in a manner negative, is, of
necessity, infinite."

"If this skin is expanded," said Raphael, "I promise you to erect a
col ossal statue to Blaise Pascal; to found a prize of a hundred

t housand francs to be offered every ten years for the solution of the
grandest probl em of nechani cal science effected during the interval;
to find dowies for all your cousins and second cousins, and finally
to build an asylum on purpose for inpoverished or insane

mat hemat i ci ans. "
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"That woul d be exceedingly useful," Planchette replied. "W will go to
Spi eghalter to-nmorrow, sir," he continued, with the serenity of a man
living on a plane wholly intellectual. "That distingui shed mechanic
has just conpleted, after nmy own designs, an inproved nechanica
arrangenent by which a child could get a thousand trusses of hay

i nside his cap."

"Then good-bye till to-norrow "
"Till to-norrow, sir.'
"Tal k of mechanics!" cried Raphael; "isn't it the greatest of the

sci ences? The other fellow with his onagers, classifications, ducks,
and species, and his phials full of bottled nonstrosities, is at best
only fit for a billiard-marker in a sal oon."

The next norni ng Raphael went off in great spirits to find Planchette,
and together they set out for the Rue de | a Sante--auspicious
appel l ation! Arrived at Spieghalter's, the young nman found hinself in
a vast foundry; his eyes lighted upon a multitude of glow ng and
roaring furnaces. There was a storm of sparks, a deluge of nails, an
ocean of pistons, vices, levers, valves, girders, files, and nuts; a
sea of nmelted netal, baul ks of tinber and bar-steel. Iron filings
filled your throat. There was iron in the atnosphere; the nen were
covered with it; everything reeked of iron. The iron seened to be a
living organism it becanme a fluid, noved, and seenmed to shape itself
intelligently after every fashion, to obey the worker's every caprice.
Through the uproar made by the bellows, the crescendo of the falling
hamrers, and the shrill sounds of the lathes that drew groans fromthe
steel, Raphael passed into a |large, clean, and airy place where he was
able to inspect at his leisure the great press that Planchette had
told himabout. He admired the cast-iron beans, as one mi ght cal

them and the twin bars of steel coupled together with indestructible
bol ts.

"If you were to give seven rapid turns to that crank," said

Spi eghal ter, pointing out a beam of polished steel, "you would make a
steel bar spurt out in thousands of jets, that would get into your

l egs like needles.”

"The deuce!" excl ai mred Raphael

Pl anchette hinself slipped the piece of skin between the netal plates
of the all-powerful press; and, brinful of the certainty of a
scientific conviction, he worked the crank energetically.

"Lie flat, all of you; we are dead nen!" thundered Spieghalter, as he
hinself fell prone on the fl oor

A hi deous shrieking sound rang through the workshops. The water in the
machi ne had broken the chanber, and now spouted out in a jet of

i ncal cul able force; luckily it went in the direction of an old
furnace, which was overthrown, enveloped and carried away by a

wat er spout .

"Ha!" remarked Pl anchette serenely, "the piece of skin is as safe and
sound as my eye. There was a flaw in your reservoir sonewhere, or a
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crevice in the large tube----"

"No, no; | know my reservoir. The devil is in your contrivance, sir
you can take it away," and the German pounced upon a smth's hammer,
flung the skin down on an anvil, and, with all the strength that rage

gives, dealt the talismn the nost form dable blow that had ever
resounded t hrough his workshops.

"There is not so much as a mark on it!" said Planchette, stroking the
perverse bit of skin

The worknmen hurried in. The foreman took the skin and buried it in the
gl owi ng coal of a forge, while, in a sem-circle round the fire, they
all awaited the action of a huge pair of bellows. Raphael

Spi eghal ter, and Professor Planchette stood in the nidst of the griny
expectant crowd. Raphael, |ooking round on faces dusted over with iron
filings, white eyes, greasy bl ackened clothing, and hairy chests,
coul d have fancied hinself transported into the wild nocturnal world
of German ballad poetry. After the skin had been in the fire for ten
m nutes, the foreman pulled it out with a pair of pincers.

"Hand it over to ne," said Raphael

The foreman held it out by way of a joke. The Marquis readily handl ed
it; it was cool and flexible between his fingers. An exclamation of
alarm went up; the worknmen fled in terror. Valentin was |eft al one
with Planchette in the enpty workshop

"There is certainly something infernal in the thing!" cried Raphael
in desperation. "Is no human power able to give ne one nore day of
exi stence?”

"I made a mistake, sir," said the mathematician, with a penitent
expression; "we ought to have subjected that peculiar skin to the
action of a rolling machine. Where could ny eyes have been when
suggest ed conpression!"

"It was | that asked for it," Raphael answered.

The mat hemati ci an heaved a sigh of relief, like a culprit acquitted by
a dozen jurors. Still, the strange problem afforded by the skin
interested him he nmeditated a noment, and then remarked:

"This unknown material ought to be treated chemically by re-agents.
Let us call on Japhet--perhaps the chem st may have better |uck than
t he nechanic."”

Val entin urged his horse into a rapid trot, hoping to find the
chem st, the cel ebrated Japhet, in his |aboratory.

"Well, old friend," Planchette began, seeing Japhet in his arncthair,
exam ning a precipitate; "how goes chenm stry?"

"Gone to sleep. Nothing new at all. The Academ e, however, has

recogni zed the exi stence of salicine, but salicine, asparagine,
vauquel ine, and digitaline are not really discoveries----"
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"Since you cannot invent substances,"
to fall back on inventing names.”

sai d Raphael, "you are obliged

"Most enphatically true, young man."

"Here," said Planchette, addressing the chem st, "try to analyze this
conposition; if you can extract any el enent whatever fromit, |
christen it diaboline beforehand, for we have just smashed a hydraulic
press in trying to conpress it."

"Let's see! let's have a look at it!" cried the delighted chem st; "it
may, perhaps, be a fresh el enent.”

"It is sinply a piece of the skin of an ass, sir," said Raphael

"Sir!" said the illustrious chem st sternly.

"I am not j oking,
before him

the Marqui s answered, laying the piece of skin

Bar on Japhet applied the nervous fibres of his tongue to the skin; he
had skill in thus detecting salts, acids, alkalis, and gases. After
several experinents, he remarked:

"No taste whatever! Cone, we will give it a little fluoric acid to
drink."

Subj ected to the influence of this ready sol vent of aninmal tissue, the
skin underwent no change what soever.

"It is not shagreen at all!" the chemi st cried. "W will treat this
unknown mystery as a mneral, and try its nettle by dropping it in a
cruci ble where | have at this nonent sone red potash."

Japhet went out, and returned al nost i medi ately.

"Allow ne to cut away a bit of this strange substance, sir," he said
to Raphael; "it is so extraordinary----"
"A bit!" exclainmed Raphael; "not so nuch as a hair's-breadth. You may

try, though," he added, half banteringly, half sadly.

The chemist broke a razor in his desire to cut the skin; he tried to
break it by a powerful electric shock; next he submitted it to the

i nfluence of a galvanic battery; but all the thunderbolts his science
wotted of fell harm ess on the dreadful talisman

It was seven o'clock in the evening. Planchette, Japhet, and Raphael
unaware of the flight of tinme, were awaiting the outcone of a fina
experinment. The Magic Skin energed triunphant froma form dabl e
encounter in which it had been engaged with a consi derable quantity of
chl oride of nitrogen.

"It is all over with nme," Raphael wailed. "It is the finger of God!
shall diel----" and he left the two anazed scientific nen.

"We nust be very careful not to talk about this affair at the
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Academi e; our coll eagues there would | augh at us," Planchette remarked
to the chemi st, after a |l ong pause, in which they | ooked at each other
wi t hout daring to communi cate their thoughts. The | earned pair | ooked
like two Christians who had issued fromtheir tonbs to find no God in
the heavens. Science had been powerl ess; acids, so much clear water
red potash had been discredited; the galvanic battery and electric
shock had been a coupl e of playthings.

"A hydraulic press broken like a biscuit!" conmented Pl anchette.

"l believe in the devil,"
sil ence.

said the Baron Japhet, after a nonent's

"And | in God," replied Planchette.

Each spoke in character. The universe for a nechanician is a machine
that requires an operator; for chem stry--that fiendish enploynent of
deconposing all things--the world is a gas endowed with the power of
novenent .

"We cannot deny the fact," the chemi st replied.
"Pshawl those gentlenen the doctrinaires have invented a nebul ous
aphorism for our consol ation--Stupid as a fact."

"Your aphorism" said the chemist, "seens to ne as a fact very
stupid."”

They began to | augh, and went off to dine like folk for whoma mracle
is nothing nore than a phenonenon.

Val entin reached his own house shivering with rage and consunmed with
anger. He had no nore faith in anything. Conflicting thoughts shifted
and surged to and fro in his brain, as is the case with every nman
brought face to face with an i nconceivable fact. He had readily
believed in sonme hidden flaw in Spieghalter's apparatus; he had not
been surprised by the inconpetence and failure of science and of fire;
but the flexibility of the skin as he handled it, taken with its

st ubbornness when all neans of destruction that man possesses had been
brought to bear upon it in vain--these things terrified him The

i ncontrovertible fact made hi mdizzy.

"I ammad," he muttered. "I have had no food since the norning, and
yet | amneither hungry nor thirsty, and there is a fire in ny breast
that burns nme."

He put back the skin in the frame where it had been encl osed but
lately, drew a line in red ink about the actual configuration of the
talisman, and seated hinself in his arnchair.

"Ei ght o' clock already!" he exclainmed. "To-day has gone like a dream"”
He | eaned his el bow on the armof the chair, propped his head with his
| eft hand, and so remmined, lost in secret dark reflections and
consunmi ng thoughts that nen condemmed to die bear away with them

"O Pauline!™ he cried. "Poor child! there are gulfs that |ove can
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never traverse, despite the strength of his w ngs."

Just then he very distinctly heard a snothered sigh, and knew by one
of the nost tender privileges of passionate |love that it was Pauline's
br eat hi ng.

"That is ny death warrant," he said to hinself. "If she were there,
should wish to die in her arms."

A burst of gleeful and hearty laughter made himturn his face towards
t he bed; he saw Pauline's face through the transparent curtains,
smling like a child for gladness over a successful piece of m schief.
Her pretty hair fell over her shoulders in countless curls; she | ooked
like a Bengal rose upon a pile of white roses.

"I cajoled Jonathan," said she. "Doesn't the bed belong to nme, to ne
who am your wi fe? Don't scold nme, darling; | only wanted to surprise
you, to sleep beside you. Forgive nme for ny freak."

She sprang out of bed like a kitten, showed herself gleaming in her
[ awn rai ment, and sat down on Raphael's knee.

"Love, what gulf were you tal king about?" she said, with an anxi ous
expressi on apparent upon her face.

"Death. "

"You hurt me," she answered. "There are some thoughts upon which we,
poor wonen that we are, cannot dwell; they are death to us. Is it
strength of love in us, or lack of courage? | cannot tell. Death does

not frighten ne," she began again, laughingly. "To die with you, both
together, to-norrow norning, in one |last enbrace, would be joy. It
seems to ne that even then | should have lived nore than a hundred
years. What does the nunber of days matter if we have spent a whol e
lifetime of peace and love in one night, in one hour?"

"You are right; Heaven is speaking through that pretty nouth of yours.
Grant that | may kiss you, and let us die," said Raphael

"Then let us die," she said, |aughing.

Towards nine o'clock in the norning the daylight streaned through the
chi nks of the wi ndow shutters. Cbscured sonmewhat by the nuslin
curtains, it yet sufficed to showclearly the rich colors of the
carpet, the silks and furniture of the room where the two | overs were
lying asleep. The gilding sparkled here and there. A ray of sunshine
fell and faded upon the soft down quilt that the freaks of live had
thrown to the ground. The outlines of Pauline's dress, hanging froma
cheval gl ass, appeared |i ke a shadowy ghost. Her dainty shoes had been
|l eft at a distance fromthe bed. A nightingale cane to perch upon the
sill; its trills repeated over again, and the sounds of its w ngs
suddenly shaken out for flight, awoke Raphael

"For ne to die," he said, followi ng out a thought begun in his dream
"nmy organi zation, the nechanismof flesh and bone, that is quickened
by the will in ne, and nakes of me an individual MAN, nust display

some perceptible di sease. Doctors ought to understand the synptons of
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any attack on vitality, and could tell nme whether | am sick or sound."

He gazed at his sleeping wife. She had stretched her head out to him
expressing in this way even while she slept the anxious tenderness of
| ove. Pauline seened to |look at himas she lay with her face turned
towards himin an attitude as full of grace as a young child's, with
her pretty, half-opened mouth held out towards him as she drew her
light, even breath. Her little pearly teeth seemed to hei ghten the
redness of the fresh lips with the smle hovering over them The red
glow in her conplexion was brighter, and its whiteness was, so to
speak, whiter still just then than in the npost inpassioned nonents of
t he waki ng day. In her unconstrained grace, as she lay, so full of
believing trust, the adorable attractions of chil dhood were added to
t he enchantments of |ove.

Even the nost unaffected wonmen still obey certain social conventions,
which restrain the free expansion of the soul within themduring their
waki ng hours; but slunber seens to give them back the spontaneity of
life which makes infancy |ovely. Pauline blushed for nothing; she was
i ke one of those bel oved and heavenly beings, in whomreason has not
yet put notives into their actions and nmystery into their glances. Her
profile stood out in sharp relief against the fine canbric of the
pillows; there was a certain sprightliness about her |oose hair in
confusion, mngled with the deep lace ruffles; but she was sleeping in
happi ness, her long |lashes were tightly pressed agai nst her cheeks, as
if to secure her eyes fromtoo strong a light, or to aid an effort of
her soul to recollect and to hold fast a bliss that had been perfect
but fleeting. Her tiny pink and white ear, framed by a | ock of her
hair and outlined by a wapping of Mechlin |ace, would have nade an
artist, a painter, an old man, wildly in |ove, and woul d perhaps have
restored a madman to his senses.

Is it not an ineffable bliss to behold the woman that you | ove,

sl eeping, smiling in a peaceful dream beneath your protection, |oving
you even in dreans, even at the point where the individual seens to
cease to exist, offering to you yet the nmute |lips that speak to you in
slunmber of the latest kiss? Is it not indescribable happiness to see a
trusting woman, hal f-clad, but wapped round in her |love as by a cl oak
--nodesty in the mdst of dishevelment--to see admiringly her
scattered clothing, the silken stocking hastily put off to please you
| ast evening, the unclasped girdle that inplies a boundless faith in
you. A whole romance lies there in that girdle; the wonman that it used
to protect exists no longer; she is yours, she has becone YOU

hencef orward any betrayal of her is a blow dealt at yourself.

In this softened nbod Raphael's eyes wandered over the room now
filled with nenories and | ove, and where the very daylight seened to
take delightful hues. Then he turned his gaze at |ast upon the
outlines of the woman's form upon youth and purity, and |ove that
even now had no thought that was not for himal one, above all things,
and longed to live for ever. As his eyes fell upon Pauline, her own
opened at once as if a ray of sunlight had |lighted on them

"Good-norning," she said, smling. "How handsonme you are, bad man!"

The grace of |ove and youth, of silence and dawn, shone in their
faces, making a divine picture, with the fleeting spell over it al
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that belongs only to the earliest days of passion, just as sinplicity
and artl essness are the peculiar possession of childhood. Al as! |ove's
springtide joys, like our own youthful |aughter, must even take
flight, and live for us no |longer save in nenory; either for our
despair, or to shed sone soothing fragrance over us, according to the
bent of our innpbst thoughts.

"What made nme wake you?" said Raphael. "It was so great a pleasure to
wat ch you sleeping that it brought tears to ny eyes."

"And to mne, too," she answered. "I cried in the night while

wat ched you sl eeping, but not wi th happi ness. Raphael, dear, pray
listen to ne. Your breathing is |abored while you sleep, and sonething
rattles in your chest that frightens nme. You have a little dry cough
when you are asl eep, exactly like nmy father's, who is dying of
phthisis. In those sounds fromyour |lungs | recognized sone of the

peculiar synptons of that conplaint. Then you are feverish; | know you
are; your hand was mpoi st and burning----Darling, you are young," she
added with a shudder, "and you could still get over it if
unfortunately----But, no," she cried cheerfully, "there is no

"unfortunately,’' the disease is contagious, so the doctors say."
She flung both arnms about Raphael, drawing in his breath through one
of those kisses in which the soul reaches its end.

"I do not wish tolive to old age," she said. "Let us both die young,
and go to heaven while flowers fill our hands."

"We al ways make such designs as those when we are well and strong,"”
Raphael replied, burying his hands in Pauline's hair. But even then a
horrible fit of coughing canme on, one of those deep om nous coughs
that seemto cone fromthe depths of the tonb, a cough that |eaves the
sufferer ghastly pale, trenmbling, and perspiring; with aching sides
and quivering nerves, with a feeling of weariness pervading the very
marrow of the spine, and unspeakabl e | anguor in every vein. Raphae
slowy laid hinself down, pale, exhausted, and overcone, |like a man
who has spent all the strength in himover one final effort. Pauline's
eyes, grown large with terror, were fixed upon hiny she lay quite
noti onl ess, pale, and silent.

"Let us commt no nore follies, ny angel," she said, trying not to |let
Raphael see the dreadful forebodings that disturbed her. She covered
her face with her hands, for she saw Death before her--the hideous
skel eton. Raphael's face had grown as pale and livid as any skul
unearthed froma churchyard to assist the studies of sone scientific
man. Pauline renenbered the exclamation that had escaped from Val entin
the previous evening, and to herself she said:

"Yes, there are gulfs that |ove can never cross, and therein | ove nust
bury itself."

On a March norning, sone days after this wetched scene, Raphael found
hi rsel f seated in an arnchair, placed in the windowin the full 1ight
of day. Four doctors stood round him each in turn trying his pul se,
feeling himover, and questioning himw th apparent interest. The
invalid sought to guess their thoughts, putting a construction on
every novenent they made, and on the slightest contractions of their
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brows. His |ast hope lay in this consultation. This court of appea
was about to pronounce its decision--life or death.

Val entin had sunmoned the oracles of nodern medicine, so that he m ght
have the |last word of science. Thanks to his wealth and title, there
st ood before himthree enbodi ed theories; human know edge fl uctuated
round the three points. Three of the doctors brought anong themthe
conplete circle of medical philosophy; they represented the points of
conflict round which the battle raged, between Spiritualism Analysis,
and goodness knows what in the way of nocking eclecticism

The fourth doctor was Horace Bi anchon, a man of science with a future
before him the nost distinguished man of the new school in nedicine,
a discreet and unassum ng representative of a studious generation that
is preparing to receive the inheritance of fifty years of experience
treasured up by the Ecole de Paris, a generation that perhaps wll
erect the nmonunment for the building of which the centuries behind us
have col |l ected the different materials. As a personal friend of the
Mar qui s and of Rastignac, he had been in attendance on the former for
sonme days past, and was hel ping himto answer the inquiries of the
three professors, occasionally insisting sonmewhat upon those synptons
whi ch, in his opinion, pointed to pul nonary di sease

"You have been living at a great pace, |eading a dissipated life, no
doubt, and you have devoted yourself largely to intellectual work?"
queried one of the three celebrated authorities, addressing Raphael
He was a square-headed man, with a |large frane and energetic

organi zati on, which seemed to nark himout as superior to his two
rivals.

"I made up ny mind to kill nyself wi th debauchery, after spending
three years over an extensive work, with which perhaps you nmay sone
day occupy yourselves," Raphael replied.

The great doctor shook his head, and so displayed his satisfaction. "I
was sure of it," he seened to say to hinmself. He was the illustrious
Brisset, the successor of Cabanis and Bichat, head of the Organic
School, a doctor popular with believers in material and positive

sci ence, who see in man a conplete individual, subject solely to the

| aws of his own particular organization; and who consider that his
normal condition and abnornmal states of di sease can both be traced to
obvi ous causes.

After this reply, Brisset |ooked, wthout speaking, at a m ddle-sized
person, whose darkly flushed countenance and gl owi ng eyes seened to
bel ong to sonme antique satyr; and who, |eaning his back against the
corner of the enmbrasure, was studying Raphael, w thout saying a word.
Doctor Caneristus, a man of creeds and enthusiasns, the head of the
"Vitalists,” a romantic chanpion of the esoteric doctrines of Van

Hel mont, discerned a lofty informng principle in human life, a
nmysterious and i nexplicabl e phenonenon which nmocks at the scal pel
decei ves the surgeon, eludes the drugs of the pharmacopoeia, the
formul ae of al gebra, the denopbnstrations of anatony, and derides al
our efforts; a sort of invisible, intangible flanme, which, obeying
some divinely appointed law, will often linger on in a body in our
opi nion devoted to death, while it takes flight froman organi zation
wel|l fitted for prolonged existence.
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A bitter smle hovered upon the lips of the third doctor, Maugredie, a
man of acknow edged ability, but a Pyrrhonist and a scoffer, with the
scal pel for his one article of faith. He would consider, as a
concession to Brisset, that a man who, as a matter of fact, was
perfectly well was dead, and recognize with Caneristus that a man

m ght be living on after his apparent dem se. He found sonething
sensible in every theory, and enbraced none of them clainming that the
best of all systens of nedicine was to have none at all, and to stick
to facts. This Panurge of the Clinical Schools, the king of observers,
the great investigator, a great sceptic, the man of desperate

expedi ents, was scrutinizing the Magic Skin

"I should very much like to be a witness of the coincidence of its
retrenchment with your wish," he said to the Marquis.

"Where is the use?" cried Brisset.
"Where is the use?" echoed Caneri stus.
"Ah, you are both of the same mind," replied Maugredie.

"The contraction is perfectly sinple," Brisset went on

"It is supernatural," remarked Caneri stus.

“I'n short," Maugredi e made answer, with affected solemity, and
handi ng the piece of skin to Raphael as he spoke, "the shriveling
faculty of the skin is a fact inexplicable, and yet quite natural
whi ch, ever since the world began, has been the despair of nedicine
and of pretty wonen."

All Valentin's observation could discover no trace of a feeling for
his troubles in any of the three doctors. The three received every
answer in silence, scanned hi munconcernedly, and interrogated him
unsynpat hetically. Politeness did not conceal their indifference;
whet her deliberation or certainty was the cause, their words at any
rate came so seldom and so languidly, that at times Raphael thought
that their attention was wandering. Fromtine to tine Brisset, the
sol e speaker, remarked, "Good! just so!" as Bianchon pointed out the
exi stence of each desperate synptom Caneristus seened to be deep in
medi tati on; Maugredi e | ooked |ike a com c author, studying two queer
characters with a view to reproducing themfaithfully upon the stage.
There was deep, unconceal ed di stress, and grave conpassion in Horace
Bi anchon's face. He had been a doctor for too short a time to be

unt ouched by suffering and unnoved by a deathbed; he had not | earned
to keep back the synpathetic tears that obscure a man's clear vision
and prevent himfrom seizing |like the general of an arny, upon the
auspi ci ous nonent for victory, in utter disregard of the groans of
dyi ng nen.

After spending about half an hour over taking in some sort the neasure
of the patient and the conplaint, much as a tailor neasures a young
man for a coat when he orders his wedding outfit, the authorities
uttered several commonpl aces, and even tal ked of politics. Then they
decided to go into Raphael's study to exchange their ideas and frane
their verdict.
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“"May | not be present during the discussion, gentlenen?" Valentin had
asked them but Brisset and Maugredi e protested against this, and, in
spite of their patient's entreaties, declined altogether to deliberate
in his presence.

Raphael gave way before their custom thinking that he could slip into
a passage adjoi ni ng, whence he could easily overhear the nedica
conference in which the three professors were about to engage.

"Permit me, gentlenen," said Brisset, as they entered, "to give you ny
own opinion at once. | neither wish to force it upon you nor to have
it discussed. In the first place, it is unbiased, concise, and based
on an exact simlarity that exists between one of ny own patients and
the subject that we have been called in to exam ne; and, noreover, |
am expected at nmy hospital. The inportance of the case that demands ny
presence there will excuse nme for speaking the first word. The subject
with which we are concerned has been exhausted in an equal degree by
intell ectual |abors--what did he set about, Horace?" he asked of the
young doct or.

"A 'Theory of the WII,K " "

"The devil! but that's a big subject. He is exhausted, | say, by too
much brai n-work, by irregular courses, and by the repeated use of too
powerful stimulants. Violent exertion of body and mind has denoralized
the whole system It is easy, gentlenen, to recognize in the synptons
of the face and body generally intense irritation of the stomach, an
affection of the great synpathetic nerve, acute sensibility of the

epi gastric region, and contraction of the right and |eft

hypochondri ac. You have noticed, too, the large size and prom nence of
the liver. M Bianchon has, besides, constantly watched the patient,
and he tells us that digestion is troublesone and difficult. Strictly
speaking, there is no stomach |eft, and so the man has di sappeared.
The brain is atrophi ed because the nman digests no | onger. The
progressive deterioration wought in the epigastric region, the seat
of vitality, has vitiated the whole system Thence, by continuous
fevered vibrations, the disorder has reached the brain by neans of the
nervous plexus, hence the excessive irritation in that organ. There is
nmonomani a. The patient is burdened with a fixed idea. That piece of
skin really contracts, to his way of thinking; very likely it always
has been as we have seen it; but whether it contracts or no, that
thing is for himjust like the fly that some Grand Vizier or other had
on his nose. If you put |eeches at once on the epigastrium and reduce
the irritation in that part, which is the very seat of man's life, and
if you diet the patient, the nonomania will leave him | wll say no
nmore to Dr. Bianchon; he should be able to grasp the whole treatnment
as well as the details. There may be, perhaps, sone conplication of

t he di sease--the bronchial tubes, possibly, nay be also inflamed; but

| believe that treatment for the intestinal organs is very nuch nore

i mportant and necessary, and nore urgently required than for the
lungs. Persistent study of abstract matters, and certain violent

passi ons, have induced serious disorders in that vital nechanism
However, we are in tine to set these conditions right. Nothing is too
seriously affected. You will easily get your friend round again," he
remar ked to Bi anchon
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"Qur learned colleague is taking the effect for the cause,” Caneristus
replied. "Yes, the changes that he has observed so keenly certainly
exist in the patient; but it is not the stomach that, by degrees, has
set up nervous action in the system and so affected the brain, like a
hole in a wi ndow pane spreadi ng cracks round about it. It took a bl ow
of sonme kind to make a hole in the wi ndow, who gave the blow? Do we
know that? Have we investigated the patient's case sufficiently? Are
we acquainted with all the events of his life?

"The vital principle, gentlenen,"” he continued, "the Archeus of Van
Hel mont, is affected in his case--the very essence and centre of life
is attacked. The divine spark, the transitory intelligence which hol ds
the organi smtogether, which is the source of the will, the
inspiration of |ife, has ceased to regulate the daily phenonena of the
mechani sm and the functions of every organ; thence arise all the
conplications which ny |earned coll eague has so thoroughly

appreci ated. The epigastric region does not affect the brain but the
brain affects the epigastric region. No," he went on, vigorously

sl apping his chest, "no, | amnot a stonmach in the formof a man. No,
everything does not lie there. I do not feel that | have the courage
to say that if the epigastric region is in good order, everything else
isin alike condition----

"We cannot trace," he went on nore mldly, "to one physical cause the
serious disturbances that supervene in this or that subject which has
been dangerously attacked, nor submt themto a uniformtreatnent. No
one man is |like another. W have each peculiar organs, differently

af fected, diversely nourished, adapted to performdifferent functions,
and to induce a condition necessary to the acconplishnent of an order
of things which is unknown to us. The sublinme will has so w ought that
alittle portion of the great All is set within us to sustain the
phenonena of living; in every man it fornulates itself distinctly,
maki ng each, to all appearance, a separate individual, yet in one
poi nt co-existent with the infinite cause. So we ought to nmake a
separate study of each subject, discover all about it, find out in
what its life consists, and wherein its power lies. Fromthe softness
of a wet sponge to the hardness of pum ce-stone there are infinite
fine degrees of difference. Man is just like that. Between the sponge-
i ke organizations of the |ynphatic and the vigorous iron nuscles of
such nen as are destined for a long life, what a margin for errors for
the single inflexible systemof a lowering treatnent to conmt; a
system that reduces the capacities of the human frame, which you

al ways concl ude have been over-excited. Let us |ook for the origin of
the disease in the nmental and not in the physical viscera. A doctor is
an inspired being, endowed by God with a special gift--the power to
read the secrets of vitality; just as the prophet has received the
eyes that foresee the future, the poet his faculty of evoking nature,
and the nusician the power of arrangi ng sounds in an harnoni ous order
that is possibly a copy of an ideal harnony on high."

"There is his everlasting system of nedicine, arbitrary, nonarchical
and pious," muttered Brisset.

"Gentl enen," Maugredie broke in hastily, to distract attention from
Brisset's comment, "don't let us |ose sight of the patient.”

"What is the good of science?" Raphael npaned. "Here is ny recovery
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hal ti ng between a string of beads and a rosary of |eeches, between
Dupuytren's bistoury and Prince Hohenl ohe's prayer. There is Maugredie
suspendi ng his judgnment on the line that divides facts from words,

mnd frommtter. Man's "it is,' and '"it is not,' is always on ny
track; it is the Carymary Carymara of Rabelais for evernore: ny
di sorder is spiritual, Carymary, or material, Carymara. Shall | |ive?

They have no idea. Planchette was nore straightforward with ne, at any
rate, when he said, 'l do not know. ' "

Just then Valentin heard Maugredie's voice.

"The patient suffers from nononani a; very good, | amquite of that

opi nion," he said, "but he has two hundred thousand a year

nonomani acs of that kind are very unconmon. As for know ng whether his
epi gastric region has affected his brain, or his brain his epigastric
region, we shall find that out, perhaps, whenever he dies. But to
resune. There is no disputing the fact that he is ill; sone sort of
treatment he nmust have. Let us |eave theories alone, and put |eeches
on him to counteract the nervous and intestinal irritation, as to the
exi stence of which we all agree; and let us send himto drink the
waters, in that way we shall act on both systens at once. If there
really is tubercular disease, we can hardly expect to save his life;
so that----"

Raphael abruptly left the passage, and went back to his arncthair. The
four doctors very soon came out of the study; Horace was the
spokesnman.

"These gentlenmen,” he told him "have unani nously agreed that | eeches
nmust be applied to the stomach at once, and that both physical and
nmoral treatnment are inperatively needed. In the first place, a
carefully prescribed rule of diet, so as to soothe the internal
irritation"--here Brisset signified his approval; "and in the second,
a hygienic reginmen, to set your general condition right. W all
therefore, recommend you to go to take the waters in Aix in Savoy; or
if you like it better, at Mont Dore in Auvergne; the air and the
situation are both pleasanter in Savoy than in the Cantal, but you
will consult your own taste."

Here it was Caneristus who nodded assent.
"These gentl enmen," Bi anchon continued, "having recognized a slight
affection of the respiratory organs, are agreed as to the utility of
the previous course of treatnment that | have prescribed. They think
that there will be no difficulty about restoring you to health, and
that everything depends upon a wi se and alternate enpl oynent of these
various neans. And----"

"And that is the cause of the mlk in the cocoanut," said Raphael
with a smle, as he led Horace into his study to pay the fees for this
usel ess consul tation.

"Their conclusions are logical," the young doctor replied. "Caneristus
feels, Brisset exani nes, Maugredi e doubts. Has not man a soul, a body,
and an intelligence? One of these three elenmental constituents always
i nfluences us nore or less strongly; there will always be the persona
el ement in human science. Believe me, Raphael, we effect no cures; we
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only assist them Another system-the use of mld renmedies while
Nature exerts her powers--lies between the extrenes of theory of

Bri sset and Cameristus, but one ought to have known the patient for
sone ten years or so to obtain a good result on these |ines. Negation
lies at the back of all medicine, as in every other science. So
endeavor to live whol esonely; try a trip to Savoy; the best course is,
and always will be, to trust to Nature."

It was a nonth later, on a fine sumrer-like evening, that severa
peopl e, who were taking the waters at Aix, returned fromthe pronmenade
and nmet together in the salons of the C ub. Raphael remained al one by
a window for a long tinme. H's back was turned upon the gathering, and
he hinmself was deep in those involuntary nusings in which thoughts
arise in succession and fade away, shaping thenselves indistinctly,
passi ng over us like thin, alnost colorless clouds. Melancholy is
sweet to us then, and delight is shadowy, for the soul is half asleep
Val entin gave hinmself up to this |ife of sensations; he was steeping
himself in the warm soft twilight, enjoying the pure air with the
scent of the hills in it, happy in that he felt no pain, and had
tranquilized his threatening Magic Skin at last. It grew cooler as the
red gl ow of the sunset faded on the nountain peaks; he shut the w ndow
and | eft his place.

"WIlIl you be so kind as not to close the wi ndows, sir?" said an old
|l ady; "we are being stifled----"

The peculiarly sharp and jarring tones in which the phrase was uttered
grated on Raphael's ears; it fell on themlike an indiscreet remark
et slip by some man in whose friendship we would fain believe, a word
whi ch reveal s unsuspected depths of selfishness and destroys sone

pl easing sentinmental illusion of ours. The Marquis glanced, with the
cool inscrutable expression of a diplomatist, at the old | ady, called
a servant, and, when he cane, curtly bade him

"Open that w ndow. "

Great surprise was clearly expressed on all faces at the words. The
whol e roonful began to whisper to each other, and turned their eyes
upon the invalid, as though he had given sonme serious offence.

Raphael , who had never quite managed to rid hinself of the bashful ness
of his early youth, felt a nonentary confusion; then he shook off his
torpor, exerted his faculties, and asked hinself the nmeaning of this
strange scene.

A sudden and rapid i nmpul se qui ckened his brain; the past weeks
appeared before himin a clear and definite vision; the reasons for
the feelings he inspired in others stood out for himin relief, Iike
the veins of some corpse which a naturalist, by sonme cunningly
contrived injection, has colored so as to show their | east

ram fications.

He di scerned hinself in this fleeting picture; he followed out his own
life in it, thought by thought, day after day. He saw hinsel f, not

wi t hout astoni shment, an absent gl oony figure in the mdst of these
lively folk, always nmusing over his own fate, always absorbed by his
own sufferings, seemingly inpatient of the nost harm ess chat. He saw
how he had shunned the epheneral intinmacies that travelers are so
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ready to establish--no doubt because they feel sure of never neeting
each ot her again--and how he had taken little heed of those about him
He saw hinself |ike the rocks w thout, unnmoved by the caresses or the
stormy surgings of the waves.

Then, by a gift of insight seldom accorded, he read the thoughts of
all those about him The light of a candle reveal ed the sardonic
profile and yell ow cranium of an old man; he renenbered now that he
had won from him and had never proposed that the other should have
his revenge; a little further on he saw a pretty worman, whose lively
advances he had nmet with frigid coolness; there was not a face there
that did not reproach himw th sone wong done, inexplicably to al
appearance, but the real offence in every case lay in sone
nortification, some invisible hurt dealt to self-love. He had
unintentionally jarred on all the small susceptibilities of the circle
round about him

Hi s guests on various occasions, and those to whom he had lent his
horses, had taken offence at his |uxurious ways; their ungraci ousness
had been a surprise to him he had spared them further huniliations of
that kind, and they had considered that he | ooked down upon them and
had accused hi m of haughti ness ever since. He could read their innost
thoughts as he fathoned their natures in this way. Society with its
polish and varnish grew | oathsone to him He was envied and hated for
his wealth and superior ability; his reserve baffled the inquisitive;
his hum ity seenmed |ike haughtiness to these petty superficia

nat ures. He guessed the secret unpardonable crime which he had
committed agai nst them he had overstepped the limts of the
jurisdiction of their nmediocrity. He had resisted their inquisitoria
tyranny; he could dispense with their society; and all of them
therefore, had instinctively conbined to nake himfeel their power,
and to take revenge upon this incipient royalty by submtting himto a
ki nd of ostracism and so teaching himthat they in their turn could
do without him

Pity cane over him first of all, at this aspect of mankind, but very
soon he shuddered at the thought of the power that came thus, at will,
and flung aside for himthe veil of flesh under which the noral nature
i s hidden away. He closed his eyes, so as to see no nmore. A black
curtain was drawn all at once over this unlucky phantom show of truth;
but still he found hinself in the terrible |loneliness that surrounds
every power and dom nion. Just then a violent fit of coughing seized
him Far fromreceiving one single word--indifferent, and nmeani ngl ess,
it is true, but still containing, anong well-bred peopl e brought

t oget her by chance, at |east sone pretence of civil comr seration--he
now heard hostile ejacul ations and nuttered conplaints. Society there
assenbl ed di sdai ned any pantom me on his account, perhaps because he
had gauged its real nature too well

"His conplaint is contagious."
"The president of the Club ought to forbid himto enter the salon."”
"It is contrary to all rules and regulations to cough in that way!"

"When a man is as ill as that, he ought not to cone to take the
wat ers----"
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"He will drive nme away fromthe place."

Raphael rose and wal ked about the roons to screen hinself fromtheir
unani nous execrations. He thought to find a shelter, and went up to a
young pretty | ady who sat doing nothing, minded to address sone pretty
speeches to her; but as he cane towards her, she turned her back upon
him and pretended to be watching the dancers. Raphael feared |est he
m ght have made use of the talismn already that evening; and feeling
that he had neither the wi sh nor the courage to break into the
conversation, he left the salon and took refuge in the billiard-room
No one there greeted him nobody spoke to him no one sent so much as
a friendly glance in his direction. His turn of mnd, naturally
neditative, had discovered instinctively the general grounds and
reasons for the aversion he inspired. This little world was obeying,
unconsci ously perhaps, the sovereign |aw which rules over polite
society; its inexorable nature was beconing apparent in its entirety
to Raphael's eyes. A glance into the past showed it to him as a type
conpletely realized in Foedora.

He woul d no nore neet with synmpathy here for his bodily ills than he
had received it at her hands for the distress in his heart. The

fashi onabl e world expels every suffering creature fromits mdst, just
as the body of a man in robust health rejects any germ of disease. The
worl d holds suffering and mi sfortune in abhorrence; it dreads them
like the plague; it never hesitates between vice and trouble, for vice
is a luxury. Ill-fortune may possess a mmjesty of its own, but society
can belittle it and make it ridiculous by an epigram Society draws
caricatures, and in this way flings in the teeth of fallen kings the
affronts which it fancies it has received fromthenm society, |ike the
Roman youth at the circus, never shows nercy to the fallen gl adi ator
nockery and noney are its vital necessities. "Death to the weak!" That
is the oath taken by this kind of Equestrian order, instituted in
their mdst by all the nations of the world; everywhere it makes for
the elevation of the rich, and its notto is deeply graven in hearts
that wealth has turned to stone, or that have been reared in

ari stocratic prejudices.

Assenbl e a coll ection of school-boys together. That will give you a
society in mniature, a mniature which represents life nore truly,
because it is so frank and artless; and in it you will always find
poor isolated beings, relegated to sone place in the genera
estimati ons between pity and contenpt, on account of their weakness
and suffering. To these the Evangel prom ses heaven hereafter. Go

| ower yet in the scale of organized creation. If sone bird anong its
fellows in the courtyard sickens, the others fall upon it with their

beaks, pluck out its feathers, and kill it. The whole world, in
accordance with its character of egotism brings all its severity to
bear upon wretchedness that has the hardi hood to spoil its

festivities, and to trouble its joys.

Any sufferer in mnd or body, any hel pless or poor nman, is a pariah.
He had better remain in his solitude; if he crosses the boundary-Iine,
he will find winter everywhere; he will find freezing cold in other
men's | ooks, manners, words, and hearts; and |lucky indeed is he if he
does not receive an insult where he expected that synpathy would be
expended upon him Let the dying keep to their bed of neglect, and age
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sit lonely by its fireside. Portionless maids, freeze and burn in your
solitary attics. If the world tolerates msery of any kind, it is to
turn it to account for its own purposes, to nmake some use of it,
saddl e and bridle it, put a bit inits nmouth, ride it about, and get
some fun out of it.

Crotchety spinsters, |adies' conpanions, put a cheerful face upon it,
endure the hunors of your so-called benefactress, carry her |apdogs
for her; you have an English poodle for your rival, and you nust seek
to understand the npods of your patroness, and anmuse her, and--keep
sil ence about yourselves. As for you, unblushing parasite, uncrowned
king of unliveried servants, |eave your real character at hone, |et
your digestion keep pace with your host's | augh when he | aughs, mngle
your tears with his, and find his epigranms anusing; if you want to
relieve your mind about him wait till he is ruined. That is the way
the world shows its respect for the unfortunate; it persecutes them
or slays themin the dust.

Such thoughts as these welled up in Raphael's heart with the
suddenness of poetic inspiration. He | ooked around him and felt the

i nfluence of the forbidding gloomthat society breathes out in order
torid itself of the unfortunate; it nipped his soul nore effectually
than the east wind grips the body in Decenber. He | ocked his arms over
his chest, set his back against the wall, and fell into a deep

mel anchol y. He nused upon the neagre happiness that this depressing
way of living can give. What did it anmount to? Anusenent with no

pl easure in it, gaiety w thout gladness, joyless festivity, fevered
dreans enpty of all delight, firewod or ashes on the hearth w thout a
spark of flanme in them Wen he raised his head, he found hinself
alone, all the billiard players had gone.

"I have only to |l et them know ny power to nmake them worship ny
coughing fits," he said to hinself, and wapped hi nsel f agai nst the
world in the cloak of his contenpt.

Next day the resident doctor came to call upon him and took an
anxious interest in his health. Raphael felt a thrill of joy at the
friendly words addressed to him The doctor's face, to his thinking,
wore an expression that was kind and pleasant; the pale curls of his
wi g seenmed redol ent of philanthropy; the square cut of his coat, the
| oose folds of his trousers, his big Quaker-Ilike shoes, everything
about himdown to the powder shaken from his queue and dusted in a
circle upon his slightly stooping shoul ders, reveal ed an apostolic
nature, and spoke of Christian charity and of the self-sacrifice of a
man, who, out of sheer devotion to his patients, had conpelled hinself
to learn to play whist and tric-trac so well that he never |ost nobney
to any of them

"My Lord Marquis," said he, after a long talk with Raphael, "I can

di spel your uneasi ness beyond all doubt. | know your constitution wel
enough by this time to assure you that the doctors in Paris, whose
great abilities | know, are nistaken as to the nature of your
conplaint. You can live as |long as Methusel ah, ny Lord Marquis,
accidents only excepted. Your lungs are as sound as a blacksmith's
bel |l ows, your stonmach would put an ostrich to the blush; but if you
persist in living at high altitude, you are running the risk of a
pronpt interment in consecrated soil. A few words, ny Lord Marquis,
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will make nmy meaning clear to you.

"Chemi stry," he began, "has shown us that man's breathing is a rea
process of conbustion, and the intensity of its action varies
according to the abundance or scarcity of the phlogistic el enent
stored up by the organi smof each individual. In your case, the

phl ogistic, or inflamatory el ement is abundant; if you will permt ne
to put it so, you generate superfluous oxygen, possessing as you do
the inflammatory tenperanent of a man destined to experience strong
enotions. While you breath the keen, pure air that stinulates life in
men of |ynphatic constitution, you are accel erating an expenditure of
vitality already too rapid. One of the conditions for existence for
you is the heavier atnosphere of the plains and valleys. Yes, the
vital air for a man consuned by his genius lies in the fertile
pasture-lands of Germany, at Toplitz or Baden-Baden. If England is not
obnoxious to you, its msty climte would reduce your fever; but the
situation of our baths, a thousand feet above the |evel of the

Medi t erranean, is dangerous for you. That is my opinion at |east," he
said, with a deprecatory gesture, "and | give it in opposition to our
interests, for, if you act upon it, we shall unfortunately | ose you."

But for these closing words of his, the affable doctor's seem ng good-
nature woul d have conpl etely won Raphael over; but he was too

prof oundl y observant not to understand the nmeaning of the tone, the

| ook and gesture that acconpanied that mld sarcasm not to see that
the little man had been sent on this errand, no doubt, by a flock of
his rejoicing patients. The florid-looking idlers, tedious old wonen,
nomad English people, and fine | adies who had given their husbands the
slip, and were escorted hither by their |overs--one and all were in a
plot to drive away a wretched, feeble creature to die, who seened
unabl e to hold out against a daily renewed persecution! Raphae
accepted the chall enge, he foresaw some anmusenent to be derived from
t hei r manoeuvres.

"As you woul d be grieved at losing nme," said he to the doctor, "I wll
endeavor to avail nyself of your good advice without |eaving the
place. | will set about having a house built to-nmorrow, and the

at nrosphere within it shall be regulated by your instructions."

The doctor understood the sarcastic smile that |urked about Raphael's
nout h, and took his | eave without finding another word to say.

The Lake of Bourget |ies seven hundred feet above the Mediterranean
in a great hollow anpong the jagged peaks of the hills; it sparkles
there, the bluest drop of water in the world. Fromthe sumit of the
Cat's Tooth the | ake below | ooks |ike a stray turquoise. This lovely
sheet of water is about twenty-seven niles round, and in some places
is nearly five hundred feet deep

Under the cloudl ess sky, in your boat in the mdst of the great

expanse of water, with only the sound of the oars in your ears, only
the vague outline of the hills on the horizon before you; you adnire
the glittering snows of the French Maurienne; you pass, now by masses
of granite clad in the velvet of green turf or in |owgrow ng shrubs,
now by pl easant sloping nmeadows; there is always a wilderness on the
one hand and fertile |lands on the other, and both harnoni es and

di ssonances conpose a scene for you where everything is at once small
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and vast, and you feel yourself to be a poor onlooker at a great
banquet. The configuration of the nountains brings about m sleading
optical conditions and illusions of perspective; a pine-tree a hundred
feet in height |ooks to be a nere weed; w de valleys | ook as narrow as
meadow paths. The lake is the only one where the confidences of heart
and heart can be exchanged. There one can live; there one can

medi tate. Nowhere on earth will you find a closer understandi ng
between the water, the sky, the nountains, and the fields. There is a
balmthere for all the agitations of life. The place keeps the secrets
of sorrowto itself, the sorrow that grows | ess beneath its soothing

i nfluence; and to love, it gives a grave and neditative cast,
deepeni ng passion and purifying it. A kiss there becones sonething
great. But beyond all other things it is the lake for nenories; it
aids themby lending to themthe hues of its own waves; it is a mrror
in which everything is reflected. Only here, with this lovely

| andscape all around him coul d Raphael endure the burden laid upon
him here he could remain as a | anguid dreanmer, without a wish of his
own.

He went out upon the | ake after the doctor's visit, and was | anded at
a lonely point on the pleasant slope where the village of Saint-

I nnocent is situated. The view fromthis pronontory, as one nay cal
it, conprises the heights of Bugey with the Rhone flowing at their
foot, and the end of the | ake; but Raphael liked to | ook at the
opposite shore fromthence, at the nelancholy | ooking Abbey of Haute-
Conbe, the burying-place of the Sardinian kings, who |ie prostrate
there before the hills, like pilgrins come at last to their journey's
end. The silence of the | andscape was broken by the even rhythm of the
strokes of the oar; it seened to find a voice for the place, in

nmonot onous cadences |ike the chanting of nonks. The Marquis was
surprised to find visitors to this usually lonely part of the |ake;
and as he nmused, he watched the people seated in the boat, and
recogni zed in the stern the elderly | ady who had spoken so harshly to
hi mthe eveni ng before.

No one took any notice of Raphael as the boat passed, except the

el derly lady's conpani on, a poor old maid of noble fam |y, who bowed
to him and whomit seemed to himthat he saw for the first time. A
few seconds | ater he had already forgotten the visitors, who had
rapi dly di sappeared behind the pronontory, when he heard the
fluttering of a dress and the sound of |ight footsteps not far from
him He turned about and saw the conpani on; and, guessing from her
enbarrassed manner that she wished to speak with him he wal ked

t owar ds her.

She was sonmewhere about thirty-six years of age, thin and tall
reserved and prim and, like all old mids, seened puzzled to know

whi ch way to | ook, an expression no |longer in keeping with her
nmeasured, springless, and hesitating steps. She was both young and old
at the sane tine, and, by a certain dignity in her carriage, showed
the high value which she set upon her charms and perfections. In
addi ti on, her movements were all dermure and discreet, |ike those of
wonmen who are accustoned to take great care of thenselves, no doubt
because they desire not to be cheated of |love, their destined end.

"Your life is in danger, sir; do not conme to the Club again!" she
sai d, stepping back a pace or two from Raphael, as if her reputation
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had al ready been conproni sed

"But, madenoiselle,” said Raphael, smling, "please explain yourself
nore clearly, since you have condescended so far----"

"Ah," she answered, "unless | had had a very strong notive, | should
never have run the risk of offending the countess, for if she ever
came to know that | had warned you----"

"And who would tell her, madenoiselle?" cried Raphael
"True," the old maid answered. She | ooked at him quaking |ike an ow
out in the sunlight. "But think of yourself,"” she went on; "severa
young nen, who want to drive you away fromthe baths, have agreed to
pick a quarrel with you, and to force you into a duel."

The elderly lady's voice sounded in the distance.

"Madenvi sell e," began the Marquis, "ny gratitude----" But his
protectress had fled already; she had heard the voice of her m stress
squeaki ng afresh anong the rocks.

"Poor girl! unhappi ness always understands and hel ps the unhappy, "
Raphael thought, and sat hinself down at the foot of a tree.

The key of every science is, beyond cavil, the mark of interrogation;
we owe nost of our greatest discoveries to a WHY? and all the w sdom
in the world, perhaps, consists in asking WHEREFORE? in every
connection. But, on the other hand, this acquired prescience is the
ruin of our illusions.

So Val entin, having taken the old maid's kindly action for the text of
hi s wanderi ng thoughts, without the deliberate pronptings of
phil osophy, must find it full of gall and wor mwod.

"It is not at all extraordinary that a gentlewonan's gentl ewoman
should take a fancy to me," said he to hinmself. "I amtwenty-seven
years old, and | have a title and an i ncome of two hundred thousand a
year. But that her m stress, who hates water like a rabid cat--for it
woul d be hard to give the palmto either in that matter--that her

m stress should have brought her here in a boat! Is not that very
strange and wonderful ? Those two wonen cane into Savoy to sleep |ike
marmot s; they ask if day has dawned at noon; and to think that they
could get up this norning before eight o' clock, to take their chances
in running after ne!"

Very soon the old maid and her elderly innocence becane, in his eyes,
a fresh manifestation of that artificial, malicious little world. It
was a paltry device, a clunsy artifice, a piece of priest's or woman's
craft. Was the duel a nyth, or did they nmerely want to frighten hinf
But these petty creatures, inmpudent and teasing as flies, had
succeeded in wounding his vanity, in rousing his pride, and exciting
his curiosity. Unwilling to becone their dupe, or to be taken for a
coward, and even diverted perhaps by the little drama, he went to the
Club that very evening.

He stood | eani ng agai nst the marbl e chi mey-pi ece, and stayed there
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quietly in the mddle of the principal saloon, doing his best to give
no one any advantage over him but he scrutinized the faces about him
and gave a certain vague offence to those assembl ed, by his

i nspection. Like a dog aware of his strength, he awaited the contest
on his own ground, w thout necessary barking. Towards the end of the
evening he strolled into the cardroom wal ki ng between the door and
anot her that opened into the billiard-room throwing a glance from
time to tine over a group of young nen that had gathered there. He
heard his nanme nentioned after a turn or two. Although they |owered
their voices, Raphael easily guessed that he had become the topic of
their debate, and he ended by catching a phrase or two spoken al oud.

"You?"

"Yes, |."

"I dare you to do it!"
"Let us make a bet on it!"
"Oh, he will doit."

Just as Valentin, curious to learn the natter of the wager, cane up to
pay closer attention to what they were saying, a tall, strong, good-

| ooki ng young fellow, who, however, possessed the inpertinent stare
peculiar to people who have material force at their back, canme out of
the billiard-room

"I am deputed, sir," he said coolly addressing the Marquis, "to make
you aware of sonething which you do not seemto know, your face and
person generally are a source of annoyance to every one here, and to
me in particular. You have too much politeness not to sacrifice
yourself to the public good, and | beg that you will not show yourself
in the Club again."

"This sort of joke has been perpetrated before, sir, in garrison towns
at the tinme of the Enpire; but nowadays it is exceedingly bad form™"
sai d Raphael drily.
"1 am not joking," the young man answered; "and | repeat it: your
health will be considerably the worse for a stay here; the heat and
light, the air of the saloon, and the conpany are all bad for your
conplaint.”

"Where did you study nedicine?" Raphael inquired.

"I took nmy bachelor's degree on Lepage's shooting-ground in Paris, and
was made a doctor at Cerizier's, the king of foils."

"There is one |last degree left for you to take," said Valentin; "study

the ordinary rules of politeness, and you will be a perfect
gentl emen.”
The young nen all cane out of the billiard-roomjust then, sone

di sposed to | augh, some silent. The attention of other players was
drawn to the matter; they left their cards to watch a quarrel that
rejoiced their instincts. Raphael, alone anong this hostile crowd, did
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his best to keep cool, and not to put himself in any way in the wong;
but his adversary having ventured a sarcasm containing an insult
couched in unusually keen | anguage, he replied gravely:

"We cannot box men's ears, sir, in these days, but | amat a loss for
any word by which to stigmatize such cowardly behavior as yours."

"That's enough, that's enough. You can cone to an explanation to-
norrow, " several young nmen excl ai med, interposing between the two
chanpi ons.

Raphael left the roomin the character of aggressor, after he had
accepted a proposal to neet near the Chateau de Bordeau, in a little
sl opi ng neadow, not very far fromthe newmy made road, by which the
man who canme off victorious could reach Lyons. Raphael nust now either
take to his bed or |eave the baths. The visitors had gained their
point. At eight o'clock next norning his antagonist, foll owed by two
seconds and a surgeon, arrived first on the ground.

"We shall do very nicely here; glorious weather for a duel!"™ he cried
gaily, looking at the blue vault of sky above, at the waters of the

| ake, and the rocks, without a single nelancholy presentinment or doubt
of the issue. "If | wing him" he went on, "I shall send himto bed
for a nonth; eh, doctor?"

"At the very least," the surgeon replied; "but let that willowtwg
al one, or you will weary your wrist, and then you will not fire
steadily. You might kill your man instead of wounding him"

The noi se of a carriage was heard approaching.
"Here he is," said the seconds, who soon descried a cal eche com ng
along the road; it was drawn by four horses, and there were two
postili ons.

"What a queer proceeding!" said Valentin's antagonist; "here he cones
post-haste to be shot."

The slightest incident about a duel, as about a stake at cards, nakes
an i npression on the mnds of those deeply concerned in the results of
the affair; so the young man awaited the arrival of the carriage with
a kind of uneasiness. It stopped in the road; old Jonathan | aboriously
descended fromit, in the first place, to assist Raphael to alight; he
supported himwith his feeble arnms, and showed himall the mnute
attentions that a lover |avishes upon his mstress. Both becane | ost
to sight in the footpath that |ay between the highroad and the field
where the duel was to take place; they were wal king slowmy, and did
not appear again for sonme tinme after. The four onlookers at this
strange spectacle felt deeply noved by the sight of Valentin as he

| eaned on his servant's arm he was wasted and pale; he linped as if
he had the gout, went with his head bowed down, and said not a word.
You m ght have taken them for a couple of old nmen, one broken with
years, the other worn out with thought; the elder bore his age visibly
written in his white hair, the younger was of no age.

"I have not slept all night, sir;" so Raphael greeted his antagonist.
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The icy tone and terrible glance that went with the words made the
real aggressor shudder; he know that he was in the wong, and felt in
secret ashaned of his behavior. There was sonething strange in
Raphael ' s bearing, tone, and gesture; the Marquis stopped, and every
one else was |likew se silent. The uneasy and constrai ned feeling grew
to a height.

"There is yet tinme," he went on, "to offer ne sonme slight apol ogy; and
offer it you must, or you will die sir! You rely even now on your
dexterity, and do not shrink froman encounter in which you believe
all the advantage to be upon your side. Very good, sir; | am generous,
I amletting you know nmy superiority beforehand. | possess a terrible
power. | have only to wish to do so, and | can neutralize your skill,
di m your eyesi ght, make your hand and pul se unsteady, and even kil

you outright. I have no wish to be conpelled to exercise ny power; the
use of it costs ne too dear. You would not be the only one to die. So
if you refuse to apologize to nme, not matter what your experience in
nmurder, your ball will go into the waterfall there, and mine wll
speed straight to your heart though | do not aimit at you."

Confused voices interrupted Raphael at this point. Al the tinme that
he was speaking, the Marquis had kept his intolerably keen gaze fixed
upon his antagonist; now he drew hinself up and showed an inpassive
face, like that of a dangerous nadnan.

“Make him hold his tongue," the young man had said to one of his
seconds; "that voice of his is tearing the heart out of ne."

"Say no nore, sir; it is quite useless,” cried the seconds and the

surgeon, addressing Raphael

"Gentlenen, | amfulfilling a duty. Has this young gentleman any fina
arrangenents to nake?"

"That is enough; that will do."

The Marqui s remai ned standi ng steadily, never for a nmonent |osing
sight of his antagonist; and the latter seened, |like a bird before a
snake, to be overwhel med by a well-nigh magical power. He was

conpel led to endure that hom cidal gaze; he net and shunned it

i ncessantly.

"I amthirsty; give ne sone water----" he said again to the second.

"Are you nervous?"

"Yes,
eyes."

he answered. "There is a fascination about that man's gl owi ng

"WIlIl you apol ogi ze?"

“I't is too late now. "

The two antagoni sts were placed at fifteen paces' distance from each
ot her. Each of them had a brace of pistols at hand, and, according to

the programre prescribed for them each was to fire twice when and how
he pl eased, but after the signal had been given by the seconds.
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"What are you doi ng, Charles?" exclainmed the young nman who acted as
second to Raphael's antagonist; "you are putting in the ball before
t he powder!™

"I ama dead man," he nuttered, by way of answer; "you have put ne
facing the sun----"

"The sun lies behind you," said Valentin sternly and solemmly, while
he coolly | oaded his pistol wi thout heeding the fact that the signa
had been given, or that his antagonist was carefully taking aim

There was sonething so appalling in this supernatural unconcern, that
it affected even the two postilions, brought thither by a crue
curiosity. Raphael was either trying his power or playing with it, for
he tal ked to Jonat han, and | ooked towards him as he received his
adversary's fire. Charles' bullet broke a branch of wllow and
ricocheted over the surface of the water; Raphael fired at random and
shot his antagoni st through the heart. He did not heed the young man
as he dropped; he hurriedly sought the Magic Skin to see what another
man's life had cost him The talismn was no |larger than a small oak-

| eaf .

"What are you gaping at, you postilions over there? Let us be off,"
said the Marquis.

That same evening he crossed the French border, inmediately set out
for Auvergne, and reached the springs of Mont Dore. As he travel ed,
there surged up in his heart, all at once, one of those thoughts that
come to us as a ray of sunlight pierces through the thick msts in
sone dark valley--a sad enlightennent, a pitiless sagacity that lights
up the acconplished fact for us, that lays our errors bare, and | eaves
us without excuse in our own eyes. It suddenly struck himthat the
possessi on of power, no matter how enornous, did not bring with it the
know edge how to use it. The sceptre is a plaything for a child, an
axe for a Richelieu, and for a Napoleon a | ever by which to nove the
world. Power |eaves us just as it finds us; only great natures grow
greater by its neans. Raphael had had everything in his power, and he
had done not hi ng.

At the springs of Mont Dore he cane again in contact with alittle
worl d of people, who invariably shunned himwi th the eager haste that
ani mal s di splay when they scent afar off one of their own species

| ying dead, and flee away. The dislike was nmutual. Hi s |ate adventure
had given him a deep distaste for society; his first care,
consequently, was to find a | odging at sone distance fromthe

nei ghbor hood of the springs. Instinctively he felt within himthe need
of close contact with nature, of natural enotions, and of the
vegetative life into which we sink so gladly anong the fields.

The day after he arrived he clinbed the Pic de Sancy, not wi thout
difficulty, and visited the higher valleys, the skyey nooks,

undi scovered | akes, and peasants' huts about Mont Dore, a country
whose stern and wild features are now beginning to tenpt the brushes
of our artists, for sonetines wonderfully fresh and charm ng views are
to be found there, affording a strong contrast to the frowning brows
of those lonely hills.
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Barely a | eague fromthe village Raphael discovered a nook where
nature seened to have taken a pleasure in hiding away all her
treasures |like sone glad and mi schievous child. At the first sight of
this unspoil ed and picturesque retreat, he determned to take up his
abode in it. There, |life nust needs be peaceful, natural, and
fruitful, like the life of a plant.

| magi ne for yourself an inverted cone of granite hollowed out on a

| arge scale, a sort of basin with its sides divided up by queer

wi ndi ng paths. On one side lay level stretches with no growth upon
them a bluish uniform surface, over which the rays of the sun fell as
upon a mrror; on the other lay cliffs split open by fissures and
frowni ng ravines; great blocks of |ava hung suspended fromthem while
the action of rain slowy prepared their inpending fall; a few stunted
trees tornmented by the wind, often crowned their summts; and here and
there in sonme sheltered angle of their ranparts a clunp of chestnut-
trees grew tall as cedars, or some cavern in the yellow sh rocks
showed the dark entrance into its depths, set about by flowers and
branmbl es, decked by a little strip of green turf.

At the bottom of this cup, which perhaps had been the crater of an

ol d-worl d vol cano, lay a pool of water as pure and bright as a

di anond. Granite boulders |ay around the deep basin, and wll ows,
nount ai n-ash trees, yellowflag lilies, and nunberl ess aromatic plants
bl oonmed about it, in a realmof neadow as fresh as an English bow i ng-
green. The fine soft grass was watered by the streans that trickled

t hrough the fissures in the cliffs; the soil was continually enriched
by the deposits of | oam which storns washed down from the heights
above. The pool m ght be some three acres in extent; its shape was
irregular, and the edges were scalloped |like the hem of a dress; the
meadow m ght be an acre or two acres in extent. The cliffs and the

wat er approached and receded from each other; here and there, there
was scarcely wi dth enough for the cows to pass between them

After a certain height the plant Iife ceased. Aloft in air the granite
took upon itself the nost fantastic shapes, and assunmed those m sty
tints that give to high muntains a dimresenblance to clouds in the
sky. The bare, bleak cliffs, with the fearful rents in their sides,
pi ctures of wild and barren desolation, contrasted strongly with the
pretty view of the valley; and so strange were the shapes they
assuned, that one of the cliffs had been called "The Capuchin,”
because it was so like a nonk. Sonmetines these sharp-pointed peaks,
these m ghty masses of rock, and airy caverns were |ighted up one by
one, according to the direction of the sun or the caprices of the

at nosphere; they caught gleans of gold, dyed thenselves in purple;
took a tint of glow ng rose-color, or turned dull and gray. Upon the
hei ghts a drama of col or was al ways to be seen, a play of ever-
shifting iridescent hues |like those on a pigeon's breast.

Oftentines at sunrise or at sunset a ray of bright sunlight would
penetrate between two sheer surfaces of |ava, that m ght have been
split apart by a hatchet, to the very depths of that pleasant little
garden, where it would play in the waters of the pool, |ike a beam of
gol den |ight which gleans through the chinks of a shutter into a room
in Spain, that has been carefully darkened for a siesta. \WWen the sun
rose above the old crater that sonme antediluvian revolution had filled
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with water, its rocky sides took warmer tones, the extinct vol cano

gl owed again, and its sudden heat quickened the sprouting seeds and
vegetation, gave color to the flowers, and ripened the fruits of this
forgotten corner of the earth.

As Raphael reached it, he noticed several cows grazing in the pasture-
| and; and when he had taken a few steps towards the water, he saw a
little house built of granite and roofed with shingle in the spot
where the meadow and was at its widest. The roof of this little
cottage harnoni zed with everything about it; for it had | ong been
overgrown with ivy, noss, and flowers of no recent date. A thin smpke,
that did not scare the birds away, went up fromthe dil api dated

chi mey. There was a great bench at the door between two huge honey-
suckl e bushes, that were pink with blossomand full of scent. The

wal I's could scarcely be seen for branches of vine and sprays of rose
and jessanine that interlaced and grew entirely as chance and their
own will bade them for the innmates of the cottage seened to pay no
attention to the growth which adorned their house, and to take no care
of it, leaving to it the fresh capricious charm of nature.

Some cl othes spread out on the gooseberry bushes were drying in the
sun. A cat was sitting on a machine for stripping henp; beneath it |ay
a newmy scoured brass caldron, anpbng a quantity of potato-parings. On
the other side of the house Raphael saw a sort of barricade of dead

t hor n- bushes, neant no doubt to keep the poultry from scratching up
the vegetabl es and pot-herbs. It seened |like the end of the earth. The
dwel ling was |ike sone bird' s-nest ingeniously set in a cranny of the
rocks, a clever and at the same tine a careless bit of workmanship. A
sinmple and kindly nature lay round about it; its rusticity was

genui ne, but there was a charmlike that of poetry in it; for it grew
and throve at a thousand mles' distance from our el aborate and
conventional poetry. It was |ike none of our conceptions; it was a
spont aneous growt h, a nasterpi ece due to chance.

As Raphael reached the place, the sunlight fell across it fromright
to left, bringing out all the colors of its plants and trees; the
yel l owi sh or gray bases of the crags, the different shades of the
green | eaves, the masses of flowers, pink, blue, or white, the
clinmbing plants with their bell-Iike blossons, and the shot vel vet of
the nosses, the purple-tinted bloonms of the heather,--everything was
either brought into relief or nade fairer yet by the enchantnent of
the light or by the contrasting shadows; and this was the case nobst of
all with the sheet of water, wherein the house, the trees, the granite
peaks, and the sky were all faithfully reflected. Everything had a
radi ance of its own in this delightful picture, fromthe sparkling

m ca-stone to the bl eached tuft of grass hidden away in the soft
shadows; the spotted cowwith its glossy hide, the delicate water-

pl ants that hung down over the pool like fringes in a nook where blue
or enerald colored insects were buzzing about, the roots of trees like
a sand- besprinkl ed shock of hair above grotesque faces in the flinty
rock surface,--all these things nmade a harnony for the eye.

The odor of the tepid water; the scent of the flowers, and the breath
of the caverns which filled the Ionely place gave Raphael a sensation
that was al nost enjoynent. Silence reigned in majesty over these
woods, which possibly are unknown to the tax-collector; but the
barki ng of a couple of dogs broke the stillness all at once; the cows
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turned their heads towards the entrance of the valley, showi ng their
noi st noses to Raphael, stared stupidly at him and then fell to
browsi ng again. A goat and her kid, that seemed to hang on the side of
the crags in sone magi cal fashion, capered and |eapt to a slab of
granite near to Raphael, and stayed there a nonent, as if to seek to
know who he was. The yappi ng of the dogs brought out a plunp child,
who stood agape, and next came a white-haired old nan of m ddl e

hei ght. Both of these two beings were in keeping with the

surroundi ngs, the air, the flowers, and the dwelling. Health appeared
to overflowin this fertile region; old age and chil dhood thrived
there. There seened to be, about all these types of existence, the
freedom and carel essness of the life of primtive tinmes, a happiness
of use and wont that gave the lie to our philosophical platitudes, and
wrought a cure of all its swelling passions in the heart.

The ol d man bel onged to the type of npdel dear to the nasculine brush
of Schnetz. The countless wrinkles upon his brown face | ooked as if
they would be hard to the touch; the straight nose, the pron nent
cheek-bones, streaked with red veins like a vine-leaf in autum, the
angul ar features, all were characteristics of strength, even where
strength exi sted no | onger. The hard hands, now that they toiled no

| onger, had preserved their scanty white hair, his bearing was that of
an absolutely free man; it suggested the thought that, had he been an
Italian, he would have perhaps turned brigand, for the |love of the
liberty so dear to him The child was a regul ar nountai neer, with the
bl ack eyes that can face the sun without flinching, a deeply tanned
conpl exi on, and rough brown hair. H's nmovenments were like a bird's--
swi ft, decided, and unconstrained; his clothing was ragged; the white,
fair skin showed through the rents in his garnents. There they both
stood in silence, side by side, both obeying the same impulse; in both
faces were clear tokens of an absolutely identical and idle life. The
old man had adopted the child's anmusenents, and the child had fallen
inwith the old man's hunor; there was a sort of tacit agreenent

bet ween two ki nds of feebl eness, between failing powers well-nigh
spent and powers just about to unfold thensel ves.

Very soon a wonan who seened to be about thirty years old appeared on
the threshold of the door, spinning as she cane. She was an
Auvergnate, a high-colored, confortable-|ooking, straightforward sort
of person, with white teeth; her cap and dress, the face, full figure,
and general appearance, were of the Auvergne peasant stanp. So was her
di al ect; she was a thorough enbodi nent of her district; its

har dwor ki ng ways, its thrift, ignorance, and heartiness all net in
her .

She greeted Raphael, and they began to tal k. The dogs qui eted down;
the old man went and sat on a bench in the sun; the child followed his
not her about wherever she went, |istening w thout saying a word, and
staring at the stranger.

"You are not afraid to |live here, good woman?"
"What should we be afraid of, sir? When we bolt the door, who ever
could get inside? Oh, no, we aren't afraid at all. And besides," she

said, as she brought the Marquis into the principal roomin the house,
"what should thieves come to take from us here?”
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She designated the room as she spoke; the snoke-blackened walls, with
some brilliant pictures in blue, red, and green, an "End of Credit," a
Crucifixion, and the "Grenadiers of the Inperial Guard" for their sole
ornanent; the furniture here and there, the old wooden four-post
bedstead, the table with crooked |l egs, a few stools, the chest that
held the bread, the flitch that hung fromthe ceiling, a jar of salt,
a stove, and on the mantleshelf a few discolored yellow pl aster
figures. As he went out again Raphael noticed a man hal f-way up the
crags, |eaning on a hoe, and watching the house with interest.

"That's nmy man, sir," said the Auvergnate, unconsciously smling in
peasant fashion; "he is at work up there."”

"And that old man is your father?"

"Aski ng your pardon, sir, he is nmy man's grandfather. Such as you see
him he is a hundred and two, and yet quite lately he wal ked over to
Clermont with our little chap! Oh, he has been a strong man in his
time; but he does nothing now but sleep and eat and drink. He amuses
himself with the little fellow Sonetines the child trails himup the
hillsides, and he will just go up there along with him™"

Val entin made up his mnd i nmediately. He would |ive between this
child and old man, breathe the sane air; eat their bread, drink the
same water, sleep with them nmake the blood in his veins like theirs.
It was a dying man's fancy. For himthe prinme nodel, after which the
custonmary exi stence of the individual should be shaped, the rea
formula for the life of a human being, the only true and possible
life, the life-ideal, was to become one of the oysters adhering to
this rock, to save his shell a day or two | onger by paralyzing the
power of death. One profoundly selfish thought took possession of him
and the whol e universe was swallowed up and lost in it. For himthe
uni verse existed no |longer; the whole world had come to be within

hi msel f. For the sick, the world begins at their pillow and ends at
the foot of the bed; and this countryside was Raphael's sick-bed.

Who has not, at some tine or other in his life, watched the coni ngs
and goings of an ant, slipped straws into a yellow slug's one

br eat hi ng- hol e, studied the vagaries of a slender dragon-fly, pondered
admringly over the countless veins in an oak-leaf, that bring the
colors of a rose window in some Gothic cathedral into contrast with

t he reddi sh background? Who has not | ooked long in delight at the
effects of sun and rain on a roof of brown tiles, at the dewdrops, or
at the variously shaped petals of the flower-cups? Who has not sunk
into these idle, absorbing nmeditations on things wthout, that have no
conscious end, yet lead to sone definite thought at last. Wwo, in
short, has not led a lazy life, the life of childhood, the life of the
savage without his labor? This life without a care or a wi sh Raphae

|l ed for sone days' space. He felt a distinct inprovenent in his
condition, a wonderful sense of ease, that quieted his apprehensions
and soot hed his sufferings.

He would clinb the crags, and then find a seat high up on sone peak
whence he coul d see a vast expanse of distant country at a gl ance, and
he woul d spend whol e days in this way, like a plant in the sun, or a
hare in its form And at last, growing famliar with the appearances
of the plant-life about him and of the changes in the sky, he
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m nutely noted the progress of everything working around himin the
water, on the earth, or inthe air. He tried to share the secret

i mpul ses of nature, sought by passive obedience to becone a part of
it, and to lie within the conservative and despotic jurisdiction that
regul ates instinctive existence. He no |longer w shed to steer his own
cour se.

Just as crimnals in olden tines were safe fromthe pursuit of
justice, if they took refuge under the shadow of the altar, so Raphae
made an effort to slip into the sanctuary of life. He succeeded in
becomi ng an integral part of the great and mghty fruit-producing
organi zation; he had adapted hinself to the inclenency of the air, and
had dwelt in every cave anong the rocks. He had | earned the ways and
habits of growth of every plant, had studied the | aws of the

wat er courses and their beds, and had cone to know the animals; he was
at last so perfectly at one with this teemng earth, that he had in
some sort discerned its nmysteries and caught the spirit of it.

The infinitely varied forns of every natural kingdomwere, to his

t hi nki ng, only devel opnents of one and the sane substance, different
combi nati ons brought about by the sanme inpul se, endl ess emanati ons
froma measurel ess Bei ng which was acting, thinking, noving, and
growi ng, and in harnmony with which he Ionged to grow, to nove, to
think, and act. He had fancifully blended his life with the |ife of
the crags; he had deliberately planted hinself there. During the
earliest days of his sojourn in these pleasant surroundings, Valentin
tasted all the pleasures of childhood again, thanks to the strange
hal | uci nati on of apparent conval escence, which is not unlike the
pauses of deliriumthat nature nercifully provides for those in pain
He went about meking trifling discoveries, setting to work on endl ess
t hi ngs, and finishing none of them the evening's plans were quite
forgotten in the norning; he had no cares, he was happy; he thought

hi nsel f saved.

One norning he had lain in bed till noon, deep in the dreans between
sl eep and waki ng, which give to realities a fantastic appearance, and
make the wi |l dest fancies seemsolid facts; while he was stil

uncertain that he was not dream ng yet, he suddenly heard his hostess
giving a report of his health to Jonathan, for the first tine.
Jonathan cane to inquire after himdaily, and the Auvergnate, thinking
no doubt that Valentin was still asleep, had not |owered the tones of
a voice developed in nountain air

“"No better and no worse," she said. "He coughed all |ast night again
fit to kill hinself. Poor gentleman, he coughs and spits till it is

pi teous. My husband and | often wonder to each other where he gets the
strength fromto cough like that. It goes to your heart. What a cursed

conplaint it is! He has no strength at all. | am always afraid | shal
find himdead in his bed sone norning. He is every bit as pale as a

waxen Christ. DAME! | watch himwhile he dresses; his poor body is as
thin as a nail. And he does not feel well now, but no matter. It's al

the sane; he wears hinmself out with running about as if he had health
and to spare. Al the sane, he is very brave, for he never conpl ains

at all. But really he would be better under the earth than on it, for
he is enduring the agonies of Christ. I don't wish that myself, sir
it is quite in our interests; but even if he didn't pay us what he
does, | should be just as fond of him it is not our own interest that
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is our notive.

"Ah, non Dieu!" she continued, "Parisians are the people for these
dogs' diseases. Where did he catch it, now? Poor young nman! And he is

so sure that he is going to get well! That fever just gnaws him you
know, it eats himaway; it will be the death of him He has no notion
what ever of that; he does not know it, sir; he sees nothing----You
mustn't cry about him M Jonathan; you nust renmenber that he will be
happy, and will not suffer any nore. You ought to meke a neuvai ne for

him | have seen wonderful cures conme of the nine days' prayer, and
woul d gladly pay for a wax taper to save such a gentle creature, so
good he is, a paschal |anb----"

As Raphael's voice had grown too weak to allow himto nmake hinself
heard, he was conpelled to listen to this horrible loquacity. His
irritation, however, drove himout of bed at |ength, and he appeared
upon the threshol d.

"dd scoundrel!" he shouted to Jonathan; "do you nean to put nme to
deat h?"

The peasant wonman took himfor a ghost, and fl ed.

"I forbid you to have any anxi ety whatever about ny health," Raphae
went on.

"Yes, nmy Lord Marquis," said the old servant, w ping away his tears.
"And for the future you had very nmuch better not cone here w thout nmny
orders. ™

Jonat han nmeant to be obedient, but in the look full of pity and
devotion that he gave the Marquis before he went, Raphael read his own
deat h-warrant. Utterly disheartened, brought all at once to a sense of
his real position, Valentin sat down on the threshold, |ocked his arms
across his chest, and bowed his head. Jonathan turned to his master in
alarm with "Wy Lord----"

"Go away, go away," cried the invalid.

In the hours of the next norning, Raphael clinbed the crags, and sat
down in a nossy cleft in the rocks, whence he could see the narrow
path al ong which the water for the dwelling was carried. At the base
of the hill he saw Jonathan in conversation with the Auvergnate. Sone
mal i ci ous power interpreted for himall the wonman's forebodi ngs, and
filled the breeze and the silence with her om nous words. Thrilled
with horror, he took refuge anong the highest sunmits of the
nount ai ns, and stayed there till the evening; but yet he could not
drive away the gl oony presentinments awakened within himin such an
unfortunate manner by a cruel solicitude on his account.

The Auvergne peasant herself suddenly appeared before himlike a
shadow i n the dusk; a perverse freak of the poet within himfound a
vague resenbl ance between her black and white striped petticoat and
t he bony frame of a spectre.

"The danp is falling now, sir," said she. "If you stop out there, you
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will go off just like rotten fruit. You must cone in. It isn't healthy
to breathe the danp, and you have taken nothing since the norning,
besi des. "

"TONNERRE DE DIEU' old witch," he cried; "let me |live after nmy own
fashion, | tell you, or | shall be off altogether. It is quite bad
enough to dig my grave every norning; you mght let it alone in the
evenings at |least----"

"Your grave, sir! | dig your grave!--and where may your grave be?
want to see you as old as father there, and not in your grave by any
manner of neans. The grave! that conmes soon enough for us all; in the
grave----"

"That is enough," said Raphael
"Take nmy arm sir."
"No. "

The feeling of pity in others is very difficult for a man to bear, and
it is hardest of all when the pity is deserved. Hatred is a tonic--it
qui ckens life and stinulates revenge; but pity is death to us--it
makes our weakness weaker still. It is as if distress sinpered
ingratiatingly at us; contenpt lurks in the tenderness, or tenderness
in an affront. In the centenarian Raphael saw triunphant pity, a
wondering pity in the child' s eyes, an officious pity in the wonman,
and in her husband a pity that had an interested notive; but no matter
how t he sentinent declared itself, death was always its inport.

A poet makes a poem of everything; it is tragical or joyful, as things
happen to strike his imagination; his lofty soul rejects all half-
tones; he always prefers vivid and deci ded colors. In Raphael's sou
this conpassi on produced a terrible poem of nmourning and nel ancholy.
VWhen he had wished to live in close contact with nature, he had of
course forgotten how freely natural enotions are expressed. He woul d
think hinself quite alone under a tree, whilst he struggled with an
obstinate coughing fit, a terrible conmbat from which he never issued
victorious wi thout utter exhaustion afterwards; and then he would neet
the clear, bright eyes of the little boy, who occupied the post of
sentinel, |like a savage in a bent of grass; the eyes scrutinized him
with a childish wonder, in which there was as nuch anusement as

pl easure, and an indescribable m xture of indifference and interest.
The awful BROTHER, YOU MUST DI E, of the Trappists seened constantly
legible in the eyes of the peasants wi th whom Raphael was |iving; he
scarcely knew whi ch he dreaded nost, their unfettered talk or their
silence; their presence becanme torture.

One norning he saw two nmen in black prowing about in his

nei ghbor hood, who furtively studied himand took observations. They
made as though they had come there for a stroll, and asked hima few

i ndi fferent questions, to which he returned short answers. He

recogni zed them both. One was the cure and the other the doctor at the
springs; Jonathan had no doubt sent them or the people in the house
had called themin, or the scent of an approaching death had drawn
them thither. He beheld his own funeral, heard the chanting of the
priests, and counted the tall wax candles; and all that lovely fertile

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com




THE MAGI C SKI N 174

nature around him in whose |lap he had thought to find |ife once nore,
he saw no | onger, save through a veil of crape. Everything that but

| ately had spoken of length of days to him now prophesied a speedy
end. He set out the next day for Paris, not before he had been

i nundated with cordial w shes, which the people of the house uttered
in nmelancholy and wistful tones for his benefit.

He travel ed through the night, and awoke as they passed through one of
the pl easant valleys of the Bourbonnais. View after view swam before
hi s gaze, and passed rapidly away |i ke the vague pictures of a dream
Cruel nature spread herself out before his eyes with tantalizing
grace. Sonetinmes the Allier, a liquid shining ribbon, meandered
through the distant fertile | andscape; then foll owed the steeples of
ham ets, hiding nodestly in the depths of a ravine with its yellow
cliffs; sometinmes, after the nonotony of vineyards, the waterm|ls of
alittle valley woul d be suddenly seen; and everywhere there were

pl easant chateaux, hillside villages, roads with their fringes of
queenly poplars; and the Loire itself, at last, with its w de sheets
of water sparkling like dianmonds amid its gol den sands. Attractions
everywhere, wi thout end! This nature, all astir with a |life and

gl adness |ike that of childhood, scarcely able to contain the inmpul ses
and sap of June, possessed a fatal attraction for the darkened gaze of
the invalid. He drew the blinds of his carriage wi ndows, and bet ook

hi rsel f again to sl unber.

Towar ds evening, after they had passed Cesne, he was awakened by
lively nmusic, and found hinself confronted with a village fair. The
horses were changed near the marketplace. Wilst the postilions were
engaged in nmeking the transfer, he saw the people dancing nmerrily,
pretty and attractive girls with flowers about them excited youths,
and finally the jolly w ne-flushed countenances of old peasants.
Children prattled, old wonen | aughed and chatted; everything spoke in
one voice, and there was a holiday gai ety about everything, down to
their clothing and the tables that were set out. A cheerful expression
pervaded the square and the church, the roofs and w ndows; even the
very doorways of the village seenmed |likewise to be in holiday trim

Raphael could not repress an angry exclamation, nor yet a wish to
silence the fiddles, annihilate the stir and bustle, stop the clanor,
and disperse the ill-tinmed festival; like a dying man, he felt unable
to endure the slightest sound, and he entered his carriage nuch
annoyed. When he | ooked out upon the square fromthe wi ndow, he saw
that all the happi ness was scared away; the peasant wonen were in
flight, and the benches were deserted. Only a blind nusician, on the
scaffol ding of the orchestra, went on playing a shrill tune on his
clarionet. That piping of his, wthout dancers to it, and the solitary
old man hinmself, in the shadow of the lime-tree, with his curmudgeon's
face, scanty hair, and ragged clothing, was |like a fantastic picture
of Raphael's wi sh. The heavy rain was pouring in torrents; it was one
of those thunderstorns that June brings about so rapidly, to cease as
suddenly. The thing was so natural, that, when Raphael had | ooked out
and seen sone pal e clouds driven over by a gust of wind, he did not
think of |ooking at the piece of skin. He lay back again in the corner
of his carriage, which was very soon rolling upon its way.

The next day found him back in his hone again, in his own room beside
his own fireside. He had had a large fire lighted; he felt cold.
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Jonat han brought him sonme letters; they were all from Pauline. He
opened the first one w thout any eagerness, and unfolded it as if it
had been the gray-paper form of application for taxes made by the
revenue collector. He read the first sentence:

"Gone! This really is a flight, ny Raphael. Howis it? No one can tel
me where you are. And who should know if not [|?"

He did not wish to learn any nore. He calmy took up the letters and
threw themin the fire, watching with dull and lifeless eyes the
perfumed paper as it was twi sted, shriveled, bent, and devoured by the
capricious flanmes. Fragnments that fell among the ashes allowed himto
see the beginning of a sentence, or a half-burnt thought or word; he
took a pleasure in deciphering them-a sort of mechanical anusenent.

"Sitting at your door--expected--Caprice--1 obey--Rivals--I, never!--
thy Pauline--1ove--no nore of Pauline?--1f you had wi shed to | eave ne
for ever, you would not have deserted nme--Love eternal--To die----"

The words caused hima sort of renorse; he seized the tongs, and
rescued a last fragnent of the letter fromthe flanmes.

"I have murnured,"” so Pauline wote, "but | have never conpl ai ned, ny

Raphael ! If you have left me so far behind you, it was doubtl ess
because you wi shed to hide some heavy grief fromme. Perhaps you will
kill me one of these days, but you are too good to torture ne. So do
not go away fromne like this. There! | can bear the worst of tornent,

if only I amat your side. Any grief that you could cause nme would not
be grief. There is far nore love in ny heart for you than | have ever
yet shown you. | can endure anything, except this weeping far away
fromyou, this ignorance of your----"

Raphael laid the scorched scrap on the nmantel piece, then all at once
he flung it into the fire. The bit of paper was too clearly a synbo
of his own |ove and | uckl ess existence.

"Go and find M Bianchon,"” he told Jonathan
Hor ace cane and found Raphael in bed.

"Can you prescribe a draught for me--sone mld opiate which will
al ways keep me in a somolent condition, a draught that will not be
i njurious although taken constantly."

“"Nothing is easier," the young doctor replied; "but you will have to
keep on your feet for a few hours daily, at any rate, so as to take
your food."

"A few hours!" Raphael broke in; "
for an hour at nost."

no, no! | only wish to be out of bed

"What is your object?" inquired Bi anchon.

"To sleep; for so one keeps alive, at any rate," the patient answered.
"Let no one conme in, not even MIle. Pauline de Wstchnau!" he added to

Jonat han, as the doctor was witing out his prescription
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"Well, M Horace, is there any hope?" the old servant asked, going as
far as the flight of steps before the door, with the young doctor

"He may live for sonme tinme yet, or he may die to-night. The chances of
life and death are evenly balanced in his case. | can't understand it
at all," said the doctor, with a doubtful gesture. "His mnd ought to
be diverted."

"Diverted! Ah, sir, you don't know him He killed a man the other day
wi t hout a word!--Nothing can divert him"

For some days Raphael lay plunged in the torpor of this artificia

sl eep. Thanks to the material power that opium exerts over the
immaterial part of us, this man with the powerful and active

i magi nati on reduced hinmself to the |Ievel of those sluggish fornms of
animal |ife that lurk in the depths of forests, and take the form of
veget abl e refuse, never stirring fromtheir place to catch their easy
prey. He had darkened the very sun in heaven; the daylight never
entered his room About eight o' clock in the evening he would | eave
his bed, with no very clear consciousness of his own existence; he
woul d satisfy the clainms of hunger and return to bed inmediately. One
dull blighted hour after another only brought confused pictures and
appearances before him and |ights and shadows agai nst a background of
darkness. He lay buried in deep silence; novenent and intelligence
were conpletely annihilated for him He woke |ater than usual one
eveni ng, and found that his dinner was not ready. He rang for

Jonat han.

"You can go," he said. "I have made you rich; you shall be happy in
your old age; but I will not let you nuddle away ny |ife any | onger
M serabl e wetch! | am hungry--where is ny dinner? Howis it?--Answer
me!"

A satisfied smle stole over Jonathan's face. He took a candl e that
it up the great dark roonms of the mansion with its flickering Iight;
brought his master, who had agai n becone an automaton, into a great
gallery, and flung a door suddenly open. Raphael was all at once
dazzled by a flood of |ight and amazed by an unheard-of scene.

Hi s chandeliers had been filled with wax-lights; the rarest flowers
fromhis conservatory were carefully arranged about the room the
tabl e sparkled with silver, gold, crystal, and porcelain; a roya
banquet was spread--the odors of the tenpting dishes tickled the
nervous fibres of the palate. There sat his friends; he saw t hem anong
beauti ful wonmen in full evening dress, with bare necks and shoul ders,
with flowers in their hair; fair wonen of every type, with sparkling
eyes, attractively and fancifully arrayed. One had adopted an Irish

j acket, which displayed the alluring outlines of her form one wore
the "basqui na" of Andalusia, with its wanton grace; here was a half-
clad Dian the huntress, there the costume of Mle. de la Valliere,
anorous and coy; and all of themalike were given up to the

i ntoxication of the nmonent.

As Raphael's death-pale face showed itself in the doorway, a sudden
outcry broke out, as vehenent as the blaze of this inprovised banquet.
The voices, perfunmes, and lights, the exquisite beauty of the wonen,
produced their effect upon his senses, and awakened his desires.

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com




THE MAG C SKI'N

Delightful nusic, fromunseen players in the next room drowned the
excited turmult in a torrent of harnony--the whol e strange vision was
compl ete

Raphael felt a caressing pressure on is own hand, a woman's white,
yout hful arms were stretched out to grasp him and the hand was
Aquilina's. He knew now that this scene was not a fantastic illusion
like the fleeting pictures of his disordered dreanms; he uttered a
dreadful cry, slamed the door, and dealt his heartbroken old servant
a blowin the face

"Monster!" he cried, "so you have sworn to kill nme!" and trenbling at
the risks he had just now run, he summoned all his energies, reached
his room took a powerful sl|leeping draught, and went to bed.

"The devil!" cried Jonathan, recovering hinmself. "And M Bi anchon nost
certainly told me to divert his mnd."

It was cl ose upon midnight. By that tinme, owing to one of those

physi cal caprices that are the marvel and the despair of science,
Raphael, in his slunber, became radiant with beauty. A bright color

gl owed on his pale cheeks. There was an al nost girlish grace about the
forehead in which his genius was revealed. Life seemed to bloomon the
qui et face that lay there at rest. His sleep was sound; a light, even
breath was drawn in between red |lips; he was sniling--he had passed no
doubt through the gate of dreans into a noble life. Was he a
centenarian now? Did his grandchildren come to wish himlength of
days? Or, on a rustic bench set in the sun and under the trees, was he
scanning, |ike the prophet on the mountain heights, a promised |and, a
far-off time of blessing.

"Here you are!"

The words, uttered in silver tones, dispelled the shadow faces of his
dreans. He saw Pauline, in the lanplight, sitting upon the bed;
Paul i ne grown fairer yet through sorrow and separati on. Raphae

remai ned bewi | dered by the sight of her face, white as the petals of
some water flower, and the shadow of her |ong, dark hair about it
seemed to make it whiter still. Her tears had left a gleamng trace
upon her cheeks, and hung there yet, ready to fall at the | east
novenment. She | ooked |ike an angel fallen fromthe skies, or a spirit
that a breath mght waft away, as she sat there all in white, with her
head bowed, scarcely creasing the quilt beneath her weight.

"Ah, | have forgotten everything!" she cried, as Raphael opened his
eyes. "l have no voice left except to tell you, 'I amyours.' There is
nothing in my heart but |ove. Angel of ny life, you have never been so
beauti ful before! Your eyes are blazing---- But conme, | can guess it
all. You have been in search of health wi thout ne; you were afraid of
me----well----"

"Go! go! leave nme," Raphael nuttered at |ast. "Wy do you not go? If
you stay, | shall die. Do you want to see ne die?"

"Di e?" she echoed. "Can you die without nme? Die? But you are young;
and I |ove you! Die?" she asked, in a deep, hollow voice. She seized
his hands with a frenzied novenent. "Cold!" she wailed. "Is it all an
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illusion?"

Raphael drew the little bit of skin fromunder his pillow, it was as
tiny and as fragile as a periw nkle petal. He showed it to her

"Pauline!" he said, "fair image of nmy fair life, let us say good-bye?"
"Good- bye?" she echoed, |ooking surprised.

"Yes. This is a talisman that grants nme all my wi shes, and that
represents ny span of life. See here, this is all that remains of it.
If you look at nme any longer, | shall die----"

The young girl thought that Valentin had grown |ightheaded; she took
the talisman and went to fetch the lanp. By its tremulous |ight which
she shed over Raphael and the talisnman, she scanned her |over's face
and the last norsel of the mamgic skin. As Pauline stood there, in al
the beauty of |ove and terror, Raphael was no |onger able to contro
his thoughts; menories of tender scenes, and of passionate and fevered
j oys, overwhel med the soul that had so long lain dormant within him
and kindled a fire not quite extinct.

"Paul i ne! Pauline! Cone to me----

A dreadful cry cane fromthe girl's throat, her eyes dilated with
horror, her eyebrows were distorted and drawn apart by an unspeakabl e
angui sh; she read in Raphael's eyes the vehenment desire in which she
had once exulted, but as it grew she felt a |ight novenent in her
hand, and the skin contracted. She did not stop to think; she fled
into the next room and | ocked the door

"Paul i ne! Pauline!" cried the dying man, as he rushed after her; "I
| ove you, | adore you, | want you, Pauline! | wish to die in your
arnms!"

Wth unnatural strength, the last effort of ebbing life, he broke down
t he door, and saw his mistress withing upon a sofa. Pauline had
vainly tried to pierce her heart, and now thought to find a rapid
death by strangling herself with her shaw .

"If | die, he will live," she said, trying to tighten the knot that
she had nede.

In her struggle with death her hair hung | cose, her shoul ders were
bare, her clothing was di sordered, her eyes were bathed in tears, her
face was flushed and drawn with the horror of despair; yet as her
exceedi ng beauty met Raphael's intoxicated eyes, his deliriumgrew He
sprang towards her like a bird of prey, tore away the shaw, and tried
to take her in his arns.

The dying man sought for words to express the wi sh that was consum ng
his strength; but no sounds woul d cone except the choking death-rattle
in his chest. Each breath he drew sounded hol | ower than the |ast, and
seenmed to cone fromhis very entrails. At the |last nonment, no | onger
able to utter a sound, he set his teeth in Pauline's breast. Jonathan
appeared, terrified by the cries he had heard, and tried to tear away
the dead body fromthe grasp of the girl who was crouching with it in
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a corner.

"What do you want?" she asked. "He is mne, | have killed him Did
not foresee how it would be?"

EPI LOGUE
"“And what becane of Pauline?"

"Paul i ne? Ah! Do you sonmetinmes spend a pl easant wi nter evening by your
own fireside, and give yourself up luxuriously to nenories of |ove or
youth, while you watch the glow of the fire where the | ogs of oak are
burni ng? Here, the fire outlines a sort of chessboard in red squares,
there it has a sheen like velvet; little blue flanmes start up and
flicker and play about in the glowi ng depths of the brasier. A
mysterious artist comes and adapts that flame to his own ends; by a
secret of his own he draws a visionary face in the mdst of those
flam ng violet and crinson hues, a face with uni magi nable delicate
outlines, a fleeting apparition which no chance will ever bring back
again. It is a woman's face, her hair is blown back by the w nd, her
features speak of a rapture of delight; she breathes fire in the m dst
of the fire. She smles, she dies, you will never see her any nore.
Farewel |, flower of the flame! Farewell, essence inconplete and

unf oreseen, cone too early or too late to nake the spark of sone

gl ori ous dianond. "

"But, Pauline?"

"You do not see, then? I will begin again. Make way! nake way! She
cones, she is here, the queen of illusions, a wonan fleeting as a
kiss, a woman bright as lightning, issuing in a blaze like |ightning
fromthe sky, a being uncreated, of spirit and | ove al one. She has

wr apped her shadowy formin flane, or perhaps the flanme betokens that
she exists but for a nmonment. The pure outlines of her shape tell you
that she comes from heaven. |Is she not radiant as an angel ? Can you
not hear the beating of her wi ngs in space? She sinks down beside you
nmore lightly than a bird, and you are entranced by her awful eyes;
there is a magical power in her |ight breathing that draws your 1ips
to hers; she flies and you follow, you feel the earth beneath you no

I onger. If you could but once touch that form of snow wi th your eager
del uded hands, once twi ne the golden hair round your fingers, place
one kiss on those shining eyes! There is an intoxicating vapor around,
and the spell of a siren nmusic is upon you. Every nerve in you is

qui vering; you are filled with pain and longing. Ojoy for which there
is no name! You have touched the worman's lips, and you are awakened at
once by a horrible pang. Oh! ah! yes, you have struck your head

agai nst the corner of the bedpost, you have been clasping its brown
mahogany sides, and chilly gilt ornanents; enbracing a piece of netal,
a brazen Cupid."

"But how about Pauline, sir?"

"What, again? Listen. One lovely norning at Tours a young man, who
hel d the hand of a pretty woman in his, went on board the Ville

d' Angers. Thus united they both | ooked and wondered long at a white
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formthat rose elusively out of the mists above the broad waters of
the Loire, like some child of the sun and the river, or sone freak of
air and cloud. This translucent formwas a syl ph or a naiad by turns;
she hovered in the air like a word that haunts the nenory, which seeks
in vain to grasp it; she glided anong the islands, she nodded her head
here and there anpbng the tall poplar trees; then she grewto a giant's
hei ght; she shook out the countless folds of her drapery to the light;
she shot light fromthe aureole that the sun had litten about her
face; she hovered above the slopes of the hills and their little

ham ets, and seened to bar the passage of the boat before the Chateau
d' Usse. You m ght have thought that La danme des bell es cousines sought
to protect her country from nodern intrusion.”

"Well, well, | understand. So it went with Pauline. But how about
Foedor a?"

"Oh! Foedora, you are sure to neet with her! She was at the Bouffons
| ast night, and she will go to the Opera this evening, and if you like
to take it so, she is Society."

ADDENDUM
The foll owi ng personages appear in other stories of the Human Conedy.

Aqui | i na
Mel not h Reconci | ed

Bi anchon, Horace
Fat her Gori ot
The Atheist's Mass
Cesar Birotteau
The Conmmi ssion in Lunacy
Lost |l | usions
A Di stingui shed Provincial at Paris
A Bachel or's Establishnent
The Secrets of a Princess
The Governnent Cl erks
Pierrette
A Study of Worman
Scenes froma Courtesan's Life
Honori ne
The Seamy Side of History
A Second Hone
A Prince of Bohem a
Letters of Two Brides
The Muse of the Departnent
The | magi nary M stress
The M ddl e Cl asses
Cousin Betty
The Country Parson
In addition, M Bianchon narrated the foll ow ng:
Anot her Study of W nan
La Grande Breteche

Canal i s, Constant-Cyr-Melchior, Baron de
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Letters of Two Brides

A Di stinguished Provincial at Paris
Mbdeste M gnon

Anot her Study of Woman

A Start in Life

Beatri x

The Unconsci ous Hunori sts

The Menber for Arcis

Dudl ey, Lady Arabella
The Lily of the Valley
The Ball at Sceaux
The Secrets of a Princess
A Daughter of Eve
Letters of Two Brides

Euphr asi a
Mel not h Reconci | ed

Joseph
A Study of Worman

Masso
Scenes froma Courtesan's Life
A Daughter of Eve
Cousin Betty
The Unconsci ous Hunori sts

Navarrei ns, Duc de
A Bachel or's Establishnent
Col onel Chabert
The Muse of the Departnent
The Thirteen
Jeal ousi es of a Country Town
The Peasantry
Scenes froma Courtesan's Life
The Country Parson
The Gondreville Mystery
The Secrets of a Princess
Cousin Betty

Rasti gnac, Eugene de
Fat her Cori ot
A Di stingui shed Provincial at Paris
Scenes froma Courtesan's Life
The Ball at Sceaux
The Interdiction
A Study of Worman
Anot her Study of Woman
The Secrets of a Princess
A Daughter of Eve
The Gondreville Mystery
The Firm of Nuci ngen
Cousin Betty
The Menber for Arcis
The Unconsci ous Hunorists
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Taill efer, Jean-Frederic
The Firm of Nuci ngen
Fat her Gori ot
The Red | nn
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